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         The clicking of heels echoed through the empty yet chic apartment. Bianca, panting in a hurry, grabbed a sheaf of documents from the nearest desk and thumbed through them in an expression of silent panic. No, I can't be late! Ms. Viviane hates is when people are late! She pursed her thin lips as she skilfully fished five precious sheets from the bundle of pages, then carefully packed them into a carry-on suitcase. Holding back a sigh of relief, she dashed for the exit, almost losing her balance – she was not used to this type of footwear, but she couldn’t show any clumsiness in front witnesses. She was about to grab the doorknob when she stopped abruptly and took a step away. Mirror. Giving her reflection a quick, critical look, she immediately used her hands to smooth out a disobedient strand of blonde hair tied in a short ponytail at the nape of her neck. To be sure, she brushed invisible dust from her collar and straightened the perfectly straight, short skirt. She had to. The procedures dictated it. And her superior's taste.

         Taking a deep breath, she opened the door, drastically changing her appearance. She marched through the hall with a smooth, determined step, her face frozen with a forced, unnatural solemnity intended to add to her professionalism. No one could see how she really felt. No one could see the clammy hands, or the heart fluttering with fear, beating even harder when she saw a female figure in a chic armchair near the elevator, accompanied by a butler and three subordinates. She swallowed nervously, waiting as long as she could, waiting to be noticed by the captain, Viviane.

         “Reporting for duty, madam,” she announced in a clear voice, tilting her neck so low that her chin almost touched her own breasts.

         It was customary to do so. And although Ms. Viviane did not ask her favourite assistant to refer to her by military rank outside working hours, Bianca strictly followed all the rules of etiquette and personally chosen discipline.

         Dressed in a navy-blue suit and chinchilla fur boa, the captain raised her sharp green eyes, piercingly scanning her from head to toe. Bianca felt her stomach nervously twist with every passing second. She breathed again only when the woman guardedly raised the corner of her red lips, bobbing her head and shoulder-length curls to confirm her approval. She was an absolute perfectionist, both in her private and professional life. She had never accepted any deviation from the self-imposed norm.

         “Let's go. The limousine is waiting,” she communicated in a sensual voice, getting up.

         “Yes, madam,” everyone in the hall said, throwing themselves into their duties, which the captain, thankfully for them, did not need to remind anyone of.

         The butler, head bowed, called the elevator. One of his subordinates threw Viviane's jacket over her shoulders, the other carried two briefcases, a suitcase, and an elegant handbag, and the third lit the captain's cigarette. Bianca, on the other hand, falling straight into place, began to follow her with dignity, carefully mimicking the pace of the superior’s blood-red stilettos, matched to the colour of her lipstick, while keeping at least two steps behind. This was the procedure of submission.

         Upon exiting the apartment building, the butler opened the limo door for Viviane and her assistant. The captain, with a snap of her fingers, ordered her subordinates to place the briefcases inside and then close the door – their presence was no longer needed. There would be plenty of servants where the chauffeur was driving them to tonight. Above all measure.

         Bianca's hands tightened nervously, still not sure where or why they were going. The dismissal of the subordinates bothered her a bit – Ms. Viviane liked to show off her status and high rank. And if it wasn't necessary, why did she only take her? Her jaw clenched. Stupid. The captain was not wearing a uniform. It had to be something private. Although she always wore the subtle scent of expensive musky perfumes and harmonious makeup, today she looked… different. Special. Unfortunately, staring at her face for too long was a shameful display of a lack of culture, so Bianca only noticed the precious diamond earrings, nothing else. They maintained a tense, professional silence the rest of the way.

         When Bianca left the limo upon reaching her destination, she felt her jaw drop. They parked right in front of a villa… no, not a villa. A huge palace! And the name of the owner engraved in gold was known to everyone, from privates to lieutenants. The peak of any hierarchical pyramid. A mysterious figure standing above all of them. The general.

         She closed her gaping lips with difficulty, straightening her posture, and composing herself with great effort as Viviane emerged from the door held open by the chauffeur. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the captain performing strangely familiar movements on the way to the mansion – adjusting a perfectly straight skirt, brushing dazzlingly clean cuffs with the back of her hand. Bianca paled, coming to a terrifying conclusion. General Matilda... ranked above her as well!

         The palace was breath-taking, making even a partial estimate of the extent of property owned by its owner impossible. The maid, who looked more like a high-class businesswoman than a housekeeper, led them to a glass elevator, which went up to the top floor, where the penthouse and the general's office were located. Confirming that the appointment was starting right now, she did not even dare to escort them to the ebony door of the enormous office. Bianca's knees trembled, and she was happy to be a step behind her superior. She knew that should the piercing gaze of those green eyes catch her in their sight, she would not pass the test of decency in her expression at this point. She bit her lips and gritted her teeth, as her gaze swept from corner to corner. There was no dust in the cold stone interior. Everything shone with unnatural radiance, purity and cool mastery. It left no doubt as to who it belonged to.

