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Scott woke up to a world of pain. He lay in dry grass on a cool night, his shirt torn, his pants tangled around his knees, and his jacket gone. His face, wet with his own blood, hurt like hell. His ribs hurt. His stomach felt like one big bruise. Greater pain burned and ached in lower parts. He shivered and gasped, realizing he was drenched in beer.
His knuckles hurt, too. He gave as good as he got for the first few moments, but a four on one fight was more than anyone could ask of him. His classmates—enemies would be a better word now—didn't know about his health problems. Even without the injuries they'd inflicted, a strain like that was dangerous for Scott. Still, he fought back, for all the good it did. He never pleaded with his attackers, no matter how much they tried to beat it out of him.
Overcoming his shivers and pain, Scott reached between his legs for the empty glass bottle they'd stuck in him. As much as it hurt, he would hurt less with it gone. He couldn't do anything to help himself before he pulled it out. At least it wasn't broken. Relieved despite the new pain, Scott managed to pull his jeans up to his hips. A little more warmth was better than none.
He wondered if he would die out here alone on the other side of the world from home. This was supposed to be a high point in his young life. He'd never been out of the country, and barely even out of state except for a couple of school field trips. Scott only ever got by on hustling through every grant, scholarship, and aid application he could find when he wasn't working. He didn't have family to rely upon. Managing this trip was supposed to be a moment of hope. A turning point. He pulled off the funding and the travel and the classwork. What more could he accomplish?
Twenty-one years old, Scott was pushing through college with the same uncertain future as everyone else and the same widening pit of debt. He had no family and couldn't always trust his own body. He couldn't let go and have fun like other people. Life wouldn't let him.
This would've worked out had there been a different crowd of classmates on the trip.
They'd beaten him, taunted him, and worse. The insults they flung were largely off the mark, but it hardly mattered to those guys. It didn't matter that Scott wasn't gay himself; he stuck up for others who were. That, apparently, was more than enough.
Scott tended not to complain about things. He focused on the positives. He'd led an active if precarious life. He had many friends. Despite what the doctors predicted, he was healthy more often than not. He got to see Greece before he died somewhere in a field outside of Athens.
"Guess I'm gonna miss the flight tomorrow," he mumbled as he struggled with his clothes. He didn't quite get his pants secured around his waist, let alone manage to rise, before he blacked out again.
"You brought me out here for this?"
"Apollo, you must help him."
"Hunh?" Scott mumbled. He tried to open his eyes. They didn't cooperate.
"You really want this one?" asked a disbelieving male voice. "It's been forever since you took on a mortal man, and you're choosing him?"
"Look at where we are," said a woman. "I owe him, Apollo. He fights for me. He fights for love."
"It doesn't look like he did a very good job. Your tastes have changed."
Scott finally managed to open his eyes. A woman with strawberry blonde hair in a white dress knelt over him with concern. Her beauty was intense enough to make him almost forget his pain. Hurting or not, his injuries and his disorientation left him unable to do much more than blink and breathe. Someone else stood over him, too—a man with golden skin and a perfect physique under a white tunic.
"He has a strong heart," she said.
"He has exactly the opposite of that."
"The muscle is weak. The heart is strong, or we wouldn't be here. You owe me this favor," said the blonde to the golden man. "Don't leave the job half-finished, either. He deserves more than a slapdash effort. You know what I mean."
"Oh, fine! He'll be in the peak of health when he wakes. Will that satisfy you?"
"I don't want him dwelling on this," she pressed. "Help him get past the emotions and the memories, too."
"Then it will be done," sighed the golden man. "By morning, he'll be able to run marathons as a casual effort. He won't know a moment of disease in his life. And he'll have no need for a therapist or whatever the mortals call it these days, either."
"Good. I don't want that getting in the way."
"Wait, wha...?" Scott mumbled, but faded out again.
* * *
He awoke without pain. He wasn't cold anymore, nor did he lie on cold, hard ground. The bed was warm and comfortable. Some nearby machine gave a slow, steady beep. Scott's eyes fluttered open to reveal the inside of a hospital room.
The lights were dim, but not so dim that he couldn't see. He'd spent enough time in hospitals to be used to it. The signs on the walls confirmed his location. He couldn't read the letters, but after a week in the country he could at least recognize Greek when he saw it. He could also read a clock.
"Shit," he rasped to the ceiling. "Guess I missed my flight." On the bright side, he figured, he got to live through the fallout over all this. Yay.
"You are awake," said a gravelly voice, harsh but not hostile. Scott wondered how he could possibly have missed the guy seated in the corner. He was big and hard-faced, with a dark-stubbled scalp and muscles like thick steel cables. His black shirt and dark pants gave no clue to his identity.
"Yeah," Scott nodded. He tried to stretch, but found that difficult for his left arm what with the IVs attached to him. He sat up a little. "I thought I was really hurt."
"You were beaten and tortured. Mortally wounded," said the other man. "My half-brother saw to your recovery. No mere doctor could have saved you."
Scott let that process. He had to exercise some nerve to look the other man in the eye. Something about the stranger seemed larger than life. Scott didn't understand how he could know that...but he knew. He knew this was more than an ordinary man. And then he remembered the others. "I remember someone with golden skin, but I thought I was dreaming."
"No dream. That was Apollo. I am Ares."
Scott swallowed hard. The man didn't glow. He didn't shimmer with magic, he wasn't wreathed in flames, and there was no incredible entrance music or ominous rumble...but Scott knew the man wasn't joking.
"You are no warrior," said Ares.
The beeping of the machine betrayed Scott's rising heart rate. He didn't break eye contact with the casually frightening god looming over him. Maybe if Ares was actually trying to be scary it may have been a different story, but Scott could muster the courage for a neutral conversation, at least. "No. The military wouldn't take me. Medical stuff."
"But you have heart."
"I had a heart attack in football tryouts," he said. "Kind of limited my options for being a soldier. Or an athlete. Or a lot of other things."
"And what will you do now?"
"Not let 'em get away with it, that's for sure," Scott answered readily. He wondered if this was a test of some sort. "I don't plan to cover anything up from the police. If they handle it, fine, but if that doesn't get anywhere...I don't know. I can't beat all four at once. I have to figure something out. But I'm not letting it go."
The faintest grin appeared on the god's lips. "My brother's touch has remedied your injuries and your fragile health. Your courage is all your own. Without that, I'd never have agreed to this." Ares reached behind his back to pull out two nasty black daggers. He flipped the daggers in his hands and offered them to Scott. "Hold these firmly."
Not knowing where this would go, Scott accepted the daggers. Then he yelped as Ares slapped his hands down onto the blades, impaling himself through each palm. Ares grabbed tightly onto Scott's hands, keeping his fists clenched tight around the handles. The god managed it with little more than a grunt of pain. Scott felt like he might jump out of his own skin.
"Whoa!" Scott blurted. "What're you doing? Oh my god, your hands!"
Ares forced Scott to keep a tight grip around the daggers long enough for his blood to flow, and then yanked his hands free. At that, Scott dropped the blades and looked at his stained hands and wrists in shock. Ares calmly retrieved his weapons and tucked them back under his belt. His hands showed no sign of injury.
"I lay no obligations upon you," said Ares. "This is my payment for a debt to another. Should battle comes upon you again, know that you will never find yourself lacking in talent or skill. No matter the battlefield. No matter the enemy."
Still shocked, Scott couldn't quite form words to say fast enough to stop Ares from walking out. The big man stopped only long enough to look over his shoulder. "When you face your enemies again, they will wish for far more than four men." With that, he was gone.
Scott looked at his hands again and found the blood quickly vanishing, like water evaporating under time-lapse video. The blankets weren't even stained. Every drop was gone by the time someone else appeared in the doorway. "Are you awake?" asked the man with a thick Greek accent. "I am the nurse. How do you feel?"
Scott blinked, unsure of how to answer. Ironically, the truth seemed convenient enough. "I feel great."
"Can you tell me your name?"
"Scott. Scott Murphy."
* * *
"The police found your wallet nearby. Your insurance card noted a heart condition, but we never found any sign of one," said the doctor. His English was accented like everyone else's, though he was more precise than most. He stood next to Scott's bed beside a local detective and a lady from the US Embassy who both arrived in the morning. "Do you think your doctor might have made a mistake?"
Scott knew better. He couldn't really tell anyone why without ending up in the psych ward or whatever they called it in Greece. He'd have thought himself crazy, too, but for the conditions the doctor described and the way he felt now. His heart attack on the football tryout field hadn't been imagined, but he didn't want to explain why he wasn't worried about it anymore. "I guess it's possible," Scott shrugged.
"Well. I think when you get home to America, you should find a new doctor and have new tests. This is not something you want to get wrong. But you seem to be healing well. You have only been here for a day and night, and yet..." He gestured to Scott with open hands. Scott's wounds amounted to little more than ugly bruises and scrapes. Even the swelling around his eye was mostly gone. "We must keep you one more night for observation, but then I think you can go."
"Thank you, doctor," Scott said with a smile. "I really appreciate it."
With the doctor's exit, Scott's other visitors stepped up closer. The American was a black woman from the embassy, somewhere in her mid-forties with a kind face. The Greek man with her wore a suit and a somber expression. "Mr. Murphy," said the Greek detective, "we have checked up on the names you gave us. They all have, erm..." he looked to the woman beside him. "Ms. Simmons?"
"An alibi," she explained. "More than just each other. Those guys were all packed and ready to get on the flight yesterday morning and they had plenty of witnesses saying they were in a restaurant when you were attacked. Including your Professor Winston. "
"I'm not sure what to say about that," Scott frowned. "It's not like they wore masks. Doug Peters, Frank McAlister...all of them."
"Oh, I believe you," said the detective. "Your teacher was more annoyed than worried, which says much. I bet these boys paid for their alibis. They seem to have plenty of money, no? But my country does not have so much money for a long time now. My boss says he cannot charge them on what we have."
"Or deal with extradition," chimed in Ms. Simmons. "Like you said, they come from money. They'll get lawyered up fast and it will get ugly. You can't take them to an American court for this, either. They have to be extradited here, and you'd have to be here as part of the case. It would get very expensive for you very fast."
"I do not want to let them get away with this," the detective went on. "These men all belong in prison. They broke our laws and hurt a guest in our country. If your teacher helped them, he is guilty, too. But if we cannot prove them guilty, then you will go through even more trouble for nothing."
"Yeah," Scott sighed. "Yeah, I understand. Don't beat yourself up over it," he added, and then winced. "Okay, I didn't mean that as a joke. Sorry. Bad turn of phrase."
It was ugly, and should have been truly demoralizing, but Scott didn't feel all that bad. He felt none of the trauma that he knew should likely follow such a crime. Even the thought of the inevitable financial problems from all this didn't stress him right now. Instead, his mind kept coming back to the strangers that visited him before.
He'd rather live his life looking forward than backward, anyway.
"Your hotel still had your luggage and passport," said Mrs. Simmons. "I've spoken with the airline, and I think we can swing you a trip back to California at no extra cost. They've been very understanding. In the meantime, Professor Winston wasn't helpful with your emergency contact information. I'm sure you have some people you want to call. Do you know the numbers? I know your phone was smashed, but if you need help getting hold of family...?"
"Not family," Scott shook his head. "I've got housemates to call. Friends. Just not family."
* * *
"Holy shit. I'm glad you're okay now, at least," said Jack.
"You are okay, right?" asked Heather. "I mean we're not jumping to a conclusion there?"
"Yeah, I'll be alright," Scott said into the phone. "It's just observation for tonight. I got jacked up pretty bad, but nothing is broken and I guess I even avoided stitches."
He'd been glad to catch any of them at all, let alone two of them on speakerphone. A 7pm call from Greece hit at 9am in Orange County. All five residents of the Boathouse led busy lives; at any point, day or night, at least one of them was out working or at school or something else. Usually it was two or more. They didn't exactly live the high life, either; they only called their five-way-split rented home the Boathouse by virtue of the holed and useless canoe the landlord left in the backyard. It was a symbol for how well he took care of the rest of the home.
At least the rent was affordable. All any of the current residents needed was the help of four other young adults scraping by to put the rent together every month. Heather and Jack were a couple sharing one bedroom, as were the other roommates. Scott's room probably wasn't meant to be a bedroom, but as long as the rent was paid, the landlord didn't care.
"What's the damage gonna be like for the hospital bills?" Jack asked hesitantly. "I know you're always struggling with that shit."
"I had to pay a healthcare coverage charge for the trip, but that bought me into the national system. Even with all the economic problems, everything's covered. It's like a civilized country or some crazy thing. I dunno, apparently I won't have to declare bankruptcy yet."
Jack and Heather laughed. "That's good to hear," said Heather. "So when are you due back?"
"Day after tomorrow, looks like. I forget what time I get in. Don't worry about getting me a ride, I know people have plans or work or whatever. It's fine."
"Are you gonna go back to school next week?" asked Heather. "With those guys still in your classes?"
"Yeah. They won't try anything at school. As for the rest...I'm working on it."
* * *
He awoke in the middle of the night, surprised that he'd fallen asleep at all. He wasn't tired. Several times, he'd gotten up to walk around. The doctor approved the removal of his IV before he fell asleep, given that it was only a precaution against dehydration in the first place. Scott spent much of the evening after that watching television—all in Greek, of course, so he hardly understood a word of it.
He'd been the victim of a horrible assault. He was angry, but he knew he should also feel humiliated and afraid. Instead, his anger was entirely under control, put aside for now until he could do something about it. The rest hardly never really came. He didn't think he was calm enough to fall asleep, but waking up in the darkened hospital room proved him wrong there. Scott let out a yawn, stretched, and then realized he wasn't alone.
"You've been waiting for me," she said. She sat in one of the chairs by the window near his bed. Her long and slightly curled strawberry blonde hair seemed to almost reflect the mild light in the room. Her face took his breath away, as did her body. She wore the sort of white dress he normally only saw in cheesy movies about Greek mythology, which looked great on her. Then again, she could probably make a mu-mu look good.
"I was hoping...?" Scott joked. He sat up in his bed, thinking he must look like a complete mess. It was a hospital room, after all. Though they'd cleaned him up when he came in, it wasn't the same as getting a shower. His short, dark hair had to look ridiculous.
He saw amusement, endless confidence, and even affection in her smile. A man could die for a smile like that, he thought.
"You're a smart one, Scott. That's one of the things I like about you. And you know who I am, too, don't you? You're not trying to guess which goddess or whether to use the Greek name or the Roman?"
"No," Scott answered, shaking his head. "I know the mythology. Read a lot of it as a kid. You're Aphrodite."
"Yep."
"You sound different than the others."
"I'm more of a people person than they are," she winked. "I roam around in the mortal world now and again. It keeps me hip."
"You saved me on that hill, didn't you?" Scott asked.
"Yes. Well, Apollo is the real healer, but I dragged him out there. You weren't far from one of my old shrines. I felt your presence and I understood what was happening. You stood in defense of love. In return I called in some favors owed to me. Without Apollo's help, you'd have died. Even if mortal medicine could save you, you would have wound up here in this hospital for weeks, and then you'd have all sorts of emotional trouble to sort through along with all the physical stuff. He spared you from all that at my request. Don't worry about this sneaking up on you like some repressed memory. I didn't want you to carry those scars."
"Thank you," he said. "I'm glad you're here so I can say that."
"Aw, so humble. Thoughtful. Sweet. And I can read every one of those deliciously dirty thoughts that are running around in the back of your mind while you look at me, too," she grinned, and then laughed as he blushed. "Oh, don't worry about it. I get that from everyone. Let your imagination run free. I won't be insulted. From you, it's perfectly welcome.
"In fact, it's better if you let your guard down. I'd prefer it. I want to speak plainly with you. I'm not here to hit on you, but this conversation may get a little dirty," she added slyly, "if you don't mind."
That made him tilt his head a bit. "This is surreal."
"Isn't it?"
He just laughed. Her beauty and composure would probably intimidate many people, but he felt at ease. Perhaps that was some effect she had, or perhaps it was because she'd said she wasn't here to make a pass. He wasn't getting his hopes up, anyway. He could never reach that high.



"Mmm, you're right about that, but you're also wrong," she said, reading his mind once more. Scott blinked. Aphrodite paid no heed to his surprise. "I'm not here to jump you. It's a nice thought, but you'd die. Happily, I'll grant, but you're a mortal and I'm a goddess. It's not like the old days. We're too removed now. As much as I'd truly like to give you what you long for, no mere mortal would last more than a couple of minutes. Don't dwell on it. But I do like you. I like you a lot. And what you did for me started something that will bring on the greatest resurgence of my power in centuries."
"What I started? All I did was get my ass kicked."
"Scott, you stumbled over an important ruin. The archaeologists don't even know it's there...but they do now because of the investigation into the attack. Additionally, you fought for love. You stood in defense of love as a principle. Not only did you point the modern world to my shrine and all the learning it will eventually yield, you re-consecrated the shrine through sacrifice. I am grateful, Scott. I owe you much more than the favors I have already traded...and I am glad to honor this debt."
She rose from her chair to slowly stroll around the foot of his bed as she spoke. "You're Scott Murphy, recently turned twenty-one years old and ill-used by love. Your first sort-of girlfriend was a three-week drama-fest when you were sixteen. You had a six-month run with Tricia after graduation, lost your virginity at nineteen in exactly the sort of awkward but adorable scenario one might expect, and then she broke up with you for a big, hunky football player...or so you think. Actually, she broke up with you because she didn't know what she wanted. She regretted that, too. Take it from the goddess of love: she's not a bad person, but you're better off.
"You've had crushes and sporadic dates. Lots of almosts and maybe-somedays and two after-party hook-ups. One of the things I like about you most, Scott, is that you can handle rejection. You don't pull that shit where you're 'nice' to a girl and then get upset when she won't put out. You don't resent girls for not going out with you. You're still friends with some of those crushes even now. You know how to suck it up and move on."
She stepped closer to his side. "The other thing that I like about you so much is that you stick up for love. The scum from your class beat you because you support love for everyone, whether they are like you or not. They mocked and harassed some guys holding hands on campus and you shut them down. They didn't like that.
"Nobody else heard. It wasn't like you knew the men who were harassed. You weren't trying to impress anyone with your courage. You just saw two people who were happy together and didn't deserve to be shit on. And you didn't back down when that hate turned on you."
Scott slowly nodded. "Yeah," he mumbled. That one moment led to weeks of harassment followed by a beating in a foreign country. "Yeah, that's about it. Haven't decided exactly what I'm gonna do about that yet."
"Take revenge, obviously," the goddess scoffed. "You're not the only person they've hurt. You need to demolish every one of them, and that professor who enabled the whole thing, too.
"But let's put that aside for now. Scott, I know about your romances and your desires. That's my purview as a goddess. I know your heart, and I can work out some other things from that, but I am not omniscient. You told the doctors that you have no family. Why not?"
"I've got more 'family of choice' than family by blood. My housemates are good people. Living together can get a little irritating, but we're basically good. As for family, they, uh...they went to prison while I was in high school. Drugs, theft, assault, all kinds of shit. Lowest end of organized crime, both of 'em. You can't really say it was crimes of desperation, either. Even when things were going good, they'd do something stupid or even hurtful. I gave up trying to talk to them. Finished school as a 'ward of the state.' Never really clicked with any foster families, either, so...it's always been just me and whatever friends I've made. Got plenty of those, though."
"Wow. You don't seem like you carry much bitterness in your heart."
He shrugged. "I didn't want to be like them. Still don't."
"Is that why you step in to help people? That's how you wound up in that field the other night."
"I guess. Maybe I know what it's like when nobody steps in to help."
Aphrodite's face broke into a broad, glowing smile. It almost made him ache. "Yeah, you do. You definitely do. So what's your life like apart from the lack of romance?"
"I've got a lame job and a tiny room in a shared house while I get through college on loans and scholarships. I hang on by every bit of financial aid I can get from the state or whoever. I know I don't look it, but I get sick all the time. I live with being sick. Between all the medical debt and student debt and..." He sucked in a deep breath. He knew he could admit this. "It's scary. It's scary all the time. But I've gotta keep going. Lots of people live with all the same shit. Lots of people have it worse. I can't do anything but keep going."
"As I said, Scott, Apollo healed you...of everything. By the time you wake up in the morning, you may be the healthiest mortal in the world. Short of accidents or violence, you will stay that way. When you're an old man, you'll still be fitter than a star athlete. And after your talk with Ares, I wouldn't worry much about violence, either." Her smile grew gentler. "All those troubles, and you're lonely, too. Aren't you?"
"Yes. I miss...I miss having a girlfriend." He wasn't afraid to admit it. "I know I need to stand on my own. I can do that. Feels better not to be alone, though."
Aphrodite nodded. Something in her demeanor changed then, adding a little more business and seriousness to her warmth and light. "I told you what you have done and what it means to me. I am here to offer you a choice of rewards. To be honest, I already know how you'll choose because I know your heart and your desires, but consent is important to me. I want you to know that. This choice is yours to make. Either way, your lonely days are over.
"If you wish, I will grant you the 'happily ever after' people dream of. You will soon find love, deep and meaningful and exciting. I am nothing if not the best matchmaker in the world. I will find you a love that will never grow old and never lose its spark. Should the whims of fate part you through tragedy, I promise you will not suffer for long. You'll forget about this meeting, but I will not. I'll look after you."
"Why wouldn't I want that?" Scott asked. "I don't want to forget you, but the rest sounds wonderful."
She smiled with amusement. "It's not a 'yes or no' choice. That's only one of two options. The other is more involved."
Bigger questions finally caught up with him. "Wait. If you and the other gods are real, does that mean you run...you're really gods? You run the world?"
"I'm glad you asked before I went on," Aphrodite laughed. "The answer is yes and no. We're real. We certainly consider ourselves gods. But we're not the sort of omnipotent being you probably have in mind. I wouldn't ask you to abandon any such beliefs, and I'm not offended if you don't literally pray to me. That's as humble as I can be, by the way, so don't ask for more." She winked. "We are real. We are otherworldly and powerful, and we influence the mortal world. Yes. All that is true.
"We should also be specific about my domain and my interests. I'm the goddess of love, as you know, but not the familial or brotherly kind. I'm the goddess of romance, desire, crushes...and lust and sexual pleasure. Everything from true love to one night stands. I am the goddess of erotic love, Scott. The fun stuff. That brings us to my other offer.
"From time to time, every god and goddess has had their heroes, champions, Earthly agents. I need such an agent. A herald. I want you."
Scott knew from experience the heavy "thud" in his chest couldn't be a heart attack, because it felt good rather than bad. The sparkle in her eyes reminded him of how she could read his emotions.
"Athena's champions usually accomplish great heroics or intellectual advances. Ares makes his champions into peerless warriors. A champion of Hephaestus creates great inventions. And Hera..." Aphrodite rolled her eyes. "Okay, I'm going to level with you: the surviving myths have it wrong. Hera is great. Zeus is the problem, but I digress.
"My heralds engage in a little traditional heroics here and there. A little saving the day, a little making the world a better place. But the vast majority of their triumphs are romantic... and sexual. To the rest of the world, it's all very small scale. Individual. Private. To those involved, it's incredible, even life-changing."
He swallowed hard. "You want me to seduce people for you?"
"Sometimes. Other tasks may be more straightforward, like acquiring or delivering something for me. My requests will be infrequent, and I very much mean 'requests.' Consent is important to me. I promise to never give you a job against your morals...or especially your attractions in any intimate tasks. In the meantime, you'll be free to enjoy the gifts and benefits of being my herald. Sex and pleasure are at the core of my role and my being as a goddess. Even many of the tasks I set before you will be a reward. Enjoying yourself is a core aspect of the job."
He swallowed hard. "Didn't we just talk about my lame romantic track record?"
"If you accept, you will receive every blessing of the goddess of love. Sex appeal beyond your wildest dreams. Animal magnetism. Perfect instincts. That little nudge of good fortune to bend circumstance in your favor, even when you push your luck. An ability to establish intimacy and brush away inhibitions no mortal can match, and more than enough prowess to put it all to use. You'll be one of the greatest pleasures on Earth without even trying. Women will find as much ecstasy in sucking your cock as you receive from their mouths, if not more."
His heart dropped another heavy "thud" on him.
"No woman will ever regret fucking you, no matter how things play out. No jealousy issues. No heartbreak when you move on. The benefits scale up from here. You will have all of my blessings to play with at your leisure whenever I don't have a task for you, which is to say most of the time. You can seek partners out or let them come to you. You can play any role you like: be the suave seducer, the irresistible animal, the wide-eyed innocent ripe for seduction. I think you'll like switching roles at your whim. The only time you'll go to bed alone is if you choose to do so."
Their eyes remained locked as her words hung in the air. Scott's heart thumped in his chest. His breath grew heavy. And though he'd developed a hard-on early in their conversation, Scott now felt very conscious of just how stiff his cock had grown under his thin hospital blankets.
She noticed, too. Her lips spread in a kinky grin. "I'm guessing you're interested."
"I'm listening," he replied. He couldn't help grinning back, but he needed to know more.
"This is for life, Scott. People talk about altruistic roles like medicine being a calling, and this will be the same. I'm not only freeing you to follow your own desires; I'm asking you to follow them without restraint. Your desires don't even have to be altruistic in the slightest, though knowing you, there'll surely be some of that. Put your trust in me and go wild. But understand: you will be the Herald of Aphrodite, Scott. Twenty-four seven, for the rest of your life. Don't worry about your financial woes and your job prospects. This will be your job now. Even when I have no task for you, I will never be far away."
"What's the catch?" he asked.
Aphrodite laughed. "Believe it or not, I'm underselling the pleasures ahead and the scale of your role. This is the sober and realistic pitch, not persuasion. But yes, there are limits," she admitted.
"We need to keep this relatively quiet. You're bound to become popular in some circles, but I can't have you becoming a celebrity. You won't be able to have children, either. We can't create a line of people like you. On the bright side, between that and Apollo's blessing, you'll never have to worry about that pesky safe sex stuff. Your lovers won't even think twice about it.
"The real catch is that you don't get to do this for a while and then retire. This is a lifelong commitment, Scott. No settling down into an ordinary day job with a wife and a white picket fence. You will find lasting love, I promise you, but it'll be part of all this. Your love life will be nothing like the traditional monogamous ideal.
"I am calling you to a life of adventure, Scott," she said with gentle seriousness. "With all the bumps and bruises that entails. Damn the rules. Damn the social standards. I want you to follow your desires, even when it's naughty or scandalous. Especially when it's like that. Put your trust in me and go for it.
"And you'll have haters. You will have lovers beyond anything you ever hoped to find, but you will have haters. This won't always be safe."
"I've already got haters," Scott said.
"You do. And I love you for it," she grinned.
His heart soared. How could it not, hearing that from her? "What else? Are there rules?"
"Promises. My rules are promises. You will never violate a woman's consent. I will show you how to be certain. You will only lay with those grown to adulthood both by your society's standards and in their hearts and minds—women, as they are your desire, but have no fear of attracting those too young or too vulnerable. And you will cause no harm to those you lay with, emotionally or physically...indulgence in rough play aside."
She was right. How could he say no? "When do we start?"
Aphrodite's smile shined even brighter than before. "You'll do it?"
"You knew I would," he laughed. His ease with her still surprised him. As blown away as he was by her raw beauty and sexuality, he never felt tongue-tied or intimidated. He already felt like she was a trusted, intimate friend.
"I know your heart and your desires, but I take nothing for granted. You'll do it?"
"Yes. I can't believe I'm the guy you want for this, but how could I say no?"
"You are, Scott," she assured him. "I don't want someone arrogant or cocky. You're perfect for this because of your history and because of your doubts. I want someone who will appreciate this from the beginning and grow into the role. The pleasures I have described are only the beginning of what awaits. I want you, Scott."
Aphrodite leaned in. The mere caress of her hair as it dangled onto his skin meant as much to him as any affectionate touch he'd ever felt. Her face came in closer. "We start now," she breathed across his lips. "Like this," and then she kissed him.
The incredible rush she sent through his body left him with no doubt whatsoever about the deadly danger of sex with her. His heart never pounded harder or faster. His skin never felt so sensitive, nor had he ever tasted anything as exquisite as her lips and her tongue across his. One of her hands slid downward along his chest, deftly moving under his thin hospital blanket and then under his gown to caress his impossibly hard cock.
He thought he would come that very second, but he didn't. Something else incredible happened then: he grew. Scott never pulled out a measuring stick to check his size before, but he knew he was at least average. As Aphrodite touched him, he became much more than that, and much more sensitive, too.
Despite riding edge of orgasm from the very first brush of her fingertips, it didn't happen. She had his body completely under her control. It only lasted a few moments, but it felt like an eternity. Then she escalated. Aphrodite's kiss withdrew. She winked at him when his eyes fluttered open. "One last step. Don't feel bad about how quick this is. You're only mortal."
Scott wasn't sure what she could be talking about, but Aphrodite swept away the blanket from his waist to reveal his newly-enhanced cock in her hand. Every stroke had his whole body shaking as if he were in orgasm but for the lack of semen pumping from his tool.
He had one last look at her incredible face before she turned, bending over his cock, and took it into her mouth. The pleasure was more than he could bear. He came hard, shuddering with every pump, and lost consciousness well before his climax was finished.
* * *
Scott's eyes snapped open to find his room lit up by the sun outside his window. He looked down at himself in the bed to find the blankets perfectly arranged over him. He felt like a million bucks.
Looking around and listening, Scott could hear voices out in the hallway as ordinary business carried on in the hospital. He found a glass of water within easy reach on the nightstand, along with a simple note bearing a hand-drawn heart. It read: "On the Job Training starts now. Lesson One: Safety First. I promised you will never violate consent. This is why."
A knock on the door interrupted before he read the rest. Reflexively, he folded up the note. "Mister Murphy?" asked a woman's voice, the accent even thicker this time than the others he'd spoken to. "Are you awake?"
"Yes?" Scott looked up. "Come in."
The nurse was pretty enough, but Scott felt an entirely different reaction than he expected at the sight of a pretty face. His guts lurched. Though he didn't feel nauseous or worry about getting to the bathroom, it was a feeling he couldn't possibly miss. The last thing he wanted was sex. Appropriately enough, the nurse flashed him the smile of someone who'd been working all night and had plenty of other things on her mind, too. "How are you today?" she asked, clearly having rehearsed it. "Do you need anything?"
"I feel fine," said Scott, already adjusting to the signals from his gut. "Better than I expected."
The nurse turned to his charts and the monitor equipment. Behind her back, Scott flipped the small note open and read the rest: "Some people don't like sex or romance. Some don't like men. Some are not in a healthy space. Some have other reasons. A decent person respects 'no' as an answer, but you won't even need to wonder.
"You will not feel this often. Everyone else is fair game.
"Go to the bar at the Athens Orion Hotel. Order a drink. This is Lesson Two: How to Solve Your Problems with Your Cock. Do what comes naturally. Have fun. -A"
"The doctor will be here soon," the nurse said in careful English. "Do you feel ready to leave?"
* * *
Someone from the embassy did him the favor of collecting his luggage from the hostel and bringing it over, along with voucher information to arrange his flight home. The hospital staff let him into one of the rooms with its own shower stall to clean up. That led to a new surprise: he looked better than he ever had in his life. He found new muscle tone and no flab, along with a face smoother than the closest shave he'd ever had. No one seemed to have noticed the changes. Scott decided not to point them out. He needed to get out of the hospital and get on with his life.
By the time he was ready to go—and then through with the hospital paperwork, plus the call to the airline—it was already lunchtime. Concerns about money were already heavy. He had a part-time job and some minor scholarships, but this trip was a major expense, taken only to help squeeze in the extra college units. He'd saved for months to cover the costs and now he was here beyond his original plans.
He couldn't get a flight until tomorrow afternoon. That meant he'd need a place to sleep tonight, along with meals and other expenses never accounted for in the budget that he'd already maxed out...and here Aphrodite wanted him to go to a bar in a five-star hotel.



He felt a bit surprised that they even let him in, but it wasn't as if every American with money wore designer labels. The staff in the spacious, gorgeous lobby accepted him without a second thought, put his bags in a coat check closet and showed him to the bar. All along the way, Scott thought he'd caught the eye of one woman after another. He didn't want to dwell on that just yet. He had bigger problems, like how much this one drink was about to cost.
The bar wasn't crowded. Scott waited for the bartender to turn around. He realized then that he didn't know what he wanted, but all of the bottles on the shelf behind the bar looked pricy. He glanced around for a drink menu, first on the bar itself and then at the nearby tables. That was when he saw her—blonde and gorgeous, wearing a blue sun dress that showed off her curves. She looked to be in her late thirties or perhaps a little older, with a troubled expression as she looked at her phone.
Frustrated, she looked away from her phone and soon met Scott's gaze. Old habits turned Scott's eyes away, hoping she wouldn't think he was staring.
"Kalispera," Scott smiled to the bartender in his best travel-guide Greek. "Do you speak English?"
"Eh, little," said the man. It was about what Scott had hoped; a bartender in a place like this probably dealt with people from all over the world. "Drink?"
"Yes. Do you have a list? A menu?"
"Are you American?" asked a woman's voice beside him. This time, he heard no accent—or, rather, he heard about the same accent he had himself. The beautiful blonde now stood beside him. She flashed him a friendly, helpful smile. "First time here?"
"Yeah, actually," Scott nodded. "Wish I'd brushed up on the language a bit more rather than playing the 'ugly American' like this."
"I know how that is. Let me buy you a drink?"
Scott kept his cool, though he let a little of his surprise show naturally. "Sure, thanks. Just a beer. I'm Scott, by the way."
"Breanne," the blonde smiled. She turned to the bartender and made the order in Greek, then gestured to Scott to join her at her small table. "I don't often get to show off my tourist-speak very often," she joked.
"Nice of you to come to my rescue. Thanks."
"Sure. It's nice to meet another American."
"Are you here alone?"
"Yes and no. Long story." She shrugged. "You?"
"At this point, yeah," Scott sighed. He caught the glint in her eye as she looked him over. Rather than feeling shy or flustered, Scott took it as a good sign. He returned an easy smile and made plenty of eye contact. "I came here with a university class and ran into some trouble. Missed my original flight. Now I'm stuck with a little time to kill."
"Were you staying here?" she asked. "Seems a bit swanky for a college class. Undergrad?"
"Does it show?" he grinned.
"If you told me you were in grad school, I'd believe it. You don't strike me as a freshman," she teased mildly. "You don't sound like one, either."
He took that as a good sign. "No, I was in a much more affordable hostel on the other side of the city until things got derailed. I came over here figuring the language barrier might be a little easier at a place like this."
"What went wrong? Oh, efharisto," she said to the bartender as he brought them their drinks.
"To make a long story short, I got mugged the night we were supposed to leave and I wound up in the hospital. I'm okay, but they rung my bell pretty good. I had to stay a night for observation, so I missed my flight. And there was the police report, and the embassy, and all that. I was supposed to head home two days ago."
"That's terrible! I've been here three times and I've never even heard of anything like that."
"Eh. Crime happens everywhere, right?"
"You seem to be taking it well," she observed. "Most people I know would still be beside themselves over it."
"Well, the cops found my wallet and my passport was safely with my luggage at the hostel, so I just lost some cash. I'm not really hurt. I've got a flight home again, but not until tomorrow. All in all, I think I should count myself lucky." He caught the small shake of her head. "Does it seem that strange?"
Breanne laughed a little. "Let's say I'm not used to people who take adversity in stride."
He noted the tone of approval in her voice. "Do you take it in stride?"
"I try. Sometimes it's an uphill battle." Her phone vibrated again beside her drink. "Case in point," she sighed, picking it up to tap at it without actually looking. "Sorry. My own travel drama there."
"What's going on?"
"Nothing I want to trouble you with," Breanne shook her head.
"Up to you, but you bought me the drink. The least I can do is lend a sympathetic ear."
"How do I know you'll be sympathetic?"
"Because you bought me the drink," Scott grinned. "That earns more of my loyalty than I owe to whoever sent you that text."
Breanne laughed, almost in spite of herself. "Loyalty, huh?"
He held his hands up amiably. "I won't pry."
Her phone buzzed again. Her eyes turned up toward Scott's. She seemed contemplative...and hungry for what she saw. "I'm here with my fiancée, except I'm not sure if he's still going to be my fiancée at this point. This trip was supposed to be part business for him and part pre-honeymoon for us. I found out yesterday that he's had a couple of pre-bachelor parties that have gone way out of bounds. He misfired some pictures from his phone straight into mine."
"Wow, I'm sorry to hear," Scott said with sincerity. "That has to be awful."
"We're staying at a villa, so I left him there and got a hotel room for the night. I needed some space to get over the shock and anger and figure out what I want to do."
"So that's him texting you?"
"Yes. He's going between pleading and being indignant. He was born pretty well-off and now he's a big-shot corporate executive, so he's used to getting what he wants and not used to being called out. And he doesn't take adversity well. Something I've been thinking about."
"Seems like a bad trait for a corporate executive," noted Scott.
Breanne's shoulders sank a little. "I don't know. I'm being negative right now because I'm angry at him, but I have good reason to be angry at him. To be honest, the infidelity isn't nearly as bad as the lying. I just..." Her voice trailed off then, but the thoughtful look in her eyes remained. "I don't know why I'm telling all this to a stranger."
"Hey, if either one of us decides we're never gonna meet again, that's pretty much that," Scott shrugged. "It sounds like you haven't had anyone to talk to about this."
"I haven't," Breanne conceded. "I haven't called family or friends because I don't know if this is something we need to work out privately or if I should call the whole thing off. I wouldn't be engaged if I didn't love him. But now I don't know how much else he's been hiding from me. If he'd said, 'Hey, there's a bachelor party and I think it's going to get pretty wild,' at least we could've talked about it. I'm not a prude. I'd like to get wild once in a while, too. But that's just another reason I'm irritated, and now this...I don't know."
Her phone buzzed once more. She kept her eyes on Scott. "I answered a while ago to let him know I'm alive and that was all I would say for now. I haven't said anything else because I haven't made up my mind yet. I can't decide if I'm overreacting or not."
"It sounds like a pretty serious breach of trust," Scott shrugged. "Does he know he could've talked this out with you in the first place?"
"Yes. No. I don't know. I just...You know the other thing that I keep worrying about? All along, I thought I'd found Mr. Right, and that our problems were ordinary problems. Every relationship has them." She paused, reluctant to share this much at first, but after another long look at Scott, she said, "I'm afraid I won't find anyone else who can make me happy like he has."
"I can understand why you might feel that way, but you shouldn't, and I think you know that," Scott said. "You're charming. You're obviously intelligent. You can take care of yourself. And you're gorgeous. I know it can be hard to find the right person, but at the same time, you could have your pick of the litter. Your fiancée would have to be a real idiot not to realize he screwed up the best thing that ever happened to him."
Breanne's lips curled into a grin, both amused and a little daring. "My pick of the litter, hm?"
Scott gave her the sort of smoldering grin he didn't realize he had in him. "A woman like you could have any man she wants."
The phone buzzed again. Breanne completely ignored it. "Do you want to prove that?"
* * *
As soon as the elevator doors closed, Scott kissed her. Breanne grabbed at the back of his neck and pulled him until she was against the wall. The sensation of her lips sliding across his while her breasts pushed against his chest thrilled him. He felt her grind into him, giving the older blonde her first sense of what he was packing out of sight. Breanne gasped once their kiss broke, clinging to him and pressing her fully-clothed grind until the elevator bell rang.
They parted as the doors opened. An older couple waited at the door, then waved them on as they realized the elevator was going in the wrong direction. Scott turned back to Breanne as the doors closed. "Only two more floors," he remarked.
"Mm-hmm," Breanne nodded. "But you've got good instincts." He tilted his head, wondering if she meant more than simple approval of their first kiss. "I like it just like that." She took his hand and squeezed it firmly. "Don't give me a second to reconsider this."
They walked to her room hand in hand. Scott was a perfect gentleman while there was a chance of anyone seeing them. As soon as they had the door closed and locked, however, Breanne found herself pushed up against it.
While Scott had on occasion come on strong with girls once he saw the right signs, he'd never been this forward or this sure of himself. As Breanne suggested, he gave her no time to think this through. She couldn't speak, because her mouth was joined with his in a kiss, nor could she go anywhere.
It wasn't just a matter of his embrace. Breanne felt her legs shake. She couldn't walk away now if she tried. This strong, sexy young man had her more turned on than she'd been in a long time, or maybe ever. He had her feeling hot just talking to her in the bar. Now she was almost feverish. She rode the wave of arousal and enjoyed the warm touch of his hands, moaning with delight as they moved down her hips to stroke her ass. He got the cue: rather than moving on from there, Scott's hands stayed low and grabbed freely.
Without breaking off from her lips, Scott lifted her up by her ass. Breanne clung to him, arms wrapped around his shoulders and now her legs sweeping around his hips. As if he already knew the layout of the suite with his eyes closed, Scott brought her inside. His partner was still completely lost in his kiss until he settled her back onto the king-sized bed. When they finally broke off, he saw dazzled eyes and her chest rising and falling heavily.
Their eyes never broke contact as Scott tore off his shoes and socks. Breanne kicked hers off in a flash. Her mind was on other matters. She unfasten his belt while he slipped off his shirt and tossed it aside. Scott soon saw for the first time the reaction a woman had to his enhanced endowments as Breanne's eyes went wide at the long, thick member that she freed from his boxer briefs.
"Oh my god," she breathed. One of her hands ran up his tight abs. Her other hand slowly came around his shaft and slid across and around it as if checking to see that it was real. He liked her smooth, soft hands along his hard shaft, but he liked what came next better. With one hand still enticingly wrapped around his cock, Breanne bent forward and tilted her head up to look at his eyes. Her mouth opened to welcome his head and the rest into her mouth with her tongue providing a warm, wet, not-quite-red carpet.
Scott let out a moan and his eyes fluttered closed. Breanne made similarly blissful noises as the heavenly sensations of her blowjob overtook him. When he opened his eyes again, he found Breanne fully focused on taking his cock as deeply into her mouth as she could, probably deeper than she should have been able, and whimpering as if each penetration of her mouth and throat felt as good for her as it did for him.
His impressions were correct. Breanne slowly, deliberately, hungrily sucked his cock, riding high on sensations of bliss that had never come from this act before. She didn't question it. She gave in, half-expecting she might come before she was done. Ripples of pleasure ran through her body, focusing on her cunt. Breanne followed her urge to suck him off and felt her excitement double when his hands gently fell to either side of her head and his hips began to move with her.
He didn't push hard, not wanting to hurt her or get too rough, but the pair wordlessly agreed that they could not resist these urges. Breanne made herself a vessel for Scott as he fucked her mouth to their mutual delight.
"Oh god, Breanne," Scott grunted. Seconds turned into minutes. Pleasure built, but he didn't want it to reach orgasm—at least, not yet. As good as this felt, as much he yearned to release his load into Breanne's throat, and as much as he was certain she wanted that, too, he didn't know his limits yet. Scott's hand on Breanne's head gently indicated that she should ease off, until finally she pulled back from him with a broad, naughty smile.
"I can't believe how good that feels," Breanne said shamelessly. She still had one hand on his cock. She could hardly bear to let it go. "I could do that all day."
"I want more than that," Scott said, his hands sliding from her head to slip off the straps of her dress at her shoulders.
"You can have that, too," Breanne told him. "We'll have plenty of time. You're staying here with me tonight."
He leaned down to kiss her again. His hands roamed along the top of her chest until they came to her breasts. He caressed the sides and tops of her ample chest, hearing nothing but a plea for more in her breath. This, too, turned her on wildly. Though Scott didn't want to rush things, he soon gave her breasts a firm but affectionate squeeze.
"More," she whimpered, and his groping became more forward. She stroked his cock as they kissed, until finally Scott pushed her onto her back and all but tore her dress off. Breanne moved to help him, soon laying before him in just her lacy black bra and panties.
Part of him wanted to savor the sight. Breanne's curves and her lace offered up an image fit for high-class porn. But as much as he wanted to look, he wanted to touch and taste. He could tell she didn't need any more warming up, but he had more that he wanted to do. Scott shucked his pants the rest of the way off, leaving him completely naked before her, and then he bent over to slip her panties off.
He caught her scent immediately. Scott's hands slipped up along the insides of her thighs to part them, allowing full access to the needful lips that awaited under a soft patch of blonde hair. His first licks were light, letting her adjust to the waves of pleasure that shot through her body with each touch of his tongue. Soon he began delivering a full, attentive dose of oral ecstasy.
Then it was Breanne's turn to hold his head in her hands and encourage him to give her more and more. Breanne moaned loudly when his tongue swirled around her clit, lightly at first and then with full, shameless focus. She almost screamed when his fingers joined in, stroking her lips to get them fully wet before penetrating her folds. It took him no time at all to find her g-spot, which he attended like a master.
Breanne's eyes went wide. She begged him to keep going when she could speak, but most of her words fell into moans of blissful surrender. Scott licked and finger-fucked her while enjoying the touch of her legs against his shoulders, his sides and, once or twice, the squeeze of her thighs around his head. He maintained his assault until he felt her tighten around his index and middle fingers. Breanne's whole body began to tense underneath him. Rather than intensify his pace of strokes and licks, he held steady, knowing the inevitability would make it that much better. Soon, climax thundered through her body.
His continued attention extended her orgasm, pushing her on and on through further ecstasy until the spasms abated. Even then, Scott kissed her pussy with tenderness and care, romancing her sex every step of the way.
"Oh god," she whimpered. "Oh god. Fuck...Scott, you're amazing. Where did you...oh wow. Thank you."
Scott wiped off his mouth, once again drinking in the sight of her. Breanne now offered up a picture of shameless, wanton beauty, wearing only her bra with her thoroughly wet pussy offered to him like a prize. "You're welcome," he grinned. "You need a minute?" he asked, but he already knew the answer.
"I need you," she responded breathlessly. She pushed herself up only long enough to unclasp and remove her bra, revealing full, beautiful breasts. "I need that cock. Fuck me, Scott."
He moved in above her, eager to give her exactly what she wanted. She surprised him when she reached up to draw him in for a kiss, figuring she wouldn't want to taste herself on his lips, but that seemed to excite her more. The sensation of his cock sliding up along the wet flesh between her legs was too much for her to maintain the kiss, though, forcing her to shudder in anticipation.
Penetrating her with his cock, Scott found her eyes looking up into his once again. Her whole body was a dream: full breasts, smooth flesh, a slick, tight, welcoming cunt. Scott pushed in slowly to savor their first moments of coupling. Though he wondered if he'd fit all the way in, Breanne accepted his full length right to the base. She let out a note of approval as his hips bucked gently to rub up against her, stimulating more of the flesh around her hole. It wasn't a conscious move on his part, nor did it take any particular effort, but when he found she liked it he knew he'd make it a habit in his strokes.
Fully sheathed within her, Scott kissed Breanne once more. He slid only halfway out before obeying the urge to reverse and slowly piston forward again. Soon his lust overtook him and he picked up the pace. Breanne embraced him and cooed helplessly, giving in for a good, long fuck.
It wasn't long before he had her coming again. Everything worked in his favor: technique, length and girth, energy and stamina. Scott felt her tighten around his cock while her body stiffened, spasmed through another orgasm, and relaxed again. He kept fucking her the whole time.
He couldn't stop. Nor did he want to. Breanne only hung on and enjoyed the ride, loving every second of it. "Oh god, fuck me, Scott," she nearly wept. "I need this so bad...fuck me all you want."
Long minutes passed before Scott felt his first orgasm building. Hearing breathless notes from his partner, he decided not to delay it, and instead fucked her even harder and faster. The warning sensations in his groin coincided with Breanne's renewed moans, giving rise to the hope that they'd get off together. "Look at me," Scott beckoned as he continued impaling her with his cock. "Look at me."
Breanne's eyes fluttered open again. "Ahhh," she whined, and kept his gaze when they both went over the edge. "Oh god! Nnnh! Scott!"
He let loose a torrent of fluid inside her. The lovers grunted and pulsed and came. Scott was still pumping semen when his lips fell upon hers again, drawing her into a possessive kiss while he claimed her and injected her.
"So good," Breanne sighed. "You feel so good... nnh. Mmmh," she moaned as his hips moved and his cock pulled out and pushed in again. Then her eyes opened once more, this time in disbelief at the continued sensations of their union. "More?" she asked.



Scott was surprised, too, but he obeyed his urges. She felt too good to stop. The chance to keep fucking like this was too good to let go to waste. He didn't want to take his partner for granted. "Can you?" he asked. "Do you want more?"
"Oh baby, you don't even have to ask." Breanne clutched at his ass and pulled on him to make her point clear.
* * *
A long time later, Breanne lay on her side with Scott over her and still inside her. She purred with satisfaction and affection. "I almost feel like I could lay here forever," she said.
"Pretty sure we'd have to move to pay the bill for the room, at least," Scott replied. Though he was still blown away at bedding such a hottie, his own performance had been a thrill, too. Aphrodite made him more than an amazing lover.
They lasted for hours. He got Breanne off repeatedly, coming twice more himself and never needed more than a few seconds to rest. It all felt too good to stop, so he kept on going until now. Breanne, too, never had any problem keeping up with him...or, at least, was never anything but fully receptive. She'd run out of energy an hour ago, but was perfectly glad to lie back and let herself be taken.
Nor did she question any of it. Breanne turned her head in appreciation of his nuzzling. "Scott, this was incredible. You're wonderful. Part of me does want it to go on."
He leaned in to trail soft kisses along the side of her neck and under her ear. "But we've both got lives to get back to in the morning, right? I understand. I might be a possessive lay," he said, musing that he'd never known that about himself until now, "but I'm not a possessive person."
"I really like that about you," she said. "You've done so much for me already, but...would you help me with something?"
"Anything. You name it. And you're pretty amazing yourself."
"I need to call Richard."
"That's his name? You didn't mention it."
"I didn't want to share too much at first. Now I feel like I could share everything with you. That's kind of why I'm asking."
"It's nice to hear. Well, if you want me to step out...?"
"No. No, not at all. That's what...this might seem weird, but...would you stay here with me while I call? Like this, right now?" Her hand drifted to her crotch, where Scott was still possessively, fully embedded within her. "I'm not sure how to say this, but...I don't want to call him up playing the weak and heartbroken jilted woman. I kinda feel like I won the lottery tonight with you. That's where I want to call him from. Cloud Nine. And if we're over, then we're over."
"Do you want it to be over with him?"
"I'll know when I talk to him."
"You think you can hold a conversation with him while we're, uh...?"
"Fucking?" she smiled. "I think we're ready to speak plainly now. And as long as you're really slow and gentle, then yes, I think I can. If I screw it up by moaning or whatever, well, that's one more thing Richard gets for cheating on me."
Scott disengaged and looked around the darkened room for her purse. When he returned, he set it beside her and waited for her to fish out her phone. Then she looked back up at him, grinning wickedly. She stayed on her side with her leg spread to accept his embrace and more importantly his cock with a low, lustful moan.
"Oh, wow," Breanne purred, "anyone ever tell you how amazing your cock is? And the rest of you?"
"What else do you want me to do?" Scott asked.
"This isn't too much already?" she teased.
"Hey, I got to have sex with you all afternoon and evening. Talk about winning the lottery. I'll do anything you want."
Breanne smiled, then sighed as one of his hands slid affectionately over her breast. "That," she said. "Do that. Play with me a little. Fuck me slow and soft. Just...don't interrupt, but don't let me forget you're here."
She twisted back, looking over her shoulder to draw Scott in for one more kiss, and then snuggled into his possessive, gently fucking embrace to make her call.
Given their closeness, Scott could hear both sides of the conversation perfectly well. "Breanne?" a man's voice answered. "Where are you? Are you alright?"
Breanne paused as Scott's dick slid deeper in her, slowly enough that it didn't throw her off, but it chased away any fear. "I'm fine, Richard," she said when she was sure she wouldn't gasp. "I'm at a hotel. I told you before I'm fine."
"Jesus, didn't you get any of my messages or my calls after that?"
"Yeah, I got them all. I didn't answer because I needed some space. I'm a grown woman, Richard."
"I know that. I know. I'm sorry. You walked out and then wouldn't talk to me and I freaked out a little and kept imagining something bad happening to you."
Breanne rolled a bit to sink further into Scott's embrace, welcoming the hand on her breast. "No. Nothing bad at all. Listen. We need to talk."
"I know, I know," Richard agreed urgently. "Where can I find you?"
"No. Over the phone. Now."
"C'mon, Breanne, we need to be face to face. Let's meet and we'll talk this over and everything will be fine, okay? I'll apologize. I mean, I'm apologizing now, but it's not the same as if I could see you. We'll talk and everything will be fine, okay?"
"Don't talk to me like I'm some starry-eyed girl, Richard!" she snapped. "I'm not with you to be your trophy wife and I'm not some gold-digger. I'm not putting up with double standards!"
"Baby, you're overreacting."
"Am I?" she asked. "I saw pictures of you getting blowjobs from three women at one of your buddies' parties, and that was just for starters, but I'm overreacting?"
"Look, just tell me where you are and I'll come see you and we'll talk this out, okay?"
"Okay. Fine. You want to know where I am? Hold on and I'll show you. I'll call you back in a couple minutes." With that, she hung up the phone, and then groaned loudly as Scott gave her a long, deep thrust. "Ooooh, god, your timing is so perfect."
"Glad to know I'm playing this the way you want me."
"Yeah, you are." She shook hard and then turned her head to look at him. "You'll really do anything I want?"
"I'm all yours. What do you need?"
She pushed back against him, getting him to roll over onto his back, then straddled him at the waist. Breanne's wet lips rubbed along Scott's cock while he enjoyed the view of her full naked form. She held up her phone. "I want to send him photo proof. He needs a shock."
"You want me to take your picture?"
"Chest down, not my face. Mostly I want him to see your cock inside me. Can you do that? Are you willing? He'll recognize me when he sees me. He needs to know I'm not putting up with any double standards. I want him to face this."
Scott was too taken by the dirty thrill and Breanne's confident, self-assured demeanor to say no. He took the phone from her as she took his cock in her hand, guiding it up into her and then enjoying it while Scott readied the picture. "Mmmh...maybe we should wait until you come," she mused. "I've felt you blow inside me every time. I don't normally feel it like that. It's amazing. Intoxicating. Like a whole new pleasure. I can't explain. Maybe it's the infidelity talking."
"Is it infidelity if he was already cheating?" asked Scott.
"Yeah, even then. But I sure as hell don't feel guilty. Dirty, maybe, but righteous, too. And satisfied. Maybe it's just you," she winked.
The picture took him a couple of tries, but she didn't mind. He took several pictures before giving her the phone to choose the best one, showing everything from her breasts down to his shaft quite clearly embedded within her. The flash on her phone worked well.
"Oh god, I'm keeping these forever," she murmured once she scrolled through the pics. She kept slowly rocking against Scott, too. Finally, she started typing. "This will set him straight." A few seconds later, she let the phone drop and lay atop Scott, treating him to the feeling of her breasts against his chest and kissing him while she intensified their grind.
The phone buzzed again. She let it go for a few seconds, grunting and savoring Scott before she picked it up. "Nothing left to hide now. Enjoy yourself," she whispered into his ear before she answered. She hit the button and turned her voice to the phone. "You get that?"
"Breanne, what the fuck is this?" Richard exploded. "What the hell are you doing?"
Scott's hands slipped over her ass. This time, he fucked her with slow self-indulgence. By his partner's words, the guy on the other end of the line wasn't his problem. Scott lay between a luxurious bed and an even more luxurious blonde. Who was he to pass up his opportunities?
"Proving a...ah..point, Richard," she said. Her voice wavered and shook with Scott's attention to her body. His hands spread around her naked ass while he fucked her. "You want me to...uh, forgive, unh, you? This is...how it feels."
"Oh my god, are you telling me you're with someone right now?" Richard hissed. For the first time, Scott actually wondered where the guy was. Maybe he wasn't entirely alone.
"Question is...do you...want to...forgive me?" Breanne asked without the slightest hint of contrition.
"Breanne...Breanne, who are you with?"
"Doesn't—unh—matter to—you," she managed. "He's amazing. Your party girls looked pretty good, too. I thought I'd...treat myself."
"Baby, you can't be serious."
"I'll take more pictures if you need proof," Breanne said, coming to a bit of a halt in her own motions. "You want the TV on in the background to show the time?"
"No! Don't hang up! Just don't hang up!" He paused. His voice held none of his earlier self-assurance or indignation. "Baby, I don't want to lose you. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I'm not mad at you. I guess I have this coming. I didn't want to hurt you."
"You lied to me. That's what made me mad. That more than the cheating. I'm pissed. I'm revenge-fucking a college kid right now! And yes, he's sweet and hot and he's hung and it's amazing." She paused, looking at Scott thoughtfully. "And I'm completely entitled to it after what you put me through. Either we're exclusive or we're not."
"I'm sorry, baby. I'm so sorry. I love you so much."
"Tell me that again when I see you tomorrow," she told him. "Probably not 'til afternoon. I think I'm gonna be up late. I'm turning off the phone now. Goodnight," she added, and then cut the connection, hit another button, and tossed the phone off into the darkness. She looked at Scott with obvious amusement. "Maybe if we patch things up we're swingers?" she mused.
"That was not what I expected," Scott admitted.
"Thank you," she smiled down at her lover of the moment. "For everything."
"I feel like I've got more reasons to thank you."
"Psshh. There's no guarantee things are gonna work out for us. If they don't, I'll make sure to give you a chance to 'thank' me again. Might need it to get over this."
"Anything else I can do for you before then?" he asked suggestively.
Breanne's mouth spread into a crooked grin. She returned to her earlier embrace in Scott's arms. "I think I'm gonna need you to leave some marks on me."
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He awoke to find Breanne showered, dressed, and sucking on his cock. Scott felt a small pang of longing as the implications of the first two details became clear. The seductive pleasures she lavished upon him with her mouth and that look in her eyes made that both better and worse. She paused to say, "I've never loved doing this before now," with a saucy wink, and then returned to the deed.
She worked him with her hand and her mouth. The sensation seemed to overload his cock, running down his legs as if to bleed off the excess pleasure. "I haven't had much experience myself," he admitted. "You could drive me out of my mind."
"I'd like that," she said. This time instead of returning to the act she sat on the bed and stroked him. "But I promised I'd be someplace soon."
Scott glanced at the clock to find it was already late in the morning. He considered his words and his feelings. "I think my conscience is winning out over my selfish side, but it's not easy."
"Should I stop?" she teased.
"You're incredible. You gave me the best night of my life. I'd really like for it to go on. But you need to do what's right for you, and only you know what that is."
Breanne looked at him affectionately. "You're not an ordinary college kid." Her hand never left his cock. "You were an amazing help to me last night. You took good care of me. Will you let me return the favor?"
"You gave me a place to sleep," Scott laughed. "Maybe the sex was mutual, but I feel like I owe you for that."
"Don't even think about it. But that's kind of what's on my mind. I remember what it's like to be a college student. Perpetually broke and all that. You mentioned last night that this trip was a big stretch for you even before getting robbed and put in the hospital. I'm doing pretty well with or without Richard. He's not the only executive in this relationship. I'd like to make your trip home easier."
"You don't have to do that."
"I don't have to do this, either," she said, bending over to take him into her mouth again for a few more intense, expert strokes. "But I like doing it. I'm not paying you for last night. I'm helping a friend."
Any objection born of chivalry was overwhelmed by her touch and her gaze. Her affection and her sincerity were too much for him to refuse. "Okay. Thank you."
"Good. I already made some arrangements, since I wasn't going to take no for an answer. Go down to the front desk when you leave, give them the room number and your name. They'll get you a driver to the airport and everything else. Anything you want from the restaurants or the hotel gift shop, just put it on the room. Don't be shy about it. I want to make you comfortable, not just help you scrape by."
She crawled beside him on the bed and kissed him. "And I want to know how to get hold of you again in the future," she added. "I don't know if I'm through with you."
Minutes later, Scott watched her go...which was why he saw Aphrodite step out from behind the door almost as soon as Breanne closed it.
"I did a good job on you," she declared. Her eyes roamed his naked body. "That was great."
Scott recovered from his surprise quickly. "Yeah, it was. That was unbelievable." He got up from the bed to reach for his pants, or at least his boxers.
"No, no, don't get dressed," Aphrodite said. "I like you like this. And so do you."
He slowed down to consider it, and then realized how much he really did like the open desire in her eyes and her grin. Modesty and self-conscious habits fell away. She liked him naked. So did his previous company. He accepted, then and there, that he could enjoy that. Scott stood up and stepped a little closer, though Aphrodite warned him not to come too close with a subtle tilt of her head.
"Oh, I'd like that," she said, "but we have to be careful about touching, remember? It wouldn't take much to leave you passed out and coming all over yourself. I'm more than happy to give you that, but it would interrupt our chance to talk. I'll have to content myself with looking."
"Right. Sorry," he shrugged.
"Don't be. I just had you. All night long, and that little bit just now," Aphrodite smiled. "I'm the goddess of love and you're my herald. Every woman you fuck is also me. Every time you make love, you're also making love to me. Every time you make a woman come, you make me come. And I feel you, too, Scott," she added. "I'm a woman, but I feel your male pleasure, too. Every sensation and every emotion you and your partner experience." She made the slightest gesture toward his erect cock. "I get to feel everything you feel." Her voice dropped a bit. "I'm sorry if it seems one-sided, but for me it's total intimacy."
"That explains why you put such a priority on picking someone you like," he considered.
Aphrodite nodded. "Don't try to guess my desires. Pursue your own. The happier you are, the happier I am. Doesn't have to be kinky or wild or one-up on your last fling. If you're turned on and she's turned on, I guarantee you I am, too. And yes, I really like you, Scott. A lot. Never question whether you have my approval. Here," she said, tossing him a small, golden orb that she produced from seemingly nowhere. "Eat this."
He caught it in his hands. "An apple?" he asked. "Wait. Is this the same...?"
"No, this one's Norse. I got it from Idunn. Whole different angle," she smiled. "It'll keep you young and help you live longer."
"Wait, Norse gods? How many others are there?"
"A bunch. Not all the ones you've heard of in mythology, but most. We're all pretty distant now. A lot of us really got our asses kicked by this whole monotheism fad across the West, but it's not like we're dead. Just can't be as flashy as we used to. There's no core to that apple, by the way. Eat the whole thing. You must be hungry."
He couldn't argue. Scott was famished. Though it tasted like a natural apple, it was the most delicious apple he'd ever tasted. "Wow. How much longer will I live?'
"Not forever, but much longer than ordinary mortals. It'll rub off on anyone you're with enough, too. Or inside, if you want me to get graphic," she added with a wink. She sat on the long dresser on the opposite wall. "So. About last night. It was incredible for me, and I know you had the time of your life...but it could've been better."
Scott looked up at her, noting her playful tone. He swallowed the next bit of apple. "You have critical feedback?"
"I do. Obviously I directed you toward Breanne. Normally it won't be like that. The magic I've worked on you generally runs on automatic. You will find partners and they will find you. The opportunities will keep coming. But I thought starting you off this way would get a few points across better than me just telling you."
"You said this was 'solving problems with my cock?'"
"And you did. You found a place to stay. Someone to stay with. Cleared up a few other little inconveniences for your trip home, too. The point to all this, Scott, is that you can do this all the time. You will do this all the time. Trust in the blessings I've given. You don't have to go home at all if you don't want to. You could linger and fuck your way through Europe if you wanted. You'd leave a trail of happy women in your wake. I know you want to get home, but this is exactly the sort of thing you can expect from here on out."
Scott made a face. "Isn't that what they call a gigolo?"
"Everything Breanne gave you was out of her own free will. And if she came in here right now and asked you for anything, and I mean anything from a foot massage to playing bodyguard to waiting outside while she confronts her fiancée, would you turn her down? No, you wouldn't. We both know that. You, me, and your partners will know you're more than a gigolo.
"I wanted you to see that the job will take care of you. You're basically my personal sex worker now. There might not be a paycheck and bureaucracy, but you will be rewarded. Lavishly."
Scott hesitated, but it wasn't as if he had anything against sex workers in principle. "I've got more than my part-time job to get back to. I have classes. Friends and such."
"Friends are important, sure, but the rest? You work for me now, Scott. You're not going to need that other job anymore. You don't need a degree from a college. This is your career. Fuck and have fun. This will take care of you. I may only have tasks for you once in a while, but you're always on this payroll.
"As for you and Breanne specifically...well, first off, you worked way harder for that than you needed to," she chided.
Scott paused as he was about to take another bite. "I talked to her for like five minutes! Ten at the most. And then we were all over each other in the elevator."
"Your cue was when she said she had to get over her fiancée. Your line was, 'Y'know, I've heard the best way to get over someone is to get under someone else.' That would've done it. And that's still making a whole build-up scene out of it."
"Seriously?"
"Yes, seriously! She dropped a couple of obvious hints. You might've picked up on them but you were still thinking like the humble, ordinary Scott Murphy of last week. You're the new and improved Scott Murphy. I like you sweet and humble and caring, but you're built to fuck now. Women know it. You knew she wanted you with the way she was looking. I gave you the warning system for anyone you shouldn't play with. That's all you need.
"You're meant to use and enjoy the blessings I've given you. It's as much for the pleasures of your partners as it is for you. I want you to seduce and ravish and unleash the inner sluts of your partners for their pleasure and joy as much as yours.
"Which brings me to another thing: you could've kept Breanne," she said, with a little less humor but a little more gentleness. "She dropped those hints. And I know you wanted to."
Scott considered her suggestion carefully. "I thought I was supposed to give her a night to get some perspective. Like maybe I was here to put pressure on her husband or unlock whatever other kinks they had?"
Aphrodite laughed, but not harshly. "No, Scott. If I want you to fix someone's love life, I'll tell you." She gave him a long, adoring look. "You fucked her like she belonged to you, and she loved that. It's exactly how she wants it. You listened to her, you obviously cared about her, and you hit all the right notes in every physical way."
"So it's okay for me to just steal women away from their men?"
"Remember what I said about consent? And about giving you perfect instincts? Lots of women are better off 'stolen away,' or even just being shown they can do better than where they're at. Even if it's only a fling, it can be very healthy. I'll steer you away from damaging any real love. Leave that to me and go with your desires. That decision of whether it's more than a fling is mostly up to you, because you're pretty great now if I say so myself.
"That's the other thing I wanted you to see with this. Breanne is close to twice your age and it didn't stop anything. Your class differences didn't matter. She wanted you. She let down every guard for you. She would've stayed with you if you asked. I won't predict how things turn out with her fiancée if you leave her alone, but you wouldn't have to tug hard to have her. Not hard at all.
"I didn't send you to her to fix her relationship. I wanted to show you nobody is out of your league. Nobody. You hold all the cards. Don't be intimidated by wealth or experience. Don't ever think you might not be cool enough or kinky enough. Don't even worry about jealousy of your other lovers or affairs. I promise that will work out in your favor. All of it. I want you to follow your desires and take big risks and have fun. Okay?"
He took her seriously despite the smile he couldn't hold back. "Okay. I'll remember. I didn't know if I should start up a serious relationship this soon."
"You're bound to have several in no time," she winked. "You'll be surprised how okay they'll be with sharing. You don't need to rush into love, but you sure don't need to hold back, either."
"But still live like...?"
"I'm the goddess of erotic love, and you're my herald, Scott. The rules work differently for you because I say so."
It was a lot to absorb, but he believed. Every word she said, he believed. He only needed time to process it. "Anything else I should know?"
"You should've come in her throat with that first blowjob," Aphrodite told him casually. "You know that now, right? You know how potent you are? You know how much she loved having you in her mouth?"
"Yeah," he nodded, chuckling a bit at her blunt terms. "Yeah, I know that now."
"Good. Play, Scott. Play all you want, whenever you want. It's the best way to get used to your new role. You don't even know the full scope of your gifts yet, and there are more to come. I'll let you know when it's time for work." She hopped off of the dresser. "I can't stay long. Usually can't, really. And you have a long journey home ahead of you."
"I'm always happy to see you," said Scott.
"I know," she said, stepping in close. "I always see you. And I always feel you." Her lips came to his cheek, while her fingers lightly stroked his erect cock just once. He shuddered intensely, as overwhelmed by this as if he were deep in passionate intercourse. "Might want to do something about this thing before you wind up on a long plane ride."
He blinked as another shudder ran through him and then she was gone. He looked around the room. His only clothes were the ones he'd worn yesterday. His bags were all still down in coat check. And he was all finished with the apple.
"Shower," he told himself. "Shower. Food. Right. Priorities."
*****
Marianna closed the door to the suite behind her and checked it off on her route as finished. She brushed a lock of her long, dark hair out of her pretty face before looking on to the next room. The suites were all much bigger here than the lower floors. The tasks weren't harder than in the other rooms, but there was more space to cover.
Sick calls and other concerns left the manager shuffling people around today, which was why she was in the upper suites by herself. "I know you will go slowly. It's fine. Things are mixed up today," he had assured the young maid. "I will send help later. It makes the guests happy to see someone on the job."
She wouldn't be on the job for much longer. The manager had apparently already forgotten that she put in her notice the other day. Soon, she'd be behind a desk making twice her current wage, and not having to wear this uniform skirt and blouse every day. Everything was already signed. She just had to run out the rest of her hours here and hope the boredom didn't kill her.
Marianna glanced around the hall at the other doors. Many of them had "do not disturb" tags, making her job a little easier. At this point, she was sure she'd be done well before anyone expected, let alone before anyone else came up to help. Working alone at least got her away from gossipy co-workers. She wouldn't even mind if help never came. If she had to hear how being a maid wasn't "good enough" for her one more time today...
She knocked on the next door and announced herself. She heard nothing, knocked again just for good measure, and then looked at her list. The occupants were due to leave and perhaps already had. She ran her keycard through the lock and stepped inside to take a look.
She felt the traces of steam from the bathroom but heard no water running. Half the lights were still on, along with natural illumination coming through the thin white curtains on the glass balcony door. The bed was a complete shambles, with more than one telling wet spot on the comforter and the sheets. With an amused smirk, Marianna wondered whether this was a honeymoon or an affair. She liked the other idea better. It gave her more to imagine. Someone had a very good time in here last night. She wished she could have this sort of fun once in a while.
Figuring she'd want to air out the room, Marianna walked to the other end to open the balcony. Only on her way back did she see the pants, shirt, and shoes lying on the floor. She froze in her tracks.
The bathroom door opened and he stepped out. He was completely naked and gorgeous, rubbing his short hair with a towel. He was also completely, unignorably erect.
"Oh, I'm so sorry!" Marianna said in Greek. She held up her hands apologetically. The naked, beautiful young man seemed just as surprised and apologetic in his own language. Rather than use the towel to cover himself, though, he dropped it without thinking. Marianna didn't think twice about that, either. She couldn't stop looking at him with wide eyes.
He spoke more. She didn't understand English, but she recognized it, along with his tone and gestures. It took her a moment to look into his eyes rather than over his body, but she found nothing there to alarm her. This was only awkward. Nothing threatening. He wasn't angry. "Um. You are in front of the door," she tried, still in Greek, pointing behind him.
"Oh!" he realized. He seemed to apologize again and then moved to the side. He didn't step into the bathroom, though, or pick up the towel.
Marianna came closer, glancing at the door once or twice, but mostly looking at him. Her initial shock wore off quickly. This would certainly stay with her today. Nothing boring about the rest of her shift. Not with this to think about. She felt warm. Very warm.
"I am sorry," he managed in Greek, though with an obvious American accent.
"You speak Greek?" she asked.
He shrugged, gestured to his attractive chest, and said, "Tourist." He struggled to remember more words. "Ah...leaving. Today."
Marianna nodded, slowly edging toward the door, and therefore toward him. Her eyes lifted to his once more and saw him now looking her up and down, too. His embarrassed grin became a little less embarrassed and a little more humorous and friendly. She realized he wouldn't make a complaint about her, which was good. He obviously wasn't going to attack her, either...which almost made her a little disappointed.
That was a strange thought, she realized, now standing right in front of him. Strange, but honest.
"I thought," she said, unconsciously stalling, "I thought the room was empty." The man shook his head and shrugged. She then pointed to the "do not disturb" card still hanging on the inside door handle. Then he nodded in understanding, and stood and waited.
Marianna took the card down, pulled on the handle, and then placed it on the outside of the door. She turned back to him, hesitating, giving his body one last look up and down before their gaze met...
...and held.
The kindness and humor in his eyes faded into something else. Something much more compelling. Marianna licked her lips without thinking, just like she didn't think too hard about the way she had leered at him for the last several minutes.
He stepped closer and closed the door. Without looking away, Marianna's hand rose to throw the deadbolt.
He moved in close enough to kiss her with hot, lustful lips. His arms came around her, first just at her shoulders, then roaming a bit as her hands did the same. She let out gasps of excitement as his kiss devoured her and his erect cock gently stabbed at her belly, though it quickly slipped upward as they moved closer together. Submissive notes crept into her breath as one of his hands slipped into her hair, with his fingers spread wide throughout her locks. Dark fantasies she'd never even considered pursuing before now echoed throughout her mind. Fantasies were all well and good. This was reality...wasn't it?
Their lips slowly parted. She looked up at him wide-eyed and breathless, wondering how close this would get to her fantasies. She'd already committed with the deadbolt, but something in his gaze had assured her that if she pulled away, he'd let her. And then, with a word, he assured her that she wouldn't want any such thing.