         The office was like a library or meeting room for elite council members. It was huge, suspiciously cosy compared to the rest of the palace, but still distinguished by its unnatural sterility and attention to detail. None of the hundreds of books on the shelves protruded even a centimetre out of place. The stacks of documents were arranged straight as a ruler. The curtains of the windows with a stunning view created a perfect symmetry. There was not a single streak on the onyx table.

         Captain Viviane stopped two paces in front of the table, then leaned forward, bending at a right angle at the waist. Her jet-black curls flowed from her shoulders as she stared at the floor. Bianca, speechless with terror, immediately did the same, feeling a painful crack in her spine.

         “Reporting for duty, General,” Viviane announced in a voice her assistant had never heard.

         And although she really wanted to see what the mysterious figure – whom she had not noticed yet in the splendour of the room – looked like, she did not dare to change her position, holding her breath.

         “Duty? Come on, Viviane,” a deep, sexy, hoarse female voice replied. “We're after hours.”

         The captain stood up, adjusting her jacket. It was a moment before Bianca realised she should do exactly the same.

         “Did you really take her with you? You overwork her.”

         She hadn't had time to relax her muscles from the demanding bow before another spasm hit, when she realised that the Lady General meant… her! Despite her best efforts, she felt as though both pairs of eyes dug into her body like needles.

         “I know. She's my best assistant,” Viviane replied, raising the corner of her red lips. “That's why I wanted her to… relax a little with us.”

         Bianca's heart, so far pounding, stopped. Relax!? Every minute of today's service had been torture! She bit the tip of her tongue, chiding herself for thinking like that when she realised she was still being watched. It was as if the woman staring at her could read the poor assistant's shaky thoughts without revealing her own.

         Matilda was sitting in a large armchair, a cigar in her carmine lips. Even relaxed and cross-legged, she gave Bianca the shivers. Her elegance matched her high position and wealth, wearing a white jacket and skirt made of genuine leather from a rare albino animal. She wore her blonde hair in a neat bun, and the contours of her face were sharpened by agate framed glasses. From behind their lenses, a pair of piercing blue eyes stared at her, sparked with a sinister gleam in response to Viviane’s words. Nevertheless, the red lips smiled broadly, contrasting with the restrained emotions of the captain. Apparently, the higher the status, the less concern about strict etiquette.

         “With us, you say...” Matilda considered, resting her chin on the back of her hand in mock reflection. “Okay. She will definitely learn something new today. And will become an even better... assistant.”

         Bianca swallowed, in panic tilting her head in agreement. She will learn everything, yes, because she will never be able to forget the honour of looking the general in the face! In her own home!

         Captain Viviane tried to give the general a brief report, presenting a suitcase full of carefully selected papers, but Matilda dismissed it with a firm wave of her hand. The black-haired woman fell silent as if she were enchanted, humbly lowering her green eyes.

         “Leave me alone. I said: no politics in my house. And no business in my spare time. That’s an order.”

         “Of course, General,” Viviane replied in a voice unlike herself, to Bianca's astonishment.

         “Maybe a change of environment will finally make you learn. Let’s go, it's about time. En un instant!”

         Bianca turned around in a flash, grabbing the doorknob to open the door for the ladies, but froze at the words of her superior.

         “You really are getting old. Since when did you get so touchy?”

         “Since you got so overzealous. Forward march!”

          
      

         Riding in the limousine in a direction unfamiliar to Bianca, they indulged in ordinary conversation that did not suit them. They gossiped, joked, laughed, and complained about typical girlish topics. As an assistant, she had to pinch herself several times to make sure that she was not dreaming, because the whole situation crossed the limits of absurdity for her, surpassing her wildest expectations. For example, when she felt Matilda's eyes on her, and a deep voice with its characteristic hoarseness reverberated in her ears.

         “Do you know where we're going, child?” she asked with an almost indulgent smile.

         Bianca was not a child. She was a woman, although in the presence of older ladies like Viviane and Matilda, her femininity felt infantile and overshadowed in every respect: their round, graceful bodies, style, perfection, and self-confidence. She was just a private, after all. And only the best assistant. Even the regular maids in the palace looked chicer than she did!

         “N-no, General,” she replied, cursing herself for the stutter. She could have sworn she felt Viviane's deathly cold gaze on her.

         But Matilda only deepened her smile.

         “Luxuria. Does that mean anything to you?”

         “No, General. I’m sorry.”

         Hearing that, the woman laughed harshly.

         “But you have nothing to apologise for.”

         “I'll make sure you extend your knowledge on the subject, Bianca,” Viviane added. Normally the assistant would have considered it a terrible threat, but now she found something more… sinister in her voice.

         Fortunately, they both changed the subject, not noticing her presence until the end of the journey. Bianca, covered in a cold sweat, could think of nothing but Matilda's carmine lips, Viviane's green eyes, and the mysterious word “Luxuria,” which she repeated like a mantra, but she couldn’t for the life of her guess what it stood for.

         And even if she knew, she wouldn't have believed it.

          
      

         From the outside, Luxuria seemed like another opulent palace, surrounded by acres of fabulous gardens. What awaited inside would turn Bianca's world upside down.

         The huge pearly hall was shaded by exotic palm trees growing in pots, and just in front of the reception desk there was a small pool, shimmering with a shoal of little fish and the bright colour of water lilies.

         “Welcome to the Luxuria Baths, ladies,” declared the chubby receptionist, bending at the waist, as was his custom. “I received your reservation and adapted our place to your requirements. All facilities are at your disposal today for your exclusive use.”

         Bianca felt dizzy. Baths!? In a panic, she looked around, recognising the style of this place and recalling the thermal baths she had visited as a teenager. Such places were usually bustling with life and for a small fee, anyone could take advantage of the wealth of swimming pools, thermal waters, hot springs, treatments, and steam saunas. Today, apparently at Matilda's orders, everything was deserted. And intended for… the two of them. But surely the assistants had no right to take advantage of such intimate privileges?

         “Bianca!” Viviane's sharp voice snapped her out of her surprise, bringing her to attention. “What's wrong with you? We’re going to the changing room. Do I have to remind you of the distance at which you must follow me?”

         “No, madam. I… I thought I had to stay here. I did not know that…”

         “And were you given such an ORDER?”

         “No, madam. I was just… I wasn't prepared.”

         “My assistant has to be prepared for anything. No exceptions.”

         “I'm sorry, madam. It won’t happen again.” Bianca closed her eyes, bowing her head low in a gesture of submission. She had to close her eyes as she felt her pupils glaze over with emotion at the scolding.

         “I'll make sure of it,” the captain threatened, turning around and clicking her heels on the floor without further discussion.

         It was a clear sign for Bianca to immediately catch up with her and walk at least two paces behind her. Then, during her entire stay in the changing room, she did not dare to make a sound.

         Due to the shock of sensations and scolding, she had completely forgot about bathing suits. She prayed that their absence would not be a mishap on her part, but on a wooden table near the changing room lay cotton towels folded into squares. Before any of the women noticed, Bianca had wrapped herself in one of them from neck to toe. To her amazement, both the general and the captain did exactly the same, albeit less modestly. Holding back the flushing on her face with all her willpower, she reluctantly followed Viviane down the azure corridor that led to the caldarium, one of the bath's main rooms.

         The assistant's brown eyes widened in a mixture of positive amazement and sudden shock. The end of the corridor opened into an enormous room, the darkness of which was illuminated by the light of a thousand flickering candles. Most of them were placed on marble statues surrounding a huge hot-water pool. All of them depicted nymphs, muses, or goddesses, naked, in bold poses – some of them spouted a stream of water from bowls, jugs or... from between their own legs. The artist's craftsmanship was clear in even the smallest details of their carefully carved bodies. On the other hand, the largest of the sculptures was in the middle of the pool. It showed a naked woman sitting on the back of a jumping dolphin. The masterpiece depicted even the tiniest details, including flowing curls as well as… gently raised breasts, which were covered in a steamy mist of condensation. The pool of water exuded warmth and the scent of rosemary, jasmine, and bergamot. Single rose petals drifted on the crystal-clear surface. The hum of the fountains hypnotised, tempting and inviting.

         Bianca noticed with fear the sudden movement of the general. The old woman shamelessly threw her towel on a wooden lounge chair. As if feeling the gaze of the assistant, she turned over her shoulder, stretching her lips in an enigmatic smile. Despite the heat that prevailed in the room, the girl felt herself tremble, covered in a cold sweat. Every time she looked down, her pupils accidentally hit the enormous breasts of the general, and her lips dried despite the omnipresent moisture.

         “What are you waiting for?” she heard her superior's harsh tone from behind her back. “Undress yourself. That's an order.”

         Before she had time to think about what kind of order she had just received, she turned to the captain, open-mouthed, ready to announce her readiness to obey. But she was speechless.

         Viviane was standing behind her now, completely naked. She was wrapping her hair with the towel, pressing her urgent green eyes into Bianca. And her body... None of the goddesses carved in the caldarium would be ashamed to have such a body. A full bust, narrow waist, round hips and long, shapely legs. Had she ever imagined such a sight under her service uniform? Or under an elegant suit? Would she even dare to DREAM of the day she could see the captain in all her glory, without clothes, staring at her for far too long, against procedure?

         The splash of Matilda jumping into the pool saved her from confusion.

         “Don't be so cruel to her. We have a lot of time.”

         The assistant did not intend to disappoint both women at the same time, even if the general still indulged her. In all honesty, she feared her seeming gentleness far more than the anger of the harsh Viviane. A soldier has to follow orders – no matter what. She must be ready to die at the word of her commander, her captain, her mistress.

         Contrary to her better instincts, Bianca unwrapped the towel with an exceptionally tremulous movement of her hand. The creeping light of a thousand candles flickered on her body, illuminating the small, protruding breasts, the slim figure, and the pubic mound trimmed exactly according to the hygiene rules imposed by the superior. The rest of her body had to be completely shaved, as she always did, although it was the first time the captain had ever verified it. And she did not fail to cast her green eyes on Bianca’s body more intensely than usual.