"Knees," he said.
Marianna's legs buckled of their own accord, though the slight, painless pressure of his hand on the back of her head helped. The pretty young maid sank to her knees before the naked stranger. She bowed her head, finding his magnificent cock pointing up toward her mouth, and knew she couldn't refuse this. Her lips parted as they came to his flesh, widening as he pushed up a warm mouth that would only welcome him if he made her.
He pushed down on her head. She welcomed that, too.
His hips bucked and his breath became heavy as he fucked her mouth. Marianna held onto him with one hand at his thigh and another at his tight ass. Her emotions and her body soared into arousal. Held in place, she whimpered with pleasure as his cock head pushed along her tongue and the roof of her mouth toward the back of her throat, then outward and in again. Marianna focused on the full, unreal pleasures of this penetration that spread throughout her body and left her own sex throbbing. She reached down between her legs while the man worked her, finding herself so sensitive and ready that she was almost afraid to touch herself too much too soon. He paused just long enough to accommodate her while she pushed her panties halfway down her thighs to allow herself full access.
Their carnal act built until her nameless lover began to moan. Marianna's fingers went to work. With only a brief flurry of movement, she set herself off, causing white flashes of light behind her eyelids as pleasure overtook her. Though oblivious to her dominating partner's cues while she came, she felt the overpowering urge to swallow in tandem with the throbs of her body, which allowed her to accommodate the bursts of thick fluid that flooded her mouth and throat.
It tasted delicious. Heavenly. Wonderful. Fully enraptured, she gave no thought to the hows or whys of it all. She surrendered and enjoyed, and found her head free to bob up and down and encourage more generosity from the rod within her mouth.
When it abated, she looked up into the eyes of the man who'd given her such pleasure, his cock still partly welcomed into her mouth. He, too, was breathing heavy, but his eyes were alive with further desire. He guided her up by her shoulders and even supported her on wobbly legs kept together by the white lace of her panties and gently kissed her lips and then her neck.
She, too, was still on fire. "Please," she managed. "Please."
He all but lifted her up, bringing her to the bed and laying her down on her side. Marianna's thighs were together but bent upward at the hip as she lay. Her wet and needful slit was exposed to him and immediately alive with the sensation of his cock sliding past. She let out a moan of delight before he then shifted back once, just long enough to line up, still so stiff and strong that he didn't need to use his hands.
Marianna let out a cry of joy as he filled her. The thrill of being used by this stranger with his firm but gentle hands and shameless desire had her completely enthralled. She distantly felt him work her panties down her thighs, over her knees and eventually off of her feet. Mostly she just felt full and wonderful for it. His pace held steady while he managed this, and then he paused deep inside her only once to lean forward, take a new position that allowed him to slip one hand into her blouse and hold her breast possessively before the fucking resumed.
Again, her lover didn't let her participate. She couldn't buck her hips back at his much, nor could she kiss him, nor caress him. All she could do was lay there and enjoy it, and so she did that wholeheartedly.
She built steadily toward another climax, this one deeper and wetter than the first. Marianna had never gotten to that level of satisfaction through penetration alone, but her partner mercilessly drove her to it. Once more, she found herself stiffening and then shaking, only this time she could cry out as she came. He kept right on fucking her, just as she begged him to. It wasn't until her orgasm began to subside that she heard him grunt and moan and felt his thrusts change as he went over the edge. It only enhanced her feelings of satisfaction.
He allowed her to lie underneath him for several minutes, still warmly inside of her as they both came down from those heights. He knew when to slowly withdraw and get up, and even helped her regain her balance. Their eyes met briefly again as she wordlessly excused herself to the bathroom. He acknowledged her with a smile and nothing more.
Minutes later, straightened out enough to make her departure, Marianna stepped out and found him sitting on the bed. He offered up the white lace of her panties with a slightly embarrassed, slightly amused smile.
Marianna laughed. "Thank you," she said, reaching out to him for balance as she bent over to put them back on. He held her steady, his eyes warm and friendly once more. She saw no threat. He wouldn't make any sort of complaint. He was here to fulfill a fantasy, nothing more.
She leaned halfway into his lap for a last, deep, grateful kiss before she said goodbye and then left him in the room.
As the door shut, Scott lay back onto the bed and stared at the ceiling. He'd planned on having more time to kill in the hotel restaurant and such before having to leave. Now things would be a little tighter. He couldn't complain.
The afterglow of sex held strong. He felt incredible: potent, powerful, and satisfied for now. Beyond all of that, Scott felt a deep, profound sense of fulfilled purpose, from the moment his cock first went inside her until now, laying on the bed alone. He'd felt this before, with Breanne, but that had been tied up with concerns about her relationship, the directions things might take and his many unanswered questions. He still didn't have all of those answers, but this brief incident went a long way to putting things into a thrilling, promising perspective.
"Thank you," he said into the empty room.
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Her name was Eleni, and she was beautiful. Scott figured this stunning, charming woman had to be a model, or perhaps an actress, but he couldn't know for sure. He didn't speak French and she spoke almost no English. They were barely sure of one another's names. Yet for a little over an hour, spent together in Heathrow Airport, they were wildly, passionately in love...or at least deeply in lust.
Their courtship amounted to only some looks in the lounge that went from shy to coy to sultry and flirtatious. The few words they managed were stumbling, but all taken in good humor. They spent most of their short relationship fucking with abandon in a small but clean and comfortable restroom in an airline club lounge at Heathrow Airport. Eleni sat on the bathroom counter, her skirt and panties laid aside nearby, with her legs spread wide to receive Scott as he impaled her endlessly.
Sometimes they kissed. Other times, they simply looked at one another in wonder and communicated in gasps and moans and through touch. Midway through their entirely physical romance, Eleni leaned back against the mirror and opened up her shirt to let him feast his eyes upon the rest of her dark brown body. She received his lustful gaze and the caress of his hands with a confidence that transcended language.
He couldn't truly know how good he made her feel beyond the obvious. Despite all the compliments and comments she received about her beauty, Eleni didn't actually think of herself as all that special. With Scott, she felt differently. She'd only "met" him in the airport, and they shared almost no words, but she trusted him, adored him, and welcomed everything about him. She felt safe with him. She came for him twice.
A third climax came on as she heard his voice waver and saw his eyes tremble. It brought out the same reaction in her. Their approaching orgasm left them both weak and helpless to shared need. Scott fucked her even harder, just as she wanted to ask him but could not because her mouth couldn't form the words. She felt every burst of his cock inside her—not a common thing in her experience—and the first set her off. Eleni whimpered in pleasure and in gratitude as her body shook and her pussy tightened around him. Scott slammed into her one last time and then held her tightly as he came inside her.
Eventually, her reactions subsided. She trailed soothing kisses down his neck as he stroked her hair. They eased back from their climax, kissed deeply, and then offered one another smiles that were good humored and no longer shy. "Thank you," he whispered to her, just as she said, "Merci."
He let her down off the counter. She turned to gather her clothes while he stepped away, pulling his pants up from around his ankles and sorting himself out. He realized that he might want to clean himself up just a bit before securing everything again. Already way ahead of him on that score, Eleni handed him one of the towels—terrycloth in here, reminding him what a high-class place this lounge was—and almost turned back to her own concerns, but then she stopped again.
"Scott," she said, putting her hand on his chest. He looked up, blinking. She pushed him against the wall, knelt, and said, "Merci" again before taking his cock into her mouth. Scott gasped and watched in bliss as she sucked him off, looking up at him as she worked him and conveying shameless, lustful gratitude. She even took the towel from his hand and rubbed it all around his groin, cleaning him off while she pleasured him. Despite his newfound stamina and confidence, she had him completely helpless until she finished. Then she rose and kissed him deeply.
She had her skirt on again before Scott could reciprocate. Somehow he knew that was her plan. She wanted to walk out of here with the score tilted. He blinked away his awe, buttoned up his pants again and replaced his shirt while she made quick use of the swanky bathroom's complimentary mouthwash, and then said her name one more time. "Eleni." He liked the sound of it.
She turned back, dressed and ready to go. Eleni smiled at him one more time, holding her small purse in her hand. From one of the exterior pockets, she pulled a glossy business card and handed it to him. He couldn't understand all the text, but he could read the phone numbers and figure out the rest. She gave him a shy shrug and said something in French. He figured it was either, "Learn a little French," or maybe, "Just in case," or perhaps, "You never know."
Scott wished he could reciprocate. He slipped the card into his pants pocket. Eleni reached back to the counter behind her to offer him one more kinky favor. She put her discarded lace panties in his hand, gave him one last passionate kiss, and then turned away. Scott all but swooned as she strutted out of the bathroom like a boss.
He waited before reaching for the door to give her a chance to get clear rather than letting people see them walk out together. When he opened up, he found a man there, perhaps a couple of decades older, who grunted out a "Pardon me," with an English accent before they slipped past one another. Scott heard a woman's voice in French, but it was over the PA system. He guessed it was the announcement of a flight that was boarding soon, and sure enough he saw Eleni—carrying a larger shoulder bag and accompanied by several men and women—as she left the bar. She threw a quick glance over her shoulder toward the restroom and saw him there, offering one last happy smile, and then she was gone.
"...flight 223 to New York will begin boarding in just a moment," announced a different voice. Scott knew exactly who he had to thank for his perfect timing. His carry-on bag sat behind the bar, thanks to a much less paranoid attitude about such things than in the States. As soon as he collected it and paid up his tab, he was off, and found himself in line for his flight as they called for first class passengers.
Breanne's "arrangements" to help him with his flight out had gone well beyond making sure the hotel gave him a ride straight to the airport. She'd somehow upgraded his seat to first class, put him on the guest list at the airline's lounge and even made sure he found a prepaid phone and a prepaid Visa card loaded with several thousand dollars at the hotel's front desk. Once he was on the jetway leading to the plane, he re-read the note she'd left with the front desk: "No, you can't give this back. You're not allowed. But you can text or email me when you get settled again. Wedding or no, I may not be done with you yet. -B"
That little plastic card would solve so many of his problems. Given his perpetually-scraping-by standard of living, a few thousand dollars could make an incredible difference. His first reaction was disbelief, and even a little guilt. Then he remembered what Aphrodite had said to him, and that quashed any further analysis of Breanne's generosity. It was help from a friend. He accepted what he was given, decided to be grateful for it, and looked forward to talking to her again.
Scott strode down the jetway and onto the plane, smiling at his good fortune and looking forward to going home. He had things to take care of there that might not be all that pleasant for anyone, but settling up with those who'd wronged him would only be a minor speed bump contrasted with the "job" he had now. He still had so many questions and even a few doubts, but so far things looked wonderful. Again, he resolved to accept what he'd been given. He even thought, noticing a lovely, smiling stewardess, that he might have to make a point of that before the flight was over...
...until he glanced through the open door of the washroom at the front of the plane. Seriously? Scott thought. I could barely fit in there all alone! What are bigger people supposed to do? Mile high club my ass! Sighing, Scott settled into his seat and smiled at the elderly man who took up the chair next to his. At least he'd had a mild workout before getting on the plane. He might even manage a nap before this was all over.
* * *
In the end, the flight left him with too much time to think. Scott's tryst with Eleni filled him with good vibes, but he discovered even that sort of boost could only last so long into a trans-Atlantic flight...and layovers...and the cross-country flight back to the west coast. Flying first class took off only so much of the edge of travel. Scott's brief nap put mental distance between himself and his flings, but concerns and worries stuck with him.
Every wish-fulfilment story he knew turned out to be all about hubris, or the harm of careless power, or some other morality warning. Aphrodite wanted him to cast his cares to the wind and have fun, but that didn't dispel life's lessons and the expectations of society. Even some things Scott knew were bullshit still weighed on him. He was only human. All he had from his new boss were the simplest instructions: enjoy yourself.
The break from playtime turned his mind to other things to worry about: Catching up in school, settling up with his attackers, dealing with the professor who'd hung him out to dry on the trip. He also had to give notice at his job, which felt like a huge leap of faith. Breanne's gifts fixed a lot of his short-term problems. The long term remained unclear. Aphrodite promised him a life of adventure and spoke of "solving problems with his cock," but still...even mythic heroes needed to pay their bills, didn't they?
He took a cab home from the airport. Buses and shuttles were probably cheaper, but Scott didn't care. He had the money, for now at least, and he was ready to call his trip done. The driver wasn't chatty. Not far from home, he saw a glowing sign off one side of the freeway that caught his eye, and his imagination...and more.
Enchantments. He'd heard it left other strip clubs in the dust. Scott had never been to any. He couldn't afford that sort of night out. He'd heard over and over most strippers didn't really like their customers, too, and given the sort of crap they dealt with he couldn't blame them if it was true. Scott had no problem with anyone choosing to make a living through sex—especially not now, after the "career" he'd just taken on. The amount of shit women got for sex work always annoyed the hell out of him as rank hypocrisy.
Surprisingly, he felt a bit sad when the bright sign drifted out of view.
The cab brought him home to the Boathouse. The house lay just off a major thoroughfare, where an open window could let in the sounds of the occasional drunks from the nearby bars stumbling home and arguing loudly into the night. Most of the neighborhood was families of parents with children. The Boathouse was occupied by a family of choice, all in their twenties.
The lights were on as he made it to the front step, though the door was locked. He pulled the spare key from its hiding place behind the porch light. He wasn't finished with the locks before someone on the other side threw the deadbolt for him.
"Ohmygosh, Scott!" said Heather. His tiny, pretty housemate stood in the doorway in only a robe. "I forgot when you were gonna be home. How are you feeling?"
"I'm good," said Scott. It came out as a sigh of relief as he came through the door, though in truth he wasn't all that tired. "It's good to be home."
He didn't have to wait for a hug. As soon as the door was shut and his bags were on the floor, her arms were around him. "I'm glad you're back, too. And I'm glad you're okay."
Scott returned the hug, suddenly feeling acutely aware of Heather's deeply tanned body. She was small, but voluptuous. She didn't have much on underneath that robe besides her underwear, either. He could feel her bra under the fabric. When she pulled back, the robe nearly parted as if to offer him a show. Heather had to know, but she seemed perfectly at ease. Maybe this was another of Aphrodite's gifts?
...then he felt the stirring of his urges and a stiffening at his groin and wondered if it was more than that. He reminded himself sharply that she was Jack's girlfriend. Jack. His other friend and housemate.
"How are you?" Scott asked. "Is anyone else home?"
"No, it's just me right now. Chinh scored some movie passes for tonight, but it's a scary flick so I opted out. Gotta be up early tomorrow anyway. I was about to crash. Everything else is the same old, same old. Can I help you with anything?"
"I'm fine, thanks. Just good to see you." Scott carried his bags to his small room. Inside he found everything where he'd left it: futon, garage sale table serving as a desk, and school surplus computer. Despite the urge to be done with his trip, Scott suddenly felt like he didn't want to be in that room at all tonight.
Turning back to the hall, he found Heather in her half-open robe and lingerie ensemble waiting for him with an innocent expression. Everything about her sparked hungry thoughts and fantasies he knew all too well he could turn to reality. God, he wanted to feel that white silk covering her pussy and her breasts. He wanted to hear her moan and feel her come for him, both because she was always so sweet and deserved the best...and just because he wanted it. Maybe being home at all was dangerous, too.
"I'd tell you the gossip you missed while you were gone, but there isn't much and I told you over the phone already," said Heather. "The party across the street the other night was okay but nothing to rave about. The only big news around here is what happened to you."
"That's the same score as the gossip. You already know it all unless you want a play-by-play," said Scott.
"I'm a little curious, but I wouldn't blame you if you don't want to talk about it. And don't let anyone pressure you, either. You don't owe anybody any explanations. Listen, I don't tell people this much, but I was assaulted once, too. Kinda don't feel like getting into it, but I've been there. Everybody deals with it how they deal with it. I'm here if you need me. No pressure."
"I know. Is it weird if I'm not shaken up?"
"Not really. It might sneak up on you later, but maybe not. It doesn't sound weird."
"...and is it weird if I really want to go out again?" he laughed. "Sorry, I slept through almost the entire plane ride. I'm not even tired. I kinda want to get out and move or be around people. Or maybe just get something to eat."
"OK, not being tired after that much flying is weird," she laughed. "I won't judge. I'd offer to go with you, but like I said I have an early shift tomorrow. And I'm kinda beat already. And Jack has the car."
"It's fine. Might be better on my own. Maybe I want to show myself I'm not afraid to go out."
He knew where he wanted to go. For once, he had plenty of money in his pocket. Money to burn, even. And instincts a goddess wanted him to trust.
Scott made his decision. He showered, put on slacks and a nice shirt, summoned a cab through the magic of the internet, and headed back out to that bright sign off the side of the freeway.
* * *
Inexperience had Scott looking up strip club advice on the internet before his ride arrived and on his way over. Much of it seemed like common sense: dress well, tip well, treat the performers like human beings, and understand that they're working. Some articles offered advice he found dodgy. Most seemed like common sense, except for how he hadn't thought of even doing this before now.
The bouncer at the door spotted him as a novice instantly. "The girls can touch you, but you do not touch them," he said, two-hundred-fifty pounds of somewhat rounded muscle and tattoos. If the man grew up with an accent, it was long gone. Loud music and other expected noises floated in from around the corner. "Nothing more than their hands or wrists, anyway, and no grabbing. We have a two-drink minimum, but don't get sloppy or you're done."
"Understood." On impulse, Scott followed the advice he read: He offered a handshake with a twenty folded in the palm of his hand. Then he hoped the bouncer wouldn't think he was bribing him to look the other way while he groped someone.
The bouncer held onto his hand for a moment more, stared at Scott for a second, and then leaned in. "We've got some popular girls here tonight. Might want to make sure you're on the floor around ten." He threw a look over his shoulder as he released Scott's hand. "Hey, Claire, can you get this guy a table? It's his first time."
The hostess, just coming back from around the corner, smiled brightly as she saw Scott. She was short, dark-haired and pretty, wearing a silver cocktail dress. "Sure! Right this way," she said, taking Scott's hand and leading him inside.
The dim entry hall gave way to shadows and flashing lights of the comfortable main room. Two women performed on stage, one of them pole-dancing at the center and the other on her knees swaying and gyrating for the enjoyment of men with seats at the foot of the stage. The woman at the front of the stage was down to nothing but stockings while the pole-dancer still had on a g-string and a lacy bra. As much as he wanted to feast his eyes on the two women, Scott didn't forget his guide.
"Do you know Damonte?" Claire asked. She gave him a flirty look up and down.
"Who? Oh, the bouncer? No."
"You must've made a good impression. He doesn't normally ask us to take care of anyone. Here you go." She brought him to a couch seat all his own. "If anyone asks, you had this reserved." Claire sauntered off with a wink, leaving Scott to enjoy the spectacle.
Music played, bass thumped, and lights flashed. Women danced and men cheered. Scott saw a handful of women in the audience, too, but all seemed to be with one guy or another. He ordered his first drink and sat back to soak in the atmosphere.
Nothing surprised him more than his sense of comfort. He was alone, inexperienced, a little shy, and not even sure how he felt about the whole premise of strip clubs...until now. But he felt comfortable. At ease. The energy of the club felt entirely positive. Strangely enough, despite all the noise and unfamiliarity and even some loud and brash men in the crowd, he felt safe.
He quickly realized he had one of the best seats in the house. He had a direct view of the stage, the waitresses came by frequently, and his couch had just enough of a curve to create the illusion of a barrier. Occasionally, new patrons passed by looking for seats, but not one of them asked if they could join him. The only company he ever had was from the waitresses and the dancers. Every one of them was flirty and friendly, too. Scott passed on offers of shoulder rubs and private dances to make sure he'd see the stage at ten as advised, but he tipped freely.
Lights dimmed and the speakers picked up with steady, ominous music. The shift seemed to herald something special. Scott realized it was ten o'clock. Apparently it was time for a main event. "Awright, people, let's kick this party up a couple notches," boomed the DJ's voice. Scott cringed, feeling like his announcing was generally overdone, but the guy played good music and he didn't talk long. Even so, this was a bit much. "You know why you're here. You know who you came to see. Give it up for...Misty!"
Red lights rose. Scott's hard thumped hard in his chest. "Holy fuck," he gasped under the thump of bass and the sinful riff of guitars.
She strutted out onto the stage in a black fishnet mini-dress over a lacy red bra and panties. Her first moves gave a preview of her assets: smooth skin across hard-bodied beauty decorated with tattoos, full, luscious breasts, a big and beautiful ass, and long black hair cascading down from the top and back of her head with the sides shaved down tight. Her face set his heart pounding. Her name suggested something soft and so did that skin, but everything else about her was hard rock and fire. She was gorgeous. Confident. Sexual.



Her eyes immediately locked with his.
She found him and fixated on him right away, subtly enough to go unnoticed by everyone but plainly enough that he couldn't miss it. Taken in by her image, he forgot his newfound role and his power for a moment, but it quickly came rushing back as his mind tried to make sense of her attention. Then it all clicked. He knew it couldn't be a quirk of chance.
Misty swayed and bumped to the music. She strutted across the stage and minded her audience, but their connection held firm. The cheers and the dollars thrown onto the stage only added to her image. Her performance dominated every eye and every imagination, collecting bills and praise from all around... and without anyone else realizing it, she danced for an audience of one. All the adulation became background and props in the act she put on just for him.
Scott watched in a mix of lustful awe and romantic longing. Her eyes held as much smoking sex appeal as the rest of her body, but it was all part of the whole. Her wit shone through as she teased the men at the stage with the stroke of her fingers across their faces, and in some moments, the stroke of her high-heeled shoes. She was clever, tough, and fun. She wasn't wearing much in the first place, but she stretched out every reveal with joy. Scott felt his heart pound harder when her bra fell away and she finally turned from showing her bare back to her magnificent bare chest. He felt it again later in the routine when her panties fell to the calls of her audience. She had a matching g-string beneath, of course, but he fell in love with that ass all over again... and yet again when the cash offerings of the audience bought off the g-string, too.
Despite her full nudity, she turned and stepped and teased with her hands to ensure no one ever quite got a look at her pussy. She threw looks at Scott all along, too. Looks and smiles.
Her dance ended with her naked and shameless. She walked across a virtual carpet of cash. Scott wondered if perhaps he caught a hint of surprise at the haul. Misty seemed to know her audience wanted a queen. Rather than delaying the next dancer by gathering her take, Misty beckoned another smiling dancer out of the wings with a push broom. The trick worked for most of the cash. Misty stayed on stage long enough to hype her successor's arrival. The energy continued, and so did the tips. If it either diminished after Misty left the stage, hardly anyone noticed the difference.
"Hey there." A cheerful voice broke in through Scott's rapture. One of the waitresses leaned in, pretty and smiling, setting a small tray at his table bearing a tall red drink and a folded note. "This is for you. She said to tell you it's from 'the boss.'" The waitress grinned as Scott sat up to look around. "She also said she doesn't want to interrupt your night."
"Thank you," said Scott.
"My pleasure. Your boss is super hot, by the way." She flashed him a look of appreciation all for his own, too. "I don't know where you work, but if they're hiring, let me know."
"I will. What's your name?"
"Mandy. Thanks." She left with a daring stroke across his shoulders as she rounded his couch seat. Scott watched her go, appreciating the sway of her hips.
A second glance and a cursory sip to be sure revealed the identity of the drink: strawberry lemonade. He let out a laugh. Then he read the note:
"I didn't expect you to go out tonight but I'm so glad you did. This place is a virtual temple to my interests, and will serve my herald with joy. Believe everything that happens here tonight. Enjoy."
"Hey there," said a sultry new voice. Misty stood before him in her glory, red lace lingerie and black fishnet stockings accenting the tattooed beauty on display. "Saw you staring. Thought I'd come say hello."
"Literally everyone stared at you." Scott matched her cool confidence without conscious effort. A week ago, he'd have held it together if someone like her talked to him, but it would've taken at least some thought. "Most of them probably still are."
"I hope I'm not the only one they stare at. The other dancers deserve some appreciation, too. What's your name?"
"Scott."
"Haven't seen you here before, Scott. Are you visiting from out of town?"
"More like I just got home." Scott noticed a spark of hunger and interest as her eyes roamed over him. He felt the same way. "I was hoping you'd come by."
"We all try to make the rounds after our number on stage in case anyone wants a private dance."
"Do you normally start in the middle of the floor?"
She grinned. "Not normally. Maybe I caught myself staring while I was on stage, too."
"That seemed like a dream come true. You're incredible."
"I'm having one of the best nights of my life so far," said Misty. "Be nice to keep it going."
He grinned back. "I would love a private dance. Maybe more than one."
"Mmmm, normally I wouldn't want to disappoint the other guys, but you know how to make a girl feel appreciated." She took his hand. "C'mon. Let's make everyone jealous."
Scott rose, breaking eye contact only for Mandy passing his field of vision. "Buy you a drink along the way?"
"Nah. We're taking the VIP room. Plenty to work with in there if you're buying."
She held his hand as they crossed the audience floor. As she suggested, Scott noticed more than one customer staring with a hint of jealousy, but none of them said or did anything about it. He paid far less attention to them than his guide. "Is anyone with you automatically a VIP?"
Misty flashed him another grin. Apparently he was scoring points. "It rotates. They reserve it for private parties or whenever they've got a celebrity performer. I get the feature treatment sometimes. You could say I'm a local favorite."
She led him to a line of side rooms in a dark hallway. The simple turn around the corner did much to reduce the music of the club floor, allowing for different music along side rooms closed off only by heavy drapes. Outside, another burly man in a black t-shirt and jeans stood watch. "Hi, Diego," said Misty.
"What's up, girl?" He gave Scott a brief looking over. Then he pulled aside the drapes to the largest room. Scott noticed the bouncer's earpiece as he moved aside, but then he looked to the room. He saw dim lights and a small bar along one side as promised. A full-circle couch filled the center of the room with others along the sides.
The drapes fell behind them, muffling the sounds of the rest of the club even more. Scott could focus on Misty once again. Her every step showed off her largely bare body. She turned to the little stereo display on the bar, bending a little and bumping back in a subtle invitation to stare at her lace-clad perfect ass. A brief thought of all his fortunes in the last couple of days and Aphrodite's note made all the more impact on him: he was alone with a model-gorgeous woman in nothing but lingerie and a grin...and he had divine assurance this was much more than a matter of performance.
New music drowned out the noise outside, mostly electronic but soothing and seductive. Misty took Scott's hand and brought him around the couch where he would have his back to the entrance. She was already swaying to the music as he sat down. With the change in tone and tempo from her performance on stage, she was slower and more sensuous this time. Being so close gave her a different kind of sexual majesty.
Aside from the partial sleeve on her left arm, her tattoos were artfully scattered across her body. The designs were all sharp and elegant. She carried ivy and roses, a sword here, an anchor there. "I love your ink," said Scott.
"Thanks." Misty put her hands on his knees to push them apart, turning and swaying closer. Slow gyrations of her ass only inches away gave him a better look at it and the rest of her. "Got a favorite?"
"The dragon at your waist is great." It had a western shape, four legs with wings, its eyes glaring with challenge.
"She's there to watch my back," said Misty. "Maybe I'm a bit of a geek, too."
"Nothing wrong with that. So am I."
"Knew I'd like you." She backed in close, practically sitting between his spread legs except for the slow-motion twerk that let her grind against his groin. It felt good against his unspeakably hard flesh. Misty purred with approval. "Maybe a lot."
"What made you think that?"
"I can't decide if you walk and talk like a rockstar or an ordinary guy. Maybe it's both. I like that." She talked slowly, blending conversation with teasing body language. "I saw you talk to the waitress. You've got hungry eyes, but there's also kindness there and in your smile."
Misty leaned back, grinding her body against his. "Mmmh, and you feel good." Her head tilted back against his shoulder. He felt her breath against his neck and his cheek. "Really good. God, you smell good, too."
"So do you." Keeping his cool wasn't so effortless now. He could hear it in the low waver in his voice. Misty stayed in close, less performing now than savoring him. She was hot as hell and barely dressed. Her nose brushed the side of his neck. So did her lips.
"It feels like you're enjoying this but you're not telling me," she whispered into his ear.
"I'd drop tips but my wallet is in my back pocket and I don't want to fidget too much," Scott confessed with a grin. "Don't want to break the rules."
"Rules?" She smiled against his neck.
"No touching and all that. This is where I tell you it's my first time at a club." His confession came with the same flirty confidence as all the rest. "I don't want to blow it. Don't want to make you uncomfortable, either. Kinda want you right where you are forever, to be honest."
"Oh baby," Misty purred. "I like you a lot. You know what I want more than tips?" He turned his head slightly toward her as if to ask what, and also to tease a kiss. She reached up along their opposite side to stroke his neck with her fingers. "Touch me, Scott."
His hands slid up over her legs, running along thighs already pressed up against his own. Misty inhaled deeply and let it out again with a soft moan as his touch ran over her hips and came to her sides. "Yes." She gyrated against him more as his hands roamed back down their path and up again. "Fuck yes. God, your hands..."
The second song played through. Misty moved against him, leaning in and breathing, while Scott caressed her without ever going too far. He felt her ache for it. He didn't push further until late in the next song. "More," she pleaded softly. "Please...more."
When his caress slid up her sides, he went beyond the edge of her bra. Scott's hands slowly swept over her lace-clad breasts with a gentle squeeze he knew was perfect. Misty pushed back into him, her hands over his wrists to keep him in place as she moaned a little louder. More escaped her throat when he found her erect nipples under the fabric. He pinched gently, heating her up. Misty gave up lapdancing and turned to writhing with pleasure.
"Oh fuck... Scott... please..."
He tilted his head forward, twisting with her enough to capture her lips in a kiss. Misty gave back with passion. Then Scott's hands left her breasts to descend down her taut, bare belly to the lace covering her crotch. Already at his mercy, it didn't take much to send Misty over the edge. Her body shook in his arms and between his legs as she came hard. He softened his kiss while her nerves burst and her body melted down, but his lips didn't leave hers. He caught her every pleasured moan and breath with his mouth. It made her orgasm sweeter for both of them.
The kiss only broke as she came down from her high. Still shaking, Misty's eyes fluttered open to look back at him. "Oh my god," she murmured. "You're amazing."
"I'm the one who's amazed," said Scott.
Then her eyes widened. "Oh shit, Diego!" Misty spun in his lap, straddling him and rising up to look over the back of the couch. Her urgency put that glorious chest against Scott's face. Then she relaxed a little settled back. "Think he's still out in front...oh, sorry. I'm usually a little gentler with this part."
"I don't see how anyone could complain."
Her fingers ran through his hair as she leaned in again, bringing those luscious breasts back to his face. "Sorry." Her quiet voice increased the intimacy between them, though it turned out to be a little more practical, too. "They don't want, um... anyone turning tricks in here."
"Is that what this is?" Scott asked gently. "It's okay either way. Nothing wrong with that sort of work."
"I think I'm beyond work now. With the way you make me feel, maybe I'm the one who should be paying. But you came back here to get more of me...and I want more of you." Misty pinned him against the couch for a hungry kiss as she sank onto his lap again. Then she spun and arched her body forward. "Help me out of this?"
Her bra came off without a struggle. Performance instincts returned, though Scott knew she gave him far more. Misty purred as she enjoyed his hands across her bare back. She came in closer to enjoy his fondling and soft, expert groping even more now that her breasts were bare, but she didn't savor it as long this time. That glorious ass left his groin to gyrate in his face before she bent over with an invitation. "Help me out of this, too, baby."
Sliding Misty's red lace panties down off her flawless ass felt like a gift. She made a show of it by bending fully forward with her beautiful flesh right in front of him. The urge to give back in kind was too much to resist. Scott caressed her with hands she already loved and added kisses she didn't expect. Everything Aphrodite told him about perfect instincts played out right then: of course she was ready even if she didn't expect this tonight, and of course she loved it. "Oh," she cooed, then with shock as his tongue pushed into her ass. "Ooooh!"
She could have escaped easily. Instead she reached for the couch opposite theirs to steady herself. Leaning forward a little more gave him a better angle on his goal. He found nothing but pleasant flesh, knowing full well Aphrodite's blessings had removed every little complication for their mutual enjoyment. Misty spread as best she could without pulling apart the lace down around her knees as he licked deeper and got her panting.
"I can't...oh god...I can't..." Misty moaned. She couldn't get the rest of the words out. Instead she eventually turned away from Scott's attention and quickly stepped the rest of the way out of her panties. She got his shirt and pants all unfastened in a flash, too. "I can't hold out anymore," she said.
With nothing else in the way, Misty straddled and mounted him. She sank down onto his cock with a silent breath of exhilaration and fluttering eyes. The slick and tight grip of her pussy stole his breath, too. As soon as the reality of it sank in, Misty started a grind that indulged them both in all of her dancer's muscles. Scott didn't have to do anything but move forward a little on the couch. His hands spread around that wonderful ass again. Her breasts were every bit as perfect, too. It wasn't long before his touch explored her body.
"You're so fucking good," she told him with a shaking voice. "Just relax. Let me take...unh...care of you...oooh fuck."
Scott only moved a little. He thrust upward slowly and gently, but hit the right spot and the right angle to destroy her gentler thoughts. Misty fucked him harder, moving in exactly that same perfect grind every time. He hardly had to put any effort into it before he felt her throb and grunt with another orgasm. She collapsed against him in a naked plea and came hard.
His name escaped her breathless lips as her body settled down. It set him on a path. Fresh off this incredible orgasm, Misty groaned with surprise and delight as his hands claimed her ass again. She was even more surprised when he repeated that perfect thrust...this time harder. Faster. Greedier.
"Uh. Unh. Unh! Oh god, yes," she pleaded. "Oh fuck...oh!"
They hadn't fucked long before he gave her the first orgasm. It wasn't long into this before her next was clearly on the way, too. More than that, Scott felt no strain from fucking her hard no matter how much he drew on his muscles. He felt like he could do this all night. He felt every inch of her cunt stroking his cock so intensely that his own orgasm hit along with hers. Misty whimpered and moaned and came while Scott unleashed a torrent of cum inside her.
She shook with pleasure, still kneeling over him, his cock still deep inside her and hard as ever. Scott relaxed his head against the back of the couch and soaked in every sensation. Misty came down from her high into a dreamy erotic relief. "God, you're incredible."
"Glad you like it."
"More than like." She sat up a little straighter. Her eyes fluttered with the pleasure of the dick within her, but opened again in wonder. "This is more than sex, isn't it? I feel really good about you. The sex is unbelievable, but...I feel like..."
"That's love at first fuck," said another woman. Though surprised, Scott and Misty only looked up and blinked. They stayed settled together as they looked up to their gorgeous, smiling new company. "Go with it, Misty. You're not imagining. It's real."
"Who...?" Misty asked.
"I'm Aphrodite. The real deal. I don't normally show myself, but tonight seems special for a few reasons. Scott here is my herald, which is why he's beyond a great fuck. Also I like you a lot, and like I've told him, I'm the best matchmaker there is."
Misty looked up at her in amazement. She obviously believed Aphrodite as much as Scott had when they first met. An electric shiver ran through Misty's body as the goddess stroked her jaw. Even Scott felt it, especially in the way her pussy tightened around his cock. "I need to keep the direct contact to Scott, though," Aphrodite explained. "I promise he'll take good care of you and you'll never regret it, no matter how wild things get. Okay?"
Misty nodded, shaking with delight. "Mm-hm."
"Do you want to take care of him while we chat?"
The tattooed beauty turned her eyes from the goddess to the herald, looking at him with a new surge of emotion. She kissed him deeply, saying much with her lips and her tongue, then slid off his lap...and down between his legs. Misty's eyes stayed on his as she lovingly stroked his cum-coated dick and took it into her mouth. She looked back at him with eager eyes as her mouth bobbed and worked him skillfully. Scott groaned as her every lick and suck shut down his muscles until he could only feel her mouth.
"I said you would find love," Aphrodite told him. She sank into the couch beside him, crossing her legs and relaxing with one arm over the top of the couch. "Here you are."
"We only just met," he breathed. Her blowjob apparently stole his voice, too.
"Love goddess. Some things I know like you know math. Don't worry about the feeling-each-other-out phase. This is for real. Misty won't be the only one. Far from it. She's arguably not the first, for that matter," Aphrodite teased. She gave his cheek the same stroke she'd given Misty. He thought he might come, but her touch was brief. "Flings and affairs will come and go all the time. You'll need someone to share all this with besides me. Several someones. When it comes to your serious lovers, you can tell them everything...and I mean everything. Love isn't just sex. It's trust, intimacy, support, partnership. All of it. Misty hears my every word even now. Don't be afraid."
"Oh fuck," Scott moaned. He reached for Misty's head, soon running his fingers through her thick black mohawk. She kept sucking. He thought he felt a hum of appreciation in her throat.
"As for the rest, you don't need any more pep talks, do you, Scott? You knew you would get laid if you came here tonight. You came here for it."



"Yeah," he admitted.
"Good. That's what I want. You're going to fuck someone new tomorrow, too, right? Maybe a few someones? Maybe someone else even before you leave here tonight. You're looking forward to it. And on and on."
Misty kept sucking his cock. She looked up at him with sparkling eyes that seemed as excited by Aphrodite's words as Scott felt. "Yes," he answered.
"Then you're ready for more power." She grinned as the words drew Scott's eyes from the woman sucking his cock back to the goddess. "I figured you might need an adjustment period to wrap your mind around the basics. There's more I've been waiting to reveal."
"Like what?" he breathed.
"You aren't a god, but you're the closest thing most mortals will ever meet, let alone touch. It's one thing to give someone the greatest pleasures, but another to know the power that brings. You can outweigh so many desires, so many customs...so many loyalties. Imagine what someone will do to feel the greatest pleasure of their lives a second time. That probably sounds dark to you, but it's the good kind of dark," she whispered hotly. "Have fun with that, Scott. Don't worry, I'm still watching. I wanted a good man, but I also know how good it is to be bad sometimes.
"There's a higher level beyond all that. Something wonderful. Understand: some mortals yearn to worship me, even if they barely know my name. They'll feel our connection by your touch, and they will devote themselves to you as my herald. Fully. It's their choice. They long to free their spirits and bodies for a life of sensual, sexual pleasures. I can grant them that life in safety through you. Their devotion will empower me. And as with all the rest, the mortal expression of that devotion is all yours to enjoy, all on your own terms, Scott. No worries about hubris or the rest. It's best if they never see past you as the one they serve. You're going to have servants, Scott. Loyal, enthusiastic servants. Embrace them and welcome them. It's what they want.
"Many are here tonight. You like this place, don't you?"
"Yes," he gasped. He was about to come. Between Misty's incredible mouth devouring his cock and Aphrodite's words, he felt like he might lose control.
"Sshh, not yet," she said, and stroked his groin with her fingernail. His body shook hard, like he was right on the edge, but the impending burst receded as the shaking stopped. He still felt just as good as before, but the cliff was farther away. Misty let out a pleading moan but never stopped. "Sorry, we're still talking," Aphrodite teased them both.
"As I told you, this place is practically a temple to me and much of my domain as a goddess," she went on. "You feel comfortable here because that resonates with you. Your mere presence elevates all of its energy. The desire, the sensuality. The worshippers give more freely and with greater respect tonight because you are here. The dancers have more fun. The fantasies, the performance...it all becomes real for those devoted to me. It also serves my power.
"This place can be yours, Scott. You can claim it as my herald and enjoy it as you will. This club will turn toward your desires and become what you want of it. If you think tonight has a positive energy, wait until it is under our consistent influence. You will never have to worry about outside scrutiny or interference, for my power will obscure this place from such troubles.
"Like all my blessings, this is not a test. This place will be yours to plunder and enjoy. Let your desires run free. All you must do is claim it."
"This... the club? How?"
"You'll see. The opportunity is already on its way." She stood. "If it seems like all of this makes you wildly powerful, it's because you are. Remember this all comes from pleasure and consent. Don't worry about all the social norms and expectations of the outside world. Remember who you serve. The rules work differently for you because I say they do. Have fun, Scott." She turned to go.
"Aphrodite?" he asked. She turned back. Misty was nearly making his eyes roll back in his head, but this was important. "Heather."
"Oh. Right." The goddess grinned. "I don't do tests. I won't ever tempt you with something you shouldn't have. You have an off-limits signal for when it counts, remember? You didn't feel it with Heather. Fuck her all you like."
"But her boyfriend...?"
"That's what I'm saying, Scott. I am the goddess of erotic love, and also the romantic sort. You know when someone is unwilling. If you did not sense that, perhaps you should ask yourself why...or perhaps you should stop asking," she smiled. "Don't look for reasons to hold back. Forget the rules and follow your urges. Trust me to handle the rest. Make her your own, or fuck her just for the fun of it. Make her your bitch if you feel like it. Whatever your urges, follow them and trust they will guide you and your partner to pleasure. Then go do it all over again with someone else."
New desires stirred in him, feeling dark and heavy, but also incredibly good. He had no urge to hurt anyone, but Aphrodite's casual enabling felt incredible. It felt freeing.
She blew him a kiss. Misty swallowed his cock again, finally getting the better of him. Scott's eyes fluttered closed and he moaned as spasms ran through his groin and his dick. He came hard, knowing Aphrodite would be gone but hardly caring. He felt too good to think about anything else and knew more awaited him. Scott pumped away into Misty's mouth as she swallowed every pulse with flawless timing.
His eyes didn't open right away. He basked in the feeling as Misty lovingly sucked him clean in long and slow strokes. Once his heart settled and he opened his eyes, she rose from between his legs and settled in his lap. They both felt the need to cuddle, but wanted to see one another's faces, too.
"That was really her," said Misty. "That really happened."
"Yeah. We happened, too."
"Wow." She kissed his lips, softly and with much more affection than performance. "At least it explains why this was all so fucking good. Even blowing you was...I could do that for hours. You feel incredible. You taste incredible. And I feel good about you, too."
"I hope so. Apparently we're gonna be a thing."
"Yeah," she breathed. "Yeah, we are. So what's 'herald of Aphrodite' mean?"
"I work for her. It's all recent. Like, just the last couple days recent. I was in Greece on a college trip and some classmates attacked me by her shrine...it's a story. Anyway, she chose me to work for her."
"Wow. What kind of work?"
His eyes glanced over the naked beauty in his arms. "So far it means a lot of sex," he answered. Misty laughed. "She told me she won't have actual jobs for me all that often. Mostly she wants me to adjust and have fun with it."
"And take over the club somehow," she said.
"Is that bad?"
"Oh my god, I don't even care if it is. I'm all yours," she said, stroking his cheek. "I want this."
"Even if I'm constantly hooking up with other women?"
Misty shifted in his lap, straddling him again. She didn't take him in, but the lips of her pussy stroked his cock in a wet grind. Her smile came down near his ears. "Especially if you're constantly fucking other women," she whispered. "I heard everything she said. Lovers, partners...servants. I'm on board. If I get to feel like this, I want it all."
Scott groaned with pleasure. He loved being able to go right back to the fun even after the sort of orgasm he'd just let off. Hell, he hardly needed the momentary break they'd taken. "I want all of you, too," he told her.
"Who else?" Her grind slowed so they could talk, but contact never really ended. "Your boss mentioned others. Sounds like she meant more than Heather, whoever she is."
"Breanne. Someone I met traveling. She's...I'll tell you everything, but it's a story. She had some stuff to work out. I didn't know how it'd go."
"Sounds like you got a hint from a goddess, is all," Misty suggested.
His eyebrows rose. He thought to ask if she was sure of her feelings, but that seemed redundant. Aphrodite's words weren't far from his mind, either. Scott fished his temporary phone from his pocket and sent a text: "Made it home. Thank you. How did things go?"
Misty leaned in to keep him occupied as soon as he set the phone down. Loving lips kissed his mouth and his neck. Her body moved against his. She took care of him until his phone buzzed with a response only a minute later: "Messy. Stupid. Means a lot to hear from you. Is it crazy if I want to get on a plane and follow you?" And then: "Would that be okay?"
Scott glanced once at Misty. She saw the text, but only smiled and gently kept at him. He replied, slowly as he typed one-handed: "Need to be honest: I got kinda crazy tonight but I miss you, too."
"How crazy?"
"In a strip club now. And way out of bounds."
She replied with a smile emoji and a heart. "That's not out of bounds for you. Especially when you're honest about it. I'm actually smiling here. Thank you for that. Want me to join you?"
"Yes."
"Then I'm walking out of here and buying a plane ticket. I'll be in touch."
He set the phone down and let Misty take care of him. "Guess that's two girlfriends," he said.
"Good. Can't wait to meet her," said Misty. "What about the club?"
"I have no idea how that's supposed to work. What do you think of it?"
She shrugged. "It's good enough that I've been here a bunch. The building is great. Some of the staff are okay. I like some of the bouncers. A few of them are kind of creeps. I'm pretty sure the manager owns the place. He isn't the greatest, but I've met sleazier. He's more about the business than the girls. The DJ is a creep, though. Nobody like him should've lasted this long."
"I'll remember that whenever we figure out what this means." Scott grinned. "Nice to have a partner."
"God, I feel the same," she said. The slow grind of her hips had only gotten her wetter. Misty guided his cock into her again, shuddering with every slow inch. "Love at first fuck is the best."
This time, Scott let her fuck him with little effort on his part. She still let out little gasps and her eyes fluttered with delight. "I've got some revenge to take care of, too," he said. "The guys who attacked me in Greece are students here, too."
"What kind of revenge?"
"I dunno. Might do some ass-kicking, but violence isn't usually my first thought. Guess we'll see." Misty slid around in his lap, grinding on his dick with her pussy still slick and tight. He relaxed into passive enjoyment. "If there are any girlfriends in the mix I might do something about that."
She grinned widely. "And who's Heather?"
"My housemate. My other housemate's girlfriend, too."
"Sounds like you should... get used to... thinking... outside those kinds of boxes."
"Are you normally down with this sort of stuff?"
Misty let out a whimper of pleasure in her continued grind. "If she put some spell on me, I love it. Maybe it's you. Or maybe I was waiting for the right guy to share this side of myself." Misty kissed him again, this time kissing deeply and continuing it until she worked herself into another small orgasm on his cock. Scott relaxed and enjoyed it, looking forward to more fun whenever they got to an actual bed.
"You're making me come a lot," she whispered.
"Good. That's the plan."
She grinned again. "Then don't worry about me getting jealous. You've got a gift and I shouldn't be selfish. I think I can only take so much at a time, anyway."
"We can stop anytime."
"I want to get you off again at least once more. It feels good when you come, too. This is some pretty great magic you've got going here. Wouldn't mind finding my overload point."
"That sounds like fun," Scott agreed.
Misty's eyes snapped up past him, this time with a little more surprise than Aphrodite's gentle entrance. "Oh! Latasha!" she blinked.
"Oops! Misty, sorry," said a woman from the doorway. Scott craned his head around to find a man and woman he could safely assume were a dancer and a customer. Latasha was a shapely young black woman with curly black hair to her bare shoulders in sheer blue lingerie and heels. "Nobody was outside so I thought this room was open."
"Nobody? Where's Diego?" asked Misty. She slid off Scott's lap, still straddling him but now upright. The couch and his back covered most of her lower body, but she wasn't worried about it regardless.
"I dunno. Thought he might be in here taking care of something. He's not in the other rooms in the hall here, either. Nothing going on out on the floor."
"That's weird. We should have somebody out there."
Latasha's companion shrugged. "It's all good with me. You got an OSHA requirement for lap dances or something?"
"Somebody's gotta keep the other dancers safe. I'm not worried about you at all, honey," Latasha told him with a casual stroke across his jaw. Scott doubted the guy caught the loaded message there.
"This is a problem, though," said Misty.
"You want to go check things out?" asked Scott. She nodded and got off his lap, reaching for her panties and bra. Scott had his pants and belt set in a flash, but he was still buttoning his shirt as Latasha and her companion came in. She gave him the sort of look he was growing very familiar with. Distracted or not, he didn't think he'd lose the thrill of getting such looks from hot women anytime soon.
The customer's reaction to Misty broke the moment of mutual attraction. The dim red lights of the private room didn't fully conceal the slick sheen along Misty's inner thighs. "Damn, girl. This a full service place now?" he asked.
"Maybe for him," Latasha murmured. Background noise from the club and nearby private booths covered her voice, but Scott heard it. Brief eye contact confirmed Latasha was glad he did.
"What? No." Misty grabbed a hand towel from the small bar along the wall. She tilted her head at Scott as she wiped it away. "He's my boyfriend."
"Uh-huh."
"If she says he is, then he is," said Latasha. "We don't do that kind of work here."
"Okay, cool." The man relented. He threw a smug look toward Scott. "You'll learn."
"What's that mean?" asked Scott.
"Dating strippers." The guy shrugged. "Not my business."
"You're in here, too," said Scott.
"Yeah, but it's one thing to be a customer and another to...nah. You'll learn, kid."
"Hold up. What does all that mean?" asked Latasha. "Is something wrong with dating one of us?"
"Alright, alright, I'm not looking for a fucking argument about strippers' rights or some shit," said the man. "I paid for a lap dance. Can I get what I paid for?"
"Nope," said Latasha. She flicked a couple of folded bills out from the hip of her panties and held them up to the guy. "Not from me. You blew it."
"What the hell, bitch? What's your problem?"
"Maybe I don't like assholes coming in here disrespecting me and the other dancers while still expecting us to give them a good time," she said. "Goodbye."
"I fucking paid you!" he fumed.
"And a refund is more than you deserve. Take it and go."
He snatched the bills roughly enough to make her jerk her hand back with a look of pain. Scott shoved the guy against the door frame. "There's no bouncer here to protect you, asshole," he growled. "Fuck off. Now."
It was much more confrontation than the guy wanted. He stomped off down the hall with no more than a resentful look and a middle finger thrown over his shoulder.
"Yeah, I'm definitely good with all of this," Misty grinned.
"This is really your boyfriend?" Latasha asked her.
"He is now," said Misty. "Maybe not the most important thing right now?"
"Yeah," said Scott. "You two know this place. I don't. Where do we look?"
The pair led him through the hallway of private rooms and booths and past the main floor again. Nothing seemed out of place...except the lack of security staff. Then they passed the entrance and saw something genuinely unusual. "Shit, he doesn't work here," Latasha whispered at the sight of the thick guy standing in place of Damonte at the door. He wore slacks and a blazer rather than the black t-shirt and jeans of the earlier door guy. "What is going on?"
"How many bouncers should there be here?" asked Scott.
"Usually five total. One at the door, one by the private rooms, two watching the floor and one roaming," Latasha explained. "They wouldn't be in the dressing rooms. Maybe the manager's office? That's upstairs near the private VIP lounge, but that's closed tonight. Nobody's using it." She led the way to the staircase, where darker lighting and a velvet rope discouraged guests. Another thick-shouldered man in a button-down shirt and blazer stood behind the rope, staring at them. After a glance back at Scott and Misty, she Latasha led the way.
"Hey, is Mickey up there?" she asked with a friendly smile. "We need to talk to him."
"Mickey's in a meeting right now," the stranger answered with a firm voice and firmer eyes. "He isn't seeing anyone else."
"You know when he's gonna be out? Or where the security guys are?" asked Scott.
"Do you work here? No? Then it's none of your business," said the stranger. "You need to go."
"We do work here," said Misty, gesturing to include Latasha.
"You're strippers. You come and go. It's time to go now. Why don't you find someone's lap to grind on for a couple bucks?"
"That's twice tonight I've had some asshole talk like we're vending machines," Latasha said to Misty.
"I'm not gonna tell you again."
"Yeah, there's nothing dodgy about this at all," Scott muttered.
The stranger reached out his hand to shove Scott. "Kid, I will—" Then he yelped as Scott twisted and pulled the stranger's wrist. The bigger man crashed face-first into the floor in a tangle with the velvet rope and its stanchions. "Oh, motherfucker!" he shouted as he got up and spun for another try. His coat flew open as he moved.
Scott didn't even think. He snatched the gun from the man's underarm holster while ducking the punch that came for his head. Scott planted a solid punch into the stranger's jaw. It gave him enough room to wind up with a finishing whack across the temple with the pistol filling his other hand. The guy went down in a heap.
"Holy shit!" said Latasha.
"Oh wow," Misty breathed.
Scott looked down. Then he looked at the gun. He'd never held a pistol in his life, but it felt perfectly natural in his hand. Only the nervous looks from Misty and Latasha gave him pause. Without a second thought, Scott ejected the magazine and the round in the chamber. "It's unloaded now. No bullets. Can't hurt anyone," he said.
"Okay, this is nuts. I ain't ever seen this guy before and security does not carry guns here," said Latasha. "And what... how did you know how to do all that? Tell me you're not a cop."
"I'm not a cop," said Scott.
"For real?" she pressed.
"I'm not a cop. Pretty sure I'm too young to be a cop. I don't even have a degree yet." He looked at the gun again. "Might be better right now if I was a cop, though."
"Nah. This is better."
"Why?"
"Because I don't want some cop getting me turned on like this," Latasha replied. As if her words only caught up with her after they'd been said, she threw Misty a look and said, "Sorry."
"Oh no, I'm totally down with that," said Misty. "Maybe not right now, though."
"Anyway, yeah. I'm not a cop. I'm willing to bet he's not a cop," Scott gestured to the man laid out on the floor. He looked back up the stairs. "So whatever's going on up there probably isn't cop stuff... and you said Diego's a good guy?"
"None of the bouncers are bad, really," said Latasha. "Steve can be kind of a jerk. That's about the worst of it."
"And they'll all be in black like Diego and the door guy, right? What's Mickey look like?"