         Bianca jumped into the deeper part of the pool with a loud splash, not rising to the surface for a moment. Here, at the bottom, she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs, yell, cry, and struggle. She had never been as resistant to stress as she claimed when recruiting. She never admitted to herself the… attraction she felt towards her superior. On the other hand, who wouldn't feel it? A beautiful, strong, articulate woman holding half an army under her sway. But Matilda? She had only just seen her for the first time in her life, never having dreamed of a similar honour before, and now she was to look at her enormous, wet, breasts floating above the water?! She fought with herself, her cheeks turning red until she ran out of breath. It was the only thing that forced her head above the surface.

         “There she is. Our little seal,” Matilda croaked suggestively.

         Bianca froze, deluding herself that immersing her body in the crystal-clear water to some extent concealed her from their intrusive gaze.

         “Come here. Ms. Matilda wants to take a look at you.”

         Torn by fear from the inside, without a word of objection, she swam closer to the shallows, where both beautiful women settled – clearly relaxed, relinquishing the tensions of their overworked bodies to the hot water steeped in aroma. Viviane stretched her legs out, eyes narrowed. Matilda allowed one of the fountains to splash water on her back, and Bianca couldn't keep her eyes from following the tiny rivulets that ran down her breasts.

         As usual, she stopped two steps in front of the General... but she was beckoned closer with a gesture of the hand. Even closer. Matilda traced a circle in the air with her finger. Bianca turned. She felt a hand drip hot against the back of her neck, then a sudden looseness. Matilda had removed the hair tie she usually used to create a short ponytail – loose hair and fancy buns were intended for senior rank women.

         “Such beautiful hair. Today you can show it to us,” said Matilda hoarsely, stroking it with gentle movements of her hands.

         “As an exception,” Viviane added sternly, but she brightened almost immediately, staring at the exposed body of the assistant standing motionless. “After all, I don't look at you like this every day... but you've grown up. You've changed. You've become a seductive woman under that uniform.”

         “Th-Thank you, madam.”

         Bianca's face flushed bright red, and her hands desperately wanted to cover the exposed parts of her body that the captain was now commenting on. And which by no means escaped the general's attention. Viviane grabbed a metal bucket at the edge of the pool, then approached, nodding knowingly to Matilda.

         “It's an infusion of cloves and soapwort. Wash my back.”

         With that, Viviane leaned on one of the marble steps, exposing her entire back side. Bianca, to whom she had handed the pail, flushed pink up to her ears, obediently approached the woman and knelt beside her. She lathered the beautifully fragrant mixture with her hand, then coated her superior’s back with it. Had she ever touched such superhumanly smooth skin before? Had she ever been closer than two steps behind those shapely buttocks in her life? Having chosen the career of a private assistant, had it crossed her mind that she would be ordered to wash the back of a naked captain in the steaming pool of a public bath?!

         She washed her, applying soft layers of foam and fearfully moving her hands along her spine. In fact, Viviane was spotlessly clean already – but Bianca was too stunned to notice. And to remember where her back ended and her bottom started. Before she knew it, her hands were massaging the plump buttocks in a circular motion, and a sudden sigh escaped the captain's lips.

         Unexpectedly, Matilda's foam-covered hands joined the action, watching the event with undisguised pleasure. In horror, Bianca tore her hands off the superior's buttocks, and when she realised what she had done, she suddenly felt the general touch her own breast, soft but firm.

         “The assistants must also be clean, my dear,” she whispered in her ear, caressing her small breasts with protruding nipples.

         Bianca held back a groan, as well as the hands she desperately wanted to shield herself with – she would not dare to oppose! Not Viviane, much less Matilda, who was now paying special attention to her nipples, apparently very… dirty. Unclean. Revealing what she felt inside and what she really wanted to hide.

         The temperature of the pool seemed to be rising. Her cold sweat turned into waves of muggy heat as she gulped the steamy humidity, shaken by the movements of Matilda's agile fingers, now embracing her from behind so that she could not shield herself with her hands – or even feel tempted to do so. Foam flowed thick down her chest, while the general stroked her belly, then mound, which made her heart beat violently... then she returned to her breasts, circled them, squeezed playfully, and then with tender strokes rewarded the stiff, intensely pink nipples.

         Bianca, burning with shame and unimaginable… honour? pleasure? fear? closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. It was easier that way. Without wondering why she was in such a position, she had to be obedient and humble. She was good, no! the best assistant. She was going to endure everything that her superiors expected of her, even… a bath. A very intimate bath.

         And just as she thought she would replace meditation with pleasure by indulging in the moment without objection, she suddenly felt something else. Something more familiar, firm, examining her sharply between her legs. Bouncing in the water with a soft splash, she clenched her thighs, realising she had just trapped Viviane's hand between them.