"Standard dumpy half-bald white dude. Usually wearing a polo shirt."
"Good enough." Scott headed up the stairs. Misty and Latasha followed. He thought about telling them to stay back, but then considered he didn't really know what he was doing, either. The gun in his hand and the defeated guard proved his meeting with Ares was much more than a pep talk. He also hadn't forgotten Aphrodite's words.
Scott reloaded the gun, tucked it in his waistband behind his back, and gently tried the handle. It didn't turn. He couldn't see anything through the frosted glass that made up the top half of the door, but he did hear a loud "whack" and a man's yelp of pain. Scott's foot came up hard against the door.
The glass shattered and spilled on both sides of the door as it flew open. Scott found Diego, Damonte, and two other bouncers all seated on a couch against the wall to the side, with two other men standing watch with pistols in hand. Directly across the door were a couple of chairs, and beyond that a manager's desk. Mickey sat at the desk with a bloody wound on his head and papers spread out in front of him. A pair of unpleasant men loomed over Mickey in that same sort of outfits as the others.
Not one of them expected the door to crash open. To equal things out, Scott hadn't expected quite so many people, either, but his surprise didn't cost him a step.
One last tough appeared from around the door frame to get in Scott's way, dressed like a bouncer but hardly under anyone's gun. His allegiance was clear as he came at Scott with a closed fist. Scott caught his fist before it landed and unloaded on the man's stomach with his free hand in a rush of fast punches. He hit the guy over and over like a jackhammer, stepping forward into the room without letting go. Even under this effort, he knew where everyone else stood and how they moved, from the thugs to Misty and Latasha wisely staying out in the hall. Scott moved fast and thought much faster.
His first opponent crumbled. Scott pushed the turncoat bouncer up by the gut and the shoulder with a surge of strength to shove him over the desk. The effort confirmed he wasn't superhuman, but he sure was much stronger than he'd ever been. Mickey and the two men holding him in place all fell in a tangle.
Both of the guys watching the bouncers on the couch had their guns up now. A solid and painful kick from Scott sent one man's pistol flying. The other guy was out of reach, but Diego tackled him to the floor. A second later, the other two bouncers seemed to snap out of their shock and their fear of the guns to take down the second guard while Diego handled his.
That left the two guys with Mickey. Scott came around the mess of bouncers and thugs and the big desk. The turncoat bouncer wasn't getting up, but the others were. One was a little dumpy, not unlike Mickey. The other looked thick and dangerous. Scott twisted and tore the gun from the older one's hand. He stepped directly on him and then over Mickey on his way to the last thug. He pistol-whipped the last enemy hard enough to break his nose and finished him off with a sharp kick like he'd practiced each move all his life.
Scott didn't stop to think about it all until he claimed the last thug's gun. Then it all caught up to him: he knew all the moves, each of the guns and how they worked, and what to do about every problem. He took it seriously because any misstep could lead to someone getting shot, but he also knew how to find advantages and how to press them. He could handle bigger challenges than this.
The bad guys were all laid out. The bouncers had control of the last two. Scott found Mickey and the other middle-aged guy both still on the floor. Mickey didn't exactly look relieved, but the other guy was terrified. Scott held a gun in each hand...though not in any proper way to shoot. He didn't plan to.
"Wow, this was crazy," Scott said. His casual confidence surprised him. It felt less like a gift from a god and more like something within. After all the sex and now winning fights, he knew when to ride a wave. "How about you tell me who you are and what's going on?"
"What the... who the fuck are you?" the ringleader exclaimed.
"I'm the guy who beat up your guys and took all your guns. What's your name? You don't leave until I get answers. Talk."
"Jerry." He threw a resentful look at Mickey. "This asshole is in business with me and he fucked it all up. Now he owes me. He's selling me his club. Aren't you, Mickey?" For his part, the manager held one hand over the bruise on his head and winced but didn't answer.
Scott looked around. That explained the paperwork, at least. Damonte gestured at the bouncer who had attacked Scott. "Don here is working with them, too. Mickey yelled for help and we came to see what was up. Fucker helped them corner us."
He didn't go on. The bouncers were fairly quiet, too. Now that Scott thought about it, he figured they would be more talkative or even take charge. Instead they held back as if they had the same questions, or maybe they were happy to let someone else take the lead. In fairness, Scott did just crash in and save them.
Misty and Latasha came into the room. Their scanty clothes were a contrast to all the big, fully clothed men, but neither of them seemed timid. They wanted answers, too.
"What kind of business?" Scott asked. "I'm guessing from the guns it's not about the dancers. And I know they aren't going any farther with customers than lap dances."
"No, not whorin'," Jerry grumbled. Then he winced and yelped when Scott kicked his leg. "Ow! What the fuck!"
"You don't get to talk about them like that. Not here, not around me."
"They're fuckin' strip—ow!" he shouted when Scott kicked him again. "Alright, alright! It's not about them, jeez. It's...other business. The booze and the cash."
"Mickey, what's going on?" asked Diego. He left the others to keep the thugs under wraps. "You never said anything about any other business. I know it isn't drugs. I'd have seen that."
"I'm not a cop," said Scott. "Nobody here is a cop. We're just people in a room with a bunch of assholes with guns and this doesn't go away until you talk."
"It's mostly money laundering," said Mickey. He'd been beaten up and scared before, but somehow he looked even more deflated now.
"Mickey, you stupid—" Jerry began. He stopped when Scott glared at him.
"There's drugs and guns sometimes, too, but only when the club is closed and none of you are here," Mickey went on. "It's only storage for a day or two. Maybe to hold a meeting."
"Jesus Christ, Mickey," said Diego.
"It didn't even involve you. Only a couple people knew."
"I felt pretty involved when this asshole stuck a gun in my face!" said another bouncer. "Feels like we're all pretty fucking involved now."
"And what if you get busted?" asked Latasha. "You think the cops are gonna know none of us are in on it? You think they're gonna care?"
"The least that would happen is everyone loses their jobs, and that's if they're lucky," said Misty.
"Who else knows?" Scott asked Mickey. "Who else?"
Again, Mickey winced. "Joey down in the bar and Ron, the assistant manager."
"Fucking snitch," said Jerry. "You think we're gonna forget this? Or any of you?"
Scott hit the safeties on both guns and set them on Diego's side of the desk. He hauled Jerry up by his shirt, turned him around against the wall, and pulled the wallet from his pocket. "Do you think I'm going to forget your address?" Then he looked at his license. "Wow, Laguna Beach mobsters. I feel like I shouldn't be surprised."
He left Jerry against the wall to put the wallet and its contents out on the desk. By the time Jerry turned around, Scott had his cell phone out to grab pictures of his license and insurance. "What are you gonna do with all that?" asked Jerry.
"I dunno, what were you planning with all those threats you just laid on everyone here?" asked Scott. "You had all these guys and all their guns and look at you now. Imagine what I'll do if you make me mad."
In truth, Scott didn't have such a plan. Perhaps Jerry sensed it from the way he stepped forward as if to intimidate him. "Who the fuck are you, even?" Jerry blurted. "Some kid with a—urk!" Scott slapped him hard across the face without even looking.
"Take your guys and get the fuck out." Scott tossed Jerry's wallet and cards back to him, not that Jerry could catch it all at once. "Pretty sure a couple of your guys here need a hospital. Forget about your business here and all the rest of it. Forget this place even exists and pretend tonight never happened."
"I've got a stake in this place!"
"Really? Legally? Is your name on it?" Scott asked. He looked at Mickey, who didn't look back but the older man shook his head. "Guess that answers that. It's time to go now."
Seething, Jerry picked up his belongings and muttered an order to his guys. The bouncers let them go one by one. The disloyal bouncer leaned on another man's shoulder for help. One complained about leaving without their guns, but the others silenced him as they staggered out.
"Somebody should probably watch them go," said Scott. He didn't say it as an order, but the bouncers exchanged glances and agreed without speaking. Damonte and the other followed. That left only Scott, Mickey, Diego, and Misty and Latasha in the room.
"I ain't working with this mob shit," said Latasha.
"Neither am I," said Diego.
"Kinda wonder if Mickey is anymore, either," said Scott. He looked down at the owner and manager slowly rising to his chair. "Did you know all this was coming? What happened?"
"Jerry fucked up a deal on his own and wanted to pin it on me so he could tell his bosses he'd get their money back. He's been pressuring me to make up for his mistakes and finally he came to this stupid idea. Doesn't matter. They won't forget me just 'cause you told 'em to," said Mickey. "Whoever you are. I don't even know you."
"Just a customer," said Scott.
"Whatever. None of this shit is worth my life. You all do what you want, I'm out of here and I'm out of all this. Time to retire someplace a couple thousand miles away."
Scott looked down at the papers on the desk. Aphrodite's words hung close in his mind. "Are these papers legitimate? This really sells the club?"
"Yeah, it's all legit except the price is outright robbery. Sure I can find a buyer once I'm gone."
"Mickey, what the hell? What about all the people working here?" asked Latasha.
"Guess that's up to them. What do you want, a severance package? You see where I'm at here. I gotta go before those assholes show up at my house."
Scott scanned the papers and found the dollar figure easily enough. It stood out among the text. The number was clearly a punishment. There had to be taxes and licenses and other matters, but he also figured Jerry had it all figured out. Jerry didn't have a goddess on his side, either.
"Here, I can help." Scott picked a pen off the desk and made two simple corrections: he filled his name in on the buyer's line and then altered the price. Even the mobsters were more generous.
"Twenty bucks?" Mickey scowled. "The fuck are you smoking? You have any idea what kind of money this place pulls in every week? Get outta here."
"You put everyone's lives in danger and now you're abandoning them. God only knows who got hurt along the way by all the shit you were part of. You can either cut loose or face the music for all your bullshit. Honestly I'd make it a dollar but a twenty is the smallest thing I've got in my pocket right now." Scott looked to the others in the room. "Anyone else want to put in a bid? Maybe be co-owners?"
Latasha shook her head and answered, "Not sure I want to put my name on all this." Diego made the same motion. Misty just grinned, then winked when Latasha noticed her silent enthusiasm.
Scott pulled a twenty from his pocket and slapped it on the desk. He held out the pen. "Sign."
Though he glared resentfully at Scott, Mickey grumbled, "You want all the trouble that comes with this place? Fine. Better than trying to find a buyer, anyway."
He grabbed at the pen, but Scott hung onto it. "I want passwords for the computer and all the utility accounts, too. Write it all down. And hand over the keys."
* * *
Performance and entertainment carried on as usual on the main floor. Dancers showed off and customers cheered and threw their cash, all none the wiser.
A small couch against one wall went ignored by all despite three dazzling occupants. Shadows hung as if the closest lights covering their seats had gone out. A bit of magic did the rest. Magic helped them to see beyond the show floor, too, and even through walls. They reclined in the couch looking up toward the tinted window of the VIP suite. They heard every word inside.
"You know what I like about all that?" asked the youthful blonde beauty in the center. Aphrodite smiled at her companions. "I didn't tell him what to do. I don't see any sign of another god's influence, either. The fighting skills are from Ares, sure, but everything after? That was all Scott."
"You set him up," said one of the two darker-haired women with her. She was model-gorgeous, her looks a little more mature than Aphrodite but still stunning in a white shoulder-strap dress that hugged her curves. "You told him, like you told us."
"Not in advance," said the other woman. An onlooker might think her between the others in age, but was no less beautiful. She wore designer blue jeans and a leather jacket. "He didn't plan on coming here tonight and neither did she. This was all opportunity, wasn't it?"
"Can't ever get anything past you, Athena," laughed Aphrodite. "This was spontaneous. I gave the bad guys a nudge so they'd make their move tonight. I didn't guide anything else. You know how it works."
"The moves were Ares, yes," Athena confirmed to their other companion. "Everything after the fighting was all him. He's clever and he's quick. That much is natural."
"He's still a little timid," said the other.
"Oh, come on, Hera," Aphrodite chided. "You think he's going to execute them all and send them home on their shields? The world has changed. This isn't about wars, anyway. It's not that kind of heroism." Her grin turned sultry. "This is pure fun."
"That's what I'm talking about. Killing would hardly impress me. I'm talking about his way with women. That is the whole point to this, isn't it?"
"He grew up around users and abusers and he doesn't want to hurt anyone like they did," said Athena. "Also, he respects consent. He wants to make sure it isn't all too good to be true, so he's being careful even with Aphrodite's guidance. I'd rather see this than some man who takes it all for granted. Besides, he's growing into it fast." She raised her drink to her grinning lips. "I like him."
"Excellent," said Aphrodite.
"Don't get ahead of yourself," said Athena. "I'm not biting before the fruit is ripe enough."
"Phrasing," Aphrodite teased. She looked to her other companion. "That leaves you, Hera? What do you think?"
She watched the affairs in the manager's office in silence for a moment, but relented. "You know I'd never doubt your judgment in your area of expertise," said Hera. "I'm sure he'll be splendid in that regard. Beyond the obvious, Athena is right. He needs to grow a little more. I don't want to have to train anyone."
"I think maybe you would like that," said Aphrodite. "Maybe you're looking forward to it."
Hera shot her a look, but it was the look of a friend who'd been outed. She smothered her grin and reached for her drink to cover it. "We're in your realm here, I suppose."
"And what about yours?" asked Aphrodite. "Do we have your permission to proceed?"
"You know my conditions. They haven't changed. Go ahead. But don't get so explicit with him about my approval," said Hera. "I'll like him better if he's a little bold."
"Oh, I think he's already got that," said Aphrodite.
* * *
Mickey shuffled out of the office with a small box of personal belongings. He left behind his keys, his business and property rights, and most of his pride. Scott remained in the office with Misty, Latasha, and Diego.
"Guess that's done," said Scott. He half-sat on the front of the desk facing the others. The paperwork sat beside him all freshly signed and initialed in the right places. He knew he didn't have to ask how Misty felt, but the sparkle in his eyes came as a boost anyway. He looked to Latasha. "I'm sorry we didn't get to talk. Are you a regular here? I got the impression from Misty that some of the dancers move from club to club."
"I'm kind of a regular, but we all move around, more or less," said Latasha. "Dancers aren't really hired as employees. You rent time on stage. It's a system."
"Sounds like a way to take advantage of you," said Scott.
"It's the business. Just comes down to how much the club wants and how hard they push." Her skeptical frown returned. "You just took over a strip club without any idea how it works?"
"Pretty much. I want to make sure everything is fair here from now on. I could use your help. We could negotiate whatever seems fair to you." He shrugged. "Or if you're having second thoughts about not going in on ownership, we can talk about that."
Latasha held up her hands, almost laughing. "We're good. I'm not freaking out over all that. If I wanted it, I'd have said something." Her eyes softened as she looked him up and down again. He knew that look by now. "We're good," she repeated easily.
"Diego? You okay with all this?" Scott shrugged. "Latasha's got a point about me. I wouldn't blame anyone if they wanted to walk...or if you had second thoughts about buying in."
"Shit, ten minutes ago I thought I was going to get shot over whatever Mickey did. Or I'd be out of a job if I left alive. I'm not interested in any life of crime nonsense." He shook his head as he looked at the paperwork. "I don't think I want to own any business right now. It's not like I've gone over the books, y'know?"
"Yeah, I know. I have faith. Might find a lawyer, too," Scott grinned.
Diego laughed. "Could use a raise, though."
"Definitely. Maybe after I see the books and figure out what we've got? Like I said, I want things to be fair. Sounds like we've got a couple people to get rid of, though."
"Yeah." Diego grinned. "You mind if I do the honors? I don't like either of those fuckers."
"Be my guest. Can you make sure the rest of the club is running fine, too? Get everyone back to their spots?"
"On it, boss." It came out more as a handshake than a show of deference, or perhaps a pat on the head, but his smile was genuine. Diego walked out, leaving Scott alone with two women in nothing more than lingerie.
"Hey," he said, stepping close to Misty. His arm slipped around her bare back, gently drawing her close. "Little more of an interruption than I expected."
"Me, too." She grinned until he kissed her and let out a soft moan as his free hand stroked up and down her side. "I thought we'd be having more fun by now. Or maybe I could take you home."
"Think we need to hang around here until closing tonight," said Scott. "We could probably have some more fun until then?"
"And then my place?" Misty giggled.
"Maybe. I've got classes tomorrow. Also that whole revenge thing. But until then I'm all yours."
"You mind if I watch?" asked Latasha. Despite all her confidence, a shaky breath escaped her. "You two are hot."
"We'd like it better if you joined us," said Misty.
Latasha blinked. Scott came closer. "Might be inappropriate with me being the manager now," he teased.
"I like inappropriate," she said. "I'm not normally turned on by violence but it worked this time, too. Or maybe it's just you?"
"Maybe." Scott felt her tremble as he kissed her, as though all her strength evaporated except in her lips as she kissed back harder and hungrier. He held her up, gladly caressing and exploring her body. Misty's arms came around him to even out their amount of clothing, stripping away his shirt, belt, and more while he warmed Latasha up. They worked like a team while Latasha fell deeper and deeper into arousal.



His hand hooked around and under Latasha's ass to stroke and probe her pussy. Warm and damp lace greeted his fingers. Latasha moaned. He didn't have to play around this time. He didn't have to be so careful with others, either. He knew that now. Flirting and foreplay wouldn't get any less appealing, but Scott thrilled at his growing comfort in taking what he wanted.
He sat Latasha on his desk, laying her back and bringing up her legs to remove her panties. She let out an eager gasp and moved as if she shared all the same thoughts. Misty slipped in behind Scott to add to his enjoyment as he speared his new lover on his desk. Latasha let out a wild moan as his cock sank deeply into her tight but welcoming pussy.
The door still hung open from its hinges. Scott didn't worry about it, or anyone coming in from the outside...or any other details. Aphrodite was good to her word. This place was his now.



        Divine Job Benefits Ch. 04

        Scott's long, fun day at school and first job for the boss.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/divine-job-benefits-ch-04

Title: Divine Job Benefits Ch. 04

Author: wastelandwriter

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Scott's long, fun day at school and first job for the boss.

Tags: magic, public sex, male-female sex, goddess, mild dominance, enhancement, blowjob, mature, harem

Series: Divine Job Benefits


Hi all! Sorry it's been so long. This one is much heavier on the sex and playtime than anything else, but there's some plot, too. I expect the whole series will be like that.
Tags up front: Aphrodite, goddess, magic, enhancement, male-female sex, blowjob, public sex, harem, mature, mild dominance.
Scott barely hung on through the end of his teens and his first couple of years as an adult. His thin finances gave all they had for that trip to Greece, to get just a little ahead on his college progress and maybe, for once, have a pleasant little adventure. It landed him in a field with a savage beating and then a hospital.
His first night back in California ended in bed with two gorgeous women who couldn't get enough of him. His body could more than deliver for both. Scott lay on his back in Misty's bed completely naked like both of his partners. Latasha stretched out against his side, caressing and kissing him up and down. The feel of her naked breasts and her legs against him was good all on its own, but her skills went beyond that. Misty lay between his legs, nude and gorgeous and another pleasure to simply have against his skin, but the real ecstasy came as she savored his relentlessly hard cock in her mouth.
They'd both already gotten a lot of that cock, and the rest of him. They fucked and played in the office of the club until it was closing time. Then they came here for more, and even if they were worn out now, they couldn't fully stop. To make it all so much better, their wants obviously weren't limited to sex. "Love at first fuck" hit twice tonight. Scott knew how to recognize it now, and he knew there was no need for doubts.
He told them everything. In the office, on the way here from the club, in the tender lulls between fucking, he told them about the attack and Aphrodite and even Breanne. The goddess had already revealed herself to Misty and told him why he could trust her. He recognized all the same feelings about Latasha, too. He told them, and they both believed...and had no problem with any of it at all.
It made more of a believer out of him, too.
"I was always afraid I'd be all alone," Scott murmured. Latasha kissed his neck. Misty took another slow, indulgent pull of his cock and then sucked down on it again. Their attention occupied most of his senses, but at this point he could form at least simple sentences even amid a breathtaking blowjob. "Out on the streets and everything."
"Nope," Latasha told him. She kissed him slowly, cuddling and seducing at the same time. "Not as long as you want me. Or her," she said with a sultry crooked grin. "Or anyone, apparently."
"I want you two," said Scott. Latasha had his arm pinned against his side, but he could still work the best bit of magic. He only had to turn his wrist and reach out with his fingers to stroke her cum-soaked pussy.
"Mm-hmm!" Latasha gasped hard and nodded, pleading for more. "A-all yours...mmmh fuck yes more, baby!"
His fingers worked her pussy perfectly with only the mildest effort. He didn't even need to play with her for long. Latasha was already sensitive. He thought more about Misty's mouth slowly sliding back and forth on his cock than the work of his fingers, but Latasha got off like he knew her body with the same unconscious intimacy as he had of his own body. His new lover tensed and gasped against him. It wasn't the sort of mind-blowing ride he had already given her and Misty, but at this point they were both a little wiped out from those. Scott knew they would rally if he wanted another and vice versa, but he didn't feel the need. Lying here like this was more than awesome enough.
Misty purred with his cock in her mouth, bathing him in love and lust.
"Is she getting you off yet?" Latasha asked him. Her voice still shook with the last vibes of her climax, close to his skin and soft enough to be yet another pleasure.
"Not trying," Misty taunted. She licked his shaft, gazed up at him with sultry eyes, and stroked his wet tool with one hand. "Just enjoying."
"Feel like I could go any second," he sighed happily.
"Whenever it happens, lover." She continued licks and kisses between sentences. "I'll keep going all night if you let me. And all morning. I know we should talk and get to know each other and all, but this... working your cock feels amazing."
"Yeah, I like going down on a guy, but you're a whole 'nother level," Latasha agreed. "You've gotta be magic to feel that good."
"Let me know if I'm cutting you out of your turn," Misty told her, and kept sucking. Scott's breath caught with the pleasure of her mouth devouring his shaft again, all the way to the base despite his size. Like Latasha said, it had to be magic. Great magic.
"I'm good. I like this, too." Latasha licked Scott's neck.
"I'd love this...to go on," Scott breathed. "But I've...got...damn, this feels good. Classes. I've got classes and... stuff."
"Mm, right. Got assholes to deal with," said Latasha. "Whatever I can do to help, say the word."
Misty finally shifted, crawling up a little closer to prop herself up over his groin with one arm on the bed beside him. Her other hand kept working him, now bringing his cock in between her full, perfect breasts. "You've got more fun to have, too," Misty told him. "Your boss made that crystal clear."
"You're good with all that?" Scott asked, his eyes turning dreamily to Latasha. "Everything that means?"
"Am I good?" Her grin turned crooked. "Listen, my job has me a little jaded on men. I'm careful with my feelings. But the minute I laid eyes on you, I wanted to jump on you and suck you off. Not like a daydream or just seeing a cute guy—it felt real. As real as this. And then, after everything else? I like guys, but I don't react that way. Ever. But I've never felt this good, or this beautiful, or this appreciated.
"So if you can do that to me? Knowing what you are and who your boss is? Yeah. I'm not just okay, baby. I'm thrilled. I want to help. I am invested. Hell, I've got friends I plan to set you up with. I'm not worried, and I'm not jealous. I'm excited."
"Lovers and devoted servants," Misty reminded him. "She said it herself."
"Yeah, maybe," said Latasha. "Love you? Yes. Love all this? Absolutely. Servant?" She tilted her head. "Not the word I'd use but I'm not sure there's a difference. I'm in love with all this and I want it for life. If that's what it means, I hope there are more women. I hope there are lots more. They'd be dumb otherwise."
Her lips came down on his. More of her body pressed against him, too. Scott laid back and soaked in the pleasures of her flesh while Misty went down on him. Her mouth was more intense this time, tighter and hungrier. She was in no rush, but the pleasure built and built as Latasha kept at him.
Scott came hard in Misty's mouth. He didn't hold back and didn't warn her, and didn't need to do either. He released and pumped and felt her swallow as if some mutual reflex took over like it had before. Even Latasha seemed thrilled. A mix of biology and magic threw them all into ecstasy, and then satisfaction, and then relief.
"So good," someone whispered. Then Scott realized it was him.
Misty slid up on the bed to join the pair. "You're so good." She shared a knowing glance with Latasha and then hit him with those piercing eyes, and that grin. "But before you go anywhere, you need to know we're good with being bad, too."
* * *
The campus welcomed him back with warm and clear skies. Misty insisted on driving, even taking him by his place to pick up his notebooks on the way. Fucking all night left neither of them the least bit tired. If lengthy sex made up for lost sleep, that would fit with the rest of Aphrodite's blessings. After a hot goodbye with his driver, Scott headed in appreciating his new life and the beauty of his campus in late spring.
In only minutes, his appreciation of beauty shifted from the scenery to the women within it. The weather had gotten warmer while he was in Greece, changing much of the prevailing fashion. Scott saw more skin than when he'd left. He was used to seeing lots of pretty women on campus, but now he had a new perspective.
He also noticed far more of them looking his way. More smiles. Open interest. Scott was about to stop and examine his priorities and objectification of the women around him when he caught on to all their up-and-down looks and lingering eyes. The strip club last night had brought some of the same, but it was a smaller environment with darker lights and more distractions. Even the trip home had him focused mostly on flight times and destinations. He hadn't been in a big, open setting with time to appreciate and be appreciated before now.
"All part of my gifts and part of your role," said a woman leaning against a palm tree. Scott's heart nearly stopped at the sight of Aphrodite in a figure-hugging dress and sunglasses. "It's not a matter of idle daydreams. Every thirsty look is even thirstier than you think. It's only a matter of who you want, and when, and whether you want to do anything about it. You could play here all day, any day."
"I could?" She always made him smile. "You sound like you're about to lay the catch on me."
"Not a catch. A question." She tilted her sunglasses down her nose. It was sexy, like everything else she said and did...though the next thing she said left him blushing in a different way. "Are those schoolbooks you're carrying?"
"It's a college," he said.
"You took over a strip club last night. I think you know that's a guaranteed money-maker for someone in my service. I'm surprised you're not still playing with your new playmates or your new business. That's why I dropped in. I'm not telling you what to do, but you know you can fuck off and play all you want, right? Or is that why you're here?"
"You didn't want me to abandon the rest of my life." He shrugged. "Also, I've got that whole score to settle with the guys who jumped me and my professor."
"Oh. Right. That's fair." She gestured to his backpack. "You need schoolbooks for that?"
"No, but...I busted my ass to get this far. Maybe it's not Ivy League, but getting to college at all was a big deal for me. And even if I don't need the diploma for a job, I like learning this stuff. All this you've given me is amazing. Last night I felt like a bad ass and sexy, and...and I guess I want to be educated, too."
Her teasing smile softened. She seemed surprised, but liked it. "Educated," she murmured.
"Yeah. It sounds corny to say it like that, but it's accurate. I love being your herald. It's amazing. Maybe this kind of magic sex work doesn't involve a lot of academics, but it can't hurt, right?" He tried to fight back anymore blushing as she looked at him. It wasn't easy. "Anyway, I promise I'll fuck around a lot along the way."
"Uh-huh." Wheels turned behind her eyes. Her grin remained, but its meaning changed again. "I may have your first job for you soon. Maybe even today."
That shook off his fear of blushing. He didn't exactly feel nervous, but he was suddenly perhaps only a couple doors down from there. "What kind of job?"
"The kind where you get paid by the client. You might have to cut a class or change some plans for later. It'll be worth it. I should probably let you go for now." A kiss on the cheek from the goddess sent electricity coursing through his body. She went on her way with a wave. "Have a good time along with your classes today. Be naughty. Boss's orders."
A buzz from his phone reminded him of the time. Shaking off Aphrodite's visit and her loaded messages, Scott wrangled his thoughts back toward the way to class and other matters like payback for everyone who attacked him. Scott laughed to himself. If he could forget about all that, perhaps he already had the best part of resolving all this...but that didn't mean anyone deserved to get away with it. Especially if it meant they might try pulling it on anyone else.
Thoughts of his first actual job for Aphrodite lingered in the background. He couldn't forget them, but that was for later and she wasn't answering questions.
Scott's trip to his first class made him think of a different problem: he didn't really have a plan. He only knew his attackers by name, face, and their hateful views. It wasn't as if he had a history with them. He needed to deliver payback, but didn't know the best way to go about it yet. He also wondered, given all the attention he was getting from random onlooking women, would he be able to be subtle about things at all? Would he have to factor all that attention into everything he did?
Outside the building housing his next class, Scott spotted the first of his attackers with his back turned, sitting on a bench leading to the main entrance. Scott recognized Frank McAlister mostly by his posture, but the broad shoulders protruding from a sleeveless shirt marked "Suns Out Guns Out" on the back and the backward ball cap helped. The sight of him made Scott feel like charging in and pounding Frank into the sidewalk, but thankfully his cooler nature blunted that urge long enough to process the rest of the sight.
A thick tree stood behind the bench to provide shade—and a place to stand out of sight, if Scott was a little careful. More importantly, Frank wasn't alone on the bench. A young, thin woman with striking light-pink hair sat beside him. Her off-shoulder blouse and cut-offs gave hints of a great body, but her posture said as much as Frank's. She sat straight up, turned toward him, but with her head bowed. Her books on the bench implied a science-heavy class load. Scott quietly took up a spot behind the tree and pulled out his cell phone to pass off his eavesdropping to anyone else who might look his way.
"I don't know what you were thinking," said Frank. He, too, had his cell phone out, though he was actually scrolling through his. "You could've asked me first."
"I thought it was fun! Thought I'd surprise you, y'know? You're always saying you like it when I put more effort into how I look."
"Yeah, I said you can be pretty when you use some make-up and dress sexy, not this. Sure it'll be fun for the guys when they see you, though," he grumbled.
Her head tilted back. "I said I'm sorry. If I keep washing it without the treatment the color will fade out again in a few days. It'll make a normal dye easier."
"Don't get pissy with me. It's not my hair. I didn't tell you to do this," said Frank. He still didn't look at her. "Just saying."
"Fine, I'll just—god, I'm sorry," she repeated. "What do you want me to do?"
"I dunno, wear a hat or something until you can fix it?" Frank shrugged. Hearing a choked breath from her as she looked away, he finally relented—or gave the appearance of it. "C'mon, Jess, you I'm only giving you shit. It's a few days. Whatever. It's fine."
Lurking behind the tree, Scott let out an irritated breath. Her hair looked great. Even if it didn't, Frank had no reason to be an asshole. Scott recognized exactly what Frank was doing. He also saw what he could do about it.
Along with those ideas came the natural question: did that make him just as bad as Frank? He considered it for only a second before dismissing it. Scott had no interest in treating Jessica or any other woman badly. If anything looked uncomfortable for her, he could and would back off. He also remembered all the safeties put in place by his boss and all the encouragement along with it.
"Class is in a couple minutes. I gotta go. Meet me for lunch," said Frank.
"Okay. Bye," She leaned in to kiss him lightly. Frank returned the gesture, but he seemed to collect it almost out of expectation. He headed inside. Jess watched him go before she stood. Scott picked his moment to come around the other side of the tree.
"Hi," he began. She stopped and blinked with a sudden double-take. He was starting to really like that reaction. Scott gave her an apologetic smile. "Listen, sorry to eavesdrop, but he was kinda loud. I wanted to say your hair is awesome."
"Um. Thanks," said Jess, already blushing.
"You're welcome. He wouldn't have any right to talk to you like that even if it didn't look good. Everything he told you was crap. You don't deserve that. Nobody does."
"Well, he's...got a lot going on." She tugged nervously at her hair, but it wasn't the sort of nerves that made her want out of the conversation. Scott knew that instinctively.
Face to face, Scott got a much better look at her very pretty features and the rest of her body. She had bright eyes and great legs. Nice hips. Her top had a loose cut, but Scott suspected she had more to show off underneath it.
Familiar desires stirred. Familiar, powerful, and welcome. He let it work for him. "You're really beautiful," he said softly.
Her breath caught. Her eyes fluttered. His words fell upon her as more than a compliment. Scott sensed a kind of pleasure in her reactions that went beyond a tiny ego boost. She felt a wave of visceral delight. The sentiments were all there, too; when her eyes brightened again, she looked as if a feather could knock her over. "Thanks," she managed. "I'm...Jessica. Jess."
"Scott. Wish I'd picked a better moment to meet you." He knew he could step on the gas, taking this all the way in minutes, but his building interest in Jess tempered that urge. He wanted to be careful.
"No. No, I like it. I mean, it's fine," she corrected quickly. "Thank you. It means a lot. Sorry, I'm being a spazz."
"Nah, relax," Scott told her. "It's not awkward. It's honest."
Jess swallowed another little flutter to keep talking. "It's nice of you to come talk to me. Frank is kind of a jerk sometimes." Then she blinked. "I mean, I shouldn't talk about him like—"
"I know about him, Jess," said Scott. "You don't have to defend him. You shouldn't."
"He's m-my...boyfriend." She seemed reluctant to say it.
"Do you want him to be?"
"I..." Her voice cracked. "It's hard. Hard to find anyone. There are worse."
"Do you want to talk about it? Get some things off your chest, maybe change perspective," Scott offered. She nodded. "When do you have a lunch break?"
"Ah. I'm meeting..." She stopped herself. "At one. You're serious?"
"Promise. One o'clock works for me. Is the library coffee shop okay? I'll give you my number."
Jess pulled out her cell phone. Her quiet excitement built as they swapped numbers and his offer became more credible. Again, she blushed. "I didn't see this coming today." She looked up at Scott again. "You really think I'm pretty? Sorry, don't answer. I shouldn't fish for compliments."
"It's fine. You've been dumped on and you're feeling a little beat up. It's natural." Even apart from that, Scott knew the effect he had on her all by himself. "Jess, I'd really like to know you better. Anyone who dyes their hair pink has to be at least a little brave and probably a lot of fun. You seem really nice. And yes, you're beautiful."
She brightened again, looking as if she could be knocked over by a feather and not care. Scott left her in a moment of bliss. He wondered if he'd discovered another of his abilities; he meant every word, but the impact was clear. His agenda aside, Scott really did like her already. At the door, he stole another look at her from her legs to that happy smile. He could guess where her mind was going, too. Being the Herald of Aphrodite rocked.
The flaw to his plan turned up as he walked down the hall to his class. Scott was now hard as steel, horny as hell, and had just put off his next potential hook-up for three hours. He had two classes between now and then. He also didn't want to take a fling with Jess for granted, no matter how likely it seemed.
Much of the class was still in the hall as he arrived, with the previous class emptying out of their room. Scott's eyes wandered the crowd for some relief before he even considered Frank or the subject of the class itself. His search fell across a classmate staring back at him from in front of the doorway: petite, blonde, thin, and pretty, wearing a blue blouse and knee-length white skirt. Despite the backpack slung over her shoulders, she held a couple of notebooks close to her chest. The moment their eyes met, he saw attraction, an undeniable connection, and...hope?



They'd never spoken before. Scott always thought she was pretty, but he was a little shy himself and never felt like he had a natural approach. Now that sense of desire and power surged up in him again. This time he heeded it. Herald of Aprhodite, he thought. Safeties are on. Let's see how far this goes. Scott took up a spot to wait beside her. "Hi. We've never spoken before, have we?" He held out his hand. "I'm Scott."
"Christie." She took his hand gladly, perking up further at his touch, but stopped herself from speaking twice as if she wasn't sure what to say. She didn't want to let go. "Um. Hi."
"I'm not interrupting anything by talking to you, am I?" he asked.
"No! No, it's fine. I'm just..." Christie seemed to struggle with it. She still didn't let go. "Shy. I'm shy," she admitted, almost apologizing for it.
"Nothing wrong with that. Would it help if I'm not shy for the both of us?"
"Yes. Would you?" she answered quickly. "Oh god, you're joking."
"It's fine," he said. "Not holding anything against you."
"Sorry folks, held up in a meeting," came the professor's voice. She worked her way through the crowd on her way in. "Let's try to get started quickly?" Students followed her into the room.
"Timing," said Scott. He turned back to find Christie with a pleading, almost desperate look he understood perfectly. Growing more accustomed to the reaction he was getting from women, Scott realized just how badly she wanted him already. A moment of friendly talk was enough. She worried her moment had been lost. Again, his desires stirred. Damn, this felt good. "Do you want to talk after class?" he asked. Christie nodded. "Then I won't go anywhere on you. C'mon."
As they turned to go inside, they found Frank waiting at the door. He was bigger and thicker, staring coldly at Scott. "Oh, hey Frank," Scott grinned. "Forgot you'd be here." It was completely true, too: Christie had made him forget all about an enemy only steps away.
"Uh-huh. After you," said Frank.
There were still students filing in. Following after Christie, Scott didn't even have to watch for Frank's attempt to trip him. Instead, Scott stomped Frank's ankle against the door frame. "Aw, fuck!" Frank blurted out as he fell.
"Aw, you okay?" asked Scott. He watched Frank rise and limp off. So did half the class and their professor. "Gotta be careful where you step."
* * *
Class dragged for Scott. It wasn't the professor's fault. She was a good lecturer. The material was interesting, or should've been. Scott took notes now and again, but he wasn't up to his usual diligent standards. He kept looking to Christie...who looked back at him with deeply serious eyes.
She was nervous, shy, and ached for him more and more as time went on. They hardly spoke, but he could see it. Scott trusted those perfect instincts given to him by the goddess herself and the encouragement she gave to exploit them. A little more conversation and open flirting would have gotten her to this state far sooner, but even without words, Scott could see her falling deep into arousal. Hell, she'd had her eyes locked on him the moment he first approached in the hall. She hid it well enough from anyone else, but he knew.
Scott looked once or twice to Frank, but didn't worry about him. At the end of class, Frank took off right away. Other classmates moved out at an easy pace. Scott offered Christie his hand as they both got out of their seats. Her eyes met his, saying everything that couldn't get out of her mouth.
"The classroom across the hall is usually empty for this hour," he said softly. "I think we'll be alone there."
It was all he had to say. Christie nodded and walked with him. Feeling good all morning to begin with, Scott now felt his body come alive with arousal and anticipation. One glance at Christie told him she felt it, too. He took her hand and felt her tremble. She wanted it worse than he did and didn't want to let the feeling go.
He was right about the classroom. The door was unlocked, the shades lowered, no one inside. He remembered Aphrodite's promises about circumstance and convenience. He closed the door and hit the button on the handle to lock it once they were inside.
Just enough light poked through the shades to allow them to see. Scott turned to Christie, looking down into eyes that stared up at him full of nerves and anticipation. "We're safe in here," he said. "You're safe with me."
"I know." She nodded. "I don't...know what to say. I'm shy about this."
Scott smiled a little bit. They hardly spoke, yet she knew exactly why she was here and what she wanted, and didn't doubt that for a second. "Ever been with a guy before?" he asked.
"Yes. Clumsy stuff in high school and after. Never felt like this," said Christie. She blushed, almost pleading. "Maybe I'm shy about you. I feel like I'm already screwing it up."
"You can't," said Scott. "Trust me to back off anytime you want. Say the word. Don't worry about anything else."
For an instant, she seemed like she was about to say something. Then she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hard. With Scott kissing back, some of her nerves melted, but her desire made up for any relaxation that might have given her. Christie's tongue plunged into his mouth, kissing with more hunger than technique. The moment his kiss gently pushed back, she surrendered all of that space and welcomed more. The kiss said everything.
He could've had her without the conversation. He read that perfectly. This was still nicer and gentler than he needed to be. Christie knew her desires. Everything else was magic. If he was a little considerate with her looking so vulnerable, that was fine, but there was no need for gingerly discussing anything now. He felt how much she wanted it. He felt how badly, too.
Christie didn't want romance. She wanted to get fucked. Just like he wanted it, too.
His pants and her skirt came loose and undone in a flash of hands. Scott picked her up by her pert, tight ass and carried her to the wall. Christie wrapped herself around him, easy for him to hold up while one hand pulled her panties aside. He thought he felt lace, but this wasn't about long looks or foreplay.
Hard and upright, Scott teased her with only one stroke along her labia to find her soaking wet. He had no trouble handling her weight. Christie tensed in his arms and whined with pleasure, but he didn't tease any longer. Lowering her just enough, Scott pushed his hips upward for a long, slow penetration. The first instant made Christie tense again but he pushed right in through her resistance. Tight pussy gripped him and welcomed him with every inch. She announced her surrender with a moan directly into his mouth.
A second slow thrust gave them a chance to cope with the sensation. A third made it real. Every push seemed to blow her mind. Christie stayed wonderfully tight but outwardly she melted down in his arms. Her kiss fell away. One look at her face assured him she was overwhelmed and loving it. Scott didn't feel all that differently as he penetrated her again, and again, feeling far too good to stop if he didn't have to. He soon picked up the pace.
Scott fucked his lithe blonde playmate against the wall, drinking in the feel of her body and the sounds of her pleasure and feeling like a god. Like Aphrodite wanted him to feel. Christie let go of her last inhibitions and breathless pleas for more in his ear as he fucked her out of her mind. Soon she felt too good to say even that much, but at least it wasn't an inhibition. She let go of her pleas and gave in to the ride.
It wasn't long before her first orgasm. Christie tightened around him, whined and shook, giving him a new pleasant sensation all along his cock as he fucked her through it to prolong the experience. Scott thought he might let go, too, or maybe not. It didn't matter. She whispered, "More," and he provided.
"Please... more," she whispered again as tears rolled down her face. He could taste them in her kiss. He kept fucking her until she melted down in his arms and on his cock all over again. It was the second joyous meltdown that set him off. Scott pumped her full of his release, every spasm delivering more satisfaction. Christie reacted to it, too, as if his cum gave her all new reason to get off. In his haze of passion, Scott suspected exactly that. He had divine advantages in all this.
He also had a new friend: lovely, unguarded, and utterly his. The last was a matter of instinct, but he knew enough to trust those now.
Christie cooled down from her orgasmic thrill in his arms and still wonderfully impaled on his cock. She groaned happily, leaning her head on his shoulder. "Thank you," she told him. "I didn't...I was afraid to speak, but you knew what I wanted." She picked her head up to look in his eyes. "We don't even know each other."
"Think broke a lot of that ground just now," Scott grinned.
"Yeah." She kissed him. Fucking had turned to cuddling, still against the wall, still penetrated and still so good for both. "How did you know?"
"This might not be the first time," he said, looking up with joking innocence.
"Wow. Yeah, I'll bet. Can we do it again?"
"Yes. I'd like that."
"I don't...is it okay if I'm not looking for much else?" She hesitated only to find words, but all the shyness from before was gone. She wasn't afraid of anything now. "I hope we're friends, but I don't know if I have time for a boyfriend? Or the headspace. Life is crazy. God, I want more of this. No matter what."
"The 'no matter what' is I've got a couple girlfriends. They'll be cool. No reason to hide."
Her eyes sparkled with a new nervous energy and a smile. "Really?"
"You and I can be just between you and I if you want, but you're safe with them. Promise."
"Wow." She closed her eyes and gyrated against him to enjoy his dick. "That sounds like fun, too. When's your next class?"
"Soon," he said. A single slow thrust had her back on cloud nine. "Not too soon, though."
* * *
A confrontation at his next class seemed like a foregone conclusion. Frank knew he was back at school. All four of Scott's attackers would be there, at a class run by the professor who covered for them for one reason or another. The trip had been organized separately from the class; most of his classmates hadn't gone, while a few on the trip weren't in the class at all. Word had to have gotten around, though. The professor was contacted by Greek police. Scott hadn't shown up for the flight home. He didn't know what anyone else knew, or what anyone might believe.
He didn't expect Professor Winston to be waiting at the door for him. The professor had to be in his fifties, salt and pepper hair and a goatee, dressed in slacks and a polo shirt. He seemed like the kind of guy who did, in fact, play polo, or maybe hung out at country clubs for it. Beyond the professor, Scott noticed all four of his attackers lingering near the front of the classroom: Doug Peters, Frank McAlister, John Versace, Nick Martin.
They all noticed him, too. No one avoided eye contact. They all looked tense rather than cocky or aggressive. None of them spoke. It was only a fleeting glance; the professor got right in Scott's way. "Mr. Murphy, we need to speak outside. Right away." He gestured with one hand as if to block the way inside. His no-nonsense demeanor said the rest.
"Okay?" said Scott. He did as the professor asked.
"I want to start by saying I regret what happened on the trip. Obviously, I don't want anyone hurt or separated from the group. Street crime happens everywhere. It's an unfortunate fact of life. What concerns me now is your accusation against four of your classmates. I can't have this blowing up in my classroom."
"So they've already talked to you about it?" Scott asked. He hadn't forgotten how Winston handled the whole thing by ignoring it, and ignoring the student left in the hospital overseas.
"You filed a police report. You went to the embassy. That's the State Department," Winston said in a grave tone. "I'd say you were just mistaken after being traumatized, but you've made it official."
"Wait, what?" Scott blinked.
"I can't have a disruption of my class, Mr. Murphy. I'm afraid you'll have to step away from the class until this is resolved."
"Step away?" Implications ran through his mind, both for what this meant to his coursework and in the context of the attack. "You're talking about this like it was a scuffle. They put me in the hospital."
"Yes, and here you are hale and hearty only a couple days later," Winston frowned. "Yet by your account this was a vicious assault. You hardly look like the victim of a serious crime."
Scott's eyes flared. "Those assholes attacked me, so I'm the one who has to stay out of class?"
"I have nothing but your accusation to go on and details are thin," Winston said. He kept pushing beyond skepticism with his tone of voice. "I will not have a disruption. University rules are clear. I can remove a student from the class to avoid disruption, and that's what I'll do. You can file an appeal with the university if you like. You are barred from class until this is resolved. I have to get back to my class now, Mr. Murphy. Good day."
Winston retreated through the door and closed it before Scott could come up with any follow-up challenge. This wasn't what Scott expected at all. Staring at the door, he realized it wasn't that strange; he'd heard plenty of stories of women who reported assaults by fellow students getting even worse treatment. That usually involved some bureaucracy, though; this was the professor laying it all down like he ran the show himself.
If anything, Scott was more convinced than ever that Winston had some role in protecting his attackers. Even if he wasn't connected beyond being their instructor, if this was how Winston handled this sort of incident, fuck him.
Scott got walking for the administration building. He'd have to talk to a counselor, maybe or one of the people in the dean's office. Someone. He pulled out his phone and hit the school's app to see if it had some guidance. "Departments" seemed like the default link, but then the options got less clear. He wound up navigating to the history department, wondering if there was something to list which dean or ombudsman or whatever handled issues there... and stopped when he saw the inset picture of the department chairwoman.
"Nah," he said to himself, except he kept looking at her. "No way," he said again, despite liking the wavy blonde hair and cool blue eyes and the smile looking back at him. "I can't..." he began, except for how literally everything since waking up in the hospital told him yes, he absolutely could. And it was how his boss encouraged him to "solve problems." And she had made clear, beyond any doubt, how she liked it scandalous.
Maybe she wouldn't be in her office. Maybe she wouldn't be interested, for whatever reason. No sense taking it for granted. Maybe he was jumping to conclusions...except he was pretty sure he knew exactly how this would play out.
* * *
Julia had only one more email to go before her inbox hit zero. Requests, reviews, arrangements, and replies were all sent. She even wrote up a scholarship recommendation letter while plowing through the list. Spring break gave her time to catch up on everything else from grading papers to next semester's syllabus. For once, she was on top of everything.
It probably helped that she had nothing better to do than work through spring break. She let out a grim, silent laugh. "Helped." Sure, because divorce and a week off while all her friends were out of town or locked down with family obligations was so helpful. Sure. Living the dream.
Julia sighed. She was, in fact, better off divorced. The tragedy was in letting her husband walk all over her all through her thirties. It wasn't as if her therapist ever said, "Ditch him already," but his professional poker face cracked with relief when Julia told him she'd finally pulled that trigger. After wasting a decade on a guy who took advantage and took her for granted, she was finally free. The last papers came during the spring break, too. It was official.
Now she wasn't sure where to begin again. Dating? How? People told her she was attractive and charming, but people said lots of things. People said being department head would be a snap, but it turned out to be as much work as she dreaded. At least she got her own office out of the deal rather than splitting with another professor like the rest. If she could catch up with all her work, though, maybe she'd find time for herself. Or maybe she'd find time to figure out how to do that.
One last email, just a reminder about graduation gowns, and she could...what? Take a break? Was that even a thing?
A knock on her door coincided with the last click on the "Send" tab. She threw her arms up. "I'm done! I'm done," said Julia. She looked to her open doorway. "Before lunch, even."
"Congrats," said the office aide. He coughed into his elbow. "Hey, there's a student to see you. He doesn't have an appointment, though."
"That's fine," said Julia. Then her eyes narrowed playfully. "Unless it's another fraternity thing. I'm not signing anymore frat petitions. I didn't know I was voting for pineapple on pizza."
"No, I think this is serious." He coughed again.
"That throat sounds serious. Nobody should be sick this time of year. Why don't you go home?"
"I need the hours." The office aide shrugged. "No sick time."
"Yeah, but everyone's out for the next couple of hours and I can answer phones." Julia lowered her voice to a whisper and added, "Also I'm pretty sure I sign your time card. If you don't tell anyone, I won't."
"Oh god, serious? Thank you. I'm dying."
"Go die at your own place," she laughed. "Send him in."
The aide disappeared. Julia glanced back to her computer screen to assure herself of that neatly cleaned-out inbox. She looked back to the door when her visitor appeared...and her breath caught in her throat. Her heart skipped a beat. Other sensations stirred at lower points in her body that weren't supposed to react this way to the sight of students.
"Dr. Moore?" he said. "Hi, I'm Scott. You're the history department head, correct?"
"Y-yes?" she responded. It wasn't anything in particular about him, except for how every little particular thing filled her with butterflies. Everything from his eyes to his smile to his utterly ordinary jeans and t-shirt, and oh that voice. Her breath deepened. "Have a seat," she said, before realizing she didn't know if he needed only a minute or an hour. She hoped it was closer to the latter.
"Thanks," he said, and took the chair in front of her desk.
Just watching him move was a treat. Good-looking young men abounded on campus, of course. She wasn't blind. Attraction was a whole different matter. That was a solid no-go line for so many reasons. It wasn't just a matter of rules or regulations, but one she actually felt...except for everything inside telling her no, this is different. This is a legitimate exception.
She swallowed all of that. She could keep her wild feelings to herself. "What can I do for you?" she asked, and immediately shut down several delicious but wildly inappropriate thoughts that sprang to mind.
"I'm not sure. That's what I came to ask. I don't want to make this too long a story, so I'm sorry if it comes across as dramatic, Dr. Moore."
"Call me Julia, please. Take your time," she said. Whatever kept him looking at her...especially when he smiled at her like that. Or at all. Wow...
...and then he gently turned the meeting into a different kind of serious. "I was on Dr. Winston's trip to Greece over spring break. I'm the guy who got jumped and missed the flight home."



"Wait, what?" Julia blinked. Attraction and scandalous thoughts didn't distract her from anything this real. She listened to his story about the trip, the attack, the hospital, and the agent from the State Department. Her eyes flicked to her completely checked, cleared, up-to-date in-box. Not one of those notes had anything about a student left behind in a foreign country. Julia shook her head and muttered, "God damn it, Paul."
"Paul?" asked Scott.
"Winston," she said, and then caught herself. "Sorry. That's probably not appropriate of me."
His smile was warm and disarming. He was the one who'd been wronged, and somehow he was the comforting one here. "If you don't tell anyone, I won't," he said.
Inwardly, Julia shuddered. She was pretty sure she didn't let it show. She caught the echo of her words to the office aide, but it also seemed sincere. Every instinct told her to trust him and take him at his word. "I don't have anything from Paul—Professor Winston on this," she said. "I hadn't heard about it at all. Students are adults and responsible for themselves, but even so, we have responsibilities toward students. Especially in a case like this. He's got obligations to the school, too."
"I'm guessing this isn't the first time you've had a problem with him?"
"Not really." Julia held her tongue, but his earlier note of confidentiality moved her. "He's kind of a pain about a lot of things. Usually it's little stuff, but it's a lot."
"I'm gonna go out on a limb and guess he's been like this ever since he had to report to a woman as the department head?" said Scott.
She couldn't hold back her grin. "Oh, I don't want to make accusations without proof, but the dates sure line up to exactly that, yes. I'm sure the difference between the way he talks to men and women on faculty is a complete coincidence."
"Sorry you have to deal with it, though. Nobody deserves that crap," said Scott. "It's his loss."
"Hah. Story of my life," said Julia.
"How so? What is your story?"
Again with the butterflies. The shiver down her spine. The yearning, coupled with a shyness she probably wouldn't have if not for the setting, the age difference, and... "Oh, not much. Grew up in the Bay. Lifelong climb through academia. Recently single." She questioned her need to add that last part—right until he responded.
"His loss," Scott repeated softly.
She bit her lip and crossed her legs, tightening down on that feeling of need.
"Anyway," said Scott, "is there anything we can do about this? About getting kicked out of that class and Winston and those guys?"
"Lots, actually." It was easier to stick to business when business meant doing her job and helping him. "We can appeal this right now. Do you have any kind of written statement or report? That would be a big help in pushing things along."
She quickly ran through plans and procedures. For a guy who'd just been through all he had, Scott was on top of things. She liked that a lot. He seemed like a good student, sharp, attentive, curious...she didn't really want him to go, but the conversation didn't take long. "Any other questions?" Julia asked. "Anything at all...?"
Then he mirrored that lip-bite, only with a smile. Another tremor ran through her core. "Julia, do you want me to lock that door and fuck you?"
"Oh god yes," her mouth answered before her brain. Then her eyes widened. Her brain agreed with her mouth, but knew there were problems. "I mean...I'm not..." If she wasn't having a meltdown between her thighs already, his grin sure would have set it off now.
"It's okay," said Scott. "You can trust me."
She believed him. "It isn't that." She fought with her body and her feelings and her wants. "Not that I... I mean I can't...it's against all the rules. Especially with your complaint."
"If you don't tell anyone, I won't," he repeated gently. Whether he knew that would brush away the last shreds of her reluctance or not, he clearly saw the effect after he said it. "Do you want me to lock the door and fuck you?"
"Yes," she admitted with a small voice.
Scott stood up, closed the door, and locked it. She stood as he returned, her breath soft yet too deep and heavy to let her form words. It felt good. His eyes upon her felt good. His hands on the front button of her dress felt even better as he pulled her close to kiss her...and that set her body soaring. One long and deep kiss felt so good she was already on the road to orgasm.
She would have begged for more except for how he kept giving it to her. She'd have torn her dress off, too, if not for his steady unbuttoning. Every touch brought new overwhelming arousal. Hands passed over her large and full breasts only briefly, but she leaned in and invited more. Her nerves screamed out to be taken. Her body yearned to be fucked.
One grin at her in nothing but her panties and bra felt like the greatest praise. Scott took off his clothes quickly, leaving her eyes to drink in lean muscles and a cock that nearly mesmerized her. If this made her a slut, she was thrilled for it.
He knelt in front of her. Hands at her hips guided her to lean back at her desk and then slipped her panties off. Julia watched him like he was about to hand her a winning lottery ticket when his mouth neared her pussy and then lost her breath at the first lick. Electricity ran through her. She caught the desk with her hands and laid halfway back before her legs gave way. Licks turned to kisses and she came hard.
Pleasure exploded through her body. He kept kissing her pussy, his tongue knowing exactly where to go. Julia didn't cry out, but she could only breath in gasps and shaking moans until her orgasm passed. He kept going at her, too. Before long, she could focus on the specific pleasures of his tongue probing inside of her and his fingers brushing through the blonde hair between her legs. The first orgasm had only taken the edge off her arousal, allowing her to soak in the delights that followed...until the second orgasm built and had Julia coming out of her mind. Waves of pleasure and relief wracked her body.
Laying on her desk in a near mess, Julia's breath only half caught up with her while Scott trailed kisses up her groin and hips. By the time she was back to her senses, he stood over her, right between her legs—and laid that tool over her pussy. "Oh god," she moaned, wanting nothing more than to feel him inside her.
Two orgasms and lots of oral attention left her wet and ready for his cock. She wasn't ready for how good it felt. His first thrusts stole her breath and let her know just how completely helpless she would be for the rest. Scott penetrated more than her pussy. Every thrust filled her with ecstasy and crushed her inhibitions.
The more he fucked her, the more deliciously dirty her thoughts became. God damn right I'm letting him fuck me. Why would I not? If this was crazy, she was good with that. If this made her a slut, she was proud of it. She knew she could trust him and didn't need to question why. Like getting fucked by a god. "Yeah," she pleaded. "Scott, yes. Yes!"
Hands cupped her breasts for his own enjoyment. His hips slammed into her, fucking her at a pace that was steady and fierce at the same time. Julia climbed up to the edge of orgasm and hung on until he grunted with his own impending climax. She desperately wanted his cum. Like everything else about this, she was more sensitive to his climax than any other sex she'd ever had. The first pulse of cum shooting into her set off her final orgasm.
"Oh god! Oh god. Fuck. Fuck me," Julia gasped and pleaded senselessly.
Wits returned, but decadent pleasure remained. He stayed buried deep inside Julia, with her thighs spread around his hips and calves dangling off the desk against his legs. Scott stroked and explored her body as her breath settled. She felt pornographic and lewd and had not a shred of the reluctance or regret that she would have expected before all this.
"You're amazing," he said, looking down at her with appreciation. That cock inside her moved with just enough motion from his hips to let them both enjoy his length and her welcoming, wet walls. "Thank you."
"I didn't do anything," she laughed.
"You did. You trusted me and you let yourself go. That counts for a lot."
"I've never... I mean, obviously." Julia waved her hands at her office and laughed again. "I've never had it like this. Like it's pure sex. No complications. God, you feel good." Her hand strayed to her groin and the cock still inside her. One rub along her wet lips was enough to make her shiver again. "I'm not like this. I'm never like this."
"Like what?"
It took almost no courage at all. She knew she was safe with him. She only had to say it. "I feel like a slut and I love it."
"Do you want more?"
"God, yes. How do you not have a girlfriend already? Or do you?"
"A couple, actually," he said.
"I believe it," said Julia. She didn't worry about the implications for a second. Somehow, she knew it was fine. "Good for them."
"Is that what you want?"
She thought about it, looking at his face and writhing a little on his cock. She absolutely adored him and felt good with him, but... "I want more of this. I don't want to worry about the rest. Pure sex and whatever else happens, happens."
"Sounds slutty." Scott grinned with approval. Julia thought she must be glowing. He leaned over her, mouth descending on hers with music to her ears: "Don't worry about a relationship. Don't let this get in the way of the rest of your life. You're welcome to be as slutty with me as you like."
* * *
Scott walked out of Julia's office and straight to the nearest bathroom to clean up a little, and from there out of the administration building to meet his lunch date. He felt amazing. He felt powerful, confident, and more comfortable than ever with it all.
His hesitation and doubts about Jessica were long gone. Sure, something unexpected could come up or she could have a change of heart. It was conceivable. It also wasn't much of a worry. He knew how this was going to go and couldn't wait. In fact, that seemed like the thing to test out.
If not for the last several flings, that might have felt a little morbid. Instead, it felt right. Perfect instincts, he remembered.
The library coffee shop was busy, but he spotted her without a problem. Her long, light pink hair stood out, but her tall figure in that off-shoulder blouse and cutoffs would've drawn his gaze anyway. She looked up from the line as soon as he saw her, almost as if she knew. He chalked it up to magic and walked up to her.
"Hi." She cast a wary glance past his shoulder. "Sorry, I'm... I was supposed to meet Frank for lunch and I completely forgot about it when we were talking. I told him I had to meet with someone, but now I'm waiting for him to wander in here."
"Are you worried about that?" Scott asked.
"Kinda. He gets pissy."
"Do you want to not worry about that anymore?"
Jessica's eyebrow rose. She didn't speak, but it didn't look like a no.
"So... Frank and his buddies jumped me while we were in Greece. They were gay-bashing, I got in the way, and so they attacked me for it. I wound up in the hospital." He said it casually, but he saw Jessica's eyes widen. "You're surprised, but not totally surprised, right?"
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," she said. "I didn't know. They didn't say anything about this." Her eyes flicked to the door again, but this time she was mad. "I'm always telling him to knock it off with the... I thought he was just lazy and shitty with his language. I didn't realize he was violent about that stuff. I'm sorry."
"Yeah, I figured. Seems dodgy to put you in the middle of this, but also dodgy to not tell you, right? Like maybe something you'd want to know."
"Oh, I believe you. Honestly that lines up with some stuff. And yeah, I'd want to know. I don't want to be kept out. At all."
"Cool. Also, it sounds like he treats you terribly. Want to skip straight to getting revenge?"
Her eyes changed as if he'd thrown her into another gear. He saw the bit lip, the heavy breath, and the decision. Rising excitement behind her eyes followed. She grabbed his hand and stepped out of the line. "Come on."
* * *
Jessica, it turned out, gave a great blowjob.
He hadn't asked for it, and indeed had planned on taking the initiative and rocking her world like he had with Christie and Julia. He wanted to make her feel good. Instead, Jessica led Scott by the hand into the study rooms up on the third floor without a word between them. He would have expected the rooms to be booked up all the time. Instead, she found an open spot, led him inside, threw the "occupied" card, and pushed him into a chair out of view from the window before she sank to her knees.
From there it was pure, uninhibited oral devotion.
Jessica knelt between his spread legs and went at him with both hands stroking from the base of his cock. He looked like he should be too big for her to take so much of him, but she devoured most of his tool with ease. Magic, perhaps, but the pleasure she gave him was undeniable. Scott had two hook-ups this morning on top of the two that played with him through the night, he had all this sexual power, and yet a sucking mouth like Jessica's could leave him practically paralyzed.
"Mmmph," she moaned, taking him deep and then drawing back like she savored every inch. She alternated between sucking away with her eyes closed and looking up at him with a stare meant to stroke his ego. "Mmph!"
"I should do something for you," Scott murmured.
"No." Her breath came out heavy when her mouth broke from his cock. Even then, she didn't stop stroking him. "I want this. I want to do this." She sucked a little more, staring back at him again. Nerves fired all the way from his cock to curl his fingers and toes just to handle the sensory load. The others felt this good, too; they just hadn't quite left him in a position to do nothing but soak it all in. He hadn't seen that look before, either...except, he realized, he had. It just came with more knowledge from Misty and Latasha.
Jessica was already devoted to much more than this one act. A fleeting thought crossed his mind: he wasn't even sure Christie or Julia felt any differently.
"God, this feels good," she murmured when she took another break. Dreamy eyes looked to the tool in her hands and back to his face. "I want this. I want...I want to be like this."
"You can," said Scott. He sat slumped in his chair as if exhausted from feeling so good, but he was all good for more. Much more. "You can have more. You're mine now."
Her eyes lit up. She attacked him again. Once more, her bobbing head and her wet mouth had his rod slick and enveloped with ecstasy.
Vulnerable and high on the moment, Scott felt a tremor down his thighs. Orgasm rolled in like a freight train. "Jessica," he gasped. "I'm gonna come."
"Mmmhh!" she pleaded joyfully and kept sucking. He warned her with his breath and the slight twitch of his fingers in her hair, but she never stopped. Not until his cock finally unleashed its first thick rope of cum into her mouth...and even then, she only slowed enough to swallow and stroke and swallow again. Jessica moved in perfect synch with his cock as he unloaded into her mouth. She drank greedily, never missing a drop, and left him breathless in his chair.
His dazzled partner looked back at him like she'd been the one to get the best of all this. Jessica beamed at him. "I want this," she repeated. "I want to be yours."
"Jessica," he murmured. Satisfaction didn't wane, but his power still rose. He'd only sunk into deep relaxation to enjoy this. It wasn't as if he'd worn himself out. Much the opposite. Getting it this good only made him want to get and give more. "Take off those shorts and your panties."
"Not a lot of room in here," she said with a naughty grin. Still on her knees, Jessica unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down along with her lacy green panties as asked. With them all the way down her thighs, she sat back onto her butt as if to kick them off—and laughed when Scott came out of his chair and turned her around on the floor onto her hands and knees. "Oh, I think I like being your—oooh!"
He didn't wait. He didn't have to. Scott speared her right then and there beneath the window of the study room door. Gasps of pleasure and surrender filled her ears. She bowed her head and pushed her ass back to welcome as much of him into her pussy as she could. "Fuck, you're still so hard. It's so good," she whispered.
"You're incredible," said Scott. He fucked her slowly, at first just needing the relief of her pussy, but every stroke made him want more. He felt urges and followed them. "You're mine now."
"Yes," she hissed. "Yes!"
The soft slap of his hips against her ass filled the room along with their breath. Little moans and grunts escaped her throat. Scott felt her twitch and tremble. Nothing about their position or their surroundings hurt; any inconvenience from the thin carpet on a concrete floor paled in comparison to how good they felt together. For long minutes, neither thought of anything but the sensations and satisfaction of fucking.
When orgasm hit, it hit for them both. Scott let out a sharp breath at the point of no return. As if it signaled something in Jessica, she moaned and tightened. "Oooohh!" she whined with the first jolt of his release. Spasms overcame her and she buried her face against her forearms on the floor as they both came. Ripples of bliss and release eventually subsided, but not quickly.
Satisfaction held on.
Scott guided Jessica onto her side with him behind her. He cradled his new playmate with his cock still buried deep inside. Jessica purred and snuggled in. "Wow," she whispered. "What does all this mean?"
"Feels like maybe we're supposed to talk all that out before the sex," he chuckled. "Suppose I should think twice about all that when you've already got possessive guy problems, too."
"See, it's different when you actually care how I feel about it. Also, it's hot as hell when you say it. I like it. I'm not worried. I don't understand what's come over me, but I know it'll be alright. I feel like it's more than just possessive talk, though. Tell me being with you is a lot more of this."
"It's definitely really pornographic," Scott assured her. "You're not the only one. It's all really recent...as in like the last couple days."
"But they're yours, too? That sounds amazing."
"Not even blinking at that, are you?"
Jessica grinned. "No. No, I'm not. I want to hear it all...oh, shit. I still have classes today." She laughed. "Unless you want to keep me here? Not sure why I'd resist, but someone may want the room before long."
"I'll tell you all the rest later. Promise. We should figure out what to do for now, though. I don't want to put you in a bad spot."
"Oh, I want to help you get back at those assholes. I want to get back at him, too. I never thought I'd be a revenge-cheater, but wow am I glad I did this. And I'm ready to dump his ass after what he pulled. It's just...gonna be a mess afterward. Thank god we didn't move in together. I can stall and avoid him until we can talk later. He'll be busy all day and night, anyway."
"Then let's get through the day and meet up later?"
"Deal." That grin returned to her face. "Pornographic, huh?"
"I've had a lot of encouragement to get a little crazy."
"Mmmh." Her hips rolled again. "I think I'm gonna love this."
* * *
Jessica kissed him goodbye on her way out the door. Respective bathrooms were in opposite directions. They had to split off.
Scott made it three steps away before a kiss at his cheek froze him in his tracks. It came from behind, deftly placed and giving him a rush of desire and energy. He turned to find the boss with a grin and a beckoning finger. "C'mere."



He did as instructed, and gladly. Jessica had him sated right up until that kiss and the sight of the goddess. In fairness, nobody could be asked to keep up with that kind of magic. Aphrodite led him into a deserted aisle of books. "This is more like it. No heartbreak, no jealousy, no harm. No reason to hold back. You get to live this way from now on. Understand?"
"I do," said Scott. "I still have questions."
"Save them for later. I have a job for you. I think you're ready."
His fascination with her didn't block out the faint flutter in his stomach that followed her words. "Now? What kind of job?"
"Sex work, of course. My kind. About as straightforward as either of us can hope, too. You're going to love it," she said with a sultry drop in her voice. "The 'client' is here. Now. I want you to fuck her here and now. She wants you to fuck her here and now. As soon as you walk away from me."
Scott swallowed hard, trying to control the shudder in his breath. Most of it came from arousal, but that tinge of nerves hadn't left him. He was also hard as steel all over again. His erection strained against his jeans. Aphrodite's eyes took on a knowing gleam as she nudged his cock into a more comfortable upright position. "Let me help you with that," she said. Of course, her touch only set his urges on fire.
He wasn't sure what time it was or how long he'd been with Jessica, but that happened right after Julia, and she after Christie, and last night...and now none of that counted for anything against his rising need.
"I just..." He swallowed again. "Shouldn't I clean up first?"
"No." Her grin turned wicked. She walked around him, tracing one finger against his torso like she was evaluating him with pride. "No, you should go straight to her. Go like you know it doesn't matter if you just fucked another woman, because it doesn't."
Whatever the reasoning behind it, her answer was yet another turn-on...maybe the sort Scott should have felt bad about, but that didn't change the effect. "Who is this?"
"Oh, someone I've known a while. She fits in with the student body here, but you'll know better. You'll know her when you see her. She's thin, long and straight dark hair, beautiful. She's got the sort of dark eyes that say she's the sharpest mind in the room and one of the most perfect tight bubble butts you'll ever see in your life. You can call her C, but don't talk to her until you're done."
"Don't talk until...? You want me to just walk up and fuck her?"
"She wants that, yes. I want you to satisfy her. Don't worry for a second about the noise or being caught or interrupted. I've made all the arrangements and done all the talking already. Do you trust me, Scott?"
"Yes," he answered again.
Aphrodite's lips came perilously close to his ear. Every breath of her near-whisper felt like a kiss perfectly placed to drive him wild. "She told me she wants it a little rough. I promise you won't hurt her. She wants this, Scott. She wants you to use her like she's a toy for your cock. No words. No negotiation. No foreplay. Fuck her selfishly. Maybe even like she needs a little lesson. Like all she needs is a reminder she belongs to your dick. If you really let go, that might even be true after you're finished with her."
The tremors worsened. He couldn't have Aphrodite, and knew why, but he ached for her. He also wanted to make her happy...and despite any inhibition, he couldn't deny the affect her words had on him. "Where?"
"She's one floor up, to the right at the stairs," the goddess whispered. "I told her to wait in the ancient history section. You know that one, yes?" With that, she vanished.
He gripped his notebooks, turned, and started walking.
Activity in the library carried on. Students and staff quietly wandered to and fro as Scott crossed the floor and went up the stairs on a single-minded mission. If he caught more admiring looks from passing women like he had all morning, he missed them this time. His sight didn't narrow to tunnel vision, but it was close.
Alone with his thoughts, Scott was aware of how it sounded if cut to the core: "walk up to a complete stranger and fuck her in public without a word because someone told you to." Goddess or not, magic or not, it was still there. Still all the possible problems...and yet, Scott trusted her. More than that, his own desires now agreed. He was absolutely going to do exactly that.
No one got in his way, nor was there anyone in sight in the whole corner of the library as promised. No one until he came to the ancient history aisle in the back corner with its small table and chairs...and the lone young woman Aphrodite described, facing the stacks with an open book in hand.
Her looks fit the college profile and so did her clothes, with a short ruffled blue dress and sandals fit to the warm weather. At a look, Scott knew she was no ordinary student. C was strikingly beautiful as promised. He saw that intelligence Aphrodite described when her eyes turned his way with a...a challenge?
Pert lips spread with a grin.
Striding up to her, Scott tore his belt free and tossed it aside along with his notebooks. He saw her eyebrow rise as she looked him up and down in his approach. Those divinely-enhanced instincts confirmed everything else about this set-up in the heartbeats before he was on her. He didn't need to talk to her now.
Scott swept one arm around her, claiming a fistful of hair at her scalp as he kissed her. His other hand immediately went up her skirt, cupping and kneading her pussy. He found damp and wet silk beneath her skirt as her body tensed. She yelped into his mouth and grabbed at his arms, but not to pull him away.
Her kiss was like no other. Every kiss since Aphrodite's blessing had been great, but he felt some new spark here. All the power and confidence the goddess had granted him remained, but Scott felt an equality he hadn't sensed with any of his other partners. He felt it by way of vulnerability and need, and sensed the same in her moan and her kiss. C's tongue beckoned his, welcoming and almost pleading. "Mmph!" she moaned with a grind of her hot groin against his hand.
Scott turned his hand to curl his fingers around her panties. The instant he felt not a strand of hair between those fingers, Scott tore the fabric away with a single jerk. Again, C yelped in his mouth. She kept kissing him. Her heavy, needful breath matched his.
His jeans came free with another deft tug. Helpless in his kiss, C grabbed at his hips to help him shed the rest. Scott stepped out of the fabric at his feet with all the convenience of divine intervention. He let go of her hair and broke the kiss to put her on her back on the table. His shirt came off in a flash.
The break gave him another look at her beautiful face, where he found that grin again... and that challenge.
Her expression melted with the first brush of his cock against the dark strip over her pussy. "Ooh!" C cried and shuddered with the contact. He looked too big for her, but knew better. He had seemed too big for others, too. Magic ensured otherwise.
"Oh, fuck," C whimpered with the tool between her legs. Scott kept one hand on her neck at the collarbone to hold her in place, but it wasn't like she resisted. Not even when he grabbed the collar of her dress and tore it away. Flawless skin and pert breasts without a bra emerged when he tossed the fabric aside. "Yes," C gasped. "Yes—ooh!"
Like the kiss, penetration brought both a sense of dominance and a deep, vulnerable need for more. Reliably, penetration also brought far deeper pleasure than any kiss. Tight, silky wet walls spread only enough to accommodate the invading hard flesh to the thrill of both. C cried out in rapture and welcomed him.
Fierce need drove them on. Scott saw mutual passion in C's dark eyes. He thrust harder the next time, and then harder still, drawing from her a sharp breath and then gritted teeth. Her cunt tightened and claimed him with all that same dominance he poured into her. Rapture compelled harder fucking. It felt too good to question and far too good to stop.
Scott's hands roamed her body while he pistoned in and out of her. Those small but perfect breasts welcomed his hands. C's head rolled back on the table. Her open mouth twitched with a grin, but her only sound was joyful, helpless moans. She curled her legs around Scott's hips.
It felt better and better. C tightened around his cock, but that only encouraged him to fuck harder and pound her into submission. He had no urge to hurt her, but he fucked like he was trying. She writhed on the table and loved it. C slumped in surrender, giving up on any deliberate effort to hold him back.
Only continued ravishing and fucking made her tighten again, this time involuntarily. It began with shaking legs, then her thighs tightening around his hips and moans. She gripped his cock and threw her head back again with gasps of disbelief when the tension finally cut loose and she came hard on his cock.
The ride shook Scott to orgasm, too. He pumped away into her as if he hadn't gotten off all day. Release left him with a sense of dominance, of triumph...and the need for more.
He took what he wanted. She gave in willingly. Scott thought nothing of romance or sensual play. He drank in her beauty and used her to get off again, and again, gratified by the way they sent one another into climax each time.
Gifts from the goddess maintained his stamina and his virility. Scott wore C out, but she wasn't complaining. When his urges were sated, Scott pulled away from the wet mess between their sex and finally looked to her face with more than selfish lust. He opened his mouth to ask if she was okay.
Under the sweaty locks of straight dark hair, he caught a glimpse of a naughty and satisfied grin. His question caught in his throat and died altogether when they made eye contact. He knew all he needed to know.
Scott gently but firmly made a fist in her hair again. He pulled her off the table as he sank back into a chair and guided her head to his cock. C devoured him without hesitation. Once again his whole body soared with the pleasures of a welcoming mouth around his dick. C had all of the enthusiasm of any previous lover, along with something more he couldn't describe. It wasn't about technique; this wasn't a performance, but pure satisfaction.
A low moan as she slowly sucked her way down his length signaled her satisfaction, too.
* * *
"Thank you," she murmured from between his legs. His hands no longer held her hair. She'd gone on sucking him to another orgasm, anyway, and greedily drank down his cum. She seemed just as wiped out as Scott, but just as compelled by sheer pleasure to continue on. "That was amazing."
"It's not my normal approach, but I liked it," said Scott. "Glad you did, too."
"Oh? You sure it's not normal?"
"Not usually that rough. Normally I talk a little more first, too," he grinned. "I wanted to follow your requests."
One thin, perfectly-arched eyebrow rose. Again, he saw much more than sex in those dark eyes. "Did you, now?"
"Didn't I?" he wondered.
"I loved it and I want more," said C. "But it wasn't the rough that made it so good. What did she tell you, exactly?"
"She told me..." he hesitated with concern that he'd done something wrong, but it couldn't be too bad if she was this relaxed and happy with him. "She said you wanted me use you like a toy for my cock. No foreplay. Be selfish. Like I'm reminding you that you belong to my dick." He swallowed. "Her words, not mine. Feel like I should be blushing anyway."
"No." C rose from between his legs to crawl over him, her naked skin covered with sweat and other shared marks. She settled into his lap. "The only thing I told her was that I wanted you to do whatever you really wanted to do. If that's what she told you, I think she was doing us both a favor. Maybe giving you a lesson, too."
His mouth opened with objection or apology. She smothered it with a long, deep kiss. Her lips and tongue still swept him away. When she pulled back, grinning again, he wasn't so worried. "I loved it. Did she say anything else?"
"Only...only that if I really let go, that might even come true."
Another kiss. Softer, but driven by a statement. It ended with another satisfied grin. "Good thing you let go, then."
"She didn't tell me your name. Just 'C.' Who are you?"
"I'm Clio."
He didn't recognize it at first, and then it did. His eyes widened. "The Muse?"
"She told me you were a good student. I like that." She kissed his neck. "I like you, too. A lot."
"You...wow."
"She doesn't tell you much, does she?"
"Yes and no. When I try to get more answers, it's like I should already have them. Mostly she tells me to trust her. And I do, but...it's not the same as knowing and understanding. I feel like it's all more complicated than she's saying."
"Hm," Clio considered. "That's natural, I suppose. You can trust her. That's all you need. She wouldn't choose you if she didn't know your desires and your limits. But I can understand why you might have more questions. Maybe I can help. You aren't her first herald. I've known the others...and also it turns out I know a little bit about history."
"That's your domain, right? Your area as a muse? Not sure what to call it."
"Yes. My sisters and I are more than just sources of inspiration for mortals. So, what do you want to know?"
"Limits, I guess? How far is too far? I'm picking up one woman after another and everything is fine so far, but I keep wondering what happens if it isn't? She talked about ancient heroes like Hercules and such, but I'm not seeing how that applies with what she's talked about. This is the first time Aphrodite called anything a 'job,' too. I know what I'm free to do on my own, but I don't know what she'll want me to do for her."
"Ah. That last part is between you and her. I'll let her tell you when she decides. As for the rest?" Clio cast her eyes upward in a little show of recall. "Doing whatever you want with your role is doing whatever she wants. That freedom and indulgence is part of it. Maybe an example would help?
"Her last male herald was a long time ago. He was a noble of the Middle East, and he had a harem...which normally isn't at all the kind of sexy fantasy thing that word conjures up in this culture. You know how this world treats women. You wouldn't have been chosen if you didn't get that. But when we're talking about Aphrodite's herald, it's a different story. It's magic and wonder and the will of a goddess. Then we're talking about exactly the kind of sexy fantasy that might come to mind.
"When he died, according to history, his harem numbered fourteen thousand," said Clio. The revelation hit him like a brick. She smiled at his wide eyes and continued on as if teasing him for his awe. "The truth is somewhat larger than that. And less cynical and more sincere on all sides than modern history would ever suspect."
"How...how?"
"Over a long time. Also that whole 'chosen' thing, and the fact that Aphrodite liked seeing so many people so happy. So, yes. Hercules? The great heroes? Your role is very different, but we are talking about that same scale."
Clio trailed kisses up his neck. He was once again hard and vulnerable, with her naked skin only encouraging both. "Your lovers and servants will suck and fuck you day and night and love you for it," she said into his ear. "That's wonderful enough...but that's also the basis for so many more delights."
"She said..." his voice trembled again, though mostly as he enjoyed her touch. "Said I have to keep a lower profile than that."
"Yes. You do. The world is different now. Your lovers will never be jealous, but mortal men and at least a few immortals are another story. Secrecy may be part of the fun." Lips trailed up his neck below his ear. "In your own way, you could practically rule this city in secret. Or take another path. Time is on your side, and so am I."
His head turned. She pulled back in his lap to face him. "I have my own passions to pursue. I'm a Muse, after all. History and academia are my life, but they are not my only joys. I love the erotic, too. Being aware of your power doesn't make it any less appealing. I'd love to return to you whenever I have time. Assuming you're willing," she teased.
This time, he initiated the kiss. Scott treasured everything about her. Aphrodite had told him he could enjoy the range of roles, from the seducer to the vulnerable novice. With Clio, he felt like both at the same time. She kissed with notes of surrender and submission in her touch and in her breath. It didn't make her any less of a power unto herself.
His face stayed close to hers. His hand ran through her hair. "How do we do this?"
"We do exactly this," said Clio. "I'll come and go as I will. I have my own role. Leave the musing of history to me and tell no one of my nature. Aphrodite will know everything, but when it comes to your mortal lovers, I'm just another one of them." Her eyes held his. "When I come to you, I'm your servant, Scott. No words necessary. No doubts. I want you to use me. I think we feel more than that between us, but I know your power. This is the best way to enjoy it. I'll have a lot of fun this way."
His lips twitched with a naughty thought. She watched and waited until he said it out loud. "If you really want to be that slutty for me, you might want to dress like it when you show up."
She grinned. "Yes, sir."
"No 'sir.' I like it when you say my name."
"Good. And speaking of our roles, I owe you payment for this."
"You don't really need—ooh," Scott moaned when she straddled him and sank down on his cock once again. All that sensual vulnerability washed over Clio's face again. She held on, coping with the pleasure, and gave him a slow grind.
"I do," she said. "I made a deal. I want to." Her hips rolled against his lap, working his cock in her pussy again, but her eyes steadied with purpose and focus. She hugged him close, bringing her lips to his ear, and whispered, "Antiquity."
A shudder ran through him, this one decidedly different than the thrills of sex. He felt the touch of power in her breath against his ear. A hundred fleeting thoughts rushed through his mind, like memories of books and stories and personal experiences. The same tremor hit him again when she whispered the next word, less elegant but still pregnant with meaning: "Post-Classical."
"Aah," Clio whined, this time entirely in pleasure as her hips rocked and she shifted from his left ear to his right. Scott was already catching on. He had that same feeling he experienced in his first few days of college, where he'd listen and write and feel like his brain was full. The sex made it far less taxing this time and much more pleasant. So did the teacher. She whispered in his ear, "Modernity."
"You're teaching me," Scott murmured.
"Yes," she grunted. "Not everything, but...unh...more than you'd...mmh...learn here. Mmh!" Clio's writhing deepened with passion. She bent inward and sensuously licked his neck from collarbone to chin and kept fucking him all the while. "It will sink in. I don't normally do it by fucking. Maybe I should start."
"It's amazing. Thank you," he breathed.
"I'm not done yet," said Clio. "An educated person should learn at least another language...if not more."
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"I'm all moved out of the house now. Got my name off the lease, gave her the keys, paid up the bills and changed them over to—yes, I paid the outstanding bills. Mom. Stop. Oh God," Eric sighed. He came to a stop in the aisle of mismatched kitchenware, put down his basket of "gently used" goods, and pinched the bridge of his nose. "Mom. Mom...Mom." His other hand held the cell phone that conveyed his mother's rant straight into his ear.
He knew this was coming. He never should have mentioned the bills. By the time she was done, he knew, he'd forget half the things he came to the thrift shop to buy.
When he opened his eyes again, a slightly older black woman passed him by with a sympathetic smile. "Mothers," she said with a shake of her head. Between her accent and the neighborhood, Eric figured she was a recent immigrant. Her perfect understanding of the moment transcended any national or cultural barriers. Some things were universal. Eric tossed her a grin to confirm the assessment.
At 28 and blessed with good health and mildly good looks, Eric generally made a pleasant first impression. Dark hair kept short, hazel eyes, and a nice smile helped with that, but relationships took work to build. This last serious relationship involved a lot of changed-up plans in college and after, along with no small amount of financial stress. He couldn't walk away lightly from such an investment of emotion, time, and all the rest...but he sure as hell couldn't stay, either.
By the time he had a chance to speak again, he had the aisle to himself. "No, I didn't put it all on a credit card. Yes, first and last at the new apartment is paid up, too. I can't put that on credit, either. I'm not completely wiped out, but it's close. No fun for me this summer. I'll get by."
Eric looked down at the basket by his feet. All of this would go on his credit card, from the mismatched towels to the used "silver"ware, plates, bowls and pots in his basket. So would a lot of things for the next month or two...as if life with Karen hadn't already done enough damage to his finances before the break-up.
That was over, though. Maybe, hopefully, he'd start pulling his finances back out of the debts he'd incurred after moving in with her. The break-up left him in an emotional pit, too, but that wasn't the sort of thing he could quantify.
"Listen, I'm not trying to keep any bridges intact, alright? She dumped me for another guy, whether she admits it to me or to herself or not. The bridge is burned. I had to clear out the bills so she can't come after me if her new lawyer boy leaves her high and dry. Anyway. Can we stop talking about her?"
His eyes lifted once more, glancing around at the assortment of kitchenware on the shelves. Most of it was outdated trash, as he expected. Some of it had real character, probably a legacy of all the immigrant families in the neighborhood. He saw nice patterns here and there, though not usually in full sets of anything. Three plates, but not four. Teacups where one or another had a handle missing or faded decorations. That suited him just fine; for now, all he cared about was functionality. He didn't plan on entertaining company anytime soon.
"No, the school district doesn't allow me to sell off any of my leave days. That was a good suggestion, but no. Where I'm stuck is how I've got all this professional development shit and curriculum meeting stuff for the school during the summer and it's all just enough to screw me out of finding a temp job. Maybe I can do some delivery driving or whatever. I don't know. Something."
He moved to another shelf and found more of the old, somewhat exotic kitchenware. The blue bottles were nice. He liked the patterns. The intricate designs didn't match anything else on the shelves. For once he found a set of four, rather than some incomplete set. They would make nice storage pieces for spices or whatnot, if he ever had such need. But that was the kind of thing Karen liked. Eric didn't really have need for such things, nor any reason to appeal to someone else's domestic sensibilities. Salt and pepper could stay in their store-bought containers.
"No, I don't think I want to look for a different job," he sighed. "It's not what I hoped, but it's better than the Army was. I feel like I've done some good for some of the kids, at least. No, probably not for my wallet. I knew that going in." This, too, was a topic he'd tired of long ago. The job wasn't at all what he'd hoped, but he needed it now—and he knew he'd done more good than he admitted. "I've gotta get back to school soon, anyway. I'm on my break period. Still got two more classes to go—"
The back of his hand brushed against one of the bottles. He froze in place, staring. Something about the texture intrigued him.
He didn't normally care about these things.
He heard a beep on the phone. "Is that you? Okay. No, it's fine, go ahead and answer. I've gotta get going, anyway. I'll talk to you soon. Love you, Mom. Bye."
The bottle sat in his hand. He turned it to study at the gold filigree over blue...was that really glass? Or something else? He wasn't sure. It bore no writing or logo, nor any sort of maker's imprint.
Eric put the bottle in his basket, glanced at the others for a brief second, and then remembered how low his finances had dropped in the midst of all his drama. He didn't have the money to buy things he didn't need.
***
People worried about him. Mom wasn't the only one who called. Friends texted, looked in on him, and made sure he was included. He appreciated that, but he'd get over the break-up. So would Karen, despite all the knots she twisted into things to make him out to be the bad guy. The pattern was right there in smaller ways, but consistently. To Karen, it was his fault for getting hurt, not her fault for doing things that hurt him. Last week was beyond the pale. In principle, polyamory might've been fine with him, but there was another word for someone deciding on it unilaterally. He should have cut it off long before that.
He parked his fading Honda in the lot and stared at the school from the driver's seat. Lunch would begin soon, with several students wanting the shelter of his classroom instead of the cafeteria and the halls. He knew the job would be tough and the pay wouldn't go far, but he'd underestimated the impact of both. Crappy pay was acceptable if he could do some good, and manageable until something went wrong...like a bad break-up, or car problems, or literally anything else beyond his control. The good he could do in the job was another matter.
Unlike a lot of his friends, Eric never wondered if his job was actually important to anyone. Amid his crowded classes and endless chores, he wound up being some kid's hero more days than not. Most problems were ordinary. Some were jaw-dropping.
Saving the day kept him afloat from one day to the next, but burnout had already set in. He knew all the statistics about new teachers; now he understood how and why. It wasn't a failure on their part. With things tighter than ever, Eric was stuck in it now. He got out of his car and headed in, steeling himself for the next few rounds. Friday afternoons close to summer could get rough. At least he had stability here.
"Hey, Eric?" The friendly call stopped him not far from the entrance. Jim walked up, radio in hand, ready to supervise for lunch. "Glad I caught you. Got a second?" asked the principal.
"Sure, what's going on?"
"It's about the Wheeler stuff. Listen, you know that kid's all set for college on ROTC, right? I know what he did wasn't acceptable, but your statement for the review was kind of harsh."
"It's what I saw him do and what he said." Eric shrugged. "I'm not embellishing anything."
"You really want to go this far over one incident?"
"It was pretty clear from the reactions I saw this wasn't unique. This wasn't the first time he's cornered and groped a girl. It's the first time a teacher caught him in the act. When I called him on it, he told me it was fine because she's a slut."
"Well, she's not exactly an angel," Jim scoffed. He saw the flare in Eric's eyes and immediately changed tracks. "Look, this kid's got a real future. Are you sure you want to trash it?"
Eric barely held back from snapping. It probably showed. "Jim, I served in the military. I'm absolutely certain a guy who assaults women shouldn't be on his way to becoming an officer. Also, that 'kid' drives a car worth more than I make in a year. Pretty sure he'll be fine. Might even learn from this." In truth, Eric didn't expect much, but he had to play that game.
"He drives that car because his dad is a partner in a law firm and one of his colleagues is on the school board." Jim sighed. "I can see you're set on this. Fine. There's another matter. We've got our budget for the next year. I hate to tell you this, but your position has been eliminated."
"Wait, what? Sue told me—"
"The situation changed, Eric. We might get an adjustment over the summer and you can reapply again, but—"
"Reapply? I can beg for my job back? What the hell, Jim? You go from asking me to change my report on an assault to this? You're the principal. You're supposed to back me up, not throw me under the bus when a rich kid's parents get upset."
"Yeah, and maybe the Army should've taught you how to pick your battles." Jim's words fell under the sound of the lunch bell, which the principal took as a lifeline. Students poured out of classrooms up and down the hallway. "I have to go. I'll email you later."
Stunned, Eric wandered through the mob of students back to his classroom. Several kids liked to take shelter there from the sometimes rough social scenes of the cafeteria and the halls. He found a couple of them waiting at his door, filing inside after him with hardly a word to him as they carried on with their own conversations.
Eric sank into his desk. He still had two classes to go today. A couple weeks left in the year. More to do for his certifications. Loans to pay for stuff the GI Bill didn't cover. He probably had a clear case for getting the union involved to protect him from retaliation, but he had no idea how that would play out—especially against a high-powered law firm. He stared off into space and mumbled, "I just signed a lease."
* * *
By the time he made it back to his new apartment with his arms full of thrift store shopping bags, his stress had moved straight into exhaustion. Focusing on his classes might've helped take the edge off the shock, but even the students could tell he was hiding stress about something. Now he just wanted to go home and hide, even if "home" was brand new and part of that stress.
The new place had only one bedroom, and for now even that was just a futon he'd bought from another thrift shop. His living room held no furniture; just luggage full of clothes, boxes of books and a stack of plastic crates holding costumes, games and all the other accoutrements of a full-grown geek. Even his computer sat on the floor against one wall.
The building and the neighborhood were safe. He'd be able to build up some furniture over time. His tastes weren't expensive. He wouldn't be trying to impress anyone in the near future. "Don't freak out," he said to himself. "It's only up from here, right?"
Eric fought off the urge to lie on his futon staring at the ceiling and worrying. He stepped into his small kitchen and set to unpacking things on the counter. Everything from the thrift shop would need to go through the dishwasher, of course. He pulled out the plates and cups, unwrapping them from the cheap paper the store clerk offered to keep everything from getting chipped. His mind wandered to idle thoughts about perhaps going out tomorrow and enjoying a little of the weekend to decompress. There were ways to enjoy LA on the cheap. Better to spend time with friends than hole up alone and sort out belongings and emotional baggage.
Then he came to the bottle.
It felt heavier in his hands now than it had in the store. Eric lifted it gently and pulled away the plain brown wrapping paper with greater care than he'd exercised with his other purchases. When he saw the gold-colored filigree on blue glass again, it sparkled much brighter than anything should under the plain, ordinary overhead light of his kitchen. He even thought for a moment that it might be vibrating...or was that his own hand trembling?
In idle curiosity, Eric pulled the old black stopper, fighting the resistance of a vacuum seal. He kept the bottle upright, lest he spill whatever might be inside. He didn't expect blue gas and light to shoot straight out of the bottle to fill the room in a thick mist.
His head swam as the mist swirled around him. He knew he should be frightened, but felt no fear. Soon enough, his head and the mist cleared to reveal a woman standing before him.
Her outfit made him think of belly dancing, though it looked far more "erotic fantasy" than "culturally authentic." Apart from the jewels and silk scarves here and there, he mostly saw a great deal of her toned, tanned, and incredibly shapely body. A thin mask of countless tiny black jewels across her face added a slight note of mystery, but even with the veil her beauty was as obvious as her bright green eyes and sandy blonde hair.
She knelt immediately and bowed her head. "Master, I am bound to your service."
Eric's heart pounded. He felt almost out of breath. He didn't feel fear, exactly, but it brought out some of the same physical sensations. She seemed to have much the same reaction. "Are you alright?" he asked.
"Yes. I am sorry, master." She glanced around, though keeping her head bowed. "This tongue is new to me. We are matched and bound, but is now what I expected. You seem surprised, too."
He stared more in awe of the manner of her appearance than her beauty, but there was that, too. The special effects were far too elaborate for this to be a prank. He was sober and completely alone. All of the rational explanations fell apart as quickly as he thought of them, leading to the obvious fantastical conclusion. Even if this was a little too Hollywood or sexy Disney, his first guess seemed obvious: "You're a genie?"
"I am a pleasure genie, yes," she nodded again. "Your pleasure genie, master." Curiosity and excitement warred with her submissive posture. She kept glancing around, just not up at him. "Are you unfamiliar?"
"Well, yeah." A dozen more questions came to his mind at once. He shoved aside most of his concerns for the basics. "You don't have to call me that. Are there—I'm—are you alright? You don't have to kneel, just..." He offered his hands and guided her up. Words failed as she rose with him, meeting his gaze directly for the first time. The way she looked back at him could've knocked him from his feet. "I don't even know where to begin. I'm Eric. What's your name?"
"I am fine," she replied. "My name is... in this language, I think my name is Amber. Is that a proper name? I will master your tongue quickly, but it is not instant."
"Amber is great," said Eric. "I've only read a few stories about the djinn from the Middle East. Most of what I know probably isn't accurate at all."
"Ah. My people know of the djinn, but we are not the same. As I understand it, we are often mixed up together by mortals. The language and names are similar. Where is this East in the middle of?"
"Sorry. Arabia?" he tried again. "Egypt? Persia? Do you know those? You're in America."
"I don't know that one, but I think I've heard those others before." She looked around the room. "I was told this world was solid and steady compared to mine. This is like what I was shown, but being here is another matter."
"You're from another world?"
"Another plane of existence, yes. You might call it the astral plane or a spirit world. That is what I was told before coming here. I have not studied the lore. Magic is very rare in your world, but in mine it is common."
"Did you want to be here? Is this voluntary?"
"I wanted this more than I can say. This is no prison or punishment. I ached for it." Her eyes held his with a mixture of reverence and affection. "I want to serve. I want to serve you."
A dozen more obvious questions leaped into his mouth. He tried to limit his reaction to the one that wouldn't stuff his foot in there, too. "Why?"
"Genies are only allowed in this world as servants. It is law, to protect this world from our magic and to protect our own. This world feels better. Many of us would come here if it was easy, so many that it would completely change this world. Thus, we are limited. To come here even as a servant is an incredible privilege. Also, the enchantment that matched and bound us is among the most powerful of all our magic. I remained sealed within until released by a soul worthy of my devotion."
"Worthy? Okay, I'm not Thor here. Or Captain Am..." He cut himself off. She didn't get the reference, but at least she seemed a little amused. "What do you mean by worthy?"
"Many qualities. Good ones. I know that I am safe with you as surely as I know the sun will rise and set. I know that you will care for me and be good to me. I know I will love serving you. If I am unhappy with this life, I have the power to return to my world. I am bound to you but not as a prisoner. The seals on my bottle would not have broken if the match was uncertain. You have my complete loyalty."
"But we literally just met in the last...magic. Right." Seeing how that could go around in circles, Eric forced himself to pull out of the spin and go with it. She did appear in a cloud of magical smoke from a bottle, after all. Instant, undeniable attraction probably played a role, too. It wasn't as if he didn't want this to be true. "So if you're not like the djinn I know from myths, what does this 'pleasure genie' stuff mean? Are we talking about magic and three wishes here?"
"Yes. I will do anything for your private pleasure. To that end, my magic can grant almost any wish. There is no limit of numbers. I can create comforts and treasures, anything from food and drink to any object you desire. I can make your home vast and luxurious. I can reshape my body or yours to your liking. And I will always keep you healthy and safe. You'll never get sick again. You won't even grow old."
"That's a lot to process," Eric replied slowly. The gamer and mythology geek within instantly wondered about the catch, the limits, the loopholes, the cost... "I'm guessing there's a lot of 'be careful what you wish for' here, right? Is it safe?"
"I can do no harm with my magic. If I see harm or think a wish might not work as you want it to, I will say so. You have my complete loyalty. May I show you, master? Do you have a wish in mind?"
"I could think of many." He glanced around his humble, not even yet unpacked apartment. "My home, you said? I guess...?"
Amber crossed her arms in front of herself, rubbing her fingers together to produce a fine golden dust, and spread her arms in a flash.



The walls of Eric's apartment rushed backward and the ceiling rose just as fast. His belongings stayed in place, but beyond them spread the foyer of a grand white palace with gleaming brass and silver fixtures and bright light. Well back from the previous boundary of his back wall, Eric found a broad spiral staircase leading to a promenade up above, with a waterfall at the center of the spiral coming down from the ceiling into a lush pool. Much like Amber's outfit, the décor was mildly evocative of Arabian styles, but also fantastical.
Somehow, he kept his jaw from dropping, but his eyes were as wide as could be. Eric walked past the small bookshelf now standing in the open to confirm all the open space he saw was real. "This isn't illusion? This is real? Oh god, I have neighbors on every side and up above me."
"They are fine. Their world has not changed," said Amber. "I created more space within your home. This is no illusion. It is also only as permanent as you wish. I can change it to anything you desire."
Eric picked up a small stuffed dragon from his bookshelf and tossed it toward the stairs. It fell short of the target, but much farther than it could have gone in his apartment. "Can you put it back while I process all this? It's kind of freaking me out."
"Of course, master." The walls and ceiling rushed back to their original shape, pushing the little stuffed dragon back along the way. Momentum left it tumbling along the carpet to bounce off his foot.
"There are several limits to my magic," Amber explained. "I cannot directly harm anyone. My magic is meant for your private pleasure. I am told it is common for mortals to wish for an end to wars or hunger, but my magic and its effects must go mostly hidden for many reasons. To that end, I can grant you fabulous treasures, but you could not sell them or give them away." Her smile turned flirtatious. "On the other hand, I am not limited to your home. I can help you pursue extravagant pleasures almost anywhere. Only my magic must remain secret."
"Those rules seem pretty open to interpretation."
"That's what I first thought," she shrugged. "It is possible to work around those limits. Some of that is fine and even embraced, but if it became abuse of my powers, I would have to leave you. I don't believe that will be a problem." Affection still poured from every word and look. "I awaited a worthy master."
"You said this was unexpected, though?"
"No. The enchantment of the bottle is part of the magic that lets a genie enter this world. It is part of our laws, and it worked as it should. But I don't believe my intended master proved worthy to release and claim me, and so I remained in the bottle...until you."
Eric had never had someone so beautiful look upon him with so much undisguised fascination and affection. Amber seemed just as moved by this meeting as he was, which only left him more stunned.
Ridiculous or not, he couldn't argue with his senses. His current woes weren't the sort of thing that would drive him to hallucinate, let alone skipping straight to a fully-formed imaginary woman and all these special effects. This was real. He decided, staring at the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen in person, to just get on board with this train. He had nothing left to lose, anyway.
Above all that, she was clearly happy with it. "You said you know you're safe with me?"
"And you with me, master. The seals assured me of your worthiness. My magic will protect us both from now on." He saw a smile beneath that veil. "I am unafraid, master."
"Okay," he breathed. "Okay." Dozens more questions popped up in his mind, but none of them could drown out the other screaming bit of urgency he felt. "We need to talk more about all this. All of this. Everything. Later. Not right now."
"As you wish," she nodded. "I am happy to explain. Is there reason to delay?"
"Yes. Yes, there is. I need to go somewhere right now and I don't want to leave you here alone. Can you change your clothes to look like mine?"
Amber bowed her head and closed her eyes for the briefest of moments. When she raised her head again, she wore the same faded blue jeans and short sleeve black button-down as Eric, though her figure filled out the ensemble very differently. Of her other outfit, only her veil remained.
"Wow," Eric blinked. On board with this fantasy situation or not, the demonstrations of magic were nothing to be blasé about. Still, his urgency propelled him on. "Can you take off the veil?"
"Yes. The veil is for you to remove, master."
That stopped him. "Is that as meaningful as it sounds? Look, we've got a lot of history and baggage in this country with people treating other people like property and there's a whole lot more with how men treat women. I get that it's different for you and this is magic, but... you see why I hesitate?"
"I see why you're worthy," Amber smiled.
"Yeah, that's all super basic. There's no credit for being on that page. That's expected."
"Then I should assure you I have thought about this far more than you have. I must be bound to a mortal to stay in this world. I must have a master. I want you."
Her confidence and her sincerity were as dead sexy as everything else about her. Eric took a deep breath. If he could take her at her word about everything else, he could trust this, too. He found the strand of jewels that hooked the veil over her ear and gently pulled it away.
Those eyes sparkled with affection and eager devotion all over again. He could only liken it to getting married, though he'd only ever seen other people do that. The reveal brought another shot of intimacy, too. She was breathtaking, naturally glamorous...and all too familiar. Embarrassing, in fact. "Did you take this face and body because it pleases me?"
"Yes, master," she said. "In our realm, we are more ephemeral than in this world. I am a woman there, too, but physical forms are less permanent. The same magic that matched and bound us gave me a form to match your desires. I know it was one of many. Does this displease you?"
"No. No, not at all. That magic totally worked. It's just...you look like someone sort of famous. People are gonna recognize you. It might cause problems."
"I can ensure that no one will identify me with another person if you wish it, master."
"I do," he said. "It's one thing if they notice a resemblance, but recognizing you is a little much."
Once again, she nodded and closed her eyes for a brief moment. She didn't change at all, but she said, "It is done, master."
"Good. Thank you." It was for the best. He couldn't remotely complain about how she looked, but he also didn't know how many people would recognize her as a stunning porn star.
"There is much I should tell you," said Amber. "I have many questions as well."
"You can ask anything you want on the way, but we need to go. I've got a million questions for you, too," Eric said, grabbing his keys, wallet and phone off the counter as he spoke. "I've got practical questions. I've got moral questions. I've got ordinary, reasonable, friendly questions. But we need to get right back to where I found that bottle without a minute to waste."
* * *
The car ride had her completely amazed. Amber made no effort to hide her wonder at the world as they drove. "It's just a short ride to where we need to go," said Eric as they drove. "Can you...are you going to be okay?"
The car ride had Amber completely amazed. She made no effort to hide her wonder at the world and seemed almost as happy to look at him. If she had any sense of how old or beaten-up his aging green Honda was, she didn't let on. To her credit, she didn't stare at herself in the mirror for more than a few seconds, either. "Yes, master, I will be okay. Better than okay. This is incredible."
Eric nodded, kept his eyes mostly on the road, but then his train of thought stopped once again. "So it's magic that lets you speak English? Do you know another language from this world?"
"Learning your language is part of bonding to you. I'd learn faster if you made it a wish, but I think I'm picking up more than just the words with this process," she said thoughtfully. "Some things feel obvious. But there's so much that doesn't. It may be part of getting to know each other better. It feels natural, but also magical."
"You're already sounding more like a local," Eric noted. "You sound less formal now."
"Is that bad? I don't want to be disrespectful."
"No, no, it's great, actually," he shrugged. "You don't need to be formal with me. Don't worry about being disrespectful. It's just a sharp change."
"Maybe the magic needs time to help me adjust."
Eric grinned. "I feel like a few minutes ago you'd have said 'perhaps' instead of 'maybe.' But maybe that means you're right."
"Maybe," she repeated, and mirrored his smile. "But there's still so much...Master, may I ask a question?"
"Anything, anytime. At least while we're alone." He came to a stop at a light, allowing him to look at her directly. "Listen, you don't have to be all super polite and subservient to me. And you really don't need to call me master. I'm just Eric."
"But you are," she said with surprise. "It is no shame. All of this is a privilege. I am yours completely. I can...maybe it's part of learning this language, but I'm starting to understand how odd it is to call someone master. But it also feels special between us. I will stop if you wish, but if you are worried about my feelings... I like it."
Eric swallowed hard. He would be floored to have an ordinary mortal even half as attractive as her show such an interest in him, even apart from her magical nature. "Okay," he decided, "we'll need to talk about this more. But definitely don't call me that in front of anyone else, okay? Because it is weird. Eric is fine. I like my name."
"Yes, Eric," she conceded with a smile. "I like that, too."
He tried to fight off the shiver of arousal. As much as he was still worried about treating her right and not taking advantage of her, the undertones of her demeanor were unmistakable. "Anyway. You have a question?"
"Yes! How do you know when to stop and when to go? And all these other cars?"
"Yeah, okay. You're right, it's not consistent. This is basic stuff you learn as a child nowadays."
Amber's eyes widened even more. "You learn to drive as a child?"
"No! No," Eric laughed, "but you learn some of how cars work so you don't get run over. Huh. You don't know how it works, but you know it's called 'driving.' Okay, we'll just go with it. Look, you see that light there? With the red? That means we stop. Red means stop, green means go. It turns yellow to warn you that it's about to turn red so you'll know with enough time to slow down.
"You have to be careful with driving. Most people do it enough that they get comfortable with it, but it's easy to have an accident if you get careless, and that can be very bad. Accidents can kill people."
"I would imagine. I don't think I've ever seen anything move this fast before. Birds, maybe."
"Well, so, about that. Tell me more about this world you're from."
"I lived in the land of Shabala, on the coast, near the sea. In my world, many things change constantly. Only the broadest and deepest things remain the same. The trees and landscape and wildlife would change, but Shabala is always a coast on the sea."
"Never even heard of that place," Eric murmured. "Do you have family there? How long are you supposed to be here?"
"Family is different there. When I was chosen to come here, I was given some education in our differences, but it's only now really sinking in. I have family, yes. We don't often hold tightly together in our world. I love my mother and father and our broader family, but we do not miss one another when we are apart like they tell me mortals do.
"We also have a different sense of time. I am meant to be here as long as I want. My parents were overjoyed when I won this role. They would welcome me home, but they are happy that I am here."
"Won this role? Were you chosen, or was it a contest?"
"I was chosen from among many who wanted this. Many would come here if they could, but not all should be sent here. We must be found worthy, too," she added quietly.
Eric couldn't help his grin. "You see how weird that feels?"
"Yes," she nearly groaned, laughing. "And that brings me back to why you are worthy."
"Great, now I'm blushing again." He came to another stoplight and tried to control his sense of urgency. Their destination was only a block away. "So when you say, 'pleasure genie,' how is that different from other genies? Are there other types?"
"In our world, we choose our own paths and our own roles. Those might change over time like so much else. In coming here, we are limited to a certain role to protect ourselves and to protect your world from too much magic. Some are meant purely for protection and some are a different kinds of companions. I don't know all the roles.
"Pleasure genies like me are brought into your world as gifts," she went on. "Those with magic and knowledge give us to mortals who have done great good. We are not meant to reshape this world, though, because it would cause chaos." She tilted her head curiously. "This bothers you, doesn't it?"
"Yeah! A lot! You're a person, not a gift," Eric explained. "It's not okay to treat people like objects or property." He shook his head. "I don't want to abuse you or anyone else."
"Your concerns are all for my sake," said Amber. Her smile softened.
"I've also got some interest in not being an asshole." He shrugged. "So you wanted this role? What made you want to leave home?"
"Shabala isn't a bad place. There is good and bad, but leaving isn't a matter of escape. As for myself, I had a nice life. With our magic, we don't have the sort of needs you have. We don't have money. We take on roles we enjoy. I served as a temple..." She blinked. "Oh no."
"What?"
"This language. Is 'whore' an insult here?"
Eric swallowed. Just like that, all the subtext he didn't want to guess wrongly about became clear and certain. He was suddenly so, so glad they were at a stoplight instead of moving right now. "It...often, yes," he admitted. "There's a lot to unpack with that."
"We are cherished in Shabala," she protested in shock. "My parents were proud of me!"
"We're good. It's not a problem with me, at least. I'm not—don't say it," he winced as she took on that look again even amid her personal offense. "Don't say it again."
"I know you aren't the problem. You are worthy."
"So much for doing whatever I want," Eric sighed.
"I believe I am, master," she said.
The light turned green. Again, his brain flashed right back to John Mulaney memes. "We don't have time to unpack all that, either," he muttered.
Amber folded her arms across her chest, looking out the window again with a frown. "How can that be a shameful thing? We brought joy. My friends envied me. Some wanted me to help them become temple whores, too."
"Yeah, it must lose something in translation. Different worlds. Sometimes this one can be trash. Okay, we're here. We should probably hurry." Eric parked, jumped out of his seat, and immediately came around to open her door and help her out. "Like I said," he warned gently, "we really can't have anyone overhear the 'master' stuff here, okay?"
"As you wish, Eric." She threw him a teasing smile. Any distress seemed to vanish when she could focus on him. "I like your name, too."
It could have stopped his heart. He wasn't sure how she hadn't melted him yet. "Thank you."
"Would it be easier if I kept our conversation private through magic?" she offered. "I can make sure no one will overhear us."
"That's—yes. Wow. Why didn't I think of that? Yes, that's better. Thank you."
She flicked a tiny dash of gold dust up from her fingers. It flew up and split in a line connecting them before vanishing into nothing. "It is done." Amber doubled down on her flirty, teasing look. "Master."
Without conscious thought, Eric took her hand and led her across the parking lot. It caught up with him when they neared the entrance. He and Karen hadn't been big on holding hands, nor had anyone else he dated, and it wasn't habit for him. Yet when he realized what he'd done and looked to Amber to apologize, he saw only a welcome smile. He kept her hand.
They struck an odd sight in the reflection of the glass walls of the store, given that their clothing matched so closely. It was too late to worry about now. "We've got a lot to talk about, obviously. A whole lot," he said as they headed toward housewares. "I'm not entirely comfortable with all this. Everything sounds consensual and happy but I want to make sure no one's taking advantage of you, least of all me."
"But you're not," she blinked.
"You say that, but you're also talking about enchantments and knowing only a little about this world before you're chosen to live here. You talk about being a gift, and around here that's got a lot of bad history." They deftly weaved through several customers in the aisles. "We've also got a saying here: if something sounds too good to be true, it usually is. A beautiful woman showing up and saying she'll do anything for me with magic? A spell that will match you with the perfect mortal? Sounds a little like that, yeah."
"Eric," she asked, "is this world really so full of people who can't be trusted?"
The question stopped him right in front of the racks of pots and pans. He thought about how he came here today, and the rest of his day before he met Amber, and the rest of his life. "Yes. Yes, it is. Some people are good, and some people are okay, and there are just enough terrible people to make the rest of us miserable. It's a thing we all have to deal with." He turned to scan the shelves. "So on the one hand, I'm not gonna take anything for granted."
Amber listened and followed, coming to a stop with him while his eyes searched through the shelves. "But on the other hand?" she asked.
Eric looked up and down, left and right, almost becoming frantic. A couple of the older women in the aisle drifted closer, threatening him with competition for good thrift-store discoveries. He kept looking, and then suddenly thrust both hands into the shelves.
He turned to face his companion with a blue glass bottle with gold filigree in each of his hands and another tucked under one arm. They felt heavier than they should, and they made his hands tremble just like the first bottle had in his apartment. The genie looked back at him in awe.
"On the other hand, I'd be an idiot to leave these sitting here."
* * *
"I see no reason why you can't have three pleasure genies, master. That sensation you feel is the same match and the same bond we have. I want you to have us."
They sat in his apartment once again amid his boxes and things that didn't fit so well into those boxes. The futon in his bedroom was all the seating he had, so they shared it, sitting facing one another with two bottles between them. The third bottle did not seem to react to him at all, so he laid it aside.
He'd deliberately put off all conversation about magic and genies and her powers until now, wanting to make sure they were safely at home and alone before he got distracted. Now he had no such worries. He'd turned off his phone, left it among the boxes in the living room, and sat down with Amber to broach a number of topics.
"Why do you say that?" Eric asked.
"Because my purpose is to provide you with pleasure. And your safety, of course, but those enchantments happen without much thought. My role is to devote my powers and my attention to your desires. You would have all the more if you had two more pleasure genies."
"You're sure these are like you?"