         Without warning, the captain gave her a violent slap, making the assistant squeal aloud and free her hand. Matilda stroked her head with her hand and gently, soothingly kissing her neck. But if it hadn't been for the pain and shock, Bianca would never have remained calm. Viviane's hands grabbed and opened her helpless buttocks, peering critically inside them, then plunged her fingers along the slit, wandering lower, deeper.

         “Well, well.” The captain stretched out her hand, studying her fingers, which were shimmering with a translucent, sticky juice. In excess amount.

         “Oh, that’s where she’s really dirty!” Matilda exclaimed, strangely excited, grabbing her shoulders with strong arms.

         “You were right, she needs to be washed. Take her,” Viviane hissed ominously as she grabbed her assistant by the legs and lifted her up.

         Bianca hovered on the surface of the water, stunned by shame pulsing through her veins. The naked women pulled her closer to the sculpture, which was pouring a rapid stream of water from a jug. Now Viviane tugged her legs even harder – lifted them above the surface, bending and spreading them, displaying her pulsating pink flower. Matilda rested Bianca's head against her own breasts, holding her shoulders all the time, preventing her from drowning.

         The assistant screamed as she realised what they were going to do. Against all procedures, she tried to kick, but neither Matilda nor Viviane, holding her legs open, even twitched. They both brought her closer and closer to the stream of water – Bianca hissed, feeling hot drops of splashing water landing on her lower abdomen, pubis, and labia...

         At the general’s command, the young assistant's vagina was pushed under the strong stream. Bianca howled in painful ecstasy, trying to break free or cover the vulnerable area with her thighs, hands, whatever, but the women were unrelenting. They watched as the water cleaned her slippery, shiny pussy, wrapping around her swollen vulva. As the delightfully pulsating clitoris stiffened, the girl's body was flooded with a wave of pleasure. As the vagina and anus opened spasmodically in an attempt to free themselves, they filled with spring water, overflowing with its excess. Bianca's screams turned into piercing moans, and her attempts to escape turned into unrestrained spasms of her hips.

         “Are you clean now, Bianca?”

         “Yes, yes!”

         Viviane lifted her bottom higher, which caused the stream of water to lash her vagina under even greater pressure. She screamed loudly, feeling her body eagerly close to orgasm, but the hot water was not caressing her as passionately as she would have liked.

         “I’ll ask you again: are you clean already?”

         “YES, madam, YES! I swear I'm clean!”

         Exchanging smiles, the two women released her simultaneously. Bianca landed in the water, torn from the very edge of pleasure, disoriented, out of breath, trembling with excitement.

         “Perfect! Then we can go to the sauna.”

          
      

         The sauna room consisted of wooden planks arranged in steps, two large furnaces where heated coals glowed and fragrant incense burned, pitchers filled with ice water, and a dozen or so layers of thick steam. Still as hot as she could be, Bianca felt dizzy when she saw nothing but a thick fog of sticky, herb-scented humidity. Fortunately, she didn't need to see anything at all. Matilda's tender hands guided her to the right place, offering support, and ensuring that her arousal did not drop even for a moment. Stroking the buttock that had been hit in the pool, where the captain's red handprint had blossomed, she led her to one of the central steps and gracefully placed her on her back. The blushing Bianca panted with heat and leapt excitedly at the sight of Viviane coming towards her with two pitchers in her hands.

         She lifted one of them just above the assistant’s belly, slowly tilting it. Bianca's eyes widened, forcing herself to remain in one position, waiting in horror to see what would happen next. Matilda stroked her feet with her hand, grasping her ankles to be sure... and slightly parting her legs.

         Bianca gasped with pleasure as an oily, intensely fragrant, warm liquid poured over her stomach. A mixture of honey and precious oils which served as a lubricant for massages in the public baths. Apparently… not only that.

         She felt a trickle of oil pour over her breasts, and cool on her exposed nipples. How it twisted, dripping from her belly, how... it filled her mound. Matilda lifted her legs, opening her thighs even more so that the honey-scented liquid gently slid down her labia, unlike the ruthlessly gushing stream of water.

         After all of the mixture was poured out, Viviane knelt down beside her, massaging it all over Bianca's body, starting with her breasts. She did not fail to squeeze the proudly erect nipples and carefully feel the small but firm breasts of her assistant with her hands. Tickling her belly, she slid lower, between her open legs. There she paused, her fingers inspecting the size and warmth radiating from the pleasurably swollen labia. With two fingers she peeled them apart, and with the third she stroked the clitoris, still unsatisfied and stiff with sensation. Moving rhythmically up and down, she pulled a hollow moan from the girl's mouth, which quickly turned into an astonished grunt. Something cooler, and certainly much harder, brushed against her vulva. Something glistening in the light of the incandescent fire of the furnaces with a black glow. Matilda was holding one of the basalt massage stones, but it was very… unusual. Large, carefully polished, oblong, with a very, very lewd shape. Lewd enough to bring to mind a certain male organ. She dipped it in the mixture of honey and oils, lubricated it, and then brushed its smooth tip against the wet hole. Bianca gasped, beads of sweat streaming down her forehead. The moisture that trickled down onto the wooden planks betrayed her once again. Viviane accelerated without warning, playing with her clitoris in circular motions, and Matilda slowly slid the basalt dildo into her vagina – so deep that the assistant could feel her fingers gripping the stone. She bucked her hips, taking a desperate gulp of air. The overwhelming ecstasy took away her senses.