"Yes. I can tell from the bottles. They have obviously matched with you as I have. I can see it in the glow of the gold. These genies want to be released, and they want to serve you, just like me."
"So they're awake in there?"
"Not really," she shook her head. "It's more like a dream. You aren't leaving them in distress if you don't release them right away," she explained, guessing his concerns.
"And the other?" Eric asked, nodding to the third bottle.
"The other..." the genie frowned. "You are worthy, but not matched. I guess you must be incompatible with that one somehow. Perhaps...are you attracted only to women?"
"Uh...yeah," Eric answered slowly. The question turned straight to the other topic he wasn't sure how to navigate. "Yeah, I'm only attracted to women."
"That might be one explanation. That genie might well be a man, or one who is not attracted to men themselves. This one still slumbers in the bottle. I sense a mild reaction, perhaps because the enchantment recognizes your worthiness, but the genie within has not stirred at all to your touch. You cannot open it, nor can I."
"Guess that one is settled, then," said Eric. He looked to the other two, and to Amber. "Still feels too good to be true."
"Do those who use that saying know the truth about magic and genies?" Amber asked patiently. "This is as much for me as it is for you. The magic that binds us brings me as much pleasure as I give you. That magic also assured me of a worthy master. A master that I would come to love. Magic like this cannot be forced upon anyone. It wouldn't work if I didn't willingly agree."
The longer he spoke to her, the more he was taken in by both her beauty and her sincerity. Laying all of this out for him just made his heart pound harder. It made other things harder, too. "You'd come to love me?"
"I already have, Eric." She leaned in closer with her green eyes locked on his. "I know your heart. I knew it when you touched the bottle. I knew you would be good to me, and you're already proving that. Others have tried to claim me in the past. I don't remember when or whom, but I know it has happened, and I refused them. I chose you, master.
"What I didn't know was that you would be handsome or charming even without the bond. I knew I would find you attractive...but I didn't know how much."
"I don't think I'm handsome. Or charming. Not really."
"You are more than I could ever have hoped for." She drew ever closer, so close now that their voices dropped to intimate murmurs. "And you're humble," she grinned playfully. "I like that. But you don't have to be humble for me...master."
He felt her breath on his face. Their eyes both fell shut as they came teasingly close for a kiss. "What else do you know about me?"
"I know that you are weary. I know your heart has been broken for a long time," she said, "and that you have only just made the final break. I know that I will mend it.
"I know that some of your fantasies and things that arouse you also trouble you. I know you could never explore those things with your previous lovers because you knew you couldn't establish enough trust. You and I can trust one another with any intimacy."
Her hand brushed through his hair, bringing his eyes open. "As an example...I know that you want me to call you master. I know that you are excited to learn I am a whore. I am your whore now, master. I want this. So do you."
Their first kiss began with a tentative brush of the lips as first kisses often do. The spark was enough to draw them into further passion as if stepping off a cliff and into a deep fall. Only a heartbeat later, Eric had her in his arms, pulling her closer to him as their mouths and tongues joined. He felt her incredible body up against his and wanted more. He wanted all of it. He knew how badly she wanted to give—or for him to take.
His feelings soared rapidly. He heard and felt her whimper with pleasure as they kissed. He broke off just long enough to breathe, leaning his forehead into hers. "This is too good to be true," he said.
"This is magic. I am a pleasure genie. 'Too good to be true' is exactly what I'm all about...and what you will receive. This is only the beginning."
The kiss resumed. Eric leaned further back, letting her move in to crawl over him. He felt her deftly unbutton his shirt, but he also felt the frame of his futon digging into his lower back. Though his mouth hardly left hers, he managed, "We need a more comfortable bed."
"May I, master?"
"Please."
The wooden corner frame faded away, allowing him to lie back on a far softer and more comfortable cushion. In fact, everything beneath him felt more comfortable. He realized he was on silks, and that he must be on a full bed now. Eric didn't open his eyes right away, still consumed as he was by her kiss and the feeling of her body against his. Eventually, though, she had his shirt open and was trailing kisses down his bared chest. His eyes fluttered open again.
Everything had changed. The bed was bigger than his bedroom—except that his bedroom, too, had grown beyond the size of his apartment and resumed that lush décor from before. He lay in the middle of a vast mattress covered with silks and many pillows, all of it decorated in much the same sort of gold patterning as the bottles. Both of the sealed bottles still lay by his side, though everything else that sat in his bedroom before was now neatly stacked up beside his humble dresser in one corner. He saw candles in wall sconces, tapestries and small tables holding other bottles, glasses and bowls of fruit. Sunlight streamed in through thin white curtains and an open window that no longer carried the sounds of the city outside. Beneath that window were steps to what looked like a large, sunken bath.
His genie had changed, too. She was back to wearing the same sultry, seductive outfit she'd worn when she first appeared, minus the veil. Eric also found his pants, shoes and socks had vanished. He lay under the most beautiful woman he'd ever met, who in turn looked upon him and stroked his chest. She drew herself upward, straddling him at his groin to give him a full view of her body. The glint in her eyes told him that she knew full well how much he liked looking at her, and that she enjoyed his gaze in turn.
"Is there anything else you would like me to do, master?" she taunted. "Or should I follow my instincts?"
"Your instincts are pretty good."
"I like what I feel. I can tell you are a good lover, but I promise you will enjoy this far more than any previous experience," she said, running her hands up and down his chest.
"As long as that goes for both of us," said Eric. "I wish it so."
She quirked one eyebrow, grinning with a new glow. "Oh, I am more than happy to obey."
Her hands kept running over his body, but now he felt something different. He wasn't in bad shape before, but he'd never been quite this lean. "Did you...did you change my body?"
Amber's hips began grinding her crotch over his. Only a couple thin layers of cloth separated her pussy from his hardened shaft. "You did just make a wish for both of us," she replied, her tone conveying the pleasure from her teasing ride. "Am I free to interpret in our mutual interests?"
It felt like she already had. "Absolutely."
"Then let me show my gratitude," she replied. She shifted down almost effortlessly, moving with the sort of grace that only happened in film or in fantasy and never in real life. In one smooth motion, she brought herself to straddle his thighs while bowing her head toward his groin. Her hair spilled out to one side, allowing him to watch as she hooked her fingers under the seam of his boxer briefs and drew them away. The fabric faded into nothingness, just like his opened shirt, leaving him completely nude. Yet he was less surprised by this than by the new length and girth of his cock, and the renewed sensitivity of its skin as he felt her breath and the slight caress of her fingers upon it.
He couldn't believe how good it felt. He also couldn't believe that he had ever fit such a tool inside his boxer briefs without really feeling it strain. Then her lips fell upon his shaft, kissing it at its side and licking from base to head, purging his mind of those little practicalities. She didn't tease him so much as build steadily from that light touch to greater pleasures, warming him up until she brought the head of his cock to her mouth. She sucked in more and more of him, treating him to a long and slow penetration of her mouth until finally her lips came down around the base of his cock, encasing his full flesh with the warm, wet, tight embrace of her throat.
It must have been magic. She couldn't have taken in so much cock, certainly not at that angle, yet he felt himself completely enveloped and not at all bent. She consumed him with pleasure, drawing from his throat a loud moan. Then she drew back from him, giving his shaft a wonderful ripple as her throat and mouth slid backwards until she only held the head of his cock in her mouth, and she, too, moaned in bliss.
The moment repeated itself, again and again, slow and sensuous and completely indulgent. Eric understood what she meant by enjoying the pleasures she gave him. From her breathing and her touch, he had every indication that this felt just as good for her. He felt as if he might come at any second, but instead the long blowjob continued on until he was in an almost hypnotic daze of pleasure.
Amber knew when to draw back without his asking. As good as this felt, he didn't want to come down her throat. Not yet. Not this time. The gleam in her eye told him that she looked forward to the first time he would do exactly that. "You are wonderful, master," she grinned.
Eric sat up, pulling her closer for a kiss. Her breath and her taste were incredible, bearing no hint of the act she'd just performed on him. "I want you," he breathed.
"I am yours for the taking. Forever."
He guided her onto her back, finding it just as easy to pull her top loose as it had been for her to draw away his clothes. He saw her full, exquisite breasts for the first time, and found as his hands roamed that she fully welcomed his touch. Her back arched and she groaned softly to welcome more. Her body responded to his every move. When he pulled away the short, thin skirt around her hips, she sucked in a sharp breath of both approval and anticipation. The sight of her blonde bush only heightened the sense of vulnerability and need.
Eric shifted on his knees to get between her legs. The motion pulled a little on the silk blankets beneath them, causing the other two sealed genie bottles to clink together. He glanced over to them, then back to the beauty underneath him.
"Yes, master," she breathed. "I want you to have them, as you have me."
He lay down over her, propping himself up on his elbows and enjoying the feel of her breasts against his chest and the caress of his cock along her inner thigh. He was so hard and stiff that he wouldn't need a hand to guide him into her. "First things first," he said, looking into her eyes as his cockhead lined up with her welcoming lips and pushed inside.
Her wide eyes and the moan on her breath conveyed blissful, absolute surrender. Her arms came up around his body as he slid into her inch by inch, with her silky wet pussy offering up just enough natural resistance to let them both savor this first penetration. Her legs swept around his hips as if to pull him as deeply into her as possible, though when he pulled back to thrust into her again she didn't hinder him at all.
As with her incredible blowjob, she had him feeling like he was on the edge of orgasm within seconds. It forced him to slow his thrusts and even pause, though she pleaded, "Take me, master."
"I don't want to come too soon," he confessed.
"There is no too soon," she huffed under the joyful strain of being fucked. "We will come over and over. Let yourself go. Take me, master."
He couldn't resist her pleas or doubt her encouragement. Eric's thrusts grew harder and faster. Soon he was fucking her with a vigor well beyond anything he'd ever experienced. His sack slapped against her but never felt sore. Her pussy remained tight and wet under relentless, ecstatic punishment. No more words passed between them until she screamed out her first climax, which in turn put him on a wild ride toward release. Her throbbing cunt gushed around his cock as her spasms pleasured them both, until he began to spurt inside her with the heaviest, longest orgasm he'd ever felt. The sheer volume that he pumped into her went well beyond any prior experience, thrilling him with his newly enhanced potency and prowess. His lover seemed almost out of her mind with pleasure.
The moment abated. Eric slowed his thrusts, while her screams diminished to panting moans and then to a low, smiling purr. As she promised, though, he remained as hard and ready as ever. The wet and messy results of their staggered climaxes only encouraged more.
"This is incredible," he breathed.
"Yes, master. For both of us." The playful grin and gleam in her eye returned. "Enjoy me. This is the pleasure I wish to give you most of all. Whenever you want. However you want."
His eyes flared, both with surprise and irresistible lust. Eric's deeply ingrained common decency and sense of respect warred with his arousal. He couldn't deny the turn-on of having so much control—not when the sexual goddess underneath him so eagerly invited him to take it.
Eric's cock slid in all the way to the base again, joining him completely with her and causing her to writhe in loving surrender.
It was all too good to be true...except that it was meant to be that good.
* * *
Later, Eric lay on his back with his genie laying atop him, indulging him in the most amazing sixty-nine of his life. He'd only had such pleasures a couple of times, finding it difficult with previous girlfriends because of height differences or other uncomfortable factors. Amber, of course, seemed almost built exactly for this. Though her body rested fully on top of his, he found her weight entirely enjoyable. Her thighs lay open across his shoulders, offering up her incredible ass and her perfect cunt to his whims. In yet another display of her magic, Eric tasted none of the heavy loads he'd pumped into her before they took this position. Instead, he found her scent and taste to be simultaneously natural yet as sweet and delicious as honey.
Yet he didn't feel any obligation to reciprocate for the incredible cock sucking devotion she now offered. He learned more through sex than he could have through any conversation—or, at least, he learned many things with a certainty that words alone could not convey.
She wanted to serve him. She thrilled to his touch and absolutely loved the taste of both his flesh and his semen. With their first long, sensuous fuck, Eric understood on a deep and meaningful level that she really was his to fuck and enjoy as he pleased, and she loved him for it.
He also understood that she'd made him far more potent and capable as a lover than he'd ever been. He absolutely dominated her with his newly enhanced cock when he fucked her. He drove her to one orgasm after another, blew his load repeatedly and yet never lost hardness or sensitivity. He now felt the full length of his larger cock all the way from her lips wrapped around its base to the head enveloped by her throat.
Eric's cock was undoubtedly bigger than before he met her, but when he was inside her, he felt even longer and thicker than that—almost obscenely so. Though she barely moved up and down along his body, Eric felt a constant, wonderful up-and-down motion all along his cock buried deep within her throat. Somehow, she even managed to whimper and moan with appreciation.
His hands lazily stroked her sides, her back, her ass and her thighs, but he didn't try much harder than that to please her. Not while she had him on cloud nine like this. Besides, he'd already licked and kissed her pussy to one wet, delicious orgasm. He'd do it again soon enough. For now, he let the reality of his unreal relationship sink in: for all her enthusiastic acceptance of his attention, his new lover clearly enjoyed giving even more than receiving.
His lover. Both words felt more and more natural with every minute. Eric didn't know how anyone could have an experience like this and not find themselves falling hard. Moreover, everything about sex with her—making love, fucking, fooling around, they'd already done all of the above—left him with a possessive feeling like none he'd ever felt in a relationship before.
She moaned again as he considered that. He'd caught the pattern there. She seemed extra aroused whenever he got those possessive sensations. Eric let it roll through his thoughts, sliding his hands along her back to grip her head and push it down on his cock. The full-length suction and pleasure only increased, and soon he found himself shuddering and pumping in a long, body-wracking orgasm that his lover fully shared.
The head of his cock was well past the back of her mouth, but he felt contractions around it as if she was swallowing from deep down inside her throat. It didn't make sense, but he didn't really care. She was magic. She was amazing.
She was his.
She sensed his desire to disengage before he voiced it. Though his cock felt cartoonishly long within her, it was merely impressively large once her lips pulled all the way back from it. "Thank you, master," she purred, rising on her knees and then turning around to give him a good look at her full beauty once more.
"You're not even tired," he observed. "And neither am I. It's gotta be the middle of the night."
"It's still only the early evening outside this room," she corrected. "I can offer us more time when we're in a private setting like this. I didn't think you'd mind me taking that sort of liberty."
"All your liberties have been awesome so far. Why stop now?"
"Because I also like it when you take control. I know you better than you think by now," Amber warned. "Don't think I won't be flipping you shit sometimes, too."
Eric's eyes widened. "Wow, really?" he laughed. "We're there already? That doesn't sound like ancient genie talk to me."
"I told you, your style of language will come to me as time goes on. And I might be an ancient genie, but I'm not a groveling fuck-slave. Well, not unless it turns us on," she winked, but then her tone softened. "I wouldn't have come out of that bottle that was all you wanted. I feel so lucky to be with you...Eric," she added with a reverent whisper.
Eric sat up a bit, gathered her in his arms and kissed her deeply. "Master or not, I'm as much yours as you are mine," he said.
"Yes," Amber nodded, "and no. We will always be master and servant. But that's wonderful, too."
"Will we always be this horny for each other?"
"Always. Some wishes you do not need to speak out loud. Especially those we share."
He let the moment linger, enjoying her adoring, grateful caress before his mind turned to other matters. "Okay, so. These other bottles."
"Yes," she grinned broadly. "One at a time, or both together? I think you should do both."
"Hang on, we were just having a romantic moment here," Eric grinned back. "You sure you want to add in two other genies?"
"Of course!"
"No, I'm serious," he said. "You don't want me all to yourself? You can have that, you know," Eric offered gently. "You deserve that much, at least. Maybe it's master and servant for good, but that doesn't mean I have to take advantage of that. I can be loyal...what?" he asked, seeing the amused, naughty quirk in her grin.
"Master," Amber said, "I know your desires well enough to know that you'd love to have many lovers if you could manage it. I'm a pleasure genie. That sounds like exactly the sort of thing I'm here to make happen."



Eric felt a deep, heavy sensation within his gut again—that sensation he always felt when confronted with some sort of sinful pleasure. "You're sure? Yes, you're sure, I don't even know why I ask."
"It's kind of you to care. It's very sweet," Amber elaborated, her eyes sparkling until she leaned in to kiss his cheek affectionately. "But yes, I'm sure. Very sure, now that I'm actually thinking about it."
"Does this go both ways? For you, too?"
"My first answer is to say no, but in truth I will take to your preferences with pleasure. You are as free to decide my desires as my appearance."
"Wait, what?" Eric blinked.
"I come from a world of constant change," said Amber. "Even I am not entirely the same person from day to day. That's not only about my physical form. It affects my feelings, too. Only the deepest parts of my emotions stay the same over time. This world offers some stability. Continuity. It's one of the biggest reasons so many of us would like to be here. Yet even here, I am far more malleable than you, and it is entirely natural to me.
"We were matched. I know I am safe with you. I am also devoted to you. Don't be afraid to wish changes upon me to suit your desires. I will tell you if they are impossible or if they would harm me somehow. Most likely I will be happy to obey."
"Uh. Yeah. That sounds a little freaky, to be honest," said Eric. "Were kind of attached to our sense of self here. And I'd rather you be yourself and who you want to be than have you change to fit whatever I feel like on a given day. You need to have your own thoughts and feelings. I need you to have that."
"Then don't wish to change me," Amber shrugged. "It's up to you. We come from very different worlds. Our outlook on this is not the same. And I know how well we are matched. Nothing you could want would ever hurt me." She caressed his cheek. "I like you the way you are, but being together will inevitably change us both. I'm looking forward to that, too.
"I want you to have all the pleasure I can give you. It seems like you will more than reciprocate. That's all I could want from you." She paused, looking at him seriously. "And I want you to have and enjoy the two genies in those bottles. They'll make you happy, and you'll make them as happy as you've made me."
With that, it was Eric's turn to feel speechless. Amber slid up against him, kissing him once more. Her hands roamed enticingly along his fit, naked body, reminding him of the unflagging hardness of his cock.
"Guess it's time we meet them, then. Have to explain all this to them, too."
"Wish it so, master, and I can assure you that they'll be all caught up with our conversations when they emerge. No sense having to cover the same ground again."
"Make it so." His voice remained low given the nearness of her lips to his. "Should we get dressed first?"
"Why?" she grinned against his lips, her hand now expertly stroking his cock. "They're your pleasure genies. Like I said, they'll be all caught up. They want to serve you just as I do."
"All the same things apply?" he grinned.
"Easily done. I assume your wishes for my enjoyment apply to them, too?"
"Yes." Eric decided to trust her advice. He brought the bottles close, gave Amber one last glance, and wrenched the stopper out of the first. As smoke and lights emerged, he opened the second. Amber sank into a reassuring and arousing embrace at his back, with one hand fondly reaching down to keep his cock completely erect and ready. "Rule us, master," she urged with a whisper to his ear. She wanted to make the arrival of his other two genies into a moment of pure decadence for him. He couldn't resist.
The light and smoke cleared, revealing two women now kneeling before the bed. Both wore the same sort of scarf-based harem girl outfits that Amber had when she appeared, complete with the veils. The first was tall, and slender yet well-endowed, with perfect, light brown skin and dark hair her hair well past her shoulders. Her appearance gave her the air of being slightly older, but with a beauty that only deepened with age. The second genie also wore her hair long and dark, though her slender figure and paler complexion struck a contrast to the first.
Each bowed, heads coming down almost level with their knees. "Master," said one after the other, "I am bound to your service."
Eric opened his mouth to reassure them that the bowing wasn't necessary, but Amber licked his neck and gave his cock a sensuous stroke. He remembered her words. She didn't change his mind, but the mere suggestion was a turn-on. "You don't need to bow," he said. "Come closer."
Like Amber, they both seemed to pick up on his desires without needing much detail. The pair crawled onto the bed to join him, moving with a deliberate sensuality that he greatly appreciated. The two women settled in close enough to touch, one to his right and the other to his left, but they kept their hands to themselves.
He reached out to take the veil from the younger woman. His breath caught with the same rush of excitement and arousal he felt when he saw Amber's face for the first time. Another private fantasy was fulfilled. Apparently he had porn on the brain tonight. Her arched eyebrows, enigmatic eyes and small, pouty smile were unmistakable. "What's your name?"
"Lyric. I am yours," she said, with just enough of a playful taunt to tell him she knew just how wrong and yet so good the power dynamic felt. As Amber promised, she clearly knew what had transpired before, and spoke as if she'd been part of the conversation all along. "I will love you and serve you as long as you will have me."
"Show him," said Amber. She still had hold of his cock.
Without hesitation, but slow enough to give Eric a good look at her grin, his new genie bent low, bowing her head into his groin to take the offered cock into her mouth. She smoothly enveloped his entire length, slipping further down than she should have been able on such a large tool just like Amber could. Within a breath, Eric felt every bit of his shaft in Lyric's mouth save for Amber's fingers around his cock's base.
He moaned with pleasure and approval. She got to work without pause, sucking him wonderfully and bathing him in warm, wet and skillful sensations. His eyes fluttered, threatening to roll back into his head. Another kiss on the neck from Amber brought him back to just enough lucidity to both enjoy the intense blowjob and yet carry on conversation. He had another genie to welcome.
Even as he turned to remove her veil, he knew she would be another pornstar lookalike. The fabric fell away to reveal exactly the confident Pacific Islander beauty that he expected. "This is more than I hoped for, too," she said. Her breath was heavy with anticipation and emotion, but she held her cool in a way that made her that much sexier. "My name is Eve. I'm older than these two. You are not my first master in this world. Nothing Amber has said is wrong, but I can tell you more. Our feelings and our loyalty are part of the magic, but they are also real. The magic that matches and bonds us only hastens the inevitable, and the natural. You wouldn't have been able to release us if we wouldn't feel this way."
Her hands reached up unbidden to caress his arms and shoulders. "You may also feel better to know that we were all chosen to become genies because of our natural desires. It's like a kink, but deeper." Eve paused, glancing down at the head bobbing up and down on Eric's cock. Her eyes sparkled with approval. "I will love you and serve you as long as you will have me, master," she said to echo her fellow pleasure genie.
It was all music to his ears. Even now, the hard knocks of his life and all he'd seen rolled around in the back of his sex-clouded mind. Words fell out of his mouth, though halted and shaken by the mouth around his dick. "If you're more experienced...is there a catch?"
"Catch?" asked Eve, her tones low and seductive. "There's no catch. No price to be paid. No dark side to this. We may find that having three pleasure genies multiplies the power at your disposal. It may increase your appetites that much more.
"Fortunately, we're here to provide."
The warm, lustful mouth servicing his cock never let up on him. The rest of Eric's concerns drifted away from him under the devotion of his three genies—with his possessive feelings growing stronger with every sentence he heard, every stroke of his skin and every bob of this head. "No jealousies?"
"None, master. Quite the opposite." Eve's confidence never waned. "We will enjoy proving that over and over."
Eric soaked up their attention for a minute more, saying nothing. He ran one hand through Lyric's hair as she lavished attention on his cock, and then he balled up her hair firmly enough that it wouldn't really hurt her as he gently tugged her away. Using his grip on her hair, he pulled her over to lay on the bed beside him, and caught exactly the aroused, naughty look he'd hoped for.
"Lyric," he said softly. He let go of her hair to move into position over her.
"Yes, master," she smiled, laying on her back. The hands of his other genies moved from his body to hers, pulling away the scarves that obstructed his view of her small, pert breasts and her pussy, complete with the sort of thick but well-groomed landing strip he liked best. Lyric spread her legs for him shamelessly, watching with eager eyes as Eric took up his spot.
Lyric let out a breath of appreciation as he lay his thick cock along her bush and then gyrated to move it down, brushing its head against her wet cunt. She was more than ready for him. Eric's other two genies settled in on either side to watch. He was fully aware of their presence, but his eyes were locked with Lyric's. He pushed in slowly at first, causing the first real break in her sultry composure.
Her eyes rolled back. "Oh fuck master," she grunted out as his head pushed through. Eric stopped and grinned, thinking at first that she was just overacting but then realizing the truth of it all. Amber had enhanced him already, but as Eve said, they were chosen for just this sort of turn-on. Lyric's reactions were entirely natural. "Take me," she whined when he was only a couple of inches in. "Fuck your whore genie, master. Make me yours."
Eric couldn't resist. He took gentle, loving hold of her shoulders and then speared her with his cock. Lyric let out a cry as he rammed inside of her, treating himself to another warm, wet and tight envelopment of his full girth. She felt tighter than Amber, just as slick but offering firmer resistance, or maybe that was just her clamping down on him. Regardless, once he bottomed out, he pulled back and then slid home again. Once more, Lyric voiced her enthusiastic approval.
The romantic feelings running through Eric didn't match the possessive fucking that followed. He already adored her, wanted to make her happy and longed for deep emotional intimacy, but he also knew the best way to start was with this. Eric kept himself partially upright as he and his other two women watched her take it for a long bout. Her breath grew heavy and her eyes fluttered as if overwhelmed by the ordeal of it all, but she was clearly in heaven.
So was he.
Eric lay down over her, holding his own weight by his elbows while embracing her. His cock pistoned in and out of her. His lips smothered hers with a kiss that she welcomed, though it set off her first orgasm and left her moaning into his mouth. Eric slowed his fucking to enjoy the wet, pulsating ride she offered his cock as she came. Once her spasms abated, he picked up his pace again.
Her thin thighs hugged his hips. Her arms came around his sides so she could clutch at his back. Her grunts were music to his ears. Before long, he knew she was close again. So was he.
"Tell me again," he hissed into her ear.
"Fuck your whore genie, master," she pleaded. "I'm yours. I love it!"
"Say my name," he grunted.
"Unf! Eric!" she sang out with pleasure. "Eric."
He grinned, his cheek against hers. His cock kept driving into her. "Say my other name."
He felt her shudder as she sobbed, "Master!"
They went over the edge together. Eric thrust in deeply and stayed there. His cock unleashed a torrent of cum that bathed her insides while she melted down all over again. Lyric's whole body was wracked with waves of pleasure while his cock continued to pump and pump more than ever. Eric, too, shook with ecstasy.
When he could lift his head once more, he saw Lyric's gaze on him. The natural arc of her eyebrows and crook of her lips still gave her a seductive look, but he saw vulnerability there, too. Her submission was complete. She was utterly his. Lyric gazed up at him with sparkling eyes. "I love this," she said. "Own me with this cock."
Eric grinned lovingly. "Is that all you want?" He leaned his head in and kissed her gently, softly, drawing from her a new whimper with a very different note.
"That, too," she admitted with a shaking voice. "I just...I want this. I want all of this. Someone I can be the bad girl for, but who will still...I've dreamed of this for so long. It's going to be so fun and so good for all of us, master."
Her words prompted him to look up. Amber lounged beside him, naked and beautiful and completely content to watch him fuck someone else. To his other side, a third gorgeous woman patiently waited her turn. Like Amber, she seemed to greatly enjoy the show.
The mere thought of that turned him on. He couldn't deny it.
"Take her," Lyric urged with a whisper. Eric bestowed another kiss on her, deeper than the last. When he dislodged himself from her tight cunt, she groaned with pleasure and rolled over to her side...where Amber welcomed her with a soothing caress.
Eric half-expected that, but seeing it still surprised him. "We're aligning with your desires, master," said Eve, reading his thoughts. "You wish us to live in harmony. As I said, there will be no jealousy. You will see quite the opposite."
They knelt on the wide bed facing one another. His hands took hers, with one of them sliding up her arm and then the back of her neck. He saw and heard her breath deepen. For all her confidence, he had an obvious effect upon her. "Eve, was it?" he asked.
"Yes," she nodded. "I like hearing that name from your lips."
He guided her down to lay on her back. Something in her eyes told him she was well beyond foreplay already. It was almost a relief, given how turned on he still was from his bout with Lyric. Eve slipped one leg around his hips, spreading herself in what would have been a lewd pose were it not for the reverence in her eyes as he moved in. "I want you naked," he said as he hooked two fingers under the clasp of her top. It slipped free without the slightest resistance, just as he'd hoped, revealing her incredible breasts. Eve tugged on the knot that kept the sash tied around her waist and swept the fabric away, leaving her nude before him.
They both feasted on the sight of one another's bodies. Eric wanted to explore every inch of her with his hands and his mouth, but he had a more pressing need to satisfy for both of them. His cock, seeming massive with the gravity of the moment, loomed over her pussy for just another second. He shifted his hips and brought its head against the wet lips between her thighs. A loud gasp of pleasure and relief escaped Eve as he invaded and claimed her.
Overwhelmed with pleasure once again at yet another slick and welcoming embrace of his cock, Eric let out a shudder that Eve shared. Yet as he thrust into her, he found that he didn't lose himself to animal passion as he had with Lyric or Amber. A different sort of passion filled him as he remained upright, fucking Eve while looking down at her and unable to tear his eyes from her beauty. Eve seemed to share that instinct. Her hands touched his arms and reached for his chest, while her legs stayed up in the air to remain spread for him.
He saw deep emotion in her eyes. This was different for her than it was for the other two. It seemed just as intense, but the experience they gave one another was simply not the same. Eric felt not only loved and wanted, but powerful. When Eve came, she let out another cry of relief and ecstasy, but it seemed as if she'd been freed from something. He saw tears escape her eyes. When he leaned in to kiss her, she received him gratefully and joyously.
"Fill me, master," she whispered. "Please."
That made it Eric's turn to let out a loud noise. He was already on the edge, and the trembling spasms of the gorgeous woman underneath him pushed him the rest of the way over. Eric slammed his hips forward against her, pounding her while his cock burst again and again with thick fluid. She shivered in pleasure in time with each pump of cum. Before his climax abated, he leaned forward into her embrace. He kept coming as she hugged him tightly and accepted him within herself.
"Oh my God," he groaned with his face almost buried in the pillow. "That was incredible."
"Yes, you are," Eve replied with a sultry grin and a kiss against his neck.
He realized he hadn't kissed her yet. Eric rallied just enough to rise up on his elbows and then his hands, only to find Eve's fingers on his chin as she kissed him. His spirits soared.
His body, however, remained fatigued. "Thank you," he huffed.
"Thank you, master," Eve smiled. "For claiming me. I am yours."
"That's good, because I think I'm spent."
"Wish it so, and you will have all of your energy back, master," said Eve. "However, if you wish..."
One leg hooked under his while the other slipped away to brace her against the bed. She pushed on one of his shoulders and pulled on the other. Eric found himself twisted around until he lay on his back against the silken sheets and pillows, with Eve still gloriously impaled on his cock. He would have suspected magic, but all he could really think was that it still felt so fucking good to be buried inside her.
He looked up at the beautiful woman now straddling him. His other two genies slipped around his either side. Amber drew him in for a brief kiss on the lips, while Lyric stroked and then trailed her lips down his chest. Eve pleasured him with a slow grind. His arms slipped around the women at his sides while he looked up at Eve.
"Your heart is weary, master," said Eve. "It has been broken, and we will mend it. But you carry so much on your shoulders. You have had to be so strong for so long." The genie shuddered briefly as she rode him, but her eyes remained half-open as if she were putting herself into some sexual trance that he, too, would soon fall under. "You can set it all down now. You don't have to be strong with us, master. We will take care of you. We're here to serve you."
"Relax," whispered Amber against his ear. "Lie still and enjoy."
"We'll take care of you," agreed Lyric. "When you're ready, we'll talk. But for now, just lie back...and let us serve."
* * *
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"This is gonna take some getting used to," said Eric. He laid back on a vast bed of silks in a palatial bedroom. His body felt beyond relaxed after hours of fucking and soul-deep release with his new lovers—all three of them still nude, each a woman straight out of his fantasies.
Amber knelt on his left, the athletic, tanned, and well-endowed epitome of California blonde knock-out and the one to kick off this wild turn of his life. Eve sat between his thighs, a tall and statuesque Pacific Islander goddess with long dark hair and luscious curves, fondly stroking his cock just because she could. On his right, Lyric lay beside him, dark-haired and light of complexion, younger of image and slender compared to the others but with an endless naughty sex appeal that could stop his heart.
They were all naked, all of them intimately familiar and connected to him now, apparently for life...and each of them thrilled about it. When he woke up this morning, he was twenty-eight, newly single, and heartbroken. When he left work, he faced unemployment. Now he had three genie lovers. "A lot of getting used to," he sighed.
"I think we'll all enjoy the process," said Eve. "It's easier to adjust to joy than loss."
"I don't even know where to begin," said Eric.
"Assuming all the sex doesn't count?" Lyric teased. Her sultry grin challenged him with even more sex.
"This world is apparently much more deceptive and manipulative than I expected," said Amber. She rolled her eyes, favoring Lyric with a look of solidarity. "He's still waiting for a hidden price or a karmic backlash."
"Yeah. We're all caught up with everything you and Amber talked about," Lyric reminded Eric. She shrugged. "Begin wherever you feel like."
"It starts with..." Eric began, and then stopped. His eyes roamed their faces, their bodies, and their surroundings. The room shouldn't have existed spatially, to say nothing of its sumptuous décor. His body had been enhanced by Amber's magic, making him fitter, leaner, and far more sexually potent. He'd been casually confident in his body to begin with, but the tool Eve stroked in a slow, fond rhythm was as porn-worthy as they were and performed even better. She caught his eye and ceased her service to let him think, though her touch didn't leave. Nor did her patient affection, or Lyric's, or Amber's.
"I guess it starts with the three of you," he decided. "I mean, there's all the magic and the bonds, and that's a lot to understand. But you and our relationships and your feelings come first. I've only ever dated one person at a time. This morning I was single, and now poof, magic happens and all three of you are..."
"In love with you," Eve finished. "Yes."
"We are," Lyric agreed. "All three of us."
"It is magic, yes. It's a magic that makes a match. The emotions are real," said Eve. "You may embrace them, Eric. We have."
"I believe you," he said. "I see it in the way you look at me and the way you talk to me. It's amazing. I want this," he admitted. "Love at first sight is a nice fantasy. We're a little beyond that. Even if you know all you need through magic, I don't have that same sense. Is it love if I don't really know you? I don't feel like that's something I can just wish for."
"Do you feel it anyway?" Amber asked him, grinning. "Do you feel the way you should at the start? Do you want more?"
"Yeah," he had to admit. Every minute he'd been with her, he liked her more, even when she was fully dressed and bewildered by his car and the city. With Lyric and Eve, things skipped straight to sex and bonds and indulgence, but he felt it with them, too. "I've been mistaken about that before. I've rushed in before. And I don't want to hurt any of you, or get hurt."
"You won't," said Eve. "Feel however you feel. We understand. We still feel the same."
"I don't know how to make sure you each get what you deserve out of me. Does that make sense? Even if there's no jealousy, each of you deserves all of me. That's how it's supposed to work, isn't it?" Eric let out a mild, bitter laugh. "My ex talked about becoming polyamorous. I'm not against it in theory but I don't know anything about how to handle that. I never even considered it before she brought it up, and by then she was already cheating on me and I dumped her."
"We hadn't talked about her yet," said Amber.
"I think I already kind of hate her," Lyric laughed.
"I don't really want to talk about her at all," Eric muttered. "Going on about your ex is probably the least romantic thing in the world. I'd rather forget about her. The point is, I don't want to do wrong by any of you. Ever. You deserve better than that."
"And we have found better," Eve replied. Her hand roamed over his groin. She leaned in, her smile confident and breathtaking. "Eric, we share in all the pleasures we give you. That's part of the magic that binds us. You don't need to work at this relationship as you would with a normal mortal love. We aren't normal mortals. We enjoy this as much as you do.
"In fact, if you're worried about balancing your relationships with us, perhaps the best thing you can do is leave that to us. Relax and enjoy us, and we will work out the balance. We are lovers and servants. Let us be both."
"That sounds..."
"Too good to be true?" teased Lyric. She threw a wink at Amber. "I was listening." Then she moved close to kiss him sensuously on the neck. "Too good to be true is our role."
Amber bent over to claim a kiss from his mouth. "I told you before, if you want to change us or our relationship, all you have to do is wish it. Whatever changes you want, I guarantee we're used to faster and bigger changes. We're here to please you."
"That's way too easy," said Eric. "I can't just change your feelings with a wish."
"Perhaps not," said Eve. "But you might be surprised how open we are to a new approach, and to your influence. Try it, if you like."
"How can you say that? How do you know you'll like what I want? What about what you want?"
"Then run it by us first," Lyric suggested. "But be honest about what you want. Completely honest," she pressed—again, with a tone that would have had him rock hard if he wasn't already.
"We've enjoyed everything so far, Master," said Eve. "Serving you is our pleasure. Use us."
"I already am," he admitted.
"And aren't we enjoying it?" asked Amber.
"No, it's... I wish I could..." He noted three pairs of interested eyes. "That's another thing we need to talk about. I want to understand how wishing works. But that's less important than our relationship."
"What do you wish, Master?" Eve asked him softly.
All of the relaxation and comfort gave way to tense nerves and dread. He had to face this. Sooner or later, they'd have to find out. Wishing it away wasn't honest, and he didn't want to build these relationships on dishonesty. "I've gotta come clean about something. Maybe it's not a big deal, but I wish I could show you who you look like and why it matters."
The genies glanced to one another, intrigued and amused but not yet doing anything to make it happen. "That's a little too abstract, maybe?" suggested Amber. "Could you be more explicit?"
"If I wish for a big flatscreen television hooked up to the internet, can you make that happen? You don't know what that is yet, do you?"
Grinning, Amber rubbed the fingers of one hand together to conjure up golden glitter, which she flung up to her side. A flatscreen television appeared on the bed, upright but wobbly on the rumpled silk sheets. "Oh," she laughed, and then raised it into the air with only another flick of her fingers. It floated there, winking on to Google's home page. "Wow, that's neat."
"How did you... wait, how does that work?" Eric blinked. "Did you read my mind?"
"We are learning your language as you speak it," said Eve. "You don't have to explain every little thing. We don't need much familiarity with something in order to grant it as a wish."
"The magic brings it all together," Lyric whispered against his neck, practically kissing him with every word. "What matters is your desire for it."
"That's crazy," he breathed.
"That is genie magic," Eve replied knowingly. She winked at him when he looked back. "I'm familiar with that reaction." It reminded him of her earlier comments. Unlike Amber and Lyric, Eve had served another master before Eric. Her grin welcomed anything and everything, but she kept him on track with a gentle nod toward the flatscreen. "What did you want to show us?"
"Right. Is there a keyboard, or...? Wait, no. Magic." He took another breath, needing to steel himself despite three naked lovers all draped around him. "I wish to see Naughty America. Three split screens. Show us... your inspirations," he decided. "I wish to see assorted appearances."
They appeared in side by side screens: Amber, Eve, and Lyric, though not them at all. Images and video clips flashed by.
Eve stood between two men in a silken Asian robe. The men groped and stripped her into a state of submissive arousal. She sank to her knees and alternated between stroking one man's cock and sucking the other.
Lyric wore only a short skirt and a t-shirt in a darkened hallway of small doors. She looked at the camera with a smirk before she opened a door at random. Inside, she found a man sitting on a stool in a booth, jerking off to a porn video. His shock evaporated when she dropped her skirt and mounted him.
Amber was already half-undressed and fucking in an office scene when the screen found her, skirt hiked up to expose her stockings and her ass getting railed by a co-worker. The door opened with another woman looking on in shock, but that shock turned to temptation when "Amber" beckoned to her to close the door and join them.
Each scene blinked into another. The audience watched in silence. Eric swallowed hard. "This is porn," he explained. "There are all kinds of porn for all kinds of audiences, but this is the mainstream, and the mainstream caters to men. It's a big business, but this society is sexist and prudish, so most people who watch it don't admit to it. The performers aren't respected like they should be. Some of it is degrading and even when it isn't, it's still objectifying, and it's..."
"It's wonderful!" said Amber.
"Tell me she is famous and successful," Eve said amid her rapture.
"Wait, what?" Eric blinked. "I mean, yeah? As this business goes, definitely. You...they all are."
"Why would you think we would have a problem with this?" asked Lyric.
"Okay, Amber doesn't totally surprise me, but..."
"We were all temple whores, Master," she laughed. "Where we come from, that's a good thing. You fucked all three of us already. You know we love it. You know we want more."
"This is made for men? Women don't enjoy this?" Amber asked in disbelief. "Really? These women seem to!"
"Okay, I assume they like their work or they'd do something else, but maybe not quite as much as it looks. They're acting," he began.
"We aren't, Master," Eve assured him. "Not with you."
He took a deep breath to collect his thoughts. "Can we turn it off?" he asked. When it winked out and the genies turned to him, he explained, "Those women chose that profession. They look that way naturally. You look like them because I wanted it. I don't know them as people, either. I only know their images and the roles they've played. Even if I didn't ask for that intentionally, it's... do you see the problems there?"
"Yes," said Eve. "If we were mortal women from this world, yes."
"I shouldn't be able to dictate who you are," said Eric.
"You haven't," said Lyric. "I see the magic that matched us working as it was designed. This fits exactly the kind of servant I want to be. It's chosen for you and for us."
Eric looked at her unable to form words until she kissed away his shock. He turned to Amber, who rolled over again to face him with that sexy, confident grin that so charmed him from those videos. "You knew I'd love it," she told him, and kissed him deeply.
He looked back to Eve, but she was already on her hands and knees again between his legs. Her mouth descended on his cock. She stared up at him with dark, devoted eyes, sucking him down with skill that stole his breath. "I think you can see how Eve feels about it," said Amber.
"Open up your desires," Lyric whispered in his ear as Eve set his nerves alight and Amber ran her hands and lips up and down his naked body. "This isn't a test. It doesn't have to be about this world and what anyone else thinks or respects. This is about what you wish for, Eric. We want this."
"Oh god," Eric groaned. It was hard to do much while receiving such an unreal blowjob. Once again, his already large tool felt even bigger inside one of his lovers. Eve stared back with eyes that were just as likely to be direct and conscious as they were to be utterly mesmerized. He couldn't tell. He felt both ways at once himself. "I want... I want this to be as good for you as it is for me," he breathed.
"It is, Master," Amber assured him amid kisses and caresses.
"No, I mean... I wish I could..." He swallowed hard. Amber and Lyric perked up with attention. Eve kept sucking him reverently. He loved her for it. He loved all of them for this. "Damn. I wish I could articulate what I want."
Catching a nod of assent from Amber, Lyric grinned and crouched over him. Silver and gleaming black glitter fell from her lips as they descended on his for a deep, lengthy kiss...and then he could speak.
"I don't ever want to hurt you. I want you to feel free to object to anything you don't want or don't like. I want you to be comfortable telling me what you want, and I want you free to enjoy yourselves," he began, honestly and heartfelt enough... and then the wish unleashed the rest.
"I want you to feel physical, sexual pleasure when you show off your bodies to me and when you serve me. I want harmony and easy arousal between us. I want you to get off easily and often with me and I want you to come whenever I come, too. I want you to love sharing me, I want you to desire and enjoy each other like I do, and I want my stamina and my sex drive to rise to satisfy all of us.
"However good I feel to you now, I want to feel even better. I want my cock and my cum to feel and taste irresistibly good. I want sex with me to feel so good it's an even stronger bond than any magical obligation of service." He took a breath. "I want a safe, loving, respectful relationship for all of us, and I also want you to love being my servants and whores. I want that part more than I'm willing to admit and I fucking love it when you call me master."
He stopped. So did Lyric and Amber...though not Eve. "Mmmh," she moaned around his cock. Her tone of consent was impossible to misinterpret.
"Oh god, did I just say all of that?" Eric blinked.
"Yes," Lyric answered, and then gave her consent with an arched eyebrow and a grin. "Please, master. I want this."
Amber looked down at him with dazzled eyes. "I want all of that, too," she breathed.
Another long pull of Eve's mouth along his cock threatened to steal his breath, but his wish let him speak the rest: "Then make it so. I wish it."
That glittery effect of their magic swirled all around him: gold from Amber, shiny black and silver from Lyric, and from Eve, a deep purple spreading from her fingers as she dragged them down his naked hips and enveloped his cock with another long, deep kiss.
Eric groaned with the intensity of such pleasure, but not as much as Eve. "Mmmhh!" she whined and moaned, but kept slowly fucking him with her mouth. If she wasn't mesmerized before, she was now. It didn't affect her technique, but Eric had the satisfaction of seeing just how much she loved performing her service.
"Master," Lyric all but whined. New arousals had her overwhelmed, too. "Master, can I... can we...?" Her eyes flicked to Amber with wonder. He saw much the same intense arousal on his other lover's face as she looked back.
"Always," said Eric.
They kissed passionately over him, hands reaching for one another's arms and necks and breasts. The sight would've stolen his breath if Eve wasn't already doing that over and over again with every slide back and forth on his cock. Both beauties were so close, their thighs up against him at his either side. Though Eve's service consumed most of his sensory attention, Eric slid one hand up Amber's leg and the other along Lyric's until his fingers came to hot, damp lips. His touch lightly swirled and drew out new panting from the lovers. A new wish occurred to him: "I wish I was an expert touch with this."
His fingers probed inside wet cunts to either side of him. The glittering light of magic reflected against each lover's thighs, but he lost it amid more whimpers and kissing overhead. Eric fucked them both with his fingers to encourage the show.
"Mmmh!" Eve moaned again. She had Eric about ready to come, and sounded like she'd do the same. That broke the kiss between Lyric and Amber. They parted, both of them reaching down to encourage and welcome Eric's hands, but their eyes turned to the third genie with whispers of "yes" and more encouragement.
Approaching release overwhelmed Eric's body, but the others seemed to feel it, too. When his cock finally let go, he heard a chorus of satisfaction from Lyric and Amber. Eve drank him down greedily, never missing a drop of a long orgasm made longer by her savoring mouth. Muscles all across his groin and waist spasmed to deliver his climax, leaving him almost helpless until the rush tapered off.
Eve took her time in releasing him. "Master, thank you," she breathed, eventually sliding away with the glow of satisfaction and wonder. She responded to his beckoning finger, relinquishing her spot between his legs with a smile.
"Amber," he murmured. She and Lyric shared a grin. Amber straddled his hips, taking his slick yet still hard cock in one hand to tease herself. Lyric sank in at one side, Eve laid against the other, and Amber sank down on his shaft for a new round of shared bliss.
"We're going to be at this for a while," Eric whispered to Lyric.
"I know," she said. "I'm happy to wait my turn. Very happy."
* * *
"What time is it?" Eric wondered. "Like, real time? In the real world?"
"It's a little past one in the morning," said the lover beneath him. The brief shimmer of black and silver in Lyric's eyes explained how she knew that with such accuracy.
"No way," Eric breathed. The delicious grip of Lyric's pussy all around his magically tireless cock more than justified losing track of time. He knew it had been hours. The sun had still been up when he and Amber came home with the other bottles, and their magic had given them far more time together in this room than had passed in the world outside. "That long? Amber gave us more time, but..."
"We all did, master," confessed the woman at his side. Eve laid underneath Amber, letting the blonde make love to her with all the worshipful dedication they'd both given Eric. Eve looked entirely natural as an icon of sexual worship. "We all slowed time here. You clearly wanted it."



"Thank you for that," Amber murmured. It wasn't clear if she meant Eric or Eve.
"Huh. So you're anticipating my wishes?" Eric grinned, slowly driving into Lyric again. He'd just gotten off in her, releasing Lyric's own orgasm. They didn't need more yet. It just felt good. "That's allowed?"
"If you allow it," said Eve. "You don't always have to say, 'I wish,' either...though that adds an emphasis. We also have a different perspective on time, and you will find we will always want more of this. Endless sensual pleasure is exactly our role, and all the more after that wonderful wish you made for us all." Her lips spread with a sexy, smug grin. "And you told us to enjoy ourselves."
"I did," he conceded. Lyric groaned softly in his ear, but it was a groan of satisfaction rather than a plea for more. He was ready to come up for air...and more. "Is that why I haven't gotten tired or hungry yet?"
"Yes," said Amber, rising up on Eve in her own glory while smiling at him. "You didn't make any wishes, but you also didn't want to be interrupted."
"Neither did I," confessed the lover beneath him.
"Good call on that." Eric kissed her before pushing himself up and rolling over. "You don't have to stop if you don't want."
"We're still somewhat synched up together with you," said Eve. "I feel that need for a break, too. It's an effect of release from our bottles. We'll all process and feel at our own paces soon enough. Harmony doesn't make us emotionally identical."
"That's good," he chuckled. "I think coming up for air would be nice. Talking would be good. And yeah. Now that I think about it, I'm hungry. Is food an easy trick or is it harder than all of this?" he asked, gesturing at the broad bedroom.
"Even this is only a temporary space until you decide what you want," said Amber. "Do you have anything in mind?"
He glanced around at the marble walls and bright light from seemingly nowhere. The bed was big enough to accommodate four times as many as it did currently. Across the open space was the door to the rest of his tiny, ordinary, not even unpacked apartment. "I don't know if I'm ready for all that right now. But it's not like my living room is roomy and I don't have much in the refrigerator."
"Allow me." Eve casually flung a stream of purple glitter to the doorway. Beyond, the far wall spread back and took on that same look of marble. He saw the shimmer of firelight against the walls. Even the plain carpet was gone, replaced by a lush pattern on steps leading out to the new chambers.
"Wow," said Eric. He rolled over from Lyric and meant to crawl the rest of the way off the huge bed, but his legs came over the side. The change shocked him. He'd been at the center. Eric turned back to find the bed shrunk to a more reasonable California king-size, along with the three lounging women looking back at him. "Okay. That was neat."
"You're welcome," Lyric replied.
"But this is another, um... a little clothing might keep us from getting distracted? We really should talk. Maybe pants for me, at least, and...?" He stopped when the faint swirl of Amber's golden glitter around his waist left him in loose, soft pants he'd be perfectly comfortable sleeping in. Lyric, Eve, and Amber followed, each of them dressed once again in outfits somewhere between "harem girl" and "Slave Leia," made to welcome a lustful gaze.
Lyric passed him by with a stroke of his chin and a light kiss on his lips. His eyes followed her sheer, see-through pants showing off her tight, perfect bubble butt that could give him a heart attack. Eve sauntered into his vision with her tall and dusky curves. Her sash covered only half of her ass with obvious invitations to pull back the rest. A single glance over her shoulder had his heart wrapped around her finger.
Amber came last, taking his hand. He looked down at her body, framed in a dangerously tiny silk skirt and a bikini top to match. Though he caught himself before things came to gawking, her smile assured him that was her intent. "You made some specific wishes," she reminded with a grin and a kiss.
"You're not feeling left out, are you?" he asked. "I'm giving them a lot of attention."
"Keep doing that. I had more time with you from the start, and I want to share you. We're already settling into a nice dynamic. I won't feel left out. If you focus on one, I have more time to bond with the other, and they with you. This is wonderful. And haven't neglected me."
The stairway didn't go far, but the room had indeed expanded to another sumptuous chamber. Braziers and candles in wall sconces lit up an area of silk drapes, love seats, cushions big enough to sink into, and pillows everywhere. At the center, a curved and candle-lit table held a spread of food ranging from fruit to lobster tails.
"Uh...wow. This is real?"
"Yes."
He stared. "I have so many questions."
"Some of this food is new to me. You weren't sure what you wanted, but everyone has their favorites. Magic doesn't often make choices for you. Food is fundamental enough to be an exception. It's also enough of a pleasure to allow for the broadest range of our powers."
Eric grinned with intrigue and amusement, joining her and Lyric at the table. "I love how you casually make everything sound epic. You're relaxed and everything you say and do still has this stunning quality."
"You will love much more about me, master." Eve curled her fingers around his neck and kissed him deeply. A tremor in her skin and her breath mirrored the shiver she sent through him. "Much more about all of us."
"You're so hot," Lyric murmured beside them.
"So are you. I look forward to much more of us, too. And you, Amber," Eve told her. She flicked her eyes back to Eric. "Your wish was an incredible gift to all of us. Genies like us are brought into your world knowing they will find a lover. You have given each of us three."
"It's as simple as a wish?" asked Eric. "I can just wish for people to fall in love?"
"No," said Eve. "In fact, we cannot make anyone fall in love at all. That is one of our limitations. Your wish fills something of an exception because as genies we are more welcoming to change and we are easily influenced by your desires. Even then, your wish would not have gone so far without a natural attraction on our part. Our emotions and desires wouldn't run as deep if they weren't genuine."
"I'm not used to anyone skipping straight to love like this," said Eric. "Attraction and crushes, sure, but love is generally a bigger deal. Is that different for genies?"
"No, it's not," said Amber. "The rush surprises me, but my feelings say Eve is right."
"Same," said Lyric.
"It's the result of experience," said Eve. "I've had more time in this world, and I'm much more practiced with our magic. You were taught what to expect when you were chosen to come here, but you haven't had a chance to explore our limitations and our potential. If our feelings are rushed, it is because they are certain. As are yours," she added, smiling at Eric.
He had enough experience to know he should take his time with his feelings, but he also knew what falling in love felt like. Hell, Eric felt ever more certain his doubts were just due diligence and obligation after previous heartbreak before this. "So, do genies eat?" Eric grinned.
"Unless you wish otherwise," said Eve.
"Please don't wish that," Lyric spoke up.
"Don't you dare," said Amber at the same time.
Eric laughed. They said it as a joke, but he also knew they meant it. "Okay, hearing you say no to something makes me feel better about how much you say yes."
* * *
"I was an enthusiastic servant at the temple," said Lyric. She reclined to one side in one of the big sinking cushions, her empty plate discarded for a glass of wine. She spoke without shame, but her grin carried a little self-deprecating humor. "Everyone was a volunteer and nobody was pressured, but I couldn't get enough. I wanted to get fucked. I wanted it intense. Even rough. As long as my partner unleashed their desires, I wanted it. The elders saw something in that, I guess. I wanted to be chosen, but I never aspired to it. Never even thought I'd be in the running, so I didn't dwell on it."
"Do you still want that?" Eric asked. Like Amber and Eve, he laid on another such cushion, all arranged closely together for conversation. For the first time, he felt a genuine note of doubt beyond the ordinary disbelief. "I don't know that being rough has ever been a kink for me."
"You have your own intensity," Lyric smiled. "I like lots of different things. I like being soft and romantic, too. But I can feel your urges, and you started letting them go earlier. I want more of that. I know you want to possess me," she taunted. "And I want that, too."
He felt exactly that urge stir within, but he wanted to continue the conversation, too. Apparently all three of the genies noted his conflict. Lyric and Amber both grinned. Eve raised her wine glass to her lips and said, "Your wishes were perfectly clear, master."
"Yeah. Yeah, they were," he conceded. He loved it, too.
"I certainly aspired," said Amber. "Everyone said I had to be clear about what I wanted if I was ever to be chosen. I was tested and interviewed over and over. You must be special if they chose you without your knowledge."
"Oh, once I knew it might happen, I did all I could," said Lyric. She turned her seductive smile on Amber. "You must be special, too, if you were competing from the start. Everyone would've seen you as a rival, but you still made it through."
"What sort of tests were they?" asked Eric. "How was this competitive?"
"Some of the tests were magical, and the rest was questioning and conversation," said Lyric. "We don't hold a race or wrestle for it...although I think the genies devoted to protection do that sort of thing."
"Mostly they look for honesty and a selfless nature," said Amber. "Many genies want to come here, but a genie has to be bound to a mortal to be in this world. The elders want to know we'll be loyal and true. Otherwise, our magic could cause chaos. The best way to guard against that is to make sure the mortal is worthy, and to make sure the genie will be happy to devote themselves to that mortal. A bad match would be dangerous. It's also a waste of limited space."
"We have plenty of incentives to be here," said Eve. "It's not just the comfortable consistency of this world, although that's important. We enjoy using our powers, too." Eve gestured to their plush surroundings and the spread on the table. "We enjoy these luxuries along with you. We'll have suggestions. We'll have our own wants. But in a good match, a genie takes joy in granting mortal wishes, too. It's the joy of giving a gift to someone you love, only for us it is even more rewarding."
"You had someone else before me," Eric noted. With all the talk of love and bonds, he assumed this could be a sensitive topic. "Do you feel okay talking about that? If it's too soon or too close, I don't want to push."
Her smile was equally warm and sad. "Thank you, Eric. I had no doubt you would be good to us, but your gentleness still means much. I loved him deeply, and his loss wounded me... and I have had long enough to mourn. More than long enough. The chance to move on with all of you is more freeing than I can say. I hope that isn't wrong of me."
"There are no rules for processing grief and there's no right or wrong," Eric said softly. "Don't hold anything against yourself."
Eve's expression turned distant for a moment, that purple shimmer swirling briefly in her eyes. "It began...nearly a thousand years ago. His name was Azim. He was a young vizier to a powerful sultan, though you would not find him in the history books. The sultan was prosperous, and had support from our kind. He gave me to Azim as a reward for his benevolence and faithful service. I see your concerns," she smiled at Eric, "but that is how it worked, and the sultan chose well. Azim was a good man. The sultan asked only that I be kept secret in keeping with the secrecy of our kind, and to prevent jealousy among peers and rivals.
"Azim continued his service. He was devoted to his land, his people, and his role. No one else knew about me. In public, he was as he had ever been. In private, through my magic, we enjoyed extravagance and decadence with no one harmed," she smiled fondly. "I kept Azim young until it grew suspicious, and then conjured illusions to cover for his youth. When even that ran its course, Azim withdrew from service. We constructed a new life for him in the mortal world and lived on for another century.
"The changes of time weighed on him greatly. I could not grant the magical benefits I give my master to his every loved one. His city changed, like they do. As the decades passed, this weight became more than my pleasures could balance. Then the Mongols came," she continued somberly. "With the limitations of our magic, I could only protect Azim and a handful of those closest to him. Azim was a wise and good man, and he was brave, but... so many loved ones and so much of what he knew had already gone. To see his land ravaged and everything else he knew turned upside down was too much.
"We traveled a little, hoping to begin anew, but Azim was too fond of his homeland. I tried to help him adjust, to move on..." A tear fell from her eye. "A genie cannot bring back the dead. We cannot turn back time. He could not accept my help in working through his grief and the changes of the world. He felt it would all be an illusion at best. He could not move on.
"One day, he asked me to let him go. He'd lived too long, he said." She looked at Eric. "Without a master, I would return to the bottle. His last wish was that I would find someone who would adjust to longevity better than he... and who would love me better than him."
Eric's voice remained soft. "You've been alone in that bottle ever since then?"
"As Amber told you, we are not entirely awake, and mercifully blind to the passage of time," said Eve. "It was enough to mourn and turn my thoughts to moving on. The pain is mostly distant. Especially now...because I know his final wish worked."
"Eve," he murmured.
"Your wish worked, too, master. As wonderful as Azim was, and as much as he loved me, he never opened himself as you did, and he saw some pleasures and aspects of me as flaws to rise above. You have asked us to embrace them. I want to devote myself to your pleasures and be everything you wished, lover and servant and whore. It is more healing than you know."
He felt the pull of attraction more than ever, laced as it was in her voice and her gaze. Amber and Lyric watched in rapt silence as desire stirred in silence between Eric and Eve. He had no reason to resist. With a soft gesture, Eric beckoned to her.
Eve stood, her eyes fixed on his but fully aware of their other partners. She slipped the knot from her top free to reveal her full, luscious breasts with all the confidence of knowing her breathtaking beauty. Their cushions had been only a few steps apart, but it was enough to slip the knot on her sarong and step free of it. Slender hips and long legs framed the dark strip of hair over her pussy.
Settling in with one knee by Eric's hip, Eve brushed away his pants with magic. She laid on top of him, breasts softly crushing against his chest and her arms sliding around him while her nude waist slid along his. He was already hard, and had been all this time, but something in her kiss brought him from rock to steel. Her tongue slid into his mouth with skillful passion and poured even more arousal into his body. A whimper escaped her throat when his hands slid up her hips, her sides, and her breasts.
Despite the submissive note, Eve guided this. She didn't wait on foreplay. Still kissing Eric, Eve captured his cock between her legs, welcoming him with wet warmth. Eve brought him in line without the guidance of a single hand. She sank back against him, moaning directly into his mouth as her lips spread and her pussy welcomed him.
Again, he felt unnaturally larger within her. Eve clearly felt it, too, slowly rocking and gyrating to make the most of every inch. "Ohh, master," she sighed against his ear. Her moans rose with the grip of his hands on her ass. Eve spread her thighs and dug in with her knees to fuck deeper and longer. The wet flesh coating and gripping his cock throbbed with an early orgasm, one that overtook her breath and sent tremors through her body. It would only take the edge off and send her deeper into blissful arousal. He already knew the depth of her appetites.
Distantly as she kissed and fucked him, Eric remembered the sight of Eve beneath Amber, relaxing and enjoying her attentions as if allowing herself to be worshipped was a gift—and Amber looking like she wholeheartedly agreed. Part of Eric felt like the roles were reversed now. Eve lavished him with affection, her hips rocking against him to claim his cock, and though she blew his mind her every breath and move savored his body.
This goddess made love to him and thanked him for it. "Master," she whispered into his ear, her cunt tightening around him again. "Master...master!" It was all too much for both of them. Eric unloaded within her as Eve tensed and then unraveled. He laid beneath her and pumped away while she spasmed and wept with pleasure.
Everything about her felt decadent. The rush of climax and the cooldown left him feeling potent and satisfied, but ready for more. The magic was relentless. Like anyone, Eric loved having a good time with sex, but he really loved making his partner feel good... and he wanted to do it over and over. With all of them.
"Master," she whispered again, weak from orgasm but softly grinding like she couldn't stop working his cock. "Thank you... thank you..."
"I'm not done yet," Eric grinned. Still on his back, he raised both hands to beckon to his other lovers, still rapt with attention and shamelessly stroking between their own legs to enjoy the show. "Ladies, I think I need help to give Eve the pleasure she deserves."
Amber and Lyric eagerly came off their seats to crawl to his sides. With only a stroke, Eric guided Eve upright on top of him, still mounted and still possessed by the thick rod within her. She moaned with the joy of it before the other two genies settled in at either side as if they'd read Eric's mind. Lyric stroked and kissed one of Eve's full and sensitive breasts. Amber claimed the other with kneading hands and a loving mouth. Eve moaned louder. All the while, Eve and Eric continued their slow grind, his tireless cock and her welcoming cunt mutually massaging one another.
Pleasure and affection grew. His doubts fell farther and farther away. More would happen with time, but they appeared to have a lot of that ahead.
* * *
"So tell me what I need to know," Eric murmured. He laid back with a lover to his either side and another playfully laid across their legs. "You should tell me the rules and whatever else is important."
Lyric smirked at him, her head cradled in Eve's lap. "Is this a 'let's get dressed' sort of talk?"
"You know what? Yeah," he teased back. "Yeah, I think so."
She got up off their legs in a swirl of black and silver glitter, outfitting herself in a new blue-and-gold ensemble of jewelry and scanty, see-through fabric. She swayed that heart-stopping ass in a slow turn around to face him. His eyes went straight to the dark strip between her legs before rising up her taut belly and chest to her grin. "I have this visceral urge to be performatively sexy for your enjoyment," she mused. "It feels really good and I like it, but I can't imagine where the urge came from."
"Hopefully for all our enjoyment," said Eve.
"If it gets me laid, yes," said Lyric.



"Yeah, I feel like the language and slang are falling into place," said Eric.
"And the attitude," Amber chuckled.
"Ooh, is that likely to get me punished?"
"Lyric?" said Eric. "I'm really enjoying you."
She leaned in, stroked his chin, and kissed him. "Always. So. You had questions."
"Yeah." Eric stood, rubbing his face. The table caught his eye. He had no doubt everything was still perfectly warm and fresh and lavish. "Okay, first off: that's real, right? Are those lobster tails from actual lobsters? Did animals die for this? Was the fruit taken from an orchard somewhere?"
"Yes and no," said Eve. "It is all real, in the sense that there is no physical difference. You would find exactly the same thing at a chef's table. It would stand up to any scrutiny, because it is the real thing. But no, it is not taken from anywhere, nor did any animal die for it. It's conjured from magic."
"So I can go full-time carnivore and have all the peace of mind of being vegan?" he joked.
The vocabulary caught up to Amber with a grin. "Probably, since we can keep you in perfect health, too. You don't even have to worry about clogging your arteries. Wow, I've never had to think about anything like that before. Mortal life is so complicated."
"You can do that as long as you only ever eat conjured food," Eve corrected. "We're happy to provide, but if you sat at someone else's table in the mortal world, it would be everything you are used to. We can't give life back to a butcher's wares."
"So that's one of the rules," Amber carried on. "We can't bring anything back to life. Well, plants, but not animals or people. Also, like Eve said earlier, we can't make anyone fall in love—why is that funny?"
"I have to show you a cartoon," Eric laughed. "Wait. If I tell you about the movie 'Aladdin,' does your language magic spoil it for you?"
"No," Amber answered after considering. "I know what you mean by movie and spoilers, but not that one in particular."
"Okay, sorry. Back to the other thing: you said you can't use your magic to do harm or change the world? Even if it's for the better? I'd like to do some good for the world. Seems selfish to keep all this to myself. I don't know if you've caught on yet, but the world is a mess."
"Yes," said Eve. "You may do such work, but we cannot do it with our magic. I am sorry, but our restrictions are meant to guard against even worse problems. Occasional magical kindnesses are acceptable. A life of magical philanthropy is a graver danger than you would expect. I truly wish it were otherwise."
"Fair," he shrugged. "I see your point, and I don't want to put you in a bad spot, either. I should know where the boundaries are, is all. So it's: no making anyone fall in love, no bringing anyone back from the dead, no hurting anyone, and no influencing the world at large through magic?"
"Some of those restrictions are related," said Lyric. "Being forced to love someone isn't love, and more than that, it's harmful. That's why we can't do it."
Eric thought he saw an amused grin from Eve. Whatever was on her mind, she kept it to herself, perhaps to help him stay on track. "But I can wish for you to be sexually attracted to each other and that's cool?"
"We're genies, and we're bound to you. Also, we were probably all kind of there or close to it already." For once, Lyric's amusement sank into something more sincere. A note of vulnerability and hunger crept into her voice. "I'm going to be such a slut for all of you."
"You're not the only one," said Amber.
"Not at all," said Eve. She returned to Eric and the topic at hand. "The guiding principles are that we do no harm with our magic and that our magic must not influence or change the world. This is also why our lavish luxuries must remain private, as Amber said earlier. A few other things are simply beyond our power, like resurrection. We can slow or speed time in small, private bubbles, but we cannot control it beyond that."
"This is a small bubble?" he asked, gesturing to the room and the bedroom beyond it.
"As far as the outside world is concerned, yes. We could create a far greater space within this, but the world beyond still knows only the dimensions of your original home."
"And you can keep me healthy and young," he said. "For how long?"
"Indefinitely, as far as we know."
"So there are other people running around with genies who've been alive for hundreds of years?"
"Yes. I could not name any of them. Secrecy, remember," Eve smiled. "Hopefully there are many, especially considering how much time has passed. Though as our stories have shown, it can be difficult to find a worthy mortal for the bond."
"I guess so. It seems weird to have found your all your bottles together, and the other one, doesn't it?" he wondered.
"It is, yes. Very much so."
"Probably shouldn't get side tracked on that yet. So, you said you could alter yourselves or me physically," Eric considered, looking to Amber. She nodded. "And you can make me healthy. Presumably you, too, right? How healthy? Super powers, like super strength?"
"In private, yes," said Amber. "In public? We could make you as strong as conceivably possible for mortals of the same size, at least."
"Super powers," Eve mused, thinking about the term. "I was almost always at Azim's side, but only rarely did we let anyone see me. Many times, I served as his secret eyes, ears, and hands. Much of that is perfectly fine. It is natural and expected."
"What if I used that strength to hurt someone?" he wondered. "Does that violate your rules?"
"Ah. We are not pacifists," said Eve. "The restrictions of harm and influencing the world are a matter of preventing magical chaos. We may well see good reason to fight, or act out of charity to help someone else. Our elders saw too great a danger for pushing boundaries, because once that starts, where does it end? A vague rule seemed dangerous. Thus, we are left with our rules."
"You're supposed to protect me, too, right? How would that work in a case of violence?"
"This is something they spent time on as we were selected and taught," said Amber. The teacher in Eric recognized her joy of something from school actually coming up in life. She seemed just as amused by her own enthusiasm. "Mostly, we would remove you from the danger in ways that look like chance or coincidence, and maybe a little illusion. If you wanted to fight, we'd have some limits to helping you, but...well, even if we can't hurt anyone, with one of us at your side, you'd have a better chance than the other guys."
"If you made a habit of it or went looking for fights, that'd be a problem," said Lyric. "If you were a warrior, we would probably ask you to retire, or we'd have to leave you to deal with that part of life on your own."
"Huh. Good thing that part of my life's over," said Eric. "Not like I did a whole lot of 'warrior-ing' there, anyway."
"In general, you are free to act as you will," Eve explained. "If that leverages some benefit of our magic that does not seem at all magical to the rest of the world, so be it. As Amber told you there is some tolerance and even embrace of finding ways around these rules. But there is also a point where we would have to withdraw our aid...or even withdraw from you, if it became abusive of our powers."
"Would you tell me ahead of time?" asked Eric.
"Clearly, and at length, and with time and space to correct, yes," said Eve. "We love you, and we want to be with you. We will never stumble into a break-up."
"We can make your life much easier and happier through all sorts of magic," Lyric continued. "If it makes other people happy along the way, that's great as long as they never know the magic." Eric listened, noting that little grin from Eve again, but Lyric went on. "I was told when I came here that anyone worthy of a genie would probably be generous and selfless, and would think of others before themselves. They told me to remind you it's okay to make yourself happy, and to ask you to take care of us, too."
"They told me the same," said Amber. "Eric, I didn't think of it this way before, but maybe this is the catch you were looking for, or the price. If there's a cost or a responsibility in all this luxury and pleasure, it's us. We're asking you to live this life with us so we can stay."
"I guess that's not much different than putting family first, is it? Nothing wrong with that." He smiled softly, and then frowned with thought. "What about my mother? Friends?"
"Those closest to you may share in some benefits, including health," said Eve. "That is part of making you happy...but it cannot go as far as it does for you. One day, the world you know will be gone, except for us. I hope we will be enough."
"Y'know, the funny thing is, I'm used to change," said Eric. "Mom raised me that way. And she would want me to grab onto all this and hold on forever, so... no worries there. No looking back. I'm good with this."
"What else do you want to know?" asked Lyric.
He paused to think about it, half tempted to drop the whole topic in favor of tearing Lyric's clothes off and spending the rest of the weekend in an orgy until he had to go back to work on Monday...and that's when the rest came back to him. Eric sighed.
"Right. This place," he said, gesturing to the chamber. "I just got this apartment, and I think I'm about to lose my job. To tell you the truth, I busted my ass to get this job, I've busted my ass every day I've worked at it, and I'm not even sure I want it anymore. But Amber said you can't just magic up cash, right? Seems like your magic can cut my cost of living down while we live like we're rich as fuck, but I still need some income, right?"
"We're not supposed to take you from the mortal world altogether," said Amber. "We can do much to make all aspects of your life pleasant, and we can share more time together in private than in the world outside, but you need that, too."
"You don't have to have a job if you can think of some way we can get around that," said Lyric. "If you want to life a life of leisure with us, nothing would make us happier. All you need is to stay engaged with the mortal world. However we can help with that, we will."
"We can't conjure up money or pay your bills, but you're not limited to doing what you do now," said Amber. "We don't need to stay here, either. We can travel the world. I'm guessing we'd all like that very much. As long as we don't cause harm or influence the world with our magic, our restrictions are flexible with a little imagination."
"Indeed," said Eve.
"Okay, that smile again," said Eric. "I like that smile, but it's like you're holding something back. What's on your mind?"
"Only waiting for the appropriate moment, my love," she said, now surrendering to that smile. "You were concerned with restrictions and rules. We are here to give and share a life of boundless pleasures, and we'll always be focused on that. The things we've said here sparked such thoughts, but I didn't want to distract if you weren't ready."
"It's not like I don't enjoy that topic. Go on."
"Everything we have told you is true: we cannot use our magic to harm, which also means we cannot use magic to control anyone, or influence the world...but we can encourage things that would happen naturally. We already have altered your body to make it more attractive and... functional." Eve looked him up and down with unfiltered appreciation. "Some pleasures should be shared and enjoyed in the mortal world."
"What do you mean?" Eric asked, though a tremor in his desires told him he already knew.
"We spoke of my first master, but only of our end. We did not speak of the pleasures we shared." Eve's smile grew naughty. "Again, we cannot control people, but we can encourage and enable what is already desired. Like you, my first master was a rather attractive man. Would you like to know how many women he bedded with my secret aid, or with me in the flesh? More than a few were wives in the sultan's court."
Eric's breath caught with a mixture of forbidden desires and reaction to the hands slipping around his waist. Lyric's hands slid into Eric's pants, grasping his rock-hard erection to stroke him with indulgence. "Tell us more," she hissed to Eve.
"Yes," said Amber. She slid against Eve, caressing her legs longingly. "Tell us more."
* * *
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"This doesn't have to stop, Eric." Eve's lips were only inches from his ear. Her sultry and confident voice could seduce a man while reading a grocery list. That was the mildest of the pleasures that affected him right now, apart from the silken bedding beneath him. The stroke of her fingers along his scalp was only one step up. "We must speak of what a life with pleasure genies can mean. This can go on and on, as long as you wish."
The pair of sex-fantasies between his spread legs consumed most of his attention...and all of his cock. They shared and traded between them. Amber had his head and half his long and thick shaft in her mouth, staring up at him with green eyes and devotion. Right beside her California-blonde beauty was Lyric's beautiful face, dark-eyed and dark-haired and a little younger and just as smoking hot. She stared back at him, too, but never stopped servicing. While Amber sucked, Lyric licked his shaft down to the base.
They never broke eye contact. The only paused of their mouths came when they traded his big, sensitive tool between them. Amber kissed deeper and then dragged her lips back up his cock, slowly and sensuously, causing Eric to gasp and sending tremors through his groin each time. Backing out again, she swirled her tongue over the head of his rod and then tilted it into Lyric's mouth. The brunette beauty sucked down on his dick while Amber's mouth descended to kiss his groin between his cock and his inner thigh... again, all without either of them breaking eye contact.
Eric shuddered, gasped, and tried not to make even less dignified noises.
"Master," said Eve. Dark hair dangled around her stunning Pacific Islander face as she smiled down at him and stroked his scalp. "Let go. Enjoy."
"I've...already..." Lyric's service made him shiver. Only inches of his flesh were in her mouth, but he felt it like the rest of his body had to take on the overload of sensation. "Already come twice...feel like I should... mmnh... give back."
"You already are, and you know it," said Amber. The words left her mouth as she took her next turn. Lyric released his cock with a naughty "pop" and delivered it right to Amber's lips.
"We take pleasure in serving you by our very nature," Lyric reminded him. "Apart from that, one of your first wishes was to share your pleasures with us. Your wish doubled our rewards. This feels as good for us as it does for you." Her mouth descended on the lower half of his cock again.
"Forget your limits," Eve counseled him. "Come freely, and you will soon come again. Your wish made this rewarding for us. Forget about giving back. We are your servants, and we love it. Let us serve. Forget about time," she finished. "We will never tire of this."
"I could do this for days and nights without a break," Lyric vowed softly. "And then do it all over again... if you let me."
Amber handed him off again, causing another rush of pleasure. "So could I."
"And I," said Eve. "May I make it better for you?"
"H-how?" Eric asked without a voice. He couldn't imagine how she might make it better short of joining in, but if she had something else in mind, he wouldn't deny it.
"Do you remember when I told you we would take care of you?" she asked softly. "You have been strong for so long. You rule us now, Eric. You rule us, and we love you...and we are far more powerful than you. It is alright to relax and let us serve. We want that.
"You don't have to be strong here. You might even enjoy letting yourself be weak with us. We will still serve. You will still be the master."
Seeing no objection, Eve leaned in to kiss him deeply. He felt the touch of magic in her lips, but it was hardly the only thing great about Eve's kiss. That he didn't come in Lyric's mouth while Eve kissed him was a bit of a surprise. He certainly felt like he might. The magic of her kiss left his skin and his nerves even more sensitive and drained his muscles of every bit of strength. Everything except the thick member at the center of all this.
"Oooohhh," he moaned breathlessly when her lips came away. Lyric traded him to Amber again, who this time welcomed him with another long and loving swirl of her tongue over his head before descending down his shaft. "Oh god, oh god..." Eric shivered helplessly. This time, he couldn't hide how he felt with a deeper tone.
"Unh! Unh! Mmf!" Eric shook. His cock pumped wildly in Amber's mouth. Again, the sensation seemed too intense for his groin alone; it was like his whole core spasmed with each spurt. Amber drank greedily at first, but soon released him to share with Lyric. Powerful spurts of white erupted leaped into the air as he passed from mouth to mouth, staining both beautiful faces, but they weren't bothered at all. They seemed proud.
Lyric sucked and swallowed him down. Amber licked the drops running down his shaft. Together they kept him hard and renewed the cycle again.
At his side, Eve rose up on her knees to part her sheer bikini-like top at its center and pull away the fabric to reveal her full, luscious breasts. "Mmmhh," she moaned, smiling and leaning back. "Showing myself to you feels so good, master. I love your wishes."
Eve bent over to deliver her breasts to his mouth. The move answered a wish he hadn't fully formed yet in his mind, but the mere sight of her breasts in this moment left him wanting them, and her. He also didn't want Lyric and Amber to stop. The pair sucked on his cock while he kissed and enjoyed Eve's breasts and the grateful notes in her breath as she enjoyed him, too.
"You still rule us," Eve whispered. "Your strength will return with only a word. We should talk more about the life of pleasure that lies ahead... but we have a wealth of time. I hope you like being in our power for a while longer."
He did. They all enjoyed it until the sun came up outside...which meant hours longer in the slow bubble of time within their home.
* * *
"Sooner or later, yes, your wishes could run us out of magic, but you'd have to push it. We would recover with a little rest...and especially with a little attention from you." Amber sat on a couple of stacked cushions, dressed once again in her barely-there harem ensemble. She looked relaxed despite holding a show-us-what-you've-got pose fit for a glamour magazine. The spark in her eyes explained it: she liked being looked at by Eric. A lot.
They all did. Lyric stretched back against her own stack of cushions, running her fingers through her dark hair. The sheer, light purple fabric of what little clothing she wore wasn't meant to hide the nipples of her small but perfect tits and the dark strip of hair between her legs. It was only meant to entice, and it did the job. "One genie would be hard to wear down, magically," she said. "Three? I don't think you have anything to worry about."
"We are restricted from revealing our magic or changing the world, but our magic will work anywhere," said Eve. She stood by the table. Her thin blue robe was open in the front, leaving almost half of each perfect breast uncovered along with her taut belly, right down to her tiny matching blue silk panties. She poured wine from a bottle into a glass. "The magic comes easier in a private space we have claimed for our own like this one, though."
"So you could conjure a glass of wine for yourself instead of pouring one?" Eric grinned.
"Yes, but you like to watch me pour," Eve teased back.
"That's true," he admitted. Then his eyes drifted back to settle on Lyric. He was more than happy to watch these women do anything or nothing at all. He was also happy to talk, especially given the subject.
"If you could have anything you want, or do anything you want..." Lyric began.
"For yourself," Amber cut in, smiling. "We talked about those limits."
"Yeah," Lyric conceded. "But within those limits, if you could have or do anything, what would you want? Because we can probably make it happen. And we'd enjoy it."
"Kind of hard to want anything more than the three of you," said Eric.
"Besides us," said Lyric, though she clearly loved hearing that. "You already have us."
"And the endless sex?" Eric grinned, playing it off as half-joking.
"Granted," Eve smiled back. "What else? Material things? Think big. Think extravagantly."
He looked around the palatial white marble chamber that had replaced his tiny apartment living room. Much of the space was still undecorated apart from the trim along the corners and the many candelabras. Apart from their little gathering spot of cushions and the tables full of food, the only real feature was the big spiral staircase to the bedroom, with the waterfall in the center of the spiral quietly splashing down from the ceiling. He rubbed the side of his neck. "I always wanted a big indoor pool," he murmured.
"Like what?" asked Amber, her eyes sparkling.
"I don't know. It changes? I've never thought about it too hard because it was out of reach. Hell, having a home big enough for a kiddie pool in the back yard was out of reach. But I'd see pictures sometimes, and..." He stared at the water feature in the staircase. "Just big and extravagant and always clean and never cold. With lights under the water at night, or maybe a small hot tub attached. As for style and décor, I don't know. Modern? Roman?" He remembered that he didn't need to be reasonable about this. "Maybe the style changes to fit our mood from day to day?"
Lyric and Amber shared a grin, one nodding to the other as if to give her the first crack at it. A shimmer like golden glimmer appeared in Amber's hands. She flung it in a Disney-like effect to one side of the chamber, sending the far wall stretching much farther away to make room for the pool that appeared and spread out in all directions.
More golden glitter rushed up the walls and the ceiling as the space expanded. The pool itself spread at least an acre and more, bounded by graceful curves of colored tile. The walls took on columns of dark blue and white. Lounge chairs and even more of the genies' preferred styles of silk cushions popped up all along the sides. In keeping with Eric's thoughts, a side-pool appeared with the soft white bubbling of warmth from beneath.
"Hm. Needs something more," said Amber. She flung another little batch of glitter, this time in the center of the pool. The glitter conjured up a round island platform of more smooth mosaic tiles and another central waterfall in the middle cascading from the ceiling.
"God, that's amazing," Eric breathed.
"Yeah, but..." Amber frowned. "What else?"
"I know what it needs," said Lyric. She opened her hands to her sides, letting the silver and black shimmer of her magic flow out like leaves on a wind. The glitter split into a dozen streams and spread out around the pool, rising and spiraling to take on solid forms. Feminine forms.
They ranged in height and ethnicity and curves, but they were all beautiful. Some were dressed in erotic jewels at most. The rest wore nothing at all. A few swam through the waters. Others lounged in the chairs or against the columns. They seemed to enjoy one another's company. A statuesque black woman, nude and sultry, stepped out from the waterfall to beckon to a blonde in the pool. The blonde answered with a grin, climbing onto the island but rising only to her knees where she could offer a long and loving kiss between the black woman's legs.
"Okay, you're right," Amber said with a sly grin at Lyric. "This is much better."
"These are illusions," said Lyric, in answer to the question she saw on Eric's lips. "That brings up a limitation we forgot to tell you about earlier. We can create a convincing illusion, but we can't create actual people."
"So these women are just visuals?" asked Eric.
"Mmm, they're real in all five senses, so they're much more than eye candy if you want to play. But we can't give them minds or true life. As your genies, we wouldn't want to deceive you unless you wanted it. You should know it's really us playing with you through magic...though I'm happy to play that way, too. Or we could just take on their appearances ourselves." Lyric grinned up at him as she stepped closer. "You don't have to joke about your true pleasures, Eric. Not with us. Eve is right. This is magic. You don't ever have to stop fucking. We'll never get tired of this."
Eric felt the need to take Lyric up on that. A glance past her shoulder to Amber confirmed the other genie at the center of this new wish encouraged more one-on-one bonding, as she had with Eve. In keeping with that thought, Eve slipped in behind Amber, hands sliding down her arm and around her waist. Eve's lips brushed Amber's ear in some whisper that had Amber's eyes aflutter and her chest heavy with breath. Neither of them would be left out.
"Want to try out the pool?" Eric asked Lyric.
"Of course. The pool and anything else, master," she purred.
"Reading my mind." He drew her close with hands on her hips while stepping backward toward the pool. Fingers hooked into her sheer panties pulled back and away. The fabric fell apart in a wisp of magic. He did the same with his own pants a step before his foot crossed into the water. As he wished, it was cool but not at all jarring. He wished for one other thing...or perhaps two.
"Can you let me breathe underwater? Or let me hold my breath much longer?" Eric grinned.
"Either. Let's do the first," said Lyric, moving against him as they drifted into the pool together.
He kissed her softly, his tongue deepening in her mouth as they moved deeper into the water. "And I wish this water was more comfortable for sex than normal water."
"Already done, master," said Lyric. She kissed him again, this time all the way into submerging. Eric inhaled through his nose with no problem at all, breathing in only air despite the water over his head. He thought no more about it amid Lyric's kiss and the perfect bubble butt that filled his hands.
The floor dropped away from their feet, but it hardly mattered now. The pair drifted together in welcoming water and in one another's arms. Eric squeezed that perfect ass with his hands and guided her groin to his. Lyric welcomed him with a whimper into his mouth. His cock invaded her with all the ease of being coated in the finest sex lube.
Tight and slick as ever, Lyric whimpered with bliss. She gave herself over as a vessel for his pleasure and reveled in it. Eric felt a shudder of ecstasy run through her body with each thrust. Rather than buck his hips, most of their motion came from his lustful grip on her ass. The rest came with gentle nudges from their absently kicking feet in the water. They swam and fucked effortlessly together, turning almost weightless in the water with nothing to feel but sensation and intimacy.
Sex was far more consuming than the swim. It should have taken far more effort, but Eric and Lyric found it easy to lose themselves in rutting. Her reactions were another delight on top of that. Lyric felt like she might come at any second.
They couldn't speak. They didn't need to. Thrusts and little spasms said everything. Lyric never ran dry to begin with. The magical sex-lubricating effect of what was otherwise pure, normal water made for a new and immersive sensation for both lovers.
"Mmph. Mmph!" Lyric moaned into his mouth as they neared orgasm together. He felt her stiffen and tremble in his arms, going over the edge just before he did. New torrents of cum splashed into her womb. Every shot filled her with an additional pleasure on top of her own spasms.
Drained and relieved, Eric could still give her a slow and hard grind. As she settled from body-wracking convulsions of bliss, Lyric kissed him again and purred into his mouth. She trailed softer kisses to his ear, and whispered clearly to him despite the water: "I want to be dirty for you. Whatever you want. Make me your whore. It feels so good, master. I love it."
He grinned at her. He knew she'd hear him speak. They didn't even have to deal with bubbles or the warping of sound. "Keep telling me that. I like it."
"Yes, master. Fuck, my pussy feels so good."
"Yeah?" He pushed in a little more. It wasn't like he ever had to stop. "Tell me."
"Mmmhhh! It's everything you do. I'm so full. So taken. Mmh...so yours. Like I can't... can't do anything about it but let you take me." Sincere though she sounded, he could feel something a little different than that. He could feel her squeeze around him, like she could massage his cock inside her. Then again, that might be an involuntary pleasure response on her part, too. He liked that idea. She kissed him again, but this time it was softer. Submissive. Almost begging. "You're gonna make me come again, master. Please."
"I want you to come a lot, Lyric. Never resist it."
"Mmmmhh!" she whined again, right to the edge.
"One thing," he murmured.
"Mnh! What?" she whimpered.
Eric glanced up to the surface of the water. Blurred forms moved in the light. They weren't alone in the pool, but it was private enough. "Are you telling me this so the others can't hear?"
"We all love you." She sounded like she hadn't backed an inch away from the edge of orgasm. "And we're all your whores."
"Seems like more of a fetish for you. I don't mind." He kissed her neck softly. The contrast to the overpowering pleasure in her cunt made her groan, loving it. "Do you want to hide it from the others?"
"No? They know." A naughty quirk came to her eyebrows and her lips. She couldn't hold it with the vibrations running through her body, but the thought was there. "Do you wish it? Or want me to hide it? Just for you?"
He thought about it, though only dimly amid his own pleasured sensations. "No reason to hide it when you're all mine...whore." He kissed her neck again and clutched her ass once more, impaling her on his cock. Lyric buried her face in his shoulder and came hard on him all over again. Ripples of sensation in her cunt got him off, too, renewing the feedback loop. They didn't take as long this time, but it was another blissful moment of pumping and satisfaction.
As that satisfaction sank in, Eric nodded to the island in the middle of the pool. It was nearly in arm's reach. "Bring us up onto something comfortable," he instructed softly, but didn't let go.
Silver and black glitter drifted from her eyes like teardrops in the water, but they hardly looked sad. The water held and lifted them up like a giant hand, gently bringing them over the edge of the tiled concrete. With Lyric's thin, sexy body wrapped around Eric's and his cock still buried all the way inside her, the motion indulged them both. Every drop of water quickly receded, leaving them freshly dried on a bed of pillows.
Naked beauties stood and lounged to either side, smiling down at them both. Eric liked the sight but didn't worry about offending anyone by ignoring the pleasant illusions. He cast his gaze to the other side of the pool. Amber reclined at the edge, almost naked with Eve lounging behind her in a sexy embrace. Eve had one hand in Amber's bikini-like bottoms, and doubtlessly a couple of fingers inside Amber herself. They both met his gaze from afar with dreamy affection.



"Don't worry about interrupting them," Lyric assured him, reading his mind. "Serving you feels so good."
Eric heeded the woman still on top of him. He beckoned to the other two with a lazy hand. "Amber," he said softly, knowing she'd hear him. "Help me with Lyric. Eve...join us."
Amber shivered as she slid out of Eve's embrace. She came out of her trance with a grin and sank into the pool. By contrast, Eve slowly walked across the water, shedding her open robe and pulling one drawstring on her panties to let them sink behind her in a display of her nude body.
"Help you?" Lyric asked. "How...?"
"She'll know," Eric assured her. "I think we all know you're a dirty girl."
Lyric shivered with delight, but didn't resist when Eric shifted his legs to get them between hers. His knees spread her thighs apart, their open legs turned toward the edge of the island and his cock still deep in her pussy.
Her pussy suddenly got more attention when Amber emerged from the water between their legs. She crawled halfway up the platform to lean her face into their slow fucking, licking the lips of Lyric's cock-stuffed cunt with a magically deft tongue. She licked other intimate spots, too. Lyric wailed and seemed to almost lose her mind with this new pleasure. That only goaded both Amber and Eric on.
Feeling incredible, he watched Eve's nude approach. She settled in beside them with a smile.
"I'll need your help with Amber soon," he said.
Eve smiled. "As you wish. Take your time."
* * *
"This brings up something Eve said earlier." Amber accepted a drink from one of the conjured-up nude bathers. She looked back to the most experienced of the genies. "You said you helped your first master bed other women?"
"Many others, yes," Eve answered. She laid at Eric's side, once again lazily stroking his skin. "Azim loved me with all his heart, but he appreciated other women. I saw his attractions and offered to help. He refused at first because he thought it was immoral, or that it betrayed me..."
Eve turned closer to Eric. "He refused until he saw there was no need. The first lover he took was the sultan's newest wife. She was beautiful, but more of a status symbol and a means of ambition than a wife to him... or even a person. She was soon neglected by her husband and shunned by the man's older wives. It took only a wish. She and Azim made love often, and in him she found happiness. They were never caught. She was the first of many for him, and for the both of us."
Laying at Eric's other side, happily worn out and still stained with sex, Lyric spoke for the first time since Amber and Eric had finished with her: "That is fucking hot."
Eric's body agreed, even if his brain had reservations. "He wanted more than you?"
"He wanted me and more," she corrected. "So do you." Her lips brushed his. So did her chest. "This gives us more ways to pleasure you."
"Didn't he see that as a betrayal of the sultan? The guy who..."
"Gave me to him?" Eve smiled. "Even the arrangements and bargains of the genies have flaws. Yes, he valued Azim's service. In his time, the sultan was seen as a good man. What is that to a young woman kept as a possession? And then all but discarded? What did she owe the sultan, and what did Azim owe in the face of that?"
"Did she know about you?" asked Eric.
"No. No one knew about me. It was a vow Azim took when he accepted me, and I never asked for anything else. Even those we shared knew me only as another bedmate. I loved him, and I was happy to serve."
"Eve... I want to make you happier than that."
"You do." She kissed him softly. "Last night, before you opened my bottle, you told Amber that talking about your ex was hardly romantic. I see what you mean. I loved Azim and I owe him honor in memory, but... you have already shown qualities and care that he did not. Losing him hurt. The scar will remain, but with you, I feel no pain from it at all. And I would much rather talk about you and the life of pleasure ahead."
Silence held for a moment, but the glint in Eve's eye made clear she didn't need any sympathy. Her grin got the wheels turning forward again. "Our magic can't make anyone fall in love," said Amber. "How did that work?"
"I didn't make anyone fall in love. I used my magic to let her see the possibilities, and let her see what Azim had to offer. It was purely sexual at first. The magic meant that I could guarantee her safety and her pleasure without having to explain anything. She made the choice herself. They all did. Love came naturally when it came. When Azim did not feel the same, my magic easily prevented any disappointment."
"This didn't make him unworthy?" asked Eric.
"Not in my eyes, no. And not to my magic. I arranged many affairs and helped him manage them all. Aside from loving him myself, it was my greatest delight. Think of it this way, Eric: who is the richest person you could name?"
"The richest person in the world is usually either Bill Gates or Jeff Bezos. It changes from time to time."
"You can have far greater treasures than the two put together with only a wish," said Eve.
"Not sure you realize how 'rich' we're talking about here," Eric chuckled.
"He's got a point. The mortal world is a little more overwhelming than I expected," said Amber. She alone had been outside Eric's home. "Some of the technology they've invented is as good as our magic. Some, but not all," she added for Eric's benefit.
"Can those wealthy men have all this in an instant? With only a wish?" Eve smiled. "Can they buy longer days and nights? Or youth? Or perfect health?"
"Not like this, no."
"You can. And with all that wild power and wealth at your whim, you have spent all these hours fucking and playing with us. And then Lyric knew exactly what your pool was missing." She glanced over her shoulder at the nude playmates in and around the water before her seductive smile returned. "I think we know what pleases you most."
Blown away all over again, Eric unwittingly glanced to the other two genies.
Stirring with new arousal, Lyric rolled closer to him. Her hand slipped between his legs. "This is making me hot. I love this whole idea."
Amber only grinned at Eric. "You even wished for a greater sex drive."
"For you three," he noted.
"And for yourself," Eve told him softly. "This is what it means to have pleasure genies. If sex and beautiful women are your greatest pleasures, we need never stop." Her finger traced over the thick erection that his loose, comfortable silk pants could accommodate but did nothing to hide. "We would love to explore the possibilities."
"You can have anything you want, go anywhere, and you have all the time in the world." Amber shrugged. "If this is your greatest pleasure, why not embrace it?"
"Anywhere?" he asked.
"Ah. A point of our power we haven't discussed," said Eve. "Travel is easier with magic, though we still have to travel—at first. Once we've been to a place, our magic allows us to return instantly. We can go anywhere we have been with a wish."
"How is it easier? Can you do the flying carpet thing?"
"Only if we remain unseen," Eve grinned back. "We can make ordinary means faster and easier, too. There are many ways to avoid the difficulties of travel."
"Which only opens up the possibilities even more," Amber noted. "If you can have anything and go anywhere...you can probably have just about anyone."
Eve trailed kisses down his chest and his belly. Lyric had her hand around his cock, stroking him slowly, but when Eve's mouth neared she was happy to guide him inside. Awash in the sensory rush of another blowjob, Eric inhaled sharply and arched his back. Lyric only slid closer to him and kissed his side.
Dreamily, his eyes found Amber watching him with interest. It wasn't the first time. Over and over again, his genies kept seducing and fucking him. Whenever one might be left out of the configuration, she was still happy and eager to watch. He never saw jealousy or competition. It didn't even take patience; they cheered each other on with him. They enjoyed sharing.
Life before now taught him to doubt and to be careful, but their warmth was real, and so was their intimacy. He knew he was falling hard for all three. Kinks and magic aside, they deserved everything that meant. "What about you?" he asked, his voice weak from the pleasures of Eve's mouth. "What do you want?"
Amber laughed. "We've talked this out, silly. There's no price."
"No, I mean... nnngh, wow," he groaned with Eve's mouth all the way down to the base. Again, he felt even bigger inside her and all the better for it. Instead of derailing his thoughts, for once the magic kept his brain on track. "What if you could have anything you wanted?"
Eve pulled off his cock to grin at him. "We want you."
"Wait, Eve," said Amber. Her eyebrows came together and her smile faded, but not because she was displeased. Amber moved close, taking to her hands and knees over his leg. Lyric still laid at his right, with Eve turning to sit at his left. "You mean besides wanting you?"
"Yeah." He sat up partly, propping himself on his elbows.
"We already use our magic for ourselves," said Lyric. "The same restrictions on your wishes apply to us, too. Besides, we already share all of this. It's not like I don't like this pool or the bed," she grinned.
"Yeah, but you're still waiting for me to wish for these things. Can I grant you wishes? What would you want?"
Eve sat up. For the first time, she was the one left quiet and almost breathless. "You mean this?"
"Are you kidding? I'd have asked this hours ago if you didn't keep getting me distracted. I'm not complaining, but... I really want to make you all happy with all this. Not just with whatever conditions happen with magic because we're bound. What can I give you? What would you wish for?"
While Lyric and Amber looked to one another, Eve never took her eyes off Eric. "I would wish for us to live and love openly together," said Eve. "Our magic must stay secret, but I would wish to be known in your life outside these walls and this magic as your lovers. All three of us."
Amber frowned a little in thought. "Would that be accepted here? Doesn't this world generally expect people to have one lover at a time?"
"It's the norm, yeah. It's not a law," said Eric. "The worst we'd deal with are some judgy people, but screw 'em. At least it's honest. Eve, this isn't really much to ask for."
"It would mean more to me than you know," she whispered.
"Then yeah," said Eric. "Of course. I'd like that, too."
Almost with tears in her eyes, Eve laid against him and kissed him deeply. She kept him to herself for a long moment, but eventually slipped back to turn his attention to the others.
"Oh, my wish is gonna be really selfish," said Lyric, grinning.
"That's why I'm asking. This shouldn't all be about me," said Eric.
"It already isn't. I want all of this. I want more. I love being your whore, and I love being open about it with you all. I want sex and lust, and I want the two of you to use me, too," she said to the other two genies. "I'm here as a servant because I want all this for myself.
"What Eve wants sounds wonderful. I want that, too. If you're offering me a wish of my own? I want this to be our private normal," she said, twirling her finger to her fellow genies and then to the pool. "I want home to be lustful and free. I want you naked and hard and all of us horny and ready to play. Our bodies, our moods. I want to play while we're out, too, but for my wish, I want 'home' to mean this."
Eric swallowed hard. It sounded amazing, but... "Exceptions for tragedy and stuff? Or when one of us is upset? I don't want to deflect a real issue with this. Or come home from some funeral and jump straight into an orgy."
"You might," warned Lyric. "But I see your point. We can always ease up if we feel the need."
"Cool." Eric looked to Amber and Eve and found nothing but approval. "Okay, if I'm honest, I kinda want to live in a constant porn fantasy, too. If your wish involves magic, I wish it."
Grinning, Lyric gestured in a broad circle with open hands. Silver and black shimmers trailed from her fingers and faded out in mid-air. The room hardly changed, nor did the mood, but that was her goal. Lyric certainly seemed pleased with herself.
He turned to his first genie. "Amber?"
"I don't know," she admitted. "I think of things, but then I realize we already have them. Or I'm not sure how it would play out." A grin followed that last thought. "Now I see why you hesitate sometimes with wishes. Can I hold on to mine a while?"
"Sure. It doesn't have to be only one wish," said Eric. "For any of you. We can keep doing this. And it doesn't need to be permanent."
"I think we can start here," said Amber, suspecting the same from the other two. "Which brings us back to your turn, for a long while. What do you wish for, master?"
"I think we need to go out...soon. But not right now." He beckoned to Amber with one hand. The blonde beauty cast her glass into the pool and sauntered over, grinning as her fellow genies made way for her. She stretched out on top of Eric, kissing him, but once she had his cock inside her she pulled back and sat up again. Amber rode him in shared bliss while Lyric and Eve closed in on him once more.
* * *
"Shopping" for their first new outfits happened using Eric's phone and a few popular fashion image searches. Lyric chose a black top over a short black-and-white striped skirt, both of them tight and enticing. Eve found a short blue dress cut to drape from her shoulders with a plunging neckline. Easy to please, Amber went with an olive tank top and white shorts that sounded easy on Eric's pulse right up until he saw how she filled them out.
They agreed to "modesty" in the public eye, inasmuch as they didn't want to make a disruptive spectacle of their hotness. Not one of them agreed to tone it down beyond that, nor dial back their hold on his attention or his imagination for a single moment. He couldn't bring himself to make that a command or a wish.
Within the magical realm of Eric's apartment, they had talked and fucked long enough to pass an entire weekend already. When they finally emerged into the hall and headed to the garage space beneath the building, it was only late on a bright Saturday morning.
"I still haven't made up my mind where we want to go," said Eric. The circle of lovers had decided on going out to "shop," if only to window-shop for clothes and other things the genies could conjure up later. The real point was to get out and acclimate them to the modern world. It seemed more fun than "shopping" on Eric's phone.
"The place you found our bottles was a thrift shop, wasn't it?" thought Amber. "That's what the sign said. The word makes it sound like it's not the best?"
"No, thrift shops are for when you don't have much money," Eric smiled. "They have some other virtues. Sometimes it's nice to buy something broken-in. But it's not my first choice if money isn't really an object."
"It doesn't make much difference to me, either. But if there's someplace you would have gone if you had all the money you wanted, maybe we should go there?" Eve suggested.
"Hah. That's a lot of places, especially with the way things have been."
"We can try them all. We're happy to be with you anywhere." Amber's grin turned sly. "Let's go wherever pleases you most."
He knew what she meant by "pleases." Lyric and Eve obviously did, too. "So, I should probably note that public displays of affection rub people the wrong way. Especially sexual ones. I don't know if that's kept private where you're from. As much as I love all the attention and all the touching, it's not how people act in public."
"Eric." Amber slipped up to him, one hand on his chest. "Do I hear self-denial? What else is on your mind?"
"Nothing." He bit his lip when she kept grinning. Eve and Lyric seemed to know, too. "Maybe a little. Look, you're all glamourous and fucking gorgeous. Being your boyfriend—especially with three of you—it's, um..." He glanced over his shoulder. A middle-aged couple from another apartment walked through the garage on the way in from their car. They both did a double-take before getting to the stairs. The wife was better about covering it, but even she looked. "I'd be lying if I said it wasn't an ego-trip." He saw Amber arch an eyebrow. "We walked out of the apartment and all I could think was 'Big Dick Energy.' It's a dumb phrase. I'm sorry."
"Ooh, I like that," said Eve, surprising him. She made it look casual and slow, but her hand was on his swollen groin almost immediately, stroking him through the fabric. It felt good.
"So do I. Why the denial?" asked Lyric.
"Because it's ego. Especially if it's a matter of what other people see. I shouldn't care about that. You're not status symbols, you're people. It's one thing for us to be bound together and all that, but you aren't literally possessions and I shouldn't drift into anything that treats you that way."
Amber noted an understanding nod from Eve. The more experienced genie knew this better than others. "This is another of those problems of the real world we haven't had to deal with, isn't it?" Amber suspected.
"It is. I saw a great deal of it with Azim," said Eve. "I also didn't find many men who even considered it, let alone wrestled with it. Eric, what if I told you I see the problem, but between us, I find it... appealing?"
"Seriously? This, too?" he asked. "Look, privately and in my head, maybe it's a fantasy turn-on, but a lot of people would call this insecurity."
"This sounds to me like another way to pleasure you," said Amber. "We're always going to look for that. We don't care about your modern world baggage. It sounds fun."
Eve nodded in agreement. "You wished us to speak up when we are bothered by something, and we will. If you want to enjoy public affection without being disturbed, we can assure that. If you don't want us seen as possessions, but you do want any onlookers to know we're together, perhaps it's best if they understand why." As she said it slowly, her hand slid down his stiff cock.
"Oh god that feels really good. Except for these pants," he said. Then he blinked when that feeling of discomfort vanished, but that very physical sense of potency did not. He glanced down to see a minor bulge, but he certainly felt as big as ever—and yet completely comfortable. "What...?"
"I'm certainly not going to diminish the real thing when I can resolve the problem in better ways," Eve whispered in his ear like a kiss. "I like the idea of onlookers correctly guessing how you keep us happy and loved. I see several benefits."
"I'm not the only one turned on by serving you," Lyric whispered to his other ear. "These pleasures never need to end. Embrace this."
"Promise me you'll let your ego enjoy it," said Amber. "We can keep it from being a problem." The twinkle in her eye intensified, and not with magic. "And promise me you'll let us get you laid while we're out, as we've discussed. We don't have to stop playing. Ever."
"I promise," he said. "In fact, I wish it." The words set off grins and that magical sparkles in each genie's eyes. Amber sealed it with a kiss.
She stepped past him. Eve traced her finger across his chest as she followed. "You're welcome," she said. Before he could say anything more, Lyric passed his other side and slid her hand over his ass along the way.
"How do you know where to go?" he wondered.
"They're following me. I remember where to find your car. Not everything is magic," said Amber.
"I'm excited to see how these things work," said Lyric.
"It's amazing," Amber assured her.
Eric followed them to the end of the garage where his car sat in one of the least convenient spots, looked at his green Honda, and sighed. "Okay, this? This is not BDE."



Eve glanced to the other cars in the garage, and then back to his. Though she was new to the whole concept, she could tell the difference between an aging car with a faded paint job, a cracked windshield, and scratches and dents... and cars with none of those problems, "It is not a good car?"
"It was fine before I was old enough to drive a car at all. At this point I'm lucky it runs. The best thing I can say about it is I keep it clean." Eric frowned in thought. "You said I can't wish for riches if it's public, right?"
"I said we can't give you riches to sell or to give away," said Amber. "As long as it's not a danger of changing the world, you can have expensive things. Would a new car for you change the world for anyone else?"
"Not really, no. Something expensive would stand out in a complex like this, but we could cover that up with an illusion whenever it's here. Or just conjure it up whenever we needed it and never have to worry about parking again, right?" The thought made him smile brightly. It was funny, but actually helpful, too. Then his eyes widened with a much greater thought. "Oh my god. We could have a Tesla without giving Elon Musk a dime."
* * *
The drive was everything Eric hoped. He adored their fascination and their excitement with the modern world. Even Eve couldn't hold back her awe. To Eric, it was all simple stuff: streets, cars, the freeway, the sight of planes and helicopters in the sky, and all the rest. To the genies, it was all a new kind of magic, along with the stability they craved from his world.
Though he was curious about the benefits of genie magic in dealing with LA and Orange County traffic, a little natural luck kept him from needing to find out. The issue dropped out of his mind as he enjoyed his new Model 3 and the company of his lovers. The drive made a huge difference in letting them get acclimated to things like language, technology, modernity, and where they now lived. It gave them time to talk and enjoy one another. It also gave him a few ideas for covering some practical concerns.
He didn't want to undercut their joys of discovery. He didn't want to miss out on sharing it with them, either. A subtle, well-worded wish with Eve's help would ensure no one else would take more than casual note of their amazement or ignorance. No one would interrupt their day out... at least, not in the wrong ways.
Despite their amazement, inevitably an affectionate hand found the way to Eric's groin. He glanced to the front passenger seat to find Amber grinning back at him. "You've been driving for a while," said the blonde beauty. "All this time, sitting perfectly still."
He glanced down at the comfortable but serious bulge at his crotch and her fingers caressing it. "Y'know, I've had the fantasy, but the kind of attention you three deliver with that would definitely make me crash."
"Not with our magic, love." Eve relaxed in the back seat with Lyric beside her. Both women grinned with obvious approval. "You don't ever need to wish for our protection. That is constant. As for getting where you want to go, we can assure that even if you're distracted."
He glanced down again, and then noted the freeway signs. "We're almost there."
"So?" Amber taunted. stroke of Lyric's fingers at his neck from behind added to Amber's arousing touch.
Eric thought about it for only a second more. This was as much for his genies as for him, and that was exactly how he wanted things between them. "You know what I wish... is that I could get all this fabric comfortably out of the way with a pull of my thumb." He didn't wait for another glittery show of magic. He simply hooked his thumb in the waistband of his pants and tugged, and suddenly he was free.
"And I wish I could drive us to where we want to be on autopilot while you do... oohhh, fuck!" Eric's eyes rolled back and his head tilted against the headrest as Amber's mouth slowly and lavishly descended down the head and shaft of his cock once more.
He felt huge in her mouth but she took him all the way. Amber let out a muffled moan of delight when her lips came down to the base. Conscious of every inch of wet pleasure around his flesh, Eric felt a rush all the way up his spine that made him gasp. It also made his eyes snap open, but as promised, he drove on autopilot. His feet coolly tapped the brakes for a lane change in front of him as if Amber's mouth wasn't sending electric shivers all through his body. He, too, moaned.
Then he noticed the double-take from the woman in the passenger seat of the car beside him. She was twice his age and shocked, but at least she didn't seem offended or appalled. She grinned. It was a nice reaction and all, but, "Uh... I wish no one would notice us doing this."
The faintest wave of silver and black glitter wafted past his shoulders. The woman in the other car turned away again, though faintly smiling. Amber kept sucking him off. She added a stroking hand to the base of his cock while her lips worked him up and down, pulling from him another little groan.
Noise from the road drifted away. Soon the car fell into complete silence apart from the slight, occasional wet noise from Amber's mouth or a grunt or gasp from giver or receiver. Eric glanced to the rear-view mirror and saw Eve and Lyric watching as if fascinated... and deeply turned on. That explained the silence.
He drove in a haze of pleasure. His eyes fluttered open in time to catch the sign warning of the exit a couple miles ahead. He remembered where he was, even if he hardly had the brain power to think about it. Amber kept sucking. His right hand drifted from the wheel to caress her hair. "I wish... I wish..." he mumbled. She made it a little hard to talk.
"Yes, master?" asked Eve.
"I wish you knew how much you're giving me... wish you knew how much it means... not just to me. How wild it is in this society. How much it means in this world. How amazing this is." He shuddered with another deep plunge of Amber's mouth and the way he could feel her tongue with every stroke. "How grateful I am."
In another flutter of his eyes, he noticed that purple shimmer of Eve's magic. He caught sight of her grin in the rear-view mirror...and the casual affection she and Lyric shared with their legs spread for one another's hands. "You keep making us ever happier to serve," Eve grinned.
Eric tilted the seat back a little. He wasn't worried about how he drove. "Guess this is how we live now," he murmured.
"Mm-hmmh!" Amber agreed.
"Yes, master," Eve echoed softly. "Yes, it is."
* * *
Eric figured any big shopping trip would dazzle his lovers, but he saw no reason to start small. South Coast Plaza was the largest mall in Southern California, bright and upscale and modern. He didn't see a giddy outburst or shouting, and didn't expect it. All three of his lovers had their own intelligent, cool, sexy, and mature vibe going on. Even so, they were all smiles from the moment they walked in through the parking lot.
Though he didn't want to overrate shopping malls, they offered a lot to newcomers to the world, especially those who picked up on things with magical speed like the genies. Here they could encounter diverse crowds, experience modern material culture and technology, and quickly develop a sense of style that would help them fit in.
Shopping was easier with magic, too. Anything they liked could be conjured up all on their own later. Trying things on took no time at all. Many times, whenever Amber, Lyric, or Eve found a piece they liked, they merely walked around the rack until Eric found them on the other side in that very article of clothing, fitted perfectly. Then the genies would revert back to their previous outfits. Once they liked something, Eric knew he'd see it on them again later.
It was all much more pleasant than shopping with his ex. He didn't take a huge interest in this, but he also didn't mind if Amber was a clotheshorse or if Eve had expensive tastes. He didn't have to worry about how they'd cover more important bills after a shopping splurge. He never felt out of place or like a weight on their fun, either, and never felt like an accessory.
Much of that came down to magic. He knew it wasn't fair to hold that against ordinary people. But he could also see through the magical matchmaking bonds and the power kinks to find the real differences with his past. It didn't take a fawning harem and phenomenal cosmic powers to see how unhealthy his last relationships had been. All he needed was some casual consideration and warmth, and some care for his happiness instead of just what he could provide.
He could wish away all the magic and just have a normal relationship with any one of these new lovers, let alone be with all three of them, and be happy for the rest of his life. He knew that, and they seemed to know it, too... but they didn't have to wish any of that away.
They caught plenty of attention, of course. Lots of men made double-takes and a few were easy to catch staring. Women often watched, too, more often with admiration or "is she famous?" curiosity than desire... but Eric realized there was more than a little desire, too. None of it ever interrupted. Often, one or another of the genies would lean in and kiss or stroke Eric affectionately as if to respond to all the staring.
Eventually the staring overcame his humility. He noticed the attention given to more than just the women. He saw it from the woman at the dress rack, the one who kept looking back from the clearance corner, even the young blonde and Latina women working the counter. They were all attractive women. He noticed that common thread, too...at least, when the stares fell on a particular direction.
"Eve?" he murmured by a rack in a hip, upscale chain store. She was the closest of the three at the moment. Thumping music over the speakers and the chatter of other shoppers didn't keep his genie from hearing, thanks to a wish on the way over. All he had to do was whisper to his genies and they would hear, no matter how far or how loud their surroundings were. From there, they wouldn't have to worry about privacy. The sultry beauty came closer with a raised eyebrow. "Did you cast some new magic on me?"
"Hm? Not that you don't already know," she answered. Her fingers traced down his chest. "You're fit and healthy, and you wished for the virility and stamina to keep us all satisfied. Why?"
"I knew you three would catch some eyes, but I noticed I'm getting some looks, too." He didn't worry about being overheard thanks to some of the magic they'd already arranged. "Lots of stares. We talked about hooking up with other women. Are you already working on that?"
"Not actively. Not yet. I'm happy to start anytime you wish. We did agree it would be fun to make some answers obvious to interested parties."
"That's all it is?"
"You don't think that's enough?" Eve grinned. "Or would you like more?"
That had him intrigued. "Like what?"
"As I said, you're fitter and magically virile now, but we've done nothing more to your looks. I don't want to change a thing about you... but I can sense the difference in how people react to the three of us and how they react to you."
"It's the difference between having a nice face and being beautiful enough to make a living on your looks," Eric nodded. "A great living. Although most of the time that still involves a whole lot of work and professional make-up."
"So I'm learning." Eve gestured with a tilt of her head and her eyes to the racks, the shoppers, and the models in pictures everywhere. "Our beauty is real, but it does come from magic. Would you like the same?" She looked him up and down, reminding him how much she liked everything she saw. "Or better yet, would you like to enjoy the same effect without having to change a thing?"
Her grin was infectious. "Y'know, I think I would," he said softly. "And all that magical 'performance' enhancement, too."
"Mm, some of that may be a little too magical compared to what mortals experience," she warned, though she clearly liked it.
"Then make sure they don't connect those dots," said Eric. "They can have a little magic without questioning it, right?"
"Is this your wish?" she teased.
"Yes," said Eric.
Eve kissed him deeply. The tingling thrill of her tongue in his mouth had to be the sensation of her magic, but it was also just a great kiss. They all were. When she withdrew, she looked back at him with those dark, enticing eyes. "Good, because I think it's time you had some new fun."
* * *
"They've gotta be famous somehow," said Becky. She stood behind the counter and spoke softly with her headset mindfully muted. She didn't want anyone but Trina to hear her. Luckily, no one was in line to pay for anything. "Like, I don't know what they're from, but they've gotta be in movies or models or something."
"Models usually don't have tits like that," said Trina. She finished folding one shirt from the return pile and then unfurled another one just so she'd have something to do with her hands. As long as she looked busy, the boss couldn't complain. "Maybe the brunette, but not the other two. I'm not saying it doesn't happen, but..." Trina shrugged. "Movies or TV. Gotta be. I'm not thinking of where, either, though."
They bantered about customers sometimes, but never with this particular fascination. Neither of them had worked in the store for more than a year, but it was enough to know the clientele and the business. Young and attractive people came in all the time, but celebrities didn't generally shop here. When celebrities hit the mall, they dressed down. They didn't shop at the mall in full knock-out mode.
Their looks had a little more impact on Trina than Becky. She was pretty sure Becky didn't swing that way, though she had plenty of appreciation for looks. Yet they both noticed the guy who kept getting the trio's attention. They liked him, too.
These women were enough to make anyone feel a little self-conscious. Trina was confident enough in her own looks. She came to work put together, at least. Her black store crew t-shirt wasn't the most flattering thing, but the slacks hugged her hips and guys always liked her ass. It wasn't even something she thought over all that much, except now she was thinking about beauty and sexiness and what people desired...and, though she didn't think the words, she thought about her own chances.
"Trophy girlfriends, maybe?" Becky wondered. "Maybe he's rich? He doesn't dress like it."
"No, look at how they treat him. Look at how they look at him even when he isn't looking." Trina's eyes kept coming back to the little crew since they'd come in. "That's the real deal. He might have money or maybe not, but that ain't why they're all with him. They're with him for somethin' else."
Becky stifled a laugh. "Thinking a lot about that, huh?"
"Tell me you're not."
"Maybe a little," she admitted. "He is cute."
"And there's three of them already, so..." Trina's voice trailed off as the saw the dark-haired and dusky beauty kiss him. That clinched it. The guy could kiss. And as if it was suddenly her first real good look at his face, she realized just how hot he was. Desire stirred within her, along with other more physical feelings in her core.
Wild impulses overtook her. Wild, but welcome. Trina glanced around the store, tracking her boss and other customers and other duties. She was due for her lunch break anyway, and Becky wasn't going anywhere anyway... not even if she looked a little dazed by what they'd just seen. It was only a kiss, but it was also more. At least, it was more for Trina.
She'd get away with this. She'd get away with this, and it was safe. She just knew.
"Okay, I'm going for it." Trina checked the mute on her headset for the third time and stepped around the counter. "Cover for me?"
"Cover for—ohmygod, what are you doing?" Becky gasped, but held it all in.
She didn't have a plan, but she felt good about it. Every step turned her on a little more. The heat between her legs grew and her breath deepened as she came over to the couple. "Hi, welcome to the store," she began. They'd been here a bit already and welcomed at least twice, but she had to say something to break in. They turned their attention toward her with pleasant smiles, though the guy seemed a touch surprised... and the woman did not. "I'm Trina. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"No thanks," he began politely.
"Actually yes, if you'd like," said the woman. She met his eyes only once, grinning as if at some private topic while she kept talking. "Our girlfriends and I are going to be shopping for a while. This is Eric. We don't want him to get bored. Could you take care of him?"
"Eve?" Eric began.
Trina's smile deepened. So did her desire, and her excitement. They'd only just met, but like a mind reader, Eve was on exactly the same naughty page and gave Trina all but a high-five. "Oh, I'd be happy to keep him entertained. Sir? Right this way."
Smoothly, Trina took his hand. She felt a cool spark between them, both in their touch and in his eyes. This wasn't his idea but he knew enough to go along with it.
The boss had her back turned when Trina walked him across the floor. Everyone else on staff was looking the other way, too. Everyone except for a stunned and trustworthy Becky behind the counter. Within seconds, they were in the dressing room corner, and then behind a door.
Desire and fantasy made Trina skip right past any banter or foreplay. She didn't need it, and they both knew why they were back here. "Just relax, sir," she told Eric. Her fingers came to his belt and his pants and found they came undone as easily as tugging down some sweats. She didn't even think about it... though as she knelt along with the downward path of his pants, Trina nearly swooned at the long, thick tool she found waiting for her.
Her eyes lit up. She took him in one hand, stroking him from mostly-erect to steel-hard in only a couple of seconds. He felt good in her hand, too: strong, shapely, and potent. Even the scent of him raised her arousal to new heights.
Trina looked up at this hunk she hadn't even yet called by name and took his cock in her mouth. All the appeal of that scent doubled as an experience of taste, which only added to the incredible feel of him inside her mouth and venturing near her throat. She'd tried blowing a boyfriend or two in the past, but it never felt good for her like this before. This rewarded her. She wanted more.
"Mmmph!" she groaned, sucking in a little more of him with each stroke of her mouth and her hand. She shouldn't be able to take all of him, but she took a lot. Took it and loved it. Eric let out a moan and leaned back against the wall.
I'm such a fucking slut, she thought, and that only excited her more. That groan from her man of the moment and his fingers trailing through her black hair said she was a damn good slut, too. If this guy had three girlfriends like those and still wanted her, Trina took it as the highest praise. She sucked his cock harder, loving the full feeling all the way to the back of her throat in ways she'd never enjoyed before.
Trina hoped his girlfriends would be shopping for a while.
* * *
Trina gave a great blowjob.
Eric leaned back against the wall and let her take more and more of him. His senses devoted all possible attention to her lovely face and her sucking and stroking mouth. She didn't have all the magical perfection of a genie, but that only made it a different rush. He knew it was part new-girl appeal, part slutty fantasy, and part power trip. The latter was especially pronounced as she stared up at him with her pretty face preoccupied by his cock, eyes fluttering and her breath heavy with the effect of all the magical enhancements that made this better for both of them.