         Matilda, after a few thrusts and pulls, also decided to speed up. The basalt organ plunged into her with a wet squelch, deeply penetrating every pulsating nook and cranny. Viviane caressed her clitoris, which felt as if it was steaming like the red-hot coals. The girl's body vibrated, her mouth opened in loud, moaning shouts, and her hands dug into the hot planks of the sauna. She writhed as much as the naked women pleasuring her would allow her to. Every glance at their seductive figures only further awakened Bianca's lust, making her howl like a cat in heat. The dildo continued to penetrate vigorously, and the captain's fingers did not slow down, making the entire clitoris vibrate.

         “Please! I… I can't take it anymore! I have to…”

         “You have to? And were you ordered to?” Viviane said with an ominous smile on her red lips.

         Bianca screamed as tears ran down her cheeks. She was close, so close, too close! She couldn't hold back anymore, she had to come, now, en un instant! Feeling each successive movement of the dildo splashing her wetness, and her muscles clenching against her will, she could no longer curb her own lust.

         “I beg you! Please let me come! Please, Captain, General, PLEASE!”

         Matilda nodded. With an unusually wide smile, Viviane gripped the tall pitcher with her free hand. It was too late by the time Bianca saw the brass pitcher tilt over her open legs. A cascade of freezing ice-water poured over her red-hot, wet pussy. Pain, shock, and additional stimulation made her arch, lift her hips, and let out a spasmodic howl. A sweet wave gushed over Matilda from between Bianca's legs, enviable even to the sculptures above the pool. Viviane felt with satisfaction the tight contractions of an orgasm on her hand, which she had brought on with both pleasure and torture. The hot flesh burst into thick steam on contact with the icy water, filling the sauna with the scent of honey, cloves, sage, and sex.

         “Did you learn anything new today?”

         “Yes, Captain.”

         “Will you expand this knowledge?”

         “Yes, General.”
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         Scheherazade slipped out of the palace through a small door. The guard, one of her followers, said nothing. His day service consisted of parking the flying carpets and luxury camels of the visitors to the palace, a tedious task if ever there was one. Scheherazade, out of kindness, often left him the keys of her personal rug, a very powerful two-seater sports model that the man loved to drive.

         Like other nights before, Scheherazade was looking for anecdotes to feed her storytelling skills. Popular art in Persia, although his father, the vizier, viewed his eldest daughter's career choice with scepticism. Scheherazade didn't care, a tale could transform the reality of a day, she thought, and a well-told story could charm the most acrimonious of characters. She knew that a good storyteller could capture the attention of the whole bazaar at certain times, as well as that of the palace at others. A good storyteller never lacked for anything and was received everywhere with consideration.

         Smart, intuitive and curious, Scheherazade was also very sensitive to the emotions of the people around her and she was already taking advantage of a rare skill to capture the attention of an audience. The young storyteller was also very beautiful. Medium-sized, a mass of short-kept brown hair framed a sensually expressive face, dominated by bright blue eyes and a mouth with full lips under a thin, straight nose. She had a graceful neck above well-cut shoulders with slender arms, trimmed with copper and silver bracelets. Her round, firm breasts were easily distinguishable underneath silk or linen, as well as her voluptuous hips and buttocks that evoked the moon and preceded slim perfectly shaped legs. Added to all this was an undeniable charisma, accentuated by an unusually deep and warm voice for a woman. As soon as she appeared, men and women were won over. This was both an advantage and a disadvantage for her, as she quickly caught the attention of her audiences but wanted to keep them under the spell of her words rather than her appearance. This is why she put all the more care into perfecting her stories and collecting details and anecdotes that could enrich them.

         Like the few passers-by at that time, she had wrapped herself in a burnous and folded the hood over her head. The destination of her excursion was a tavern in the bazaar where merchants and caravanners from the Silk Road gathered. For Scheherazade, their anecdotes and adventure stories were a pure delight. She felt as though she were breathing the dust of the slopes, feeling the mountain wind on her face and breathing the scents of the spices gleaned after long journeys. The vizier's daughter spoke all the languages of the Silk Road around the bazaar: Farsi, Arabic, Aramaic, Turkmen, Hindi, Latin, Greek; and a little Danish, because her father regularly hired Vikings as bodyguards. Of course, she didn't speak any of the really important languages like English, French or Spanish. First, because these languages existed little or not at all in her time and the dialects at their origin were essentially used by primitives who believed hard as nails that the Earth was flat. Another major reason is that Scheherazade would not have cared for them. The centre of the civilised world was Baghdad. Everyone knew that.

         Going down an alleyway, she crossed two silhouettes also wrapped in burnous with the hoods folded down. Without really knowing why these two forms advancing at a slow pace, aroused Scheherazade's curiosity. First, they were much taller and stronger than average. Then their eyes seemed to glow in the dark. They were men, no doubt, but their feet did not make any noise on the street stone. Scheherazade was fascinated when they greeted her. Already, each of the two men had eyes of different colours: one had a blue eye and the other a green eye while the other had a pink eye and a purple eye. In addition, the two strangers were of supernatural beauty. What troubled Scheherazade most was the air of surprise displayed by the two men, as if they had recognised her. Three steps further, she turned to observe where they were going, but to her amazement, the two silhouettes had disappeared. The alley was empty.

         She noticed a discreet door in the wall. Scheherazade, who regularly walked this alley to get to the bazaar, could have sworn that she had never seen it before. As she approached, she read a few bright words that shone above the lintel: Jinn Tavern. That's a very strange name, thought the vizier's daughter. The jinns could also take umbrage that their name was used for commercial reasons. Carried away by curiosity and attraction for the two mysterious men, she chose to forget caution and pushed open the door. At first glance, the tavern seemed normal. The interior was bathed in relative darkness and, as in all taverns, guests sat round tables chatting. Scheherazade, however, saw no lamps lighting the place, the light seemed to magically come out of the walls and rather than the usual yellow of the oil lamps, all the colours of the rainbow were present in the vast room, so that the effect, strangely, was nevertheless comforting without her knowing why. Above all, the customers looked like no other she had ever seen in a tavern! They were richly clothed and among them many women. Some had sparkling skin, coloured green, red or blue. One had two heads, a woman seemed to have an extra eye on her forehead and... the waiter who suddenly stood in front of her was floating above the ground because his legs below the knee ended in a kind of little cloud. His blue face stared at her with suspicion:

         “You're not a jinn... how could a mortal woman enter the tavern?”

         He had the voice of a famous French singer who did not yet exist.

         “Uh, well...” stammered Scheherazade amazed.

         The jinn's face suddenly lit up:

         “Ahhhhhhh, you're Scheherazade!” The waiter turned to the room and shouted: “Hey, everyone, it's Scheherazade! Scheherazade is among us.”

         Everyone there stopped to stare at her and then applause and rapturous exclamations broke out.

         “Scheherazade, my goodness!”

         “Welcome, Scheherazade!”

         “Can I have your autograph?”

         “I... people know me?” stammered Scheherazade, who went from surprise to amazement.

         “Of course! Of course! Your stories are very popular with the jinns,” informed the waiter.

         “But I never published them, they are stored in a chest,” replied the vizier's daughter.

         “You’ve come at the right time. This is where the genie of the ink bottle, the king of publishing in our country, lives. Say, it's really nice of you to include jinns, gnomes, giants or trolls in your stories. There are so few authors who are inclusive,” continued the waiter. “We have made a small social network of amateur reading jinns and we exchange your stories and images of camels.”

         “Camels? Camels?”

         “Yeah, camels are so cute, don't you think? We love them.”

         The waiter stopped as if he remembered something and then continued:

         “That reminds me, the troll king was here last week and he's offering you a live tour. Now that I think about it, the door must have recognised you...”

         Scheherazade was short of words. Fortunately, this failure did not concern the waiter who was going on jovially:

         “Are you looking for anecdotes to inspire you? Because tonight we have some very special guests.”

         The waiter pointed at the two men in the alley, who were now looking at her attentively. They had removed their burnous and, in addition to bracelets around their biceps, their powerful torsos were naked. They wore a wide belt that looked like it was made of leather and silk trousers.

         “Badir and Ramir rarely come here, but of all the jinns, I think they are the ones with the most unusual anecdotes,” concluded the waiter, inviting her in a gesture to go to their table.

         The two genies watched her come forward. Close up, Scheherazade was able to verify that the supernatural aspect of their beauty owed nothing to the mysterious context of their encounter in the alleyway, nor to an effect of her imagination. They were bewitching. In her life, Scheherazade had never met men, entities, or genies so... the word bewitching stuck to her tongue. Ramir and Badir seemed to have great admiration for her and welcomed her warmly.

         “I am Ramir,” the jinn with purple and pink eyes introduced himself, and I am absolutely delighted.

         “My name is Badir,” said the one who had one green and one blue eye. “I am so happy to meet you in person.”

         Both had a wide smile on their faces and the young woman was afraid of fainting. Her heart was pounding.

         “We are fans,” Ramir added.

         “There you have it,” Badir specified.

         “And, er, are you both jinns?”

         Scheherazade, still confused by the discoveries of the last few minutes, was not sure how to guide the conversation. In the kindest tone, Badir hastened to specify:

         “Jinn is the generic term; we are from the genie family. I'm the genie of the bedside lamp.

         “And I,” added Ramir, the genie of the water bottle. “I am by far the genie with the most promising future,” he could not help but add.

         - “Poser,” Badir mocked.

          
      

         Scheherazade had removed her burnous, placed near her on a chair. Ramir exclaimed:

         “You are fabulous. Really, I say that most sincerely.”

         “Oh yes, you are absolutely delicious. It's so classy what you're wearing, very avant-garde I’d say.”

         Scheherazade felt herself blush and found herself invaded by sudden heat. The genies were operating on her with a certain attraction. She wore a kind of very low-cut leotard that showed her belly and transparent pants made of puffed tulle. Her delicate feet were buried in slippers that went up at the extremities. No one dressed like that, but her seer had explained to her that one day the women in tales would be represented in this way and Scheherazade liked nothing better than to innovate. It was also ideal for pretending to come from elsewhere. Without saying it, she was absolutely delighted that Badir and Ramir liked her look so much.

         Scheherazade tried a question:

         “And do you grant wishes?”

         “This is one of the hallmarks of the genie family,” Ramir admitted. “I love it personally, people ask for completely crazy things. There's never a dull moment!”

         “Oh yes, that story about the frog that wanted to become as big as an ox...” Badir recalled.

         As they exchanged, Scheherazade realized that Badir's skin was moving towards a pleasant turquoise while Ramir was displaying an indisputable flamingo pink.

         “How does one become a genie,” asked Scheherazade, to whom curiosity returned.

         “Ah, you need natural predispositions, of course, but it also takes a lot of study,” Badir replied. “It took me seventy-five years.”

         “You failed twice,” Ramir replied.

         Badir looked up to the sky in frustration.

         “Don't you feel suffocated to live in a bottle or a lamp?” asked the vizier's daughter.

         The two genies looked at each other in astonishment.

         “No, we don’t,” they said in chorus. “It's very comfortable, we have all we need,” Badir told her.

         “Seriously,” Ramir relaunched it, “haven't you ever visited a genie' apartment?

         “Actually, you're the first genies I've ever met,” Scheherazade informed them.

         “Gosh,” exclaimed Badir, “we must celebrate!”

         “Absolutely,” echoed Ramir. “How about a little visit?”

         She could not believe what she was hearing but the curiosity and desire that won her were stronger than anything else.

         “I would be delighted,” she announced.

         Rami looked at his colleague:

         “Let’s go to my house Badir. It's a little bigger. It'll give her a better idea, I think. Does that offend you?”

         “Not at all,” replied Badir good-naturedly.

          
      

         The next second, the three of them were all at Ramir's house and Scheherazade was out of breath. The space, circular, had the dimensions of a public square. In the air, swam exotic fish of all shapes and colours. The floor was made of a kind of soft and silky foam where your foot would sink in slightly. Palms and groves of flowers grew everywhere, while in the middle, on a very large swimming pool, huge bananas floated like Scheherazade had never seen before. In one corner, camels were grazing peacefully. Ramir, who had followed the storyteller's gaze, said:

         “All jinn love camels, they're our pets!” He pointed to a portrait on a small table. “This is Granny with Dibi, her favourite camel.”

         Badir made a wide gesture with his arm:

         “You see, we're comfortable here.”

         He snapped his fingers and tables filled with fruit, cupcakes, decanters of wine and water bottles appeared.

         “It's as big as a palace,” exclaimed Scheherazade, “all genies live in such vast spaces?”

         “It's pretty standard for a genie to live in,” Badir replied, “but some have huge places, like the jar genie for example!”

         “Oh yes,” Ramir added, “instead of a swimming pool, he definitely has a lake with an island in the middle.”

         “On the other hand,” said Badir, “a few, rare, live in difficult conditions. The genie of the nail polish bottle, for example...”

         “Oh yes, poor thing” added Ramir. “I invite him as often as I can.”

         “We always have five or six guest rooms to entertain. We are very sociable.”

         A fountain near them began to project a large column of multicoloured bubbles high into the air and Scheherazade let out a small cry of delight.

         “We always celebrate with bubbles,” said Badir, “it’s an old custom.”

         “Can I ask you a question?” ventured the young woman.

         “Yes, of course,” said the two genies in unison.

         “Are all genies men, I mean, males?” Scheherazade specified.

         Ramir and Badir laughed.

         “Badir and I prefer to be males,” Ramir explained, “but the truth is that as a rule, genies are neither male nor female,” informed Ramir. “We are one and the other, or one or the other, as the case may be.”

         “It depends on a lot of things,” added Badir with good manners, “the phase of the moon, the tides, fashion and then our mood.”

         “I have to say that making love when you can have any sex is pretty awesome,” said Ramir. “Have you ever had sex with a genie before?”

         Ramir and Badir suddenly looked at her with a kind of excited curiosity.

         “No, not really,” replied Scheherazade.

         “We are adorable and we can adapt to all bodies and tastes,” Ramir adds. “Look! Look!”

         In an instant, he was naked with a sex of monstrous proportions, erect like a tree. Scheherazade shouted with terror. Ramir was depressed and his sex was now bending unhappily towards the ground.

         “The giants like it,” he whispered.

         “I am not a giant!” exclaimed Scheherazade.

         “Oh, my God, that's right! What was I thinking