Every little inconvenience and every big consequence could be brushed away with a wish. Trina was a stranger, on her knees and going down on him in less than a minute, and loving it.
Long minutes of indulgence passed. As with his other partners, Eric lived from one second to the next, with only the occasional stray thought of the world outside. Eventually he had a thought to act upon.
Eve was his first thought, but she set all this up to begin with. The others were apparently turned on by all this, too. Why leave them out? "Amber," he whispered. Trina kept at him, locked in a rhythm of primal, mutual bliss and completely unaware of the whisper, just as his wish arranged.
"Mmmhhh!" Amber whined back. "Yes! Yes. Master?"
Eric blinked. He liked hearing that tone from Amber and hardly felt suspicious, but... "Amber?"
"Yessss," Amber groaned. "Master, it's Lyric... I... I hope that's... okay?"
He thought about as much. Eric grinned. "Where are you?"
"In the... dressing room... next to yours..." A little thump on the wall suggested they leaned against opposite sides of the same plaster and wood. "Lyric wanted to... to... fffuck, yes..."
He glanced down at his current partner. As much as he liked the view, he liked another idea, too. "I wish to see through your eyes," he whispered.
His vision shimmered with gold, but the viewpoint wasn't entirely different. Instead of his own body he saw between Amber's bared breasts and down her taut belly, and instead of Trina with her mouth wrapped around his cock he saw the golden-haired strip over Amber's pussy and Lyric's face buried between tanned thighs. "Ooohh," Amber groaned and shook, suggesting a new depth from Lyric's tongue.
"Eric, is this okay?" she pleaded breathlessly. "You wished before... and I couldn't resist..."
"This is always okay," said Eric. "I want this. For all of you."
"Unhf, fuck, she's wonderful," Amber groaned.
"I want all three of you to fuck all you want," Eric whispered. "Don't ever feel guilty or worry about me. Not unless that makes it more fun."
"Mmh!" Amber replied. She grabbed a fistful of Lyric's dark hair in reaction to some spasm in her groin, but she didn't come. Not yet, anyway. "You... too," Amber sighed.
"Good. Because I wish for a little more time with Trina," Eric murmured. "And for you. Can you do that? I don't want to keep Eve waiting, but I'd like to take our time."
"Mmh-hm!" Amber nodded enthusiastically. He saw a gold shimmer around the edges of his vision again, but no physical effect. Yet he knew he had all the time he wanted within the space of far fewer real-world minutes now.
His vision reverted back to his own with nothing more than a blink and an effort to focus. Trina never stopped... not until he reached down and stroked her cheek. "Do you want more?"
Trina knew what he meant. She slowly drew back from his cock, still savoring every inch of him in her mouth, but rose and leaned against his body to kiss him deeply. Trembling with desire, she let him unfasten and unzip her pants from behind and then turn her around to put her hands against the wall. She looked back over her shoulder as he grinned down at her pink lace panties and then pulled them down.
"Yes," she pleaded as his cock slid in under her ass. He found her slick and soaking wet with full arousal. Her cunt resisted penetration only just enough to pleasure them both. "Yes!"
Eric fucked her up against the wall without a care in the world for any thumping or her cries. His lovers would take care of that. In the meantime, he had a new partner who deserved a stretch of slutty ecstasy and a couple of mind-blowing orgasms, along with final satisfaction of his own to find.
Trina enthusiastically welcomed all of it.
* * *
Eric couldn't help swaggering a little on his way out of the fitting room and on out of the store. Amber and Lyric weren't out of their room just yet. Eve answered his whisper and assured him of Trina's safe and comfortable return to her duties. His lovely playmate back in the dressing room would be riding this high all day long and likely tomorrow, too, with no one the wiser. In the meantime, after an affectionate farewell, Eric wanted to return to a much more permanent partner.
He found Eve right outside the store, leaning slightly on the second-floor balcony railing to look over the first floor of the mall. Shoppers roamed both floors, with more than one head turning for a second look as they passed her. Eve's figure could probably make anything look great, but that short blue silk dress showed off her curves and her long and perfect legs.
Without a word, Eric slid his arms around her from behind and held her close. She welcomed his embrace, knowing no one else would approach her like this. "Thank you," he murmured.
"You're welcome, my love," she answered. "I will gladly arrange many more before we leave for home, if you like."
"I think I want to be with you right now." He kissed her neck softly. She tilted her head into his, her jet black hair silky and soft and smelling of lavender. "I'm falling hard for you. All of you. But all of this seems so one-sided."
"It only seems that way." Eve leaned back against him, her hands on his arms around her waist. She nodded to the floor below. "At its core, this is not so different from the marketplaces I knew when I was with Azim, but every little detail is... so much has changed. There are wonders in some of these stores. There is such abundance. Women walk freely here, in whatever they wish to wear, in whatever company they wish.
"In the car, you wished we could understand how unusual our pleasures and our service are in this world. You wanted us to know the weight of what we give. I see that now. I know how much others would desire us, how they would envy you, and how much our nature would offend as something shameful or forbidden. What I can't express is how much more that makes me love this new life with you.
"I could speak of love and warmth...but that isn't so forbidden." Leaning back against him, she turned her head to whisper against his ear. "Lyric isn't the only one excited by taboo. I am thrilled to be your whore. We all are. Even more, now that I understand how rare this is, and how you love it. My only loyalty is to our pleasure. Enjoy us, master. Fuck me and use me, and know that I will love you for it."
Despite his good time with Trina, the sight of Eve from behind on his way out here already had his desires stirring up again. Her beauty had that effect. Talking like this took things way beyond the mere visual turn-on.
His hand found its way up the hem of her dress. His fingers hooked over her panties and drew them downward without difficulty. Eve signaled her approval with a deep breath, and another when Eric tugged at his waistband with one thumb. The magic freed his erection without letting his pants drop. All anyone saw was a man hugging his lover from behind on the balcony rail. It would stay that way, too. "Yes, my love," Eve gasped softly at the first slide of his cock against her wet lips. "Yes. I can... conceal us."
It gave him a naughty thought. "Only from anyone who would have a problem with it," he told her softly. "Anyone who'd shame you doesn't deserve to see... but if anyone would secretly approve, let them enjoy the show. I'm sure there are a few."
Eve let out another note of arousal in her breath with another tease of his cock. The faintest glow of purple light touched the edges of Eric's vision again, but most of his attention was on the luscious body in his arms. He didn't need a hand to guide his cock inside her. Magic did that. Slow penetration forced an equally slow and low moan from his partner, pushing her ass back against his groin until he was fully sheathed.
Eve and Eric savored every inch of his invasion. He slowly withdrew and penetrated again with another moan of surrender from his trembling lover. Soon, he had her against the balcony rail, fucking her slowly and maddening them both with ecstasy.
"Oh wow," someone murmured behind them, but they kept their voice down.
"Get it, sister," came a note of approval under another woman's breath.
Below, a shopper looked up here and there, though the stares didn't last long. They didn't draw any others, either. No one pulled a cell phone. None of their admirers interrupted. The greater share of passersby never even noticed.
Overwhelmed by a cock that spread her within every time he thrust, Eve could only breathe in shaky notes and hold on. Eric found himself just as swept away and did all he could just to hold them to a slow pace. Pleasure built, and with it need, but even with her magic to turn every disapproving eye and ear away he still didn't want to push his luck. He didn't want to fuck her hard enough to break the balcony rail, either, though he damn well felt that kind of energy building for them both.
His hands slid up her sides to spread over her voluptuous breasts. Eve gasped at the escalation. Her eyes rolled back in lustful bliss as she pushed her ass back against his hips over and over, softly and slowly but savoring it more because of the pace.
A tightening grip and ripples around his cock warned of her approaching orgasm. Eric felt much the same way. The overload ran through every limb, but he held on and fucked her until Eve gasped and the first spasms erupted in her cunt. Sensitive and relentless thanks to her magic, Eric felt her meltdown from within along with the tremors of her body against his. It was enough to set him off, and with a single deep thrust he plowed into her and shot burst after burst into her womb. Though Eve stifled her moans, he could hear her ecstasy in her breath.
When his vision straightened again, Eric caught grins here and there, but thankfully no one applauded. Those who approved played it cool and drew no attention. Everyone else went on their way. Only two approved strongly enough to join them.
"Wow, that was hot," said Lyric. She stroked Eric's neck with her fingers as she came to their right side, cooling him down as the aftershocks of climax settled. He was still deep within Eve, and happy to be there for a moment more.
"Yeah, it was," Amber agreed. She came to their other side and stroked Eve's hair to settle her down. The glint in Amber's eyes suggested other things. "Should we put this trip on pause and go home for a while? We can come right back now."
"No," Eve purred. "Obviously, we can play here, too. We don't need to stop. There's so much more fun to be had."
"It's true," said Eric. "We haven't even looked at any lingerie yet."
* * *
Thank you for reading! Please remember, comments really keep me coming back with more stories! I'm not sure which of my series will get my attention yet, but I have ideas for all of them, including more of Bottles. If folks want more of this, we'll see Eric and the genies take on the "real" world, and also find a suitable home for that unclaimed bottle!
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I've tapped away on this and the next chapter bit by bit for a long time. They were close to ready, so I finally made a big push. It might not flow like a novel, but this is a smutty fun fantasy serial anyway. I went in the directions that felt right. Here's chapter five, and chapter six is on the way. Hope you enjoy it!
CHAPTER FIVE
Clio straddled Scott's lap in the simple library chair, naked and grinding on his cock. They had climaxed hard more than once and sated their most pressing needs. They had talked a little, too. Now it was only a matter of not wanting to let go.
Her thin and slender body was a joy to hold against his. Her long, straight black hair caressed his arms and hands around her back. A tight, utterly perfect bubble butt moved against his thighs and welcomed his occasional groping hands. That face, those eyes, and her voice held a tight grip on his heart--not unlike the grip her cunt kept around his long, thick cock. Clio fucked him like a goddess because she nearly was.
Scott was twenty-one, humble and kind, and fucking the Muse of History in the campus library. Wet orgasms and erotic moans over an hour or more didn't bring on a single interruption. He wasn't worried about that now... though plenty of other matters rolled around in his mind whenever he glanced inward. The years-long education she had just whispered into his ear with a few breaths made up only part of those matters.
"I see second thoughts." Clio looked at him with dark, discerning eyes, an arched brow, and a crooked grin. Her grind slowed, but not instantly. She didn't exactly stop, either.
"Not about you. Not at all," said Scott. "I should only be thinking of you." Their conversation an hour ago had fallen right back into making love--No, Scott corrected. Fucking. They'd been fucking as lustfully and intimately as anything he'd ever experienced, and he'd fuck her more in the future. A lot more, to hear her tell it. He yearned for more than that. "You're amazing."
"So are you, but people have thoughts while they have sex," Clio grinned. The slow grind on his cock made her eyes flutter and her voice softly shake. Holding a conversation while she fucked him made both things all the more erotic. "Your brain doesn't shut off. Well, alright, that's how it normally works. You obliterated most of my thoughts, but you're gifted. It's more than a compliment," she said with a finger over his lips. "You know it's true. Even then, settling back always brings out other thoughts. What are yours?"
"It's not all sexy."
Her look grew serious, though still heavy with passion, and warmer, too. The grind finally stopped, but she didn't let him go. "We're falling for each other, Scott. Your feelings aren't running away with you. It's not your imagination. It's mutual."
His heart beat as heavily as ever. He wasn't sure what to say to that. He wanted this, maybe more than anything before...and he'd had a string of fantasies come true lately. "We only just met," he said softly. "It's only been this."
"And yet you feel it, don't you?" Clio kissed him. Her lips were enough to leave his soul shaking, as if the rest didn't already overwhelm. "Aphrodite warned... well, more offered than warned. This is her realm. She knows where these things will go. She told me it was likely. Now I know your history, and I know you. She's always been a good friend, and she's the goddess of love. If she tells me I'm likely to fall, it's true. If she tells me it will be wonderful, it will be. You know it, too. You're one of her favorites. You just aren't used to your role and your power yet."
"That power isn't clouding your judgment? Or mine?"
"No. It's part of you, and it's wonderful." Clio finally lifted herself up and away from his dick inside her. The act was its own erotic thrill--especially in the way she slid a hand down his length to guide him between them when she settled back into his lap. "It's magnetism, passion, and intimacy. It's not control. I want to be under your spell, Scott. I love it. I know Aphrodite's gifts better than your mortal lovers, but they make the same conscious choice. It wouldn't work any other way. This isn't a wild fantasy come true for you alone. It's for your lovers, too.
"Your gifts are subtle compared to the agents of some other gods, but they are real. We're fucking in a library. Nobody has noticed us or even gone past this aisle. That's you. I can feel your power in play even if you can't. When it comes to sex and love, things will work out for you, Scott. It may look like chance and happenstance, but it's more than that. Trust your instincts. Trust your patron. She loves you." Clio saw him blink and nodded. "Of course, she loves you, silly. Aphrodite wouldn't invest all this in someone she doesn't love. She wants you to be happy, and her idea of happy is wilder than you can imagine. I don't know who's next, but I surely won't be the only immortal in your bed. Or your lap."
"That's where the second thoughts come from. It's Jessica--I was with her before you." He saw Clio nod; she already knew his history, right up to the moment. "It's Jessica, and Misty and Latasha, and... did I commit too much too soon? I didn't expect you. No one like you."
"Ah." Clio's grin persisted. "You feel like your heart beats only for me, right? No, that's real. It's sincere. You're with a goddess--lesser, demigod, pick your label. That's divine passion at work. You're not a god, but I feel it, too." Her finger traced his chest. "It will ease when we part. Ease, not vanish. Gods can manipulate and abuse mortals with this sort of thing, but you're less vulnerable for a number of reasons." Clio paused and admitted, "I won't exactly be exclusive, either, if that makes you feel better about being with others. I'm already not exclusive."
"Huh. It does make that easier, a little. I mean, you are immortal and all that, and you're... well, you. It'd be weird if I was your only one."
"Good. Enjoy me like I'm all yours. You'll never know the difference. No jealousy games."
"That's another thing on my mind. All the myths are so off-base. They paint all the gods as jealous and demanding, and..." Scott shook his head. So many thoughts swirled in the back of his mind with the knowledge Clio had just given him. "It's a lot to process."
"Give it time. You'll find plenty of limits, too. Even for me, history is full of mysteries and unknowns. If I had to compare, the education I gave you is like a thorough undergraduate. I didn't want to overdo it. You have a grasp on what scholars share, and then your personal experiences. Before and after meeting us," she added. "What does that education tell you so far?"
The rush of knowledge and understanding simmered in the back of his mind. Dozens and dozens of books in their original languages sat in his memory as if he'd just read them, along with corrections and context. He knew art and geography and some aspects of science that he'd never touched before, along with fluency in a handful of new languages. It was amazing that he still had his wits and could focus on Clio and the moment. "You taught me. Don't you already know what I think?"
"Education isn't just about absorbing material. It's about chewing on it and coming to your own conclusions. That's why you have to engage with it through all that writing and practice from classes... normally," she teased, grinning. "You already know that, too. So, again: what does all I taught you tell you about us immortals?"
"That everything the mortal world knows today was written by ordinary people swimming in ignorance and misogyny," said Scott. "And the parts that played to popular bias spread faster and deeper than the rest."
"Yes. Your myths and legends aren't accurate. They're just the versions that survived." Clio tilted her head in concession. "They hold a lot of truth, too, but you'd have to pick through bit by bit to find it. Or line by line, in Homer's case. One line can change the whole context."
"Aphrodite told me Hera's actually pretty great and Zeus has always been the real problem."
"Good example. Hera's the best, honestly. He's less of a problem now that he's not actively worshipped and meddling in the mortal world. Retired, sort of. But yes, women in 'myths' and religion catch more than their fair share of blame and shame, whether we're talking about mortals or goddesses. Medusa never deserved anything that happened to her, and it wasn't Athena who cursed her. That's the kind of difference we're talking about.
"You should also know that 'family' is an incredibly loose term when it comes to gods and immortals. It's not the same thing as a mortal family. Many of us aren't really related at all. When we joke about the gods being 'incestuous,' it's much more like mortals who keep dating within the same circles for years, not literal family incest." Her brow arched. "You may need to know that, depending on who else approaches you."
"It's really that likely?"
"Inevitable. I just couldn't tell you who. Remember, Aphrodite's gifts aren't about you alone; they're inherently about sharing. It's safe to be fully slutty with you, and you can deliver. That's the gift. More people would have this kind of fun if everyone could shed all the misogyny and judgment. That's what makes it so rare. Run wild with your gifts all you want, Scott. Casually, aggressively, just for fun. Selfish and dirty. You won't hurt anyone. I'm eager to watch and share. I know what I'm falling for."
His heart pounded. He didn't know what to say to that. "Thank you."
"What else is on your mind?"
That didn't knock him all the way to Earth, but he dropped a few spots from Cloud Nine. "The guys I have to deal with. The ones who attacked me."
"Yeah, that deserves to end in a full Greek tragedy for them," said Clio.
"Let's not take things that far. I'm still alive. I want to deal with this and move on with my life, not..." He hesitated, but Clio's look of interest meant the world to him. "It feels more like a chore than a cause. This means so much more to me. Being with you. Having fun."
"Not just me." She grinned. "Say it. Revel in it."
"Not just you. Lots of women." He felt the rush of admitting it--again--without losing his train of thought. "My life is a magical fuck fantasy and it's awesome. I've been with six women today, so far, and they're all amazing. Especially you. I'd rather focus on that then jerks and revenge. I'd rather fuck than fight."
"Your options aren't limited to violence. You're Aphrodite's favorite, after all. There's more than one way to get revenge."
"Oh, I thought about that. Already went there once. Jessica, right before I met you." He saw Clio nod; she knew his history, which of course included his day. "She's great and I like her for herself, not for being something to take from an enemy. She's not a thing at all. But I imagine those guys didn't become trash out of nowhere. If the women around them are like them, too, why would I want to go there?" Scott bit his lip in response to Clio's grin. "This is where I admit that yeah, the thought of seducing all the women in their lives occurred to me for like ten seconds."
"Sure. You could," said Clio. "It's worth considering. Could be a lot of fun, and not just for you."
"Yeah, but it's only a dig on the assholes because they see women as objects, and I'd be validating that. Also it's an ulterior motive, and... ugh. No. Fun doesn't make it okay."
"It's a different equation when consent is part of the premise. If they dive into your arms, it's because they want to. If they abandon vile men for someone better, is that bad? I'm not pushing in any direction, but I am saying if you feel like it, go for it. Your feelings are a good guide."
"My feelings are mostly horny most of the time now," Scott laughed. "Trusting that seems problematic."
"Can I point something out as your cheering section?" Clio slowly stroked the hard cock between them, seemingly just because she could. "You've been with a fiancée, two women who didn't even speak your language, sex workers, a shy classmate, a professor, and someone else's girlfriend. All 'problematic' in one way or another, and every one of them loved it. I can promise you none of them have a shred of regret. This is what I mean. You're Aphrodite's favorite. You get to have 'problematic,' because you'll be the problematic case that works out okay. The problems are only spice. Trust her and trust yourself."
He didn't object. She stared while it sank in. Stared, and stroked, and then softly kissed him again. "Thank you," he repeated.
"You're welcome."
"The reasons against it are still there. That's not even all of them." Scott shook his head. "Those guys are all chauvinist pinheads. All they'd see is women betraying them. They'd carry that through life and make other women miserable. Then I'm only making a bigger problem."
Clio's crooked grin reappeared. Her dark eyes sent his heart beating harder. "That's a lot of mature and serious thinking for someone wrapped up in a magical fuck fantasy."
"Maybe," he smiled a little. "Every minute I spend on those jerks instead of the magical fuck fantasy seems like a waste. Practically a crime. But I can't ignore them and forget it, either." His hands slid up the naked thighs straddling him in the chair. His eyes roamed her face and her body. He was falling hard and so was she. They both knew it. "This isn't too heavy for a first hook-up?"
"No. For me, it's perfect." Her nails traced lightly across his chest. "You should know I'm not the dinner-and-a-movie sort of girlfriend, Scott. That sort of thing is often wasted on me. Most of the time, I'm out witnessing and recording history, or inspiring others. I'm going to come and go. Don't waste effort on gifts or including me in your social life. There's no settling down or domestic bliss here. I don't want that."
"What do you want?" Scott asked softly. Sincerely. "I want to give it to you."
"This, actually." Clio's crooked grin returned with a glimmer in her dark eyes. "I'm an academic at heart. I like deep, thoughtful conversations. I love my role, but it's not all of me, and you can already see how tragic and sad the work of history can be. You didn't need me to educate you for that. I need someone to push it all away, someone to fill me with pleasure and joy. You do that. I want this. Uninhibited sex, thoughtful conversations, and the occasional orgy. And I want you: the kind, humble mortal and the favorite of Aphrodite fucking me out of my mind."
"Thank you." He didn't know what else to say to that. His heart would have fallen at this literal goddess's feet at first sight, let alone after her guidance and... "Occasional orgies, huh?"
"Maybe more than occasional. I know you're relentlessly horny. I know you'll constantly indulge. I want that, Scott. That's fun." Clio kissed him again, softly, with as much romance as lust. Her breath was hot on his lips. "We have to part soon. I hope you walk right into the arms of another lover, or lovers. New or current. I don't care which as long as you're having a good time. You and I have many years ahead."
He felt her legs tense. She rose, leaning against him. He thought she would step away, but instead her hand guided his shaft between her thighs. Hot, wet flesh spread over his cock as she sank down on him. Her breath shook. Her chest slid against his. The thrills of her body flooded all of his senses once more.
"Mmh! This. I want this. It's so good, Scott. I want... everything I said. I want to be your lover... nnff... and your slut. All the time." She sucked in another breath. Ripples of pleasure ran through her body, starting and then returning to the slick sex around his. "I want you to take control. Take me. I'm a toy for your cock and I love it."
Scott swept her into a closer embrace, kissing her fiercely as they worked their coupling on autopilot. He was wild about Clio. He couldn't deny her anything. If she wanted him to let go--to give him this--so be it.
Scott stood halfway out of his chair, gripping Clio's incredible perfect bubble butt while his cock thrust up into her cunt. She clung to his shoulders and grunted with each thrust, but soon they happened too hard and too fast to keep up with her breath. His hips pistoned upward with relentless passion. Scott fucked her like he was punishing her. Clio whimpered and clung to him and loved it.
"Mmh! Aaah! Yes! Yes!" she gasped. The jackhammer inside continued until she started convulsing and melting down. Scott had her coming while his next orgasm approached. He kept her going off by laying her on the table and fucking her more. Black hair spilled all around her beautiful face and her lithe, naked body. Her mouth opened to cry out, but nothing arose until his first shot within her. She took pulse after pulse of cum with her back arched and her body answering with another orgasm all over again.
When she settled, she was breathless, helpless, and awestruck...and still filled with him. He heeded those new instincts, especially now. Like the others, his newest lover wanted to play. "I want you slutty and ready next time you see me," he told her softly. Her dark eyes sparkled and her lips twitched with a grin. "No matter what I'm doing, no matter who else I'm with. If you need me to cool it, let me know. This isn't all we are. But if you like it this much, so do I. When you come to me, I'm assuming you're coming to get fucked."
"Mmh, it's not an assumption, lover. That's exactly how I want it."
* * *
Latasha meant to reciprocate while Misty relentlessly licked and kissed between her shapely dark brown legs in a wild sixty-nine. Misty's thighs spread over Latasha's face with her cunt right there, available and welcoming. That dark patch of hair and those beautiful lips were still wet from Misty's last orgasm. The intimate scents of sex filled Latasha's every breath.
Everything about Misty was wonderful. Latasha had always recognized her beauty, but it all felt more intense now, more striking and compelling. She had flawless, lightly-tanned skin decorated with tattoos, black hair shaved at the sides, an ass that could stop hearts, full and perfect breasts, and a face like a movie star. All day, every look from her icy blue eyes held confidence and desire. Every inch of her against Latasha felt beautiful, too.
Wilder still, the awe seemed mutual. Whenever Latasha caught Misty looking, she felt wanted and gorgeous. Beauty was part of their job, of course, but Misty's appreciation felt more genuine than that. Latasha had less ink, shorter and curlier black hair, a little more curve and a little more definition in her muscles, but never felt as hot as she did now. Never, that is, until last night, when she and Misty shared a particular guy.
Even without him here, she and Misty were still horny as hell. Especially for each other.
Misty overwhelmed Latasha with her tongue running up the side of Latasha's labia and a wet finger stroking inside. Latasha threw her head against Misty's bared thigh and moaned loudly when that tongue swirled around her clit. "Oh god...aww, fuck!" Latasha called out. Sex with Misty kept her close to the edge for most of the time, like one kiss to the pussy could take her from zero to sixty and keep her there, but there was the edge and then there was the edge. Latasha wanted to stay there longer, but she also couldn't wait to come. In the end, it wasn't up to her.
"Mmh! Mmh! Aaah!" The sensations of that mouth and those fingers working her pussy ran through her entire body and set her off on another shattering orgasm. Latasha spasmed and shook while Misty kept it up. She came hard, longer than the used to, and wetter.



"Oooh, god damn," she sighed when the spasms finally subsided. Even then, Misty still lightly dragged her tongue left and right over Latasha's pussy. Light licks turned to kisses as if she meant to keep going. "Oh god, again?" Latasha moaned.
"You wanna?" Misty asked.
The answer nearly leaped out of her, if only it wasn't for Latasha's breath still catching up. "I'm about to say, 'Yes, obviously,' but..."
"Then why not?" Misty licked her again, sending more electric pleasures through Latasha.
"I haven't even... you haven't..."
"I don't mind." More licking. She meant it. Gladly. "Unless it's too much?"
"No, it isn't too much, and that's what blows my mind." Against more than half of her urges, Latasha propped herself up a little on her elbows and pulled away a little from Misty's mouth. Her hot partner relented and answered Latasha's gesture to turn and slide up into an embrace. She listened to what Latasha had to say. "We fucked Scott and each other all night and didn't get tired. We came back here after dropping him off and fucked all morning after that. And I'm still not tired of it. You get me off like it's a superpower. Hell, I'm coming harder and longer and better, too. Like coming hard over and over is my own special superpower. All for me."
"Maybe it's not all for you. You're kind of amazing when you come," said Misty. Even in this break from the action, one of her hands found the way between Latasha's legs all on autopilot. Latasha's eyes widened and she gasped both in pleasure and exasperation. Misty gave a slight guilty grin, but not that guilty. "I'll stop if you want but I don't think either of us want to."
"Mmh fuck," Latasha gasped, and then focused through it. "I'm not giving back enough. That's what I'm saying... I... I want it, but I should share... give back, and... oooh, fuck!"
Still grinning, Misty shook her head. "I don't even care. I love this. I could make you feel good and come all day, whether you give back or not. I can't wait for next time, either." She kissed Latasha softly, still working her partner's cunt with her fingers. Again, Misty shifted down the bed with kisses along Latasha's body.
"He did this to us, didn't he?" Latasha moaned. "He changed us."
"Think so. Might have turned us both into magic nymphos. I don't feel like I'm out of control, but I don't have any reason to stop." Between Latasha's legs once more, Misty dragged her tongue through another long, indulgent lick.
"Fuck, it's awesome...mmh!"
A buzz on the nightstand caught their ears. They expected to hear from Scott. Latasha fumbled for the phone, barely catching it while Misty's lips closed around her clit and two of her fingers plunged inside her. She was perhaps a little rough, but new arousal and that sudden sexual improvement they'd noticed kept Latasha silky wet and welcoming. Being a little rough only made things more intense and faster. "Unh! Fuck! Oh fuck that's good!" she said, still clutching the phone.
Right. The phone. Latasha's vision turned hazy with pleasure, but she read the text from Scott: "Sorry to keep you waiting. Plans still up in the air. Is that OK?"
"Mmh! Mmh! He's... he's asking..." Latasha panted at Misty's treatment. "Are we good here?" A delicious thought occurred to him. "Can I show him?"
Misty didn't stop. Latasha felt Misty's grin against her cunt and saw it in her eyes. That pose held as Latasha recorded a few seconds of that same view. She sent it off with a string of emojis: hearts, thumbs up, a smiley face holding a thank-you banner, and red lips. Her thumb hit "send" just as the intensity grew too much and her body warned of another approaching orgasm.
Latasha spasmed and shook against Misty's mouth. Hard, wet throbs between her legs sent more waves through her body. They hit her emotions, too. Over and over with every delicious throb of her sex.
When Latasha's eyes opened again, she was on Cloud Nine... with a new text from Scott waiting: "Hot. Take all the time you want. I can wait. Have fun."
They both saw it lying there on the bed beside Latasha. They looked up from the phone at the same time, too.
"I don't want you to think I'm not wild about you," said Latasha. "Not when me and him are..."
"I know," said Misty. "I feel the same. About you and about him. Let's enjoy both." Misty put another kiss on Latasha's lips. "He can wait. And if he does call, we'd need a shower before we go to him, anyway."
"'Go to him,' huh? Not go get him?" Latasha teased. "Is that how it is?"
"Let's admit this is way more intense than having a boyfriend. It's a different vibe. I want to give it a ride." She saw nothing but agreement behind Latasha's grin. "Might not broadcast it to the world, but with you I don't have to hide it."
She almost made it to the edge of the bed before Latasha caught her leg and spun Misty onto her back. "Nuh-uh." Latasha knelt and bent to get her face between Misty's legs. One kiss to Misty's wet cunt had her shaking and aching for more. Latasha still couldn't get over how damn good Misty tasted and felt, too. "I'm all in on him, too, but he doesn't expect us to jump when he calls. He can wait if we're in the middle of anything."
A lash of her tongue kept Misty quiet. Latasha kissed deeper and harder, matching that sudden intense and rough treatment she'd just received. She lavished Misty with her lips and her tongue while she added her fingers. Misty couldn't keep herself propped up on her elbows to watch. Instead, she sank back and moaned as climax came on. It would be a hard one.
* * *
The video relieved Scott of any worry about inconveniencing his new girlfriends. More than that, the implications validated much of his hopes: If you're with me, you get to have this kind of fun, too. That excited him as much as any other gift from his patron.
Scott started sneaking toward the bathroom to wash up a little before he left. Before he made it out of the library stacks, he felt completely refreshed. He stopped to check himself in disbelief, but it was real. No sweat, no stains to his clothes, no slick evidence of sex at his crotch. Even a glimpse of his reflection showed his hair in place. It was like he just stepped out of the house. It had to be magic.
He looked back down the aisle for Clio, but she was gone. All the effects she left on him endured. Scott carried the knowledge of years of study and could sing his new lover's praises in several new languages. He also carried the visceral electricity of some of his most amazing sex yet. Got others to play with until next time, he thought, which sparked new desires. He wanted more than Clio. Much more.
It felt good to want.
"That worked out well." Aphrodite's voice turned Scott around. The visual stopped his heart as usual. This time, she wore a tight black skirt and a crisp white shirt, top buttons undone and fabric hugging her curves. Thin glasses dipped low on her nose, adding an intellectual allure to her beauty, along with the pulled-up hairdo and the books she held against her chest.
"I like the librarian look," said Scott.
"You like seeing women play to stereotypes? Naughty man," she teased.
"I know you're wearing it for fun." He felt a new courage--no. Confidence. Assurance. "And you're wearing it for me."
"You also know it's fine to tell me these things," she observed. "Desired, in fact." She put the books on the shelf and slid one hand along the frame, turning to give Scott another sexy pose. "What else have you learned about me?"
"That maybe there's more to us than jobs and rewards." His heart pounded. His breath felt heavy. "That wanting you isn't just a road to disappointment."
"Not for you, no." She stepped closer. "I have many lovers, including your newest. She's not my only godly playmate, either. Unlike her, I'm in more than one place at a time. Ares is fucking me right now. Apollo will soon. Others, too. I'm almost always with someone. Does that trouble you?"
"No. You're immortal. You're a goddess. We're not the same. I'm glad you're happy."
"Many gods live this way. Most, in fact. That's why I encourage you to play so much." Aphrodite shrugged. "It's a wonderful way to live."
He couldn't argue that. The particulars raised his brow. "Apollo is kind of a blur in my memory and Ares was pretty focused for the minute I met him, but I didn't get that vibe from either of them."
"We're all complicated on our own, and more complicated by connection." Aphrodite smiled.
"Is Hephaestus...?"
"Still my husband, which makes everything cheating, because we both like it that way. He wasn't happy at first, then I made amends, and now it's a kink. We're not exactly a marriage of soul-mates or even one another's favorites, but we've found value in what we have. We're..." Her eyes tilted upward as she searched for words. "Not really together very much, and when we are, we've learned to embrace being toxic. The barbs have all become foreplay. It's fine. He has others, too. He's happy when I'm not around, and happy when I am. I'm not sure you'll ever meet; I'm telling you for our relationship and no one else's. Very few others know, and that's part of the fun for both of us."
"I appreciate the trust." It did, in fact, weigh heavily within him--and pleasantly so. He recognized the intimacy of it.
"You're not a god or a demigod," Aphrodite reminded him. "You're not an ordinary mortal, either. Remember both things if and when you meet other gods. You're not part of the club and never will be. There is no club. We're not really family, either. Some gods will be jerks to you out of snobbery or superiority, or for no reason at all. Others will treat you with some measure of equality, or close to it. Can you handle all that?"
"I get the feeling you're not worried," said Scott.
"I'm not. You know when to stand up for yourself, but you're not hung up on ego." Her lips twitched with a grin. "A couple of them might want to play with you like a toy. I think you can imagine how fun that could be for you."
His breath shook. He didn't need to hide any of his feelings from her. "I'm not thinking about others right now."
"I know." She was so close. So confident. So cool. "You're not them, and you're not my only interest, and that doesn't make you any less worthy, or 'lesser' in any way. I like that you understand this.
"You're mortal, and that does separate us." Aphrodite reached for his face, tracing his jaw with the lightest touch of her fingertips. His whole body trembled. The erection straining in his pants threatened to burst. She grinned, because of course she knew. "I'm the goddess of love, and we are particularly close. Every lover you take is also me. Every pleasure you give to another lover is also mine.
"This is a long road. I want you to savor the journey. We may both prefer the slowest path; the destination isn't a goal. Even when you get there, the road will continue. You understand?"
"Yes. God, yes."
"Speaking of gods." Aphrodite grinned. "I like this topic, too, but I didn't come to talk about us."
"Right. Um." He still trembled. Still burned. Aphrodite pursed her lips, corners threatening a grin despite the motion, and blew softly on him. Her breath cooled his passions--still aroused, but suddenly no longer hot. The breeze settled his pounding heart and wistful longing. His head cleared. "Wow," he murmured, but caught on. "That's a good trick."
"You're welcome. So. Clio?"
"You knew I'd fall for her. And how she'd feel."
Aphrodite's smile turned smug. "Yeah."
"Thank you for that. And everything. I could spend my life thanking you."
"You already know how. That was the deal all along."
"Sure, but I didn't imagine you'd just hand me a girlfriend, let alone an immortal."
"Surprise." Then her smug grin fell away. Her eyes narrowed with a wince. For once, she seemed almost unsure. "Want me to do it again?"
"Yes. Please, yes," he said as if it was obvious. "Anytime you want, go right ahead. I'll... why the hesitation?"
"Reasons. For one, you had your own vague plans for the evening."
"Wait, you mean right now?"
"Nobody's on fire or falling off a cliff, so don't break anything getting there, but... yes. Also, no guarantees. It all depends how things go, but I'm usually right about this. See, a friend--really, a friend of a friend needs help with something important. That first friend came to me. You could help, being my favorite and all. You aren't the approach either friend wanted, but I think it's perfect. Personal bias, obviously."
"Okay. Who are we talking about?"
"The friend is another goddess. Her friend is her agent, like you."
"How many other agents and favorites are out there? I got the impression I was the only one around right now," said Scott.
"Oh, this one is a surprise to me, too. Although in hindsight, she shouldn't be."
"She? Is this a task, or are you setting me up?"
"No. Well, hopefully both on general principle, but the task is the agenda. Your approach isn't her usual and she might grumble, but I think it's the best solution."
"I don't have an 'approach' to problems yet."
"You solved serious problems for six women already today. You just didn't see it as problem-solving."
"Ah. You mean that approach."
"Seduction and sex are on the table, yes. Probably genuine emotion before you're done, if I know my stuff. And I do. I should let the other agent explain the details, if you're willing?"
"Sure. Do we go now?"
"You, not us. You'll want to change first. Here." She reached into the shelf to pull out a nicely-folded pair of black slacks, a purple dress shirt, and black shoes.
"Wow. Um. Wait, did you just conjure that?"
"No, I brought it. I have all kinds of stuff at home. And yes, it'll fit. What I don't have for you is a car. You'll need a ride to Laguna Beach."
* * *
The clothes fit just as promised. Aphrodite shamelessly watched him change, but at this point he appreciated the audience. The thrill of having her there and all the flirtation made him forget his questions about the sudden mystery clean-up he experienced upon parting with Clio. Aphrodite left him with her customary abrupt disappearance as he finished.
Scott still took nothing for granted, but there was no harm in asking Misty and Latasha for a ride--once he was outside, of course. Hours of magical sex in a corner of the top floor were one thing, but talking on the phone in the library was another.
The campus largely emptied out between afternoon and evening classes. Foot traffic would pick up again as evening classes rolled in. He expected the change, but he didn't expect to find Jessica outside the library.
She sat on a bench by the library steps with a textbook in her lap, looking lovelier than before. Nothing specific about her had changed. She still had that light pink hair, still wore cut-offs and an off-shoulder blouse, but she had a glow of perfect skin and vibrant energy. Intuition told him where that came from. Clio's words about things coincidentally working out for him rang in his ears, too.
"Jessica? Hi."
"Oh, hi!" She looked up at him with bright surprise. "You changed. Are you going to work or something?"
"Kind of. Did I keep you waiting out here?"
"No. Well. We didn't make an actual plan. I had reading, it's a nice day..." She bit her lip, not in flirtation but confession. "Kinda didn't want to go home yet, either."
"Is everything okay?"
"Sure. Family's great. Mom and Dad always had some reservations about Frank, so they'll be all too happy about the break-up... when I do the break-up. That's the part I haven't figured out yet. I tried to figure out what to say and wound up sitting here. Procrastinating, I guess."
"Y'know, you don't have to--wait. None of my business."
"No, I'd like to hear. Um." She gestured to the library. "Before, with the not-a-relationship talk? The no-pressure stuff? Are you feeling any differently?"
"Are you?"
"No, but...?" she said, leaving that open. He nodded. She seemed a little relieved, and then held up a hand. He took it, but stayed standing. She seemed to like that. "You're a great guy, and we're friends now, right? Also, we really fucked in there. I still feel amazing. So I'm saying, we can talk. What were you gonna say?"
"Okay, forget about my beef with him. Given how he's treated you, does he really deserve much of a break-up talk?"
"See, that's where I'm at!" Jessica snorted. "I seriously considered sending a text. Like, that's supremely shitty, but does he deserve better? And then I think, no, maybe it's not about him and it's about me. Also, there's the question of how he handles it and do I want someone around in case he really flips out. Maybe this is all hypocritical when you and I already hooked up and I'm the cheater, but now I know he gets violent."
"I'm more than happy to be there, or be right around a corner," said Scott. "That's what friends are for."
"Even friends I get slutty with? Sorry," she said, grinning at herself. "That's the part I'd rather be thinking about. It's too much fun."
"Oh, I just had that conversation. I feel you."
"The more I think about it, I really don't want a new boyfriend relationship right now," said Jessica. "Seriously. I don't want that. And I also feel like I could peel off all my clothes for you in a hot second." With that out, she took a breath. "It feels good to tell you. Is that weird? Is all of that okay? Please tell me I'm not crazy."
His hand squeezed affectionately. "My behavior is crazier than yours. It's a relief."
"Pornographic, like you said? How pornographic?"
"You're not my only hookup today," he confessed... like he knew she'd be fine with it.
He was right. Jessica's eyes lit up. She grinned. "Good! Good for you."
"I'm glad you feel that way. I'm hooking up a lot. There's bound to be more."
"You should. You're a good time." Her fingers tugged on his. "Slut buddies?"
"Slut buddies. Emphasis on both."
"Can I thank you for today? As a friend, with something that isn't sex? Because if we have sex again I'm just gonna feel like I owe you more."
"You definitely never owe me for anything over sex. More like I'd owe you. And I'm serious about helping with the breakup thing."
"That's sweet of--" Her smile vanished. She looked past Scott with a wide-eyed blink. "Um. How about now?"
"Jessica?" Frank stormed toward them along the sidewalk, dropping the backpack from his shoulder and pointing with his free hand at Scott. "What the fuck is this?"
Inwardly, Scott winced. He wondered if this was another part of Aphrodite's "gifts" and his affairs "working out for him" as Clio had said.
"This is Scott." Jessica stood, releasing his hand. "You know him. He's my friend."
"Since when?"
"Since this morning, before he told me about the Greece trip." She squared her shoulders with her next breath. Scott could see her gathering her resolve. Anyone could. That didn't make it any less genuine. "I'm disgusted."
"Dis--what the fuck did he tell you? Whatever it is, it's bullshit!"
"No, Frank. I told her the truth." Scott saw no point in shouting or posturing. Hell, it felt better not to posture. "We know it's the truth. All three of us, and your asshole buddies."
"No, we--Jess, this asshole's full of shit! He missed the flight, so he made up some shit about us mugging him! He wants us kicked out of school! You're holding hands with him?"
She wasn't anymore, but she shrugged. "You saw that, huh?" Jessica glanced at Scott. "Should I tell him?"
"You should say whatever you want to say." Scott never took his eyes off Frank.
"Tell me what?"
"It was way more than holding hands. Also, it was incredible." She paused only long enough for Frank's face to scrunch up in a rage. "I've been on the edge of dumping you again and again. It's overdue. After the shit you've pulled, there's no reason to be nice about it. We're done. Fuck off, Frank. Fuck off all the way out of my life."



Frank shook with anger. He rolled his shoulders back and looked Scott over with violence behind his eyes. Part of Scott was fine with that. Another part remembered where they were, and that he had a task ahead--both factors much more important than his issues with Frank. Yet if they walked away now, Jessica would be an easy target for Frank's anger. He knew her far better, and he'd have time.
Scott knew violence better than he used to. He'd been taught by one of the best. The lessons included all the signs of fraying control that Frank showed. They were only a few feet apart. Scott knew what to do with that. "How's the ankle, Frank?"
The reminder of the earlier incident was enough. Frank snapped. The backpack came off his shoulder and he rushed in with an angry punch. Anger made him overcommit. Scott stepped into it, blocking left and throwing a single low uppercut so close that most onlookers wouldn't see. "Frank, no!" Jessica protested in that same instant.
With the hit delivered, Scott angled himself away and stepped back from Frank. He put his arms out and hands open to show any onlookers he didn't want a fight. He also knew the fight was over. The crack of bone against his fist had already decided that. Frank realized the same thing with a painful gasp and wide eyes.
"Whoa, whoa," said Scott. "We're on a college campus, you fucking idiot. What are you doing?"
"Jesus," said Jessica. "Go ahead. Prove me right about everything."
"Hhrrnng!" Frank stayed upright, but his posture changed with his new injury.
"Are you--? No. Not my problem anymore," said Jessica. "If you're hurt, it's your own fault. We're done." She looked at Scott. "Right?"
"Yeah." Scott glanced around for witnesses and onlookers. Only a few people seemed to notice at all, and that with the benefit of distance. They all seemed like students. Nobody approached or even told anyone else to look. It had only been a single, quick pass.
"Hhhnnnh!" Frank wheezed, trying to figure out the least painful way to simply breathe.
"You don't sound good. Might want to get checked out." Scott joined Jessica as she walked away toward the parking lot. "Sorry about that."
"I'm not. And I'm glad you were there if that's how he was gonna react." Adrenaline kicked her pace up a notch. "What did you do to him?"
"Think I bruised a rib. Maybe cracked it." He knew it was the latter. He also didn't need to brag. "Lucky shot, but I felt it happen."
"Oh wow. My dad had that happen from a fall once. Okay. Wait." Jessica let out a breath, and then another to calm down. They were around a corner with Frank out of sight. The parking lot wasn't far. "If that's true, at least he won't be up for doing anything really stupid for a while. Guess I don't have to worry about that."
"That's what I'm hoping."
She looked back at Scott, hesitated, and then threw her arms around him. "Thank you. Seriously. Not as a slut buddy, just... thank you."
"You're welcome."
"I meant what I said before. Can I return the favor at all?"
"Maybe," said Scott. "Can you give me a ride somewhere? It's a bit of a drive."
"Absolutely."
* * *
More to come! I hope you like it. Part of the holdup was indecision about things I had already set in previous chapters. There are a couple set-ups I didn't really feel like following right away, or maybe at all. I decided to go with what I felt like writing and not worry about the rest. Also, a tag note: I listed "harem" because it's got some of that going on, but it's not a strict label for me. Scott isn't worried about his partners having other fun. It's not likely to be a big element, but if that's an issue for you, there you go.
Thank you to everyone who has liked and commented on these stories over all this time. That, more than anything else, is why I wanted to keep them going. Again, if you're interested in more from me, look into my bio. "Alien Vacation" is now a novel called "Great Power and No Responsibilities," and I've got a lot more besides that, erotic and otherwise. I hope you'll give it a look and enjoy!
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CHAPTER SIX
Scott felt underdressed almost as soon as he arrived. The purple silk shirt, black slacks, and accessories from his boss looked and fit fine, but most of the men trickling into the event wore suits. He even saw a few tuxedos. Women dressed in a range from business-classy to glamour and gowns. The neighborhood itself felt out of his league, too; he walked between many-million dollar homes with privacy walls and ocean views, heading for the grandest one he'd seen yet. The place belonged on one of those reality shows about the really wealthy. About the only thing it lacked was plentiful private parking--but the streets all around had signs reserving curbsides for a private event and a few staffers in uniform polos to monitor it.
My minimum-wage-and-public-assistance ass does not belong here, he thought as he followed a trickle of guests to the four-story megamansion. Hell, it looked more like a modern art museum than a home. Another thought repeated for the third time since Jessica dropped him off around the block: I am out of my league.
The first look he got from a lovely, thirtysomething blonde in a backless glittering black gown put a crack in that thought. The suited, probably wealthy man at her side didn't notice. She stole a long, up-and-down glance at Scott, unconsciously licked her lips, and had to remember her footing before taking the next step. She was gorgeous. Maybe an actress, maybe a trophy wife or girlfriend, maybe just beautiful regardless of the rest of her life. The same could be suspected of other women in sight.
Some of those others looked, too.
Not out of my league with everyone. Aphrodite's favorite. All that luck on my side. Encouragements from the goddess herself and the other he'd just been with rebounded in his mind. So did all his other flings. I could have a good time here.
Another woman, another interested look. Long, dark brown legs showed through a slit in a gold sequined dress, with a clutch in her equally dark hands, and curves as Scott's eyes rose. Stacked and Black and beautiful. She was with someone, but she looked at him. Grinning.
No, Scott decided. I'm gonna have a good time here.
Later, though. Once I've found my "task" and--
"Hi, excuse me," said a thick-shouldered man in a dark suit. The flat-top haircut punctuated the image, but at least he smiled. "Are you here for the event?"
"Yeah." Scott pulled the cell phone from his pocket to show the invitation QR code. "I'm the plus-one, so... I guess I undershot the dress code?"
The security guy scanned the QR code, saw a green light, and then flashed a half-reassuring grin. "Doesn't bother me. I'm sure you're fine. You're not the only one short of formal. Are you looking for your companion or waiting?"
"She should be here already. 'Lower bar,' she said? Uh... Is this a home or a resort?"
"Kind of both, actually. It gets rented out sometimes as a private resort. Not my first event here. Go through the foyer, keep going past the green waterfall, and then turn right. You'll find it. Have a nice night." It was a nicer reception than Scott expected--not exactly warm, but the guy flipped from "bouncer" to helpful and polite once he saw an invitation. Flat-Top moved on to speak with other guests while Scott continued through the small but ornate front garden.
Only one other person at the door asked for his invitation--despite probably seeing his interaction with Flat-Top. Scott supposed he could be annoyed or indignant, but divine horny magnetism aside, he didn't belong here. Their vigilance was warranted.
Inside, Scott found more dazzling wealth. The spacious foyer had abstract sculptures and fancy-framed mirrors. The "green waterfall" was, in fact, an indoor waterfall along a wall covered in vines and other plants, carefully engineered for direct sunlight through multiple windows. The room had an ocean view, too. Only a few people lingered in the front rooms to take in the décor or chat. Naturally, he found more people in the bar--a spacious room with modern styles, grey marble tiles, and low but upbeat music. One wall hosted a curving countertop bar with stools, a fully-stocked shelf, and two bartenders.
Guests kept to the same patterns he saw outside. Scott had to be the youngest person here, but the crowd tended toward the young and relatively slim. He saw exceptions to both, but not many. He wondered if that was deliberate selection or unconscious bias. These people have the money to look good, and to be picky about who they bring, Scott supposed. It might be unfair of him. It might also be true. The men trended a little older than the women, or so he guessed, but little of this money he saw seemed like old money.
Scott scanned the room for his... contact? Companion, as Flat-Top put it? He had only a little to go on: "She'll have red hair and wear a dress in gold," Aphrodite had told him. "Her name is Kaitlin. You'll know her when you see her."
He didn't see her yet. He'd seen a gold dress outside, but not red hair. Not until a couple bodies at the bar parted, revealing red locks and golden silk hugging a figure that stopped his heart. Again. That was happening a lot lately.
Most of the dress started from the chest down in the front and the waist down in the back, except for the tie-strands crisscrossing her back and running to her shoulders and neck. Slits up the side showed some leg, too. She had a great figure and even more impressive definition in her limbs. Her legs, arms, and shoulders showed deep tone and fitness--along with a slim waist, an arresting ass, and an equally endowed chest as she turned--
Turning! His eyes came up in time to meet hers, hazel and vigilant, immediately looking right at him. Wow. Of course, her face is as beautiful as the rest of her. And looks serious. Okay. Hold it together. Wow.
He did, in fact, hold it together. Scott closed the distance with an amiable, easy smile. "Hi. Are you Kaitlin?"
"Yeah." She looked him over without the desire he'd seen so much in the last few days. Kaitlin sized him up in a glance, and it wasn't about the fun stuff. "Scott?"
"Yeah."
"Her new champion." She kept her voice low, but conversation and ambiance covered for her. She didn't seem worried about it.
"Yes. Nice to meet you." He offered his hand. She accepted with the shortest, quickest possible contact one could call a handshake, but he still felt that grip. The muscles were real. "This was relayed to my boss from your boss. I don't know who that is. I've been told almost nothing about you." His confidence and easygoing tone held. It felt entirely natural, but he wouldn't be surprised if it involved divine aid. Not talking to someone like her.
"Same here," she said--also with confidence, but serious and businesslike.
"I'm glad to meet someone else. Until now, I had the impression I was the only one with this kind of job right now. It's pretty new. How long has it been for you?"
"That's your first question? Not who's my patron?"
"I'm talking to you, not them," said Scott.
Kaitlin smirked. "That's a good line."
"Sorry?"
"Aphrodite's favorite, flirting already."
"I didn't think I was. Not my intention."
"How's it work? Women just pull their clothes off for you and go for it?"
"No. Hasn't happened like that. I'm sorry, did we get off on the wrong foot?"
She let out a grumbling sigh. Her eyes darted in a check for eavesdroppers, or maybe to collect her irritation. "I'm used to working alone. I've got a problem I can't work out on my own, which is also unusual. I don't like asking for help--in fact, I didn't, but it was suggested and I put the task ahead of my feelings, so here we are. Also, I don't know you. I only know a little about Aphrodite's past champions. They've got a reputation for self-indulgence."
"Fair," Scott conceded. "That's part of the job. Doesn't mean that's all of it. You've got an issue. I'm here to help. That comes first. You asked for help and it sounds serious. I'm not gonna clown around on that."
Her brow rose. She studied his face. "You mean that."
"Yeah," he said like it was obvious, but still patient. "I was told to follow your lead. This is your show, so I'm gonna do that. It won't be a problem."
"Huh. It might, since I have to stay out of sight," Kaitlin grumbled.
"Um. You kinda stand out."
She rolled her eyes. "Most of these people made a point of looking good. It's the norm."
"Yeah, I noticed. Look, not flirting: you're the most beautiful woman here. That's what I mean."
Her jaw set and she glanced away. Scott wasn't sure how Kaitlin took that, but he saw one kind of frustration or another. "I'm not, actually. Do you know about nymphs?"
"Yeah, a little." Sources he'd never physically read came to his mind as if he'd studied well. "Nature deities or spirits, generally women, mostly tied to natural features but not always. Lots of different types, like dryads and nereids. They show up in a lot of romantic art. I could name a few from mythology and literature. More than a few. I don't know the reality, though."
"Hm. That's something," Kaitlin considered, then shrugged. "They're real. One of them is here, named Lita. She's a nereid, and she can roam freer than most. This party is a mix of money--execs, investors, venture capital, heirs, a few celebrities. Some of this money is sketchy, too. Lots of networking and deals happen amid the socializing. Lita is here to rope people into buying up a big stretch of coastal land before anyone develops or drills on it. A nereid can be very persuasive. People--men--will put down millions to give it to her as gifts."
"That's bad?" asked Scott. "I mean, it's not something I'd do, but does this kind of money need our protection? Is she bankrupting or hurting anyone? If this party is the rich and sketchy, who cares if their money protects the coast?"
Appreciation flashed by in the barest almost-smile, but it vanished from Kaitlin's face just as quickly. "Couple problems with that. First, it's magic and immortals coming too close to politics and change. Low-key action is fine; big moves are bad. It's a fuzzy line nobody agrees on, but this is way over it. We don't want magic and immortals messing with mortal society like this, even for a good cause. It turns into feuding gods and disasters and war real fast. Trust me. And that includes people like us," she added with a pointed look.
"I've got those rules and I'm good with them," said Scott. "Just didn't assume everyone else was under them, too. What's the other problem?"
"Second is she's doing this for a guy named Paul Manchester, and he definitely won't protect anything. She'll give him all that land and he'll spin it off to the highest bidder. This whole thing is just his scheme to get other rich rubes to pay for his investments. Lita thinks she's doing good in the end, but the results will be the opposite of what she wants.
"The third problem is how it's unlike her to do this at all. Nereids aren't generally socialites or networkers and they don't like manipulating people. It's counter to their nature and comfort. The boss says Lita's the same way. Turns out Manchester is controlling her somehow. He's mortal, so that's extra wild."
"Whoa." Scott's face turned grim. Mythology told him a few possibilities. "Is the scarf or shawl thing legitimate? Stories say nereids will have some kind of fabric, and if you hold it, they have to obey you. Seemed like a contrivance for creepy abduction fantasy, though. Is that legit?"
"Yes and no. It's not as cut and dried as those stories, but they usually hold some sort of fabric as part of the magic that keeps them corporeal. Call it an anchor. The thing is, that shouldn't be enough. A nereid could just say "screw it" and discorporate back into Elysia for a few years to make a new one. It's leverage, but it shouldn't take control this far.
"Whatever's going on here is beyond that. She's acting with serious loyalty. Dotes on him, looks to him before she answers questions, stays near him most of the time. None of that is normal. I confirmed some kind of magical control through my own legwork. It's something on her. I'm pretty sure it's an amulet she's wearing, so I got close to her at another event the other night, hoping to slip it off of her somehow."
Kaitlin folded her arms and shook her head. "I couldn't. Once we were talking, I thought she was wonderful. Wanted to be close to her. I couldn't do anything to harm her, and that meant anything she would consider harm. I almost spilled my guts about everything just so she'd like me. Eventually I did let on that I was trying to get the amulet away for her own good. She sent me away. Asked me to go, so I did. I didn't make a scene. I couldn't bear to make her uncomfortable.
"I've fought soldiers, hitmen, and monsters. Stood up to magic and immortals. 'Rich and famous' doesn't impress me, and I'm nobody's fool. I know a con when I see one. This..." Kaitlin shook her head again. "This was different. I really felt it. Part of me still feels bad for putting her through that, and it was just a conversation."
Again, Scott considered the mythology he knew. Men falling madly in love with nymphs was a common element in their stories, enough to be a trope. It was why he thought to ask about the anchor-fabric; "madly in love" sometimes included, "So I stole her handkerchief and then she had to stay with me, because that's how love works, right?" That, coupled with Kaitlin's story, made him think of his own experiences--including another immortal.
"Did you feel like you were falling in love with her?" Scott asked.
"Pff. Maybe. I generally prefer men, but I could see it. Guess I'm not that straight." She chewed on it more. "My feelings jumped every time she looked my way and said something nice to me. And she was nice to me. I don't think I was purely starstruck or brainwashed. Every little bit of attention got me yearning for more. That's not like me. When I..." Kaitlin paused with a glance at Scott before choosing her words. "My 'boss' wasn't surprised, but didn't have an easy fix. That's what led to contacting your boss."
"It sounds like divine passion," said Scott. That got a raised eyebrow from Kaitlin. "Immortals can have crazy charisma and magnetism. It can give them a lot of sway over mortals, especially if they're actually kind and charming about it, or if you're emotionally open to them, or both. If they really flex it..." Scott gestured to her with an open hand and left it unsaid.
"I've met gods and lesser immortals," said Kaitlin. "Some have been perfectly nice. I've never had an issue like this. Not even with my boss, and..." She folded her arms again with another glance-and-frown. "You can imagine I'm loyal. Devoted. But with a clear head."
"Did any of them really lean into the charm?" Scott suggested. "It sounds like your boss respects your autonomy, right? Maybe they've never had to turn up the charisma, or made a point of dialing it back. And you might've been on guard with others."
"You sound like you've had experience."
"A little, and it was positive. I was vulnerable and she wasn't actively manipulating me or anyone else. She explained this herself. I'm told I'm less vulnerable to this sort of thing. Haven't tested it, but I see reasons it makes sense. My question is, why doesn't Manchester have the same problem, especially if he stays that close?"
"It must have something to do with his control over her," said Kaitlin. "Also, what I've seen is kind of one-sided. She's swooning over him, but he's not--which is weird, given who we're talking about. Far as I know, he prefers women, but he's just nice to her and keeps her close. I think he hasn't gone there at all, romantically or sexually. Maybe he knows better. I hope I'm right about that."
"Yeah," Scott huffed. "For his sake, that had better be the case."
Kaitlin seemed to appreciate the sentiment. "Your guesses sound better than mine, but they're still guesses. It all seems iffy."
"It's what we've got, right? I might be able to get close to her and get something done. Maybe I can just talk to her. Or if not, maybe I can snatch the amulet. I don't want to get physical, but if it breaks the spell...?"
"That was my plan," Kaitlin grumbled. "They'll be on guard. I assume Lita told Manchester about me. She's bound to have an audience, too. Guys are falling all over themselves for her. And if she's close to Manchester, I don't know if I'll be able to do anything about him, either. I can hide from him in plain sight, but the problem isn't being spotted. The problem is me. I might get all worried about upsetting her by making a move on him."
"What if she's not in the room?"
"I think that would work, but it seems like a big if."
"This party isn't my element, but if I can distract her, maybe you can distract Manchester and we pull them away from each other? Assuming I can keep it together?"
"Worth a shot. You should know Manchester has goons with him, too. So do a few of the other guests, for their own reasons. You'll have passive competition, but if someone senses a threat, this could get spicy."
"How spicy? Like, putting bystanders in danger spicy?"
"I don't think anyone will escalate straight to guns, and everyone else will have the sense to run away before that," said Kaitlin. "But this could get dangerous. Are you up for that?"
"I can take care of myself. I'm more worried about the crowd, or hurting someone who's not responsible for their actions."
"Let me worry about that. Won't be my first time." The thought returned one of her earlier frowns. "How new are you?"
"First Monday on the job." He expected the blink. And the sigh. "I haven't had to 'champion' much."
"Term's got more than one meaning. Sometimes a champion is just a proxy in a contest. I had that thought when this came up, but the boss suggested it, so here we are."
"It sounds like you've been through a lot."
"I was recruited out of law school in the early '90s."
"Wow." Scott blinked. He kept himself from saying she looked great. None of those years showed on her face or body, but she didn't seem to want to hear that. "What was it like for you?"
"You wouldn't believe me if... well, I guess that goes for all of this life," Kaitlin mused. "I wrote an essay in law school. Ethics and power and duty to protect. That did it. I got called into an office and there was Athena."
"Damn. Must've been a good essay."
"It was. Might not be as dramatic as other champions, but she liked my writing and what I had to say. What about you? What caught Aphrodite's attention?"
"I was in Greece. College trip. Some assholes were gay-bashing and I got in the way. It was four to one, so that didn't go well. We were near an old shrine. She liked my spirit."
"And it's your first Monday. What sort of tasks have you had so far?"
"The, um... indulgent kind." Scott expected the eyeroll and the sigh. "I figure it's better to be honest than to pump myself up like this is a job interview. Yes, it's my first Monday. It's also my first person in real danger. Sex isn't on my mind here."
"You haven't met her yet. Tell me you're not gonna try to seduce your way through it like the DnD bard meme, no matter how hot she is."



"You play DnD?"
"I watch Dropout and TikTok."
"Huh." Scott let out a breath, coming back to the point. "Look, Aphrodite is real encouraging about having fun with this job. It's probably the thing we talk about the most. But there's no fun in taking advantage of someone, no matter how hot they are. If this is some creepy mind control thing, I want to fix it and kick the guy's ass. End of story. You know what you're doing, so I'm here to help. And I don't want to mess up my first serious gig."
"Yeah. Okay," she said after a long, discerning look. "You believe that. Good. Let's keep it as simple as we can. They're upstairs. Huge living room with an ocean view. I'll stay out of sight and watch. If you can pull her away, I'll move in on Manchester. The amulet is a piece of silver on a chain around her neck. If you can get it off, that should break things."
"Will you know if I manage it?" asked Scott. "Should I call or text? Do you have a phone?"
"Of course. This dress has pockets." As far as Scott could tell, her dress was only made to hug her body or drape from her hips. She smirked. "My patron is the goddess of crafts. I made this myself."
"It's a great dress." That seemed safe. Respectful.
"Uh-huh. Let's get this done."
* * *
His breath caught as soon as he saw her. His gut wavered in a brief pass of vulnerability and yearning. Rather than warning of embarrassment or disaster, the weakness felt pleasant. He'd felt that before. Naturally, his heart skipped a beat. Another beat skipped when she turned from one person in her conversational circle to another, softly smiling and laughing.
Lita was tall, perhaps eye to eye with Scott if he got close enough to check--Like Kaitlin on that point. A blend of serenity and easy assurance accented her perfect skin, dark eyes, brown hair that hung low in a simple but alluring style, and thin, arched eyebrows not unlike Clio's. She had curves along with that height. Her waist and bust drew the eye as strongly as her face. Her white dress pulled off the trick of looking comfortable and almost understated while inviting the eye everywhere--far more elegant than erotic, but anyone's fantasies would soar.
He'd never have been able to guess her age if she was mortal--perhaps late twenties, or older and timelessly beautiful, or young with a confidence and strength to her beauty. That strength stood out, too: she lacked Kaitlin's definition, but something about her spoke of a woman who went only where she chose, and with whom. That threw another skip into Scott's heartbeat.
She was surrounded by men eagerly chatting her up and a few women hoping to get a word in edgewise. They stood at the far window, across a living room of smooth grey tiles, plush furniture, and purple highlights. Other scattered groups shared the room in lively conversation with wine glasses and servers with snacks. Scott missed almost all of that with another turn and another easy smile from Lita.
"You okay?" asked the woman standing behind the doorframe at Scott's side.
"Um. Yeah." Scott blinked away his reverie and turned to her, almost blushing. "Sorry."
"No, I get it," Kaitlin muttered. "Took me a minute, too. And even then, I felt it. There's something more at work than just looks. An aura, or a magnetism, like you said."
Turning away brought Scott back to earth, even if he looked at someone like Kaitlin. "How many women can be the most beautiful woman at the same time?" he wondered as his wits settled and he looked back. He didn't realize he wondered it under his breath.
Kaitlin, too, knew he didn't realize it.
He looked again. The heart still pounded and longing swooned, but now he had a grip. He could take in the rest of the room, too. That helped ground him. The space had exits at Scott's right and left, and he saw people on the balcony outside--a balcony that wrapped around most of the house, from what he'd seen on the way in. "Okay, not everyone is hung up on her," he said quietly. "Other people are talking. She's not a big deal to everybody. What makes the difference?"
"She must be able to pick and choose. Might not be all-or-nothing, or maybe she can do both," said Kaitlin. "And it's not zero to sixty, or she wouldn't need to invest time talking to people."
"Right, but if she's being choosy, why's she grabbing me?" With a few seconds more, he had it under control. The longing and fantasy endured, but he'd had crushes and enduring attractions before. This felt similar now. He found no change in his feelings for Clio, either--or Aphrodite, or Latasha and Misty, or anyone else. This new longing only joined them. He still had control of himself. He remembered the situation. "Okay, which one is Manchester?"
"Shift left a bit. Cover me." Kaitlin stepped in to look over his shoulder. "To your left. Part of the group, but the side conversation. Grey suit, salt and pepper beard, struggling hairline, slight gut, pushing middle age." The guy wasn't hard to spot with her directions. He spoke with a pair of younger, slicker looking men, all of them holding glasses and showing interest in the topic.
"Whew. Yeah." Kaitlin retreated. "It's easier, but it's still there. I want to apologize, but I know that would only be messier. And screw up the mission," she grumbled. "So at least there's that. I still have my head. I only feel rooted to the floor. Maybe I could push through it, but I wouldn't be at my best."
"I hear you." He scanned again. Scott didn't know this scene, let alone much about things like security and bodyguards, but a few people here seemed like they might be the type. He recognized at least one hip-hop star who rolled with a couple. They were in Lita's clutch, too. Scott groaned inwardly. "Oh god. Two hundred amazing hip-hop artists in this town, and this party pulls in Young Akita. I didn't even notice him before, and he's right there."
"Shows you've got more interesting people to watch," said Kaitlin. "Trevor MacGregor and Shane Corgan were there when I met her. Young Akita is a step up from the MMA crowd."
"He's dragging her through the douchebag C-list? Now I really want to kick this guy's--" The glance of her brown eyes from across the room cut him off. Contact lingered and settled in. Her smile shifted, one brow lifting, all of it subtle and dozens of feet away... but inviting.
"Think I've been called out," said Scott. "Guess I should move."
"Go. I can maneuver in and flank without being noticed. If you draw her off, I'll move in on our guy."
Scott walked in, drifting to the right around guests and furniture. He hadn't thought in terms of "maneuver" and "flank," but he supposed that made sense for Athena's chosen agent. Scott casually weaved around talking people and the occasional appraising glance to get somewhere near Lita. He supposed it didn't look weird, given how many others had already done the same.
Lita tracked his approach with eye contact more than once. She seemed interested, but didn't break from her conversations. Coming closer, he noticed how everyone appeared fully engaged with her--and vice versa.
"Are you in Europe often?" asked one man.
"I've got two tech startups working on AI programs that will create the next generation of AI through pure AI," said another.
"I could get you into my next music video. You'd be perfect," said Young Akita.
"Often, yes, especially the south. I hope you have a green energy plan for all that computing. What would the role be?" Lita replied to all three men with smooth, uninterrupted grace.
"The south is lovely, especially France."
"Of course! We bought out a whole solar farm just for our facility. It's managed through AI. I'd love to show you our plans."
"I mean, you know what I'm sayin', you'd be my girl, chica."
Holy shit. They all think they have her full attention, Scott realized. Maybe they kinda do. Or close enough. If Aphrodite can be in more than one place at a time, maybe nymphs can at least pull off this much?
"France, yes, but also the east. What sort of 'girl' do you mean? And... Jon." She put her hand on the tech bro's arm. His eyes lit up, but then she asked gently: "Was that solar farm already built? Did they serve someone else? A community, perhaps? Won't this push them back into cruder forms of energy?"
Young Akita, his entourage, and the other men all sucked in a quiet breath like they'd all seen a crushing blow. Jon blinked. His lip quivered. "I... but... we... AI!"
"It's the sort of problem I'm trying to help solve, Jon. Excuse me." She turned from the stunned tech bro and the others, looking between Akita and one of his guys to the newcomer. They parted without a second thought as she stepped closer. "I don't think we've met," Lita said to Scott, "but do we have a friend in common?"
"Maybe more than one. I'm Scott."
"Lita." She offered her hand. He took it--and his heart rose again, like he knew it would. She kept hold, too. "Are you here for those friends, Scott? I hope it's not bad news."
"So do I," he said. Hell, where do I go with this? One way or another, she'd clocked him as being different from the rest. He wondered if he saw real concern in her eyes. At the other end of the room, red and gold slipped past his peripheral vision, but he didn't track. Merely noticing it while he had Lita's full attention seemed to suggest his wits were holding up--unless he, too, was now under the multi-conversational spell like the other guys. "I heard you're on a coastal protection project? I can get on board with that."
"I would love it if you did. It's small, but so important."
"Yeah. I know." It was honest enough. "Could you tell me about that?"
"Shit, that's all we're really talkin' about," said Akita.
"Yes, it's her whole focus," said another man.
Red and gold slid past Scott's vision again, past the conversational wall and the other clutch beyond them. He wasn't sure how much he could push and how soon, but: "I came up to check out the balcony, too. Maybe we could get some air?"
"Yes. We should." Lita took a step. The whole group shifted with her. "Ah. Sorry. I think--"
"Lita?" Manchester asked, turning her around. She still held Scott's hand. He noticed. "Are you leaving? Who's this?"
"This is Scott. We're going to talk about the coast," said Lita.
"Oh. Are you an investor, son?" asked Manchester.
Right. Son. Fuck you for that, asshole, but nobody'd believe me if-- "My father is," said Scott. He reached for more bullshit. Thinking of Dad sparked thoughts of prisons. "He's an investor. Folsom Investments."
"I'm not familiar with Folsom Investments."
"They're mostly international. Trying to get Dad to look closer to home."
"Paul, I only need some air. I won't be far," Lita assured him.
"Of course." He lifted his glass with a patronizing smirk. "Mind yourself around the ladies, young man. She'll watch out for herself."
"Yeah. Gotcha," said Scott.
Lita's hand on his led him toward the side exit, but parted as soon as they came to the wall of admirers. She smiled. "I'll be back, everyone," she assured, prompting groans and objections that immediately silenced with her next comment. "The balcony isn't big enough for everyone."
"It's not?" asked Scott, a little too easily as they crossed the living room. This one, too, had a bar. Though not as fancy as the one below, the temporary bar created a little more border between living room and the space beyond.
"Not the ones for the corner guest rooms, no," said Lita.
Settle down! Scott shouted to his sudden hopes and his body. You've got a mission. This is serious. She spotted you a mile away. And don't piss off the other god's agent.
He caught a glimpse of Kaitlin in the mirror behind the bar as he reached the door. She stood behind a couch and a scattering of chatty people, lingering at the window as if taking in the view. A flash of eye contact hinted approval, and then her attention was on Manchester.
* * *
"If you want to make a lady happy, you have to shower her with gifts," Manchester told the trio of investors in close conversation. "That may not fit anyone's high-brow ideals, but it's the truth of the world. Women, you know?" He let out a single chuckle. "Anyway. There's no better gift than giving a woman what she actually wants. It shows you listen."
Kaitlin softly cracked the knuckles of one fist, but stayed by the window. Listening.
Idly, Manchester looked her way--and then blinked hard and turned from the soft but unpleasant glare of her golden dress in the setting sun. She took some satisfaction at that. The dress did its job. If she stayed in the correct angles between Manchester and good lighting, he wouldn't get a good look at her. Basic subtlety did the rest.
"So she's single. Like, actually single," said one man.
"Oh, yes," said Manchester.
"You two aren't...?" asked another. "I mean, with the way she looks at you..."
"No. Not at all. Don't get me wrong, we're close. I look out for her, and she's loyal, but it's not romantic between us. One can't let that get in the way of one's goals. For you gentlemen, though, if that is your goal, it's a different story. Then you have to give it your all. That's what impresses her. The gestures, you see. The demonstrations. Commitment in tangible actions."
"Yeah, yeah, but what about the trust fund baby just now?" Akita slid into the conversation, still flanked by his thick-shouldered buddies. "You let her walk off with him."
"So did you," Manchester pointed out mildly.
"Yeah, but she wanted to. You, though: she listens to you. Did you mean what you said to him? Is that, like, a thing?"
"Oh, only so a young man might think twice before inconveniencing her, if he's so foolish," said Manchester. "I'm hardly worried about him."
"Or her?" asked another would-be suitor. "How can you be sure who she's interested in?"
"You are all serious men of means here, my friends. And I think she took my meaning, too." Manchester's hand wandered under his jacket, tracing the fabric of his cummerbund. "I can think of at least three good reasons to trust in her sense and her loyalty."
Kaitlin's eyes flashed at the reflection in the window. It was the first time she'd seen that kind of movement from him; Manchester didn't fuss with his clothes. He did, however, like to be smug and gloating with his secrets, and these guys were all plainly enraptured. His plan dripped from his words. If he had Lita's anchor, he'd want it on him. It had to be in the cummerbund--except, wait, did he say three?
* * *
"You are one of hers. Aphrodite." Lita didn't speak until she opened a door--a bedroom door, putting a brief spike into Scott's mix of arousal and trepidation. She paid no attention to the bed, though, leading him across the room to the private balcony she had mentioned. The bedroom door swung shut on its own behind him. She turned back with her hand on the balcony door and a raised brow, reminding him of her statement.
"Yes," he said. "How can you tell?"
She looked him up and down. The eyebrow stayed up. Her half-grin seemed amused.
"I'm new," he admitted once more. As with Kaitlin, honesty seemed like the best approach as long as it was an option.
"You have an appeal," said Lita. "I remember two others, each from long ago. They were both different from you in many ways, but you give off a similar... invitation."
"I've heard it described that way before. Glad it's consistent. I worried it might be pushy or creepy," he explained when she looked curious.
"No," she smiled. "I know Aphrodite. I know her views. To be chosen this way says many good things about you. I know your appeal can be trusted. Enjoyed." She let it hang for half a moment before sliding the door open and inviting him outside with a nod.
The guest balcony faced away from the beach, but its corner spot still had a view of the ocean. The angle gave the illusion of being within diving range. Most of the view overlooked the other expensive houses surrounding this one, including the greenery and walls to allow some privacy. Directly below the balcony awaited the courtyard where Scott first entered.
Lita's cool flirtation faded as he joined her. "She is unhappy with me."
"She didn't tell me anything like that." It prompted a curious thought. "In fact, she seemed a little excited to send me here. Maybe for us to meet."
"Oh." That seemed significant, even impactful, but Lita shook her head. "The other one told me Athena objected to what I am doing. I know she is displeased. Now you are here."
"I don't object to everything you're doing," said Scott. "I kinda sympathize. The method and the scale are a problem for others."
"They are not problems for you?"
"I see their point," he shrugged. "I'm trying the honest approach here. But I'm told using magic to alter mortal events like this is forbidden, and that it's not like you to get involved in this kind of thing. That's where I see a real problem. For me, it's not even the magic and the rules; I'm still new and still learning. I'm worried about you. I don't think you're in control here."
Lita frowned. "Is that what others have told you?"
"It lines up. If anything I've learned so far is true, this makes sense, too."
"How? Why else would I do this?"
"Have you ever done anything like this before?"
"Not in centuries, no," said Lita. "The harm has never been so dire. Mortals never poisoned the land and sea as they do now. They chopped forests, they mined, hunted too much, reshaped the land, but all of that could regrow and heal with time. Now the harm lasts far longer. The poison spreads. They poison the skies."
"Sure, but that problem has been happening for a while, too. Why now? What changed?"
"Paul." She said it with hope. With gratitude. "He learned of my kind and sought us out. He found me and told me he needed my help. Told me his plan. He knows how mortal systems work; he only needed someone who could sway cold and greedy hearts. That's why he needed someone like me. He's wonderful."
"Are you comfortable with doing this? Living in the city, being in crowds? Swaying hearts?"
"No, but it must be done."
"Did you tell him you're uncomfortable?"
"Yes. More than uncomfortable," she admitted. "It doesn't show, but... that doesn't matter. It must be done."
"You told him all that, and he still pushed you?"
"Yes. He had to. The danger... the harm is great. We have to do something."
"What about the harm this does to you?" Scott asked gently. "I came here. I'm the second. You know there will be others. If this guy cared about you, would he put you in this position?"
"I... the other one said the same. Kaitlin. She wanted to take things from me. Gifts he gave. She wanted to take me away from him." Something in her gaze hardened. "Do you? Would you do that to me?"
It felt like a gut punch. He felt guilt, and worried about upsetting her, about losing her--Except she's not mine. Not anyone's. That's the point. "I don't want to do anything to hurt you."
"Because I'm enthralling you," said Lita. "I'm sorry. I don't like it, but I must protect myself."
"Are you?" He frowned. "Look, you're... incredible. I've met incredible before. I know what divine passions are. I want to be near you and make you happy, but I never meant you any harm in the first place. It's the opposite. That's why I'm here. And if what I'm feeling is an illusion, I'll get over it. You'll still be in danger, and that will still be a problem."
"So says the hand of Aphrodite, drawing out desire and passions himself."
"It's not my intent. And didn't you say...?" Scott stepped on that. She did say his appeal could be trusted. She didn't need the reminder, and pushing it seemed wrong. "If I have some power like that, I don't know how to turn it on and off. How do we navigate that?"



"No," she considered. "No, you aren't using it. You could. I can sense the difference. Yours is only a gift to be enjoyed. And it's no illusion... for either of us."
"Okay." That was a relief--both that she knew it, and to hear it from someone else. "It sounds like there's still some passive appeal involved? How do we get past that to real trust?"
"Honesty is good. Words. This is a good start."
"This guy is using you, Lita. He's not out to protect anything. All the coastal land is only about money for him. You have to sign it over to him, right? Or it goes in his name? Is that part of the plan?"
Her silence said enough. She didn't object. Instead, she looked concerned--wary, she seemed, and not toward Scott.
"Did Paul give you anything? Something to carry or wear?"
"Yes." Lita took a step back. She couldn't go far. "Athena's agent asked about it, too."
Scott held his hands low and open. He realized he was between Lita and the sliding glass door, so he stepped sideways to allow an exit. "When? Early, after meeting you?"
"Yes." She put a hand over the amulet dangling from a silver chain around her neck. It looked like a simple coin, bearing a rune instead of a face. "It keeps us together. Keeps me safe."
"Safe from what?" asked Scott.
She blinked. Her only answer game as a frown.
"Have you taken it off? Ever?"
"No."
"If I turn around," he suggested, stepping as far back as the small one-room balcony allowed, "or if I went in the other room, could you try? For a moment?"
Lita considered, seeming to wrestle with the thought. She watched Scott, who waited and kept his mouth shut. He had to let this play out. Snatching it seemed like a bad idea, even if he could manage it; that might only prove he couldn't be trusted. Then, within a few more seconds of thought, Lita unclasped the chain at the back of her neck and held the amulet away.
She shuddered. Her breath came out in a rush. At first, she seemed she might faint.
"Are you okay? Does something hurt?" Scott stayed in place rather than push his luck or frighten her.
"Nothing," she said. "I feel... something lift from me. An enchantment." She set the amulet on the rail by its chain, no longer touching it. "I don't need this." Her eyes found Scott again. "This doesn't help me at all."
"Okay. What does that tell you?"
"That my trust is not..." She frowned darkly, putting things together. "He has my anchor. It's silk. No more than a... like a bandanna, but white. It was once a hip scarf. He told me to make it smaller. Easier to carry and hide."
"He'll have it on him?" asked Scott.
"Yes. My powers won't work on him. Not while he holds it. I could abandon it, but that would be difficult. Costly."
"We'll get it back, if you'll trust me. Us." He nodded as that clicked for her. "Kaitlin's here. Can I call her?"
"Yes." She watched Scott pull out his phone and hit the speed dial. "There's more. A potion. He gives me a potion every three days."
"What day is it?"
"The third. We could... burn it out of me."
"What's up?" Kaitlin asked over the phone.
"Where's Manchester?" asked Scott.
* * *
"He's still here." Kaitlin watched Paul from behind people and scenery. Her position kept the glare of her dress right where she needed it if he looked her way. "Think he's getting antsy. And I think I know where he's keeping her anchor. Are you still with her?"
"Yeah. She took off the amulet and she's seeing the bullshit, but the anchor is still a problem. He's also been tricking her into taking some potion, but she doesn't know why."
"It's a three-part enchantment," said Kaitlin. "The amulet is one piece. The anchor is another. The potion probably grounds it. If she's coming to her senses without the amulet, that's good, but we need to deal with all three. I can get the anchor. We need to figure out the potion."
"She says we can burn it out of her. We'll need a little time."
"Okay. Do that. I'll get the anchor. He'll realize something is up soon, so I might have to be direct about this."
"Should I help?"
"No. Do what she needs and don't worry about me. I'll wait as long as I can. Maybe I'll get a chance to do this quietly. But if Manchester gets suspicious and tries to follow you, I'll have to act. If things get noisy, stay with her. Don't worry about me."
"I don't want to leave you hanging. Especially if this gets dangerous."
"Oh, I can handle this kind of danger. I can handle it better if I'm not worried about you, and her safety is the real goal here. Stay with her. I've got this."
* * *
"She wants us to stay out here and follow your idea." Scott slid the phone into the back pocket of his slacks. "She'll hold off on Manchester as long as she can, but she'll get the anchor one way or another. We're supposed to stay out of it."
"Yes," said Lita.
"You're okay with that?"
"I may not be much help if he finds me while I'm still vulnerable. I see his lies. I'm furious. I am also compromised."
"Right. So how do we deal with the potion? You said you could burn it out?"
"We could... through passion."
The parts of him that wanted her madly and shouted oh god please yes! crashed against the bigger parts that still saw her out of his league--and the parts that didn't want to displease Kaitlin, or screw around on his first serious task. His voice softened, but at least it didn't crack: "Here and now?"
"Your gifts could make worse places comfortable and safe." She smiled quietly. Serenely. Intimately. "We'll have some privacy. No one will hear. No one will notice if they don't already know to look."
That smile got his emotions shouting again. He'd carried a low-key arousal since before he laid eyes on her, but now it was firing on all keys. Scott's emotions trembled with arousal, too. In a few words and a simple look, Lita took him from horny to horny.
"We've only just met," he said--softly, as they drew closer. He didn't know the steady assurance he projected. He didn't realize he was the one moving closer, either. "You're sure?"
"You're Aphrodite's champion. That's all I need to know. Few would pass the chance, if they knew... and most who don't. Would I be your first in such a rush?" she taunted, equally soft.
God, he wanted to touch her. Kiss her. Please her. "You're vulnerable. You're in a bad spot."
"Yes. I would much rather be vulnerable to you." Her breath on his face added to his unseen tremors. "I wanted to be naked for you the moment I saw you."
"I have... other lovers," he warned with her lips dangerously close to his. "Bound to be more."
"Of course. Make me one of them."
The kiss was hungrier and deeper than he meant from the start. The moment his lips touched hers, he couldn't get enough. He needed more. Sweet, intoxicating notes he couldn't name filled her taste and her scent as the kiss opened and their tongues probed and claimed. His hands came to her hips first, tugging her close, and then he couldn't touch enough of her. She kissed back amid a tug that pulled open his shirt and another that loosened his belt.
His clothes came off easily. They fell away almost as if by magic. He barely noticed how he stepped right out of his shoes and socks. All that mattered in his senses was her: that kiss, her scent, the feel of her incredible body against his. The soft moan of desire in her throat excited him further. He needed more.
"Yes," Lita murmured when their lips finally parted. He pulled down the top of her dress. She cooperated, letting it drape at the graceful yet wide curve of her hips. A smile cracked through one side of her mouth as his eyes fell to her ample breasts, and then his hand slowly rose to touch one of them. "Yes," she urged.
He kissed her again. Her mouth, then her neck. One hand tugged her close by the hip; the other claimed a breast. His breath rushed out with the pleasure of holding it, and then she put her own hand over his to keep him there. She grinned at him. "More."
Her dress fell at her feet. His cock, stiff and hard and big as ever, slid against her groin, and then low against damp heat as she slid him between her thighs. That kiss of flesh against his full length stole a groan from his throat.
"It's too soon," he breathed. "Too rushed."
"We have little time. I need this," she assured. "I've wanted you this whole time. Make me yours. Ravish me and I will thank you for it."
He couldn't deny her anything. With her permission, he couldn't deny himself, either. Scott's hand fell from her breast to take up one of her thighs. He steadied her between himself and the balcony rail without conscious effort. All his thoughts went to his cock as he slowly penetrated her tight, welcoming cunt.
"Hhhha yes," Lita moaned in both surrender and triumph. She kissed him again. Scott slowly sank to the hilt before rocking her against him, and then again. She wrapped the one leg around his hip and trusted his strength with the rest of her balance. Scott fucked her in steady, savoring passion.
If he wasn't deeply in love with this beautiful stranger before, the pleasures of her body claimed him for sure. Unbelievably, he knew it was mutual. Scott fucked his new lover into gasps and thrills of gratitude and joy. He didn't think about the balcony or witnesses or bad guys. He could barely think of anything at all but her beauty and her touch.
"Yes. I want this," she moaned with his thrusts. "Take me. Love me. Fuck me like I'm yours."
He did, because she was.
* * *
Lita's success left Manchester preoccupied with interested rubes. Kaitlin had to concede that Manchester played his own role, talking up his unwilling partner and her plans to those she'd roped in with her charm. His body language showed preoccupation with her absence and rising concern, but he couldn't walk away from the marks of his con. Not when he had them busily scrolling through cell phones and checking prices, bank balances, and credit.
That bought Lita and Scott ten minutes. Then fifteen, with Manchester continually looking to the door. Then seventeen. Kaitlin bided every one of those minutes, listening to him talk and hoping it was all the others needed. She hadn't heard from them.
At eighteen minutes, Manchester's patience finally wore out. "Where is she?"
"Let's go find her, dawg," said Akita.
"No, let--actually, yes," Manchester reconsidered quickly. He set down his wine glass. "I may benefit from assistance. Thank you."
The entourage moved with him: Manchester's goons, Akita and his entourage, and several other aspiring suitors besides. Everyone was eager to see Lita again, hopefully earning favor as rescuers. They threatened to cause a traffic jam at the door behind Manchester.
Kaitlin swept through the mob from behind. Clever, decisive footwork tripped the last suitor in the flow, then the next. Kaitlin bumped another beside a coffee table, sending him sprawling over drinks and hors d'oeuvres in a humiliating mess with guests on the couches yelping in the horrors of inconvenience and social disruption. The tech bros fell with easier shoves. She kept moving with a sharp, no-look elbow to the gut for one bodyguard and a brutal one-handed wedgie for another.
To his credit, Akita noticed the rearguard disturbance first, but only as the trouble caught up to him. Kaitlin palmed his face and shoved him onto his back. Another bodyguard sensed danger in that same moment and suffered the first real punch Kaitlin threw. Within seconds and long, aggressive steps, she cut through the crowd and left nearly all of them tumbling or sprawling in her wake.
Tactics, timing, and focus worked out as she'd hoped. She closed with Manchester just as he reached the door and looked back curiously, leaving himself vulnerable and a little off-balance. She grabbed his collar and shoved him through the doorway with no more than a yelp of surprise as his only defense.
The hallway door swung shut from the other side. Without a drop in speed or purpose, Kaitlin spun both Manchester and herself around. Manchester's face went into the wall beside the doorway. Kaitlin slammed the door, kicked off one high-heeled shoe, and jammed its tip into the narrow clearance between door and floor. It wouldn't hold, but it was better than nothing.
"Oof! What's going--?" Manchester lost his objection when Kaitlin tugged him around in another spin and pushed his back against the wall. She slapped him once, hard, with full hand contact from jaw to ear turning his head ninety degrees. She wanted to hit harder, but she needed answers--and, in truth, knew violence didn't pull the truth from anyone. Someone had to hit Manchester at least once for all he'd done. Harder hits were well-deserved, yet she needed him able to talk.
The shock and fear in his eyes when his face turned back confirmed success. Kaitlin shoved him back against the wall again, tugged his cummerbund outward, and snatched the white silk tucked inside before he could object.
"Count of three, asshole," she said through gritted teeth. "Where'd you get the amulet?"
"Iz-uh Izmir, in Turkey," Manchester babbled. "Haluk Muhtar. Private collector!"
Shouts filtered through from the living room. She heard movement. Someone tugged the doorknob and then thumped the door.
"How'd you find her?" Kaitlin growled.
"A lagoon in the Aegean! I followed an old sailor's story! Muslim, 17th Century!"
A heavy blow shook the door. More shouts erupted, ranging from fright and dismay to anger.
"Pull anything like this again and it's your life. Got me?" His frightened nod had to be good enough. Success without doing any real harm to anyone else meant more than resolving whatever other secrets Manchester had uncovered. This scheme already spoke to his simple goals. "And no land buys, or it's your ass. The whole scheme ends now."
She punctuated it with a driving knee into his groin. Manchester crumpled with a yelp of pain. That made her feel better about the rest.
Kaitlin darted into the guest room at the other side of the hallway, leaving her shoe behind. She kicked off the other and swung this door shut behind her before anyone breached the hallway. The guest room door had a twist-and push lock she put to use immediately. A nightstand only inches away made for a good start at barricades. She tugged it onto its side in front of the door without a second thought, and then looked to the two figures on the balcony.
The sight stopped Kaitlin in her tracks. Lita leaned back against the balcony rail, fully nude, with an equally naked Scott holding one spread thigh up to fuck her with his long, thick cock. Raw, awestruck arousal shot through her. Kaitlin's feet rooted to the floor, like they had when she was first hit by Lita's influence, but this time she saw naked beauty and sexual pleasure. This was pornographic stunt-sex, but real, right down to a deep, passionate connection she could sense from the other side of the room and the glass door.
Yearning ran deep to her core. Her jaw went slack. Her breath deepened. Her rush through the mob of rubes already had her blood running, but her pulse quickened even more now. She didn't feel a shred of jealousy--envy, sure, but none of it bitter. She didn't want to interrupt this. She wanted to watch, gratefully, for hours... or even, perhaps, join them? One or both? Could she?
The living room door slammed open. People shouted in the hallway. That snapped her out of it. All of her desires went on hold.
* * *
"F-feel it, Scott," Lita whispered against his mouth. His cock drove relentlessly into her, thrilling them both with every stroke. She could only get out the shortest words: "Take me. You're mine. I'm yours. Fuck me. Love me. So good."
He did feel it. He couldn't get enough of these feelings, both the physical and the emotional. Scott knew better than to presume real love from sex alone... except her beauty and her body filled him with exactly that. Lust, surely, but more than lust. Much more. He knew it by name.
"Lita," he grunted, still fucking her. "I--"
The door slid open and thudded shut again just as quickly. Kaitlin stood beside them, one hand up with a small length of white silk. "Got it. Lita, are you good?"
"Mmh?" Lita moaned under Scott's last thrust, and then blinked back to her wits. Scott followed only a second later and let her go. "My silk! Yes!"
"The potion," Kaitlin pressed. She kept her eyes up at face level. It helped that they all stood so close. "Did this work? Is it burned through?"
"I am..." Lita took a steadying breath. "Better, yes."
Someone bashed at the guest room door. Kaitlin pushed the fabric into Lita's hand. "You can get away on your own, right? You need to go. Now."
"I--oh no," Lita realized. "Those men. They'll be incensed! I can't leave you to this!"
"You can," said Scott. "We'll be fine."
"We don't want to hurt anyone, but that means getting you out first," said Kaitlin. "Go."
Lita put her hand on Scott's chest. "I'll find you," she said--and then stepped backward, through the rail, shifting in that single step from flesh and blood to a person-shaped hail of raindrops, and from that into a thick mist carried away by the breeze. In another blink, she was gone.
Then a nudge from Kaitlin brought his attention back to her. "Might want pants, or at least your underwear."
Scott grabbed the latter. Somewhere amid his gifts, Aphrodite must have blessed him with luck and speed in clothes, because his boxer briefs went on almost as fast as they came off--right-side out, correct legs and everything. The move also gave him a view of how high up they were over a garden of unwelcoming plants and concrete paths. "We're three stories at least, how do we--?"
His question stopped when he saw Kaitlin sweep the long gold strands from her shoulders. Her dress stayed up as if they were unnecessary. The strands were longer than he thought, too. Much longer. "I could suck up that fall, but I don't know about you," she explained while moving fast. "We don't have to. Gimme one second to tie this. It'll hold."
After all he'd been through, Scott could believe that, but he doubted his grip on something so thin. Kaitlin swept the strand over and around the balcony rail in quick, sure movements. He'd have to put some faith in her. That part was easy. "Okay, but then--"
The bedroom door crashed open, throwing the overturned nightstand aside. Two thick-looking men in suits pushed through with more men behind them. Kaitlin wasn't finished. "Keep going," Scott blurted. He shoved the glass door aside and advanced to meet them.
"I can--!" Kaitlin protested.
"Holy shit, this motherfucker's naked! They hooked up!" shouted one of the men. The others roared with anger.
"Yeah, that's the crime here," Kaitlin grumbled as she finished her work.
Scott met the first goon's punch with a sweeping left block, delivering more force than either of them expected. He let that momentum go and jabbed right, past his first opponent into the next. The hit to the chest staggered goon number two before Scott's foot came up to hit him in the thigh. None of it would do lasting harm, but the second goon stumbled and fell before the first recovered. Scott put an elbow into Goon Number One, leaving the man staggered and wheezing.
More came: saw Akita, Akita's entourage, and more. Akita had the gun. Scott met the threat with a move from bad movies, snatching and turning the barrel with one hand and slamming his other into Akita's wrist. In a heartbeat, the gun was Scott's. He threw it straight into the next face he saw. Two pounds of metal at force was enough to take that guy out of the fight. A hard slap gave Akita second thoughts about fighting, and then Scott grabbed him and shoved him back through the door to stumble into the other men.



"Scott!" Kaitlin shouted. She had the strand knotted and set, to the point that she was already over the side practically ready to rappel. Scott crossed the guest room without a second thought. Kaitlin slid below the balcony rail and out of sight as he reached the door.
A final, prudent breath before he followed won him an important reminder. He didn't care about the clothes, except for how his slacks held his wallet, phone, and house keys. Scott snatched them off the concrete before swinging one leg over the rail, then the next. He draped them over his shoulder to free both hands for Kaitlin's gold strand.
Right. A strand. As soon as he held it, Kaitlin's confidence and dexterity made sense. The strand allowed a sure grip out of all proportion to its thin and silky construction. Scott dropped hand-over-hand at first, finding that easier, and then caught on to Kaitlin's easy slide as he looked down. The strand slowed him as much as he needed.
She waited for him at the bottom. Scott's descent lacked grace, but he at least managed it with speed. He dropped the last few feet, farther than he'd have been comfortable with in the past, but his feet met the concrete with little pain. "Okay, where do we go?"
"Follow me," said Kaitlin. She sent a snap through the golden strand, guiding Scott's eyes upward to the pair of angry men on the balcony. As the curve ran up the strand and hit the top, the knot came loose. Her silk fell back to sure hands waiting to catch it.
That was about the time the gate guards finally noticed the noise. Kaitlin rushed the gate as they turned to investigate, needing to shove only one of them out of her way. The other clearly wasn't paid enough to get physical with fleeing guests. He got out of her way without resistance. Scott ran after Kaitlin, bare feet slapping grass and then concrete, one hand gripping his slacks as they flapped away against the wind.
"Down the block!" Kaitlin seemed faster, but not by too much--or maybe she slowed for him, or maybe a little of both. She didn't seem impatient. If anything, he saw confidence in him. She pointed left at the end of the block, with their path lined by privacy walls on one side and parked cars along the other. As he caught up she added, "I've got a beach house."
"Wow, you live here?" Scott blinked, now only slightly behind her.
"No. Vacation rental. Figured I might need a safehouse. I prepped for this."
"Ah. Okay." His eye wandered as they ran, taking in more expensive homes and the occasional odd stare. They'd be at the beach soon, where his boxer-briefs might pass for tight swim trunks for any distant onlooker. As long as no one watched too closely... "Oh shit. That place was pricy as hell. Wouldn't there be cameras?"
"Took care of the security cameras before you got here." Kaitlin grinned over her shoulder. "Like I said. I prepped."
They ran onward. Scott had no trouble keeping the pace. Speed and distance caught up with him only as the neighborhood changed. They covered nearly a mile in only a few minutes as dazzling wealth turned to merely wistful beach property wealth. Spots of beach sand became common on the sidewalk and pavement.
Kaitlin brought him to a walled, two-story home only a block from the beach. A few trees added extra privacy, and the neighboring houses seemed unoccupied. At the gate, her eased into a cooldown. The walled patio welcomed them with grass and long, cushioned lounge chairs. She waved to one of them with only the weariness of a brief jog. "Have a seat if you want. Phew. Okay. Didn't know if you'd be able to keep up. Or fight like that."
"Yeah," he huffed--though hardly weary himself. "Aphrodite called in a couple favors when she, um, recruited me. Ares and Apollo." That put Kaitlin's brow up with interest. "It was quick. Barely spoke to me. But Aphrodite wanted to make sure I'd give her some mileage and that I could take care of myself. I had a heart condition a week ago."
"Wow. Really?" she asked.
"Wouldn't lie. I could always throw a punch, but... yeah. You, though. Wow. You're amazing."
"I've been at this a while. The boss is all about tactics and learning. I've picked up a lot of skills and tricks. Some of them keep you fit for the long term. More than fit."
"That was more than fitness."
"Lots of skills and tricks." She tossed that long silken strand on a table.
"So are we good? Will Lita be okay?"
"Yeah. You got the amulet off her. I got her anchor back with a couple answers from Manchester, and he'll think twice about pulling anymore nonsense once he can walk again. Might need an ice pack on his groin for a few days." Lita smirked. "And you 'burned' the potion out of her?"
"Right. Hey," Scott began. "I'm sorry if... I know you had some expectations. That was her idea. I'm responsible for myself, not claiming otherwise, but--"
"But she's a nereid and she told the champion of Aphrodite to fuck her," said Kaitlin. "As a cure? For her own good?"
"Actually," Scott answered. He didn't know what else to say. He winced. "Sorry."
"I doubt that," Kaitlin scoffed.
"Okay, I'm sorry I made you uncomfortable," he elaborated. "I didn't want to do that."
"Uh-huh." She watched him. Waited.
Scott held his tongue.
"Fuck it." Kaitlin tugged one more string he hadn't seen at her back, and then her golden dress fell from her body all at once. Stunning, full breasts, faint but noticeable abs, and low-cut panties of that same golden silk joined the rest of her perfectly fit body to arrest Scott's eyes and his thoughts. She cut his stare short with a kiss.
He kissed back. Hesitation melted fast, freeing his arms to embrace her and enjoy her exquisite figure and welcoming skin against his. Her tits crushed into his chest, thrilling him more. Like Lita, Scott had wanted her from the moment he'd laid eyes on her. Also like Lita, he had quickly written that off as fantasy. Kaitlin showed less than curiosity, let alone interest. She had seemed suspicious and annoyed, and he couldn't blame her.
That didn't make him want her any less, but he could take a hint. Maybe that helped him most of all.
Kaitlin savored that first kiss. She kept him close, arms wrapped around his shoulders at first, claiming as much contact as she could. Then her hands slid down his back and into those boxer-briefs to claim more. He did the same, filling his hands with her ass. Kaitlin purred with approval and kissed him more.
Her teeth dragged his lower lip as the kiss parted. She grinned. "Guess it works, then."
"What works?" Scott breathed.
"What I said before. Women pulling their clothes off and going for it."
"Works for you." He kissed her again. Kept groping, kept her close... and had other thoughts, too. He parted that kiss to look her in the eye. "Yeah. It works a lot," he gently warned. "Is that okay?"
"This doesn't have to be more than tonight," she answered a little too readily. His eyes brought out more. "Athena has me running around all the time, anyway. And if it is more... maybe you're a unique circumstance?"
"Is that good enough? Tonight's okay. If it's more, I don't want to set you up for a bad time."
Kaitlin smirked. They stood together, nearly naked and wildly horny, kissing with their hands down one another's underwear, and she smirked at him. He didn't miss a beat of any of it. "Scott, I'm at least twice your age. You wouldn't be my first... anything. Also, my job's all about wisdom. It's kind of why I'm comfortable hooking up with a guy half my age. Special circumstances. We'll both be okay."
"Sure. Still sucks when things don't work out."
She sighed. "Okay. That's sweet. Maybe I am hoping for more than a hookup." She kissed him again. "I don't want to talk long. Short version?"
"Lots of women, just today, and the world is all green lights for more. Bright, flashing green lights. Girls, Girls, Girls lights," he shrugged. "And I want that. I love it. I want the serious stuff, too, and I don't want to hurt anyone along the way. I can't explain all this to everyone. Aphrodite says that's okay. Coming from her, I can take it on faith. It holds up. But I can tell you everything. Almost everything," he corrected. "Everyone's got their privacy."
"Like Lita?"
"Like Lita, yeah," said Scott. "Lita and I together, too. Whatever that means."
She kissed him again. It was like dancing... with his steel hard cock straining against his boxers and her groin, and their hands holding one another by the ass, and his heart pounding. He could feel her heartbeat, too--beneath those breasts he savored so much. "My turn?" she asked. "You had me going from the moment you walked in. I expected cocky and smarmy. You're not. Everything you said and every little look stroked me inside, but I didn't want to admit it. Pride, maybe. You are young and new. I was focused on the mission, too. That part was important. Getting distracted by this guy I shouldn't fuck didn't help my focus, and that frustrated me. But if I'm honest, I was interested right away.
"Then I saw you with Lita. I've never been so turned on by a visual. You had me fighting to breathe there. I wanted to be with you. God, I wanted to be with either of you, let alone both. And I also wanted to watch. I'd have paid admission to watch." She chewed on her lip, grinning. "I've never felt that. I don't know if it's you two and all the magic, or if I'm a freak and something awakened in me. But I can't wait to find out." Another kiss. Her grip slid upward, but only to pull those shorts down. "With you."
"You're okay with the rest?" asked Scott. He hooked a couple fingers over her panties, too, but didn't slide down yet. Much.
"I think so. Maybe you can make me okay with it."
His dick came out of his briefs, batting upright against her skin. She gasped a little, grinning, and watched him eye to eye as he pulled her panties down a little, too. He held her gaze as they shifted for comfort, just to make angles happen. His garment fell away easily, as it had before. Scott meant to take the initiative from there, but then her beautiful, grinning face dropped with a sudden bend at the knees.
Kaitlin took hold of his cock with a confident stroke that lit up all his nerves. She stared up at him with one last grin, and then licked from the base to the tip, and then kissed. The rest of the world disappeared to all his senses. He felt only her mouth on his cock, saw only her eyes and her lips descending in sensuous delight--and then, stroking back upward with a look of surprise. He felt her tongue swirl around his length in a second stroke, and then her mouth broke free.
"Wait. You should taste like... her. Like sex. Something." It obviously didn't bother her from the way she stroked him with her hand and stayed in that crouch. "I'm getting only you." She plunged deep again, giving him the back of her throat over and over with a pleasured moan. The sensation had Scott almost stunned before she broke from it again with a shameless gasp. "You taste and feel incredible, but how?"
"It happened before," he said. "I guess I have cleanup magic?"
"Convenient," she considered. "Hot." Her mouth devoured him again. Pleasure and lust sent ripples of excitement from his groin all the way up his back and shoulders. She was better than good. She was amazing.
It wasn't how he meant to start, let alone how he romanced her... but it was exactly how he wanted her. One way, at least. He wanted lots of her. Kaitlin sucked his cock in relentless affection and hunger. She wanted this, too.
It kept working out that way. Almost like a gift from a goddess.
Scott stared down at the beautiful woman sucking his cock. "Thank you," he murmured, and not just to her. A glint in her hazel eyes suggested she understood.
"You're Aphrodite's champion," she said. "I'm Athena's. If you can make me your slut, it's because we deserve each other."
Her service resumed. Scott felt incredible, and more so for her savoring moans and energy. They kept at it for long minutes, with his hand in her red hair and his hips gently thrusting with need. Lips and gentle teeth slid down his length while he touched the back of her throat again and again. She kept pulling for more.
When his orgasm rumbled near, he could only mumble in warning. She heard. He knew she heard, because she stroked and sucked with greater vigor. Scott's vision darkened and blurred with building sensation. He came hard in her mouth, hand still in her hair and holding her close, with a low and broken groan of ecstasy.
He felt her tongue move and her throat constrict as she swallowed. They began in a rush, and then repeated in steady bliss, over and over until he was spent. Kaitlin trembled, too. Awareness came back with her trembling at his feet, still sucking his cock and gripping his hip until she finally let go. Wonder filled her eyes. "That was incredible," she breathed. "It was so good."
"You're telling me," he replied.
Kaitlin nodded. "I am."
She held on like she could do it all over again. Thoughts of giving him another round were clear in her eyes--or maybe she thought of taking, or both. Scott wanted the rest of her. He pulled her off her feet, kissed her heedlessly of any taste in her mouth, and slid his touch down her body again. A heaving chest and skin burning with desire welcomed his touch.
Scott guided her onto the nearest cushioned lawn chair, dropping the back half so they could lie down. Kaitlin welcomed him into her embrace, kissing him and tugging. Her nails dragged across his naked back. Her legs spread.
His cock found her hot and soaking wet. Kaitlin's eyes rolled and her head tilted back as he penetrated, slow and deep, and enjoyed his size with a low groan. Delight spread across her mouth before his second thrust, still slow but hard enough to turn her smile to a trembling gasp.
Further strokes built a pace. Kaitlin hooked one perfect leg around his, welcoming him into her cunt. She grasped his back and kissed his lips and neck as much as she could, but soon, it all took a backseat to the thrill of his fierce, dominant fucking.
They fucked much longer than they had talked.
"So hard," she said between gasps and grunts. "So good. So good. Unh! Unh! Oh fuck--oh fuck!" Kaitlin tensed with need that finally broke in a ferocious orgasm. Her body throbbed under Scott's embrace, wracked with spasm after spasm. Deep in her climax, her eyes opened to find his staring at her, filled with gentle wonder in contrast to all the primal need. He kissed her softly as if giving her some anchor through the storm. She kissed back as passionately as she could while mind and body were still looping through her long climax.
He slowed, but he wasn't done. Scott took his time claiming his new lover, over and over.
* * *
They kept the bedroom lights dim, but not fully dark. They wanted to see one another's bodies all night. After long hours of play, she laid against him with her hand slowly stroking his endlessly, blessedly hard cock. Scott reciprocated for her opening moves, but she made perfectly, explicitly clear that she wanted lots more of that dick. He couldn't say no.
Only now did she seem like she'd had enough. And only for now.
"I don't sleep much anymore, but a few hours are good," she murmured. "I just don't need the rest. Health and fitness tricks. Meditation. I read through the extra hours, if I'm not busy. You?"
"Sort of the same, but I think sex made up for it."
"Ha. Figures. Sounds like a great way to live."
"Has been so far. It's what she promised. She's fixated on me having a good time with this. It's way more gifts than tasks."
"Athena's not too different. She knows I like the challenges and discoveries. I'm busy, but I'm happy. Could get used to this, though."
"Could you?" he asked.
"I could balance it in. She'd probably be fine with it. We'll talk sooner or later. Probably sooner. You?" she asked.
"Pretty regularly so far. Few times today. Or yesterday, if I look at a clock."
"What I'm saying is I'll need a little sleep," she said, kissing his neck. "You could fuck me all night if you wanted, but at some point I've gotta pass out. Also, I wouldn't be surprised if the boss is waiting to make an appearance. She's not much for the phone, but bedrooms aren't off limits."
"No? That's not kind of invasive?"
"After a while, the patron and mentor thing became more like a best friend," said Kaitlin. "Like a roommate that's usually out. Still comfortable. 'Boss' is a term of endearment. I'm sure you're happy to see yours."
"Are you telling me I should take a walk?"
"Not telling. Just saying it's okay. You've kinda got the vibe, and we both have reasons. I'll be here. Slip right in if I'm sleeping. Give me time if you hear voices... and if you find me touching myself, join me."
He kissed her and stood. What little clothes he had were all outside. Scott felt her eyes on his ass at the door, turning him around. "Thank you," he said.
"Oh god. Thank you," Kaitlin grinned back.
The ocean breeze over the patio should have chilled him quickly, but Scott found it pleasant and comforting. Maybe it was his new health. Maybe he needed to cool down. Scott donned his discarded boxer-briefs by the lounge chairs, but didn't bother with the pants. It was late, and this was the beach. He was warm enough. He did pull his phone from his slacks, though.
Scott wandered out of the gate to take in the beach at night. Neighborhood lights were enough to guide the way. He opened his phone to several messages, all from people who knew he'd be busy tonight.
"Thank you for today," read the text from Julia. "Complaint is in process. Investigation is guaranteed. Come see me if you want to know more, or just for fun. Shhh." It was a risk, but she knew she could trust him.
"My parents are thrilled," said Jessica's text. "Online chatter says Frank went to the hospital. I guess he 'fell.' Breakup news is quiet so far. Thank you for everything. Also, how does this look?" Her selfie came from a low angle like a power pose, but the fingers stroking her black lace panties seemed more like an offer or a request.
Misty and Latasha sent pics, too--from the club. They both looked incredible. Club lighting and obvious photography skills made their mark, but he knew the scenes were legitimate. Misty sat on some guy's lap in the main room, wrist barely covering her naked chest, having a very good time while he and his friends seemed awed by her. Latasha strode across the floor with enough cash hooked over her g-string to practically turn it into a miniskirt. They shared the pics with one another, too.
"Awesome night so far," said Misty. "Hope yours is, too. The club is the best it's ever been."
"Lots to tell you," said Latasha. "Too busy for it now. Too fun. This feels REAL." She added hearts and lips.
It wasn't late by club standards. Scott knew that much. He texted back: "Gonna be out all night. Have all the fun you want. No limits. I'll be back soon. Thank you." He hit send and looked up to the few stars he could see this close to the city. The night left him with a moment alone on the beach... in his boxer briefs, very well-fucked but now, thanks to the texts and his thoughts, hard as hell all over again. Yet all he felt was gratitude.
"Thank you," he murmured to the sky.
"Thank who?" Lita stepped out of the shadows, naked but for that white silk anchor, now stretched out as a sash that failed--intentionally--to cover her waist. Her long brown hair hung over her breasts with the same enticing not-quite-enough look. She smiled.
Scott corrected himself. He felt much more than gratitude now.
* * *
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"First off: good for you. Seriously."
The voice turned Kaitlin from the refrigerator with a knowing, unsurprised grin. Kaitlin was used to her boss--and dearest friend--showing up like this. Athena's hip-against-the-dining-table pose and relaxed business-casual ensemble seemed like an almost comical attempt at humility in contrast to the divine beauty of her flawless skin, striking blue eyes, and long dark hair.
Kaitlin also wasn't bothered by the pre-dawn hour, or the darkness of her beachside vacation rental... or her current panties-only, just-got-railed state. It wasn't their first meeting right after a hookup, though it didn't happen often. After decades together, they had that degree of comfort. Like roommates, she had told Scott.
A private part of Kaitlin wished for more. Athena had to know, being goddess of wisdom and all, and thus Kaitlin never broached the subject. Wishes or not, what they had was thoroughly comfortable.
"First off?" Kaitlin opened her bottle of water and took a good pull.
"Yes. Good job on rescuing Lita and stopping that whole fiasco, too, but you could take that for granted. We knew you'd work that out."
"Tricky enough that we needed to call in help," said Kaitlin.
"To handle it gently and cleanly, yes," said Athena. "I had every faith you'd save Lita and stop this mess one way or another. The trick came in doing it without harm to her or making a bigger mess in the mortal world. That brings us back to the obvious thing on your mind."
"Okay. So... good for me?" Kaitlin smirked.
"You knew we would talk about it. About him," Athena specified. Kaitlin nodded in concession. Athena shrugged. "I wanted to start with that. Good for you. I think you needed this, and I'm all for it."
"You've always been sex-positive." Just not positive enough to make a move on me, Kaitlin added silently. She knew the myths, of course. "Canon" held that Athena was forever virginal and uninterested in such things. Kaitlin had a solidly different impression. The myths that survived into the modern era had largely been written and shaped by men... and Athena preferred to have those particular men think of her as uninterested and untouchable.
"I have. I am. That's largely what I came to tell you. We don't need to talk about this," said Athena. "We can if you want to, but you don't have to justify anything. You know that. If I had reason to warn you away from him, I'd have done it already. I didn't, and here we are."
"So you approve?"
"Oh please," Athena laughed. "You don't need my approval and you know it. You work for me, but you have your own life. You want to hear my opinion because you trust my judgment, but you've never needed my approval or permission. You've had other lovers, before and after we met."
"True." Kaitlin took another sip. "This is different, though. This is--he's--a lot."
"Aphrodite's favorites always are. He is the agent of a goddess, and she'll have tasks for him--romantic and sexual tasks, for the most part. He'll enjoy them. He wants this life, and she wants him to enjoy all her gifts to the fullest, whether in pursuit of her goals or his own fun. It's something to keep in mind if you wish to continue anything with him."
"Right." She'd been thinking about that. "What else do I need to know?"
"First, that he's being open and honest with you. Scott is new to this, and there are things he does not know and has not yet explored. That will be the case for some time. But he is who he seems, and that... intensity that pulls you in is genuine. His charm is enhanced by Aphrodite's gifts, but that does not make him manipulative or controlling. You sense what he has to offer and you respond.
"You are also affected by more than charm. Aphrodite dotes on her favorites, but she wants their lovers to be happy, too. Sex and passion will become greater joys in your life after this. Even self-pleasure will be a greater pleasure." She paused. "You have always been lovely, and then made yourself more beautiful with lessons learned in my service. You are more beautiful than ever in this moment."
The words sent a deep shudder through Kaitlin, though she mostly hid it well. She heard more than a platonic, friendly compliment. She was sure of it. Yet with the sudden possibility of movement to her ongoing, almost comfortable longing, Kaitlin felt shy... even if standing before her crush in only her panties, breasts on display, and still freshly-fucked--by another who held her desires. "Um. Thank you," she managed.
"You are welcome," Athena replied softly.
Kaitlin expected at least some word of caution out of Athena. She had that tone, at least... but the details only stoked Kaitlin's interest. "Is all that... normal? Those effects? Do they last?"
"Degree and persistence depend on the depth of bonds between you. It happens with every partner to some extent. This brings up the other thing you should know: there will always be more women. Aphrodite gave him deep, voracious appetites as a gift, because they came with the ability and favors of fate to indulge those appetites. Aphrodite also gifts him with the fortune and favor to balance and satisfy many lovers, but you would still be sharing him. He is head over heels for you, Kaitlin--and several more women, and there will always be more. Flings and enduring, devoted romances. Mortal, immortal, and in between."
"Oh, I got that part already."
"I'm not sure you have. He's with another already, Kaitlin. Right now."
"Already?" Kaitlin blinked and looked to the front door. "It's been... has it even been ten minutes?"
"Slightly longer, but yes." Athena nodded toward the door. "This encounter has its context, but so will every other."
Kaitlin stared and let it sit for a moment. She didn't feel jealous or slighted. She felt something very different indeed. "What if... is it weird if that doesn't bother me?"
"Uncommon, perhaps, but not weird. Jealousy is a natural emotion--so natural that it is part of society, and indeed it is often expected. Many see it as obligatory. But your feelings are your own. It is fine to be fine with this, or even to feel excited by it." Athena anticipated Kaitlin's denial with a smirk--and she also anticipated Kaitlin's realization that the denial was exactly what Athena meant about expectation and obligation. "You may even see benefits to this."
"Do you?" Kaitlin asked.
"I benefit greatly from all this, yes... and I'd rather not get into how and why." It wasn't unusual for Athena to hold back, either because of timing or complication. Long-established trust and shared ethics were enough; Kaitlin barely gave it more than idle curiosity. Besides, as Athena added: "I would rather focus on you and what you want."
"Is my excitement and idea of 'benefits' another 'effect' of Aphrodite's? Is that to make me okay with all of this?"
"It's an incentive she offers to all, yes. You are more conscious of it because of our connection and your knowledge, but others are just as free to dismiss it if they choose. If you truly wanted something else, you would turn away. If you tire of him or feel unhappy, you can leave, like anyone else. Rather few paramours ever leave Aphrodite's favorites, but it happens. They are not flawless."
"So if he fucks this up or turns into a jerk, I can still stomp him?" Kaitlin snorted.
"Yes. Aphrodite would have it no other way. She would not force this upon you... nor would I allow it, but that point is moot. She is the goddess of erotic love. This is her purview. You can trust her in this."
"Obviously you trust her."
"Yes. As I said, I gain from this whole situation, too, regardless of your choices. And I do respect your choices, Kaitlin." That blend of mentor, patron, boss, and friend seemed to lean more on the latter now, but they were all in the mix. "If you wish to pursue this, I am happy for you. Off-and-on, no labels, serious or fun times only; all of them are fine. If you wish to retire from my service to be entirely his, I would be happy for you."
"Whoa, that's not on my mind at all. I love--I don't want to end this. I love this life with you," said Kaitlin... although the words "entirely his" also sent another shiver of deep excitement through her. Wow, does everything about this feel good? Kaitlin wondered. Maybe that's by design?
"I have no doubts, and I suggest nothing. I don't want to part with you, either. Even if you did want to retire, I would still be part of your life." Athena smiled. "I merely want you to understand you are free... and yes, I am sex-positive," she added with a new tilt to her grin. "Two goddesses assure you this is safe. Get as crazy as you want."
Kaitlin laughed. She looked to the front door and back again. "Okay. Enough about him. However that works out, I'm still with you. We should talk business. Lita is free from Manchester, but I'm not sure that whole issue stops there."
"Agreed." Athena finally claimed one of the dining chairs, turned outward and still looking directly at Kaitlin. A brief flick of her eyes might have roamed Kaitlin's mostly-naked body, but Kaitlin couldn't be sure. Athena gave her no time to ponder. "Let's talk business before your party comes back."
* * *
"I don't know where to start," said Scott.
"I think we've more than started already," said Lita. Her tone and her smile were soft, knowing, confident... and loving.
Scott's heart beat slowly, yet heavily. Her beauty still stole his breath: tall yet endowed in every curve, perfect skin, thin and dark arched brows over dark eyes. Her long brown hair barely covered her full, alluring breasts. The white scarf around her hips didn't cover enough, either. Deliberately.
He wore only dark briefs. The beachfront neighborhood should have been too cold and too dark, but neither point troubled him. The beach stretched out behind her, with rolling waves beyond it. Every other direction held camera-friendly houses and landscaping without a soul in sight. Sidewalk lighting was more than enough to illuminate her, or perhaps that was magic.
Much of this was magic. Had to be. She pulled on him and made him yearn with that supernatural appeal and beauty, but rather than manipulation or compulsion, it touched him like a gift--like a lover making an effort to look good for their partner. She wanted this as much as him. He felt it. Knew it. Even if... "We only just met."
"You told me that on the balcony, too. I know all I need," said Lita.
"I--" Scott let out a breath like a laugh. "You're also the second woman I've told, 'We only just met,' in the last... the clock says it's a new day, but I haven't slept. She's an immortal, too."
"You told me you have other lovers. Aphrodite's favorites always do. Who is she?"
"She wants to be kept secret."
"Ah. Fun." Her smile never wavered. "How many others?"
"A few. Several?" Scott corrected when Lita's brow rose, though not defensively; he thought only to be clear. He didn't need to be defensive with Lita, any more than with Clio... or anyone else. "Not many of them have come to labels. When I say I'm new to this, I mean it's been days. Not even a week yet."
"Oh? Then I am glad to be here at the beginning. Wonders await, Scott."
"How much do you know about this? You said you've known a couple others before me. All I've heard about other favorites like me are a couple wild details. They sound like they can't be true, except for... well. All of this."
Still smiling, Lita bit her lip and considered her words. She seemed closer, though if she had taken a step, Scott missed it. "I knew two. Kallistos was... fun. He was a good man of Thebes, and one of Aphrodite's earliest. He served her faithfully, and was also on 'a wild quest of visceral pleasures,' as he put it, to seed as many beauties as he could, men and women alike. 'To enjoy and be enjoyed.' We laid together many times. I liked him, but we never became more."
"That's a good man? 'Seeding' as many as he could?"
"Handled with some care, yes. One can be both promiscuous and kind. Aphrodite's blessing made all that care easier, but without the care, he would have been unworthy. He knew he could let go and be free." Lita brushed the backs of her fingers across Scott's cheek, drawing out a soft shudder. Everything about her felt good. Her breath fell on his face. "You are still learning that point."
"Yeah. I'm... getting there."
"Good. I will help."
"Why?" Scott's eyes stopped fluttering. She was near enough to kiss. Easily. "Why not keep me for yourself?"
"You have already given yourself to others, too. I would not take you away."
"Do you have others?"
"Currently, no. Manchester found me while I was spending some time away from the mortal world. Yet I've had many lovers, mortal and immortal. With most mortals..." She paused to consider. "Nereids and other nymphs are born of nature, but we were also molded by fantasy and myth. Our beauty arises from this mix. We are desired by most. Many wish to possess us, leading to the dangers Manchester exploited. He is hardly the first man to do so." Lita saw a worry in his eyes and smiled. "You wanted my freedom and safety before anything else. I know you long to hold me, and that is mutual. You do not see me as a thing to be possessed. None of my lovers were. We're talking about a different sort of claim. When mutual, that yearning to have and to belong is wonderful.
"I have spirited men and women away into long, private romance, because we both wanted it. The myths of sailors and others never returning are real, but not because we drowned them or enslaved them. They came from rough lives, and they were much happier with us. You and I will be something different, but no lesser for it." Lita laughed softly. "Again, you have other lovers, and there will be more. I would not take you away from them. I look forward to sharing."
His heart beat harder at that. The rest of him felt at ease, even a little weak, but his heart assured him of the flow of blood... along with another part of his body. "You're so confident this works out," he almost whispered.
"I am. I know all I need of you, and I know how good it feels to be with one like you."
"How?"
"The second favorite I knew was Jaylaani. Her home is called Somalia now." Lita spoke closely. Intimately. "When I met her, she was still a bit timid and innocent--with all the gifts of Aphrodite's favorite, but played passively. She liked lovers to come to her. We fell madly in love, and while we were together, she bloomed into a ravishing queen. She ruled me with her pleasures and her beauty, along with others... and yet was always tender. Always respectful. That was her nature. Our passion was constant. We sometimes loved in seclusion, and other times while traveling the world. She was also Aphrodite's agent, and a champion of love, sensuality, and seduction. Jaylaani was my lover and best friend, and she was such for others, too. We shared some of them. Others were entirely hers, yet I never felt left out, or any lesser for being one of many. I had my own life, too."
The pleasures and arousal of Lita's nearness didn't pull all the blood from his brain. He could still think, and still feel empathy. "You must miss her. I'm sorry. How long ago was this?"
"Centuries." Lita still stroked his face and hair, standing mostly naked with him on the beach sand in the night. She still smiled. "Jaylaani remains with me in very real ways. My memories are wistful, but not painful. Being with you is no betrayal of her. It is much the opposite."
Lita's lips fell on his. They opened for one another easily, skipping the timid probes for indulgence and desire. Scott wasn't entirely sure who gave more or who received. It only mattered in fun.
"Tell me more about you," said Scott. "Likes, dislikes, what you do with your time. How to please you."
"How to please me?" She arched her brow again--like Clio, Scott thought with a new pounding in his heart, but not out of secrecy or guilt. It was one more new thrill. Lita still had all of his attention. "You ask a suitor's questions when we are far past that." She leaned closer, chest against his, and graced his cheek with her lips to whisper in his ear, "I have all the same questions for you, though I am already won over. Fun, isn't it?"
"Yes."
"You barely touch me. You burn for me, and I am here, and yet...?"
The answer came easier and cooler than he would have expected. Another of Aphrodite's gifts, he assumed. It was the only explanation, given how swept away he felt. "What did you say about Jaylaani? She liked lovers to come to her?"
Lita leaned back to beam at him. Her grin widened. She liked that answer. "Is that how you prefer your lovers?"
"I like the whole range, but I've been more on the other side of the spectrum before tonight. This is nice. I'm still asking about you."
She stroked the other side of his face. "I would beg you, if you enjoyed begging."
"I don't... that's not..." His breath slackened. "Let's not reject anything yet, but that's not really in my fantasies." Her laugh was one more reason to fall. "On topic. You. We're from different worlds, and all I know are myths. How do mortals and nereids work out? How do we make this work?"
"This is a good question after all," Lita conceded. "I am as you see me, but I am a creature and spirit of nature, Scott. I have no money and few possessions, for I have no need. Do not waste material gifts on me, unless they are of the greatest meaning to you. Sharing food or comfort means more to me than trinkets. I have no house or home as you would know it, either. I am more comfortable sleeping in the wild. This coast is fine, but I prefer the edges of cities to their core. In fact, after Manchester and his demands, I need the natural settings of home to recover... though I am fine for now," she said when she saw his concern. "This is no hardship. Being with you more than makes up for any discomfort."
"I don't want you uncomfortable at all," said Scott.
"You might try taking it as a compliment," she teased. "I have many of these same questions. I would love to see your home. I want to know what is important to you and makes you who you are--music, food, stories, trinkets... but I am in no hurry for these things. I want you. I want to share your life. And I want what we feel most of all."
Her fingertips drifted down his chest, then his abdomen, and rested at the waistband of the dark briefs strained by his erection. "Also," she whispered against his face, "I am not much for clothing. I wear it when necessary, but I prefer less. I would much rather be naked... with you."
Lita slid her fingers inside his waistband to pull the garment down, and then wrapped her soft, pleasing hands around his cock. Her grin remained as he shuddered with the sensation. Then she pulled him closer, dragging the head of his cock between the wet lips of her cunt beneath the scarf that hadn't gotten any bigger while they talked. The slow, back-and-forth motion said as much between them as all their words.
That rush of emotion from the balcony came back to Scott along with the sensual pleasures of intimacy. He felt it again: she was his.
"Yes," Lita breathed. "Possession... will be... one of our passions. Embrace it. You are mine and I am yours." They hugged closer, though gently, still taking penetration and intercourse slowly. "Give me all the joys of Aphrodite's favorite, Scott. Fuck me all you want."



His hands wrapped around her ass, pulling while his cock pushed as deeply as he could while standing up. Her lips opened to welcome his tongue. Her full and perfect breasts felt incredible against his chest. Whether by magic or yearning, any awkwardness of standing face to face seemed trivial. They felt good together. They wanted more.
Every kiss, every moan, and every thrust of his cock made him more comfortable with it, too. All of it. "Lita," he whispered.
"Yes," she hissed, grinning as he fucked her. She sounded triumphant. It made him love her more.
"You said something about sharing lovers?" he asked.
The thrill of intercourse had both of their heads swimming. She didn't let go and didn't want it to stop, but she leaned back with a wild, eager grin. Her eyes danced. She already knew what he meant--and whom. "Yes."
* * *
Low, intense throbs of pleasure ran through Kaitlin with the first stroke of her fingers against her pussy. She had licked her fingertips, but her lower lips were wet at first touch and a little wetter with the second. Kaitlin laid alone on top of the bed, naked and shameless in private--whatever privacy meant, given the chance of her new guy walking in on her. Her patron might suddenly reappear with some overlooked detail from their meeting, too. She felt no guilt about either, particularly after the discussion she had just had with Athena... and the way her nude and trembling body felt now.
The very next stroke turned her reactions from a tremor to a jolt. Kaitlin gasped and turned her stroke upward rather than down to enjoy another rush, and then another, and another. She wasn't going fast. She was wet and warm, but not really warmed up yet, let alone deep into play.
"Oh my god," Kaitlin murmured, and stroked herself again. "Fff--ff--fff," she shivered. Athena wasn't kidding about changes to her body. If I feel this good already... and this is normal for playtime now? A surge of appreciation for her new guy ran through her with the next stroke of her fingers. I haven't even pushed in yet. Or gotten wild, or used a toy. Wow.
Kaitlin licked her fingers again on general principle and stopped in surprise at her own honeyed taste. Okay, now it's just gilding the lily. Or egotistical. Or imagination.
Or maybe this is magic and my pussy is amazing it's fucking awesome. She stroked again, and again. The swirl of her fingers around her clit forced a gasp and a shiver from her chest, and then a wide grin from her lips. The next swirl left her turning onto her side, back to the door, almost whimpering. She wondered if he knew about this. She couldn't wait to tell him, whether he already knew or not. "Oh wow... mmh wow."
"Kaitlin?" asked Scott. His voice didn't startle her. Instead, it gave her a new grin as she looked over her shoulder... with her fingers still inside herself. He settled behind her on the bed. "Hey."
"Hey," she purred back at his touch. The way he laid behind her felt perfect, especially given the hard cock she felt at her ass. Kaitlin wiggled to bring him between her legs as his arms slipped around her. She wanted to turn around and kiss him, but she wanted this more. It felt dirty. Slutty. Good.
"Mmmh," she moaned with the slide of her cock across her wet lips. She wondered if he was already wet somehow, too, but she passed on that to enjoy his touch and to hold onto her thoughts. "Glad you're back. I've got good news and bad. Mostly good. Really good," she purred again. Fuck, she liked him between her legs. She liked the hand that claimed her breast and the lips at her neck, too.
"Then what's the bad?"
"Boss came by while you were out. It was ssssoon--aaaah." Kaitlin whimpered softly as the head of his cock split her lips in a slide that reached her clit. His touch was one joy; knowing she'd get to enjoy it freely and often was another. "Ssssooner than I expected," she shivered as his touch eased, "but I'm not surprised. I've got more to do with the Manchester mess. Need to follow up and prevent it from happening again. That means going all the way back to Greece and Turkey. I can't stick around after tonight."
"Do you need help? Want me to come with you?"
"Nah. I mean yeah, I want you with me." She clutched at his hip to keep him stroking and probing with his cock. "For this and on general principle. But I don't need the help, and you've got your own life here. You're just now figuring things out. I'll be fine, and I'll be back. The rest is... all good news," Kaitlin grinned.
"Yeah?" He kissed her ear. His fingers gently caressed one nipple, turning her on even more. "Tell me."
"Boss likes you. A lot. I didn't need her approval, but she gave it in spades. No limits from her. And I don't have any for you, either." She grinded her ass into him. She put a hand over his at her breast. "I trust you with everything. I know this is magic, but it's also real, and I want to enjoy it. I want to be slutty with you, Scott. Really slutty, all the time. I want to have fun." She felt his body stiffen a little at that, like she had set off a thought. It didn't seem uncomfortable, but she asked: "What?"
"I'm hearing things like that a lot," said Scott.
"I mean it. I'm sure they do, too. Aphrodite's gifts and all that. My boss says it's for both of us, or all of us. Believe it or not, I usually like women better than men. You get to be the exception. Don't let it go to your head, but..." Another grind. Another shiver-inducing push between her lips. "Okay, maybe a little. As a treat.
"I want to enjoy this. My boyfriend is magically horny and slutty all the time and it's hot. I love it. Mmmh."
"Kaitlin."
"Mmh?" She kept grinding against him. She wanted him, but he held back from full penetration, like he was teasing, or... "Hm?"
"What if I'm ahead of you there?"
Her grin returned. He asked that like he knew the answer, which also made her grin. "What, like with whoever you met outside?"
"And you." He kissed her cheek, and her neck, but waited for--
"Kaitlin." The voice and the beauty now facing her made Kaitlin gasp. Lita stood at the side of the bed opposite Scott, wearing only a white scarf over her hips. Her nearly-naked beauty stunned Kaitlin, intimidating her yet thrilling her. Even the intimidation was welcome. More than welcome. Lita's soft smile took any unpleasant edge right off the rush. Kaitlin lost her breath as she processed it.
Naked, practically fucking already, and never expecting this, Kaitlin's heart and her desires leaped with joy. Like Scott knew they would.
"You saved me," said Lita. "I turned you away, and you didn't give up on me. You saved me without harm, and without any ambition to your own desires."
Scott stroked her again. Kaitlin shivered, but her eyes didn't come off Lita. They barely fluttered.
"May I reward you?" asked Lita.
A dozen principled thoughts about transactional sex and problematic ideas and reward took their cue and took a hike. None of them needed to talk this out. They all knew the score--and knew Lita meant more than she said. Scott and Lita both had her enraptured and aroused with magic behind their moves and their affection, and Kaitlin was fine with it. "Yes."
Scott pushed inside her, slowly splitting and opening her with pleasure. She gasped again with the joy of being taken. Fucked. "Yes!"
Then he pulled back her upper thigh and turned backward on the bed, spreading her while still deep inside her. Lita slipped that white skirt free, revealing her own naked beauty for Kaitlin before climbing onto the bed... and sweeping her hair back as she dipped her head low along Kaitlin's body.
The length of Scott within her already had her panting and filled with pleasure. Lita softly kissed her thin red bush and descended lower, licking and kissing more. Her lips touched Kaitlin's clit and all but split her mind with ecstasy.
"Oh god. Oh god!" Kaitlin let Scott roll her the rest of the way onto himself, her legs fully spread and her cunt fully claimed. Each of her new lovers held one breast and used their free hands to caress and hold her. Scott moved slowly, just enough to keep the sensation inside her active and wild. He let Lita's lips and tongue do the rest.
This was more than a fling. Kaitlin already knew that from Scott, but she knew it from Lita's kiss, too. This was serious. Every slutty and romantic thought she had about Scott doubled with the immortal's kiss between her legs. She had two lovers now, and they had her.
Overwhelmed, Kaitlin felt orgasm rush close. She couldn't hold it back. Spread, filled, and lavished, Kaitlin melted down and helplessly came in deep, sobbing spasms.
Her lovers kept fucking and claiming her. They had only just begun.



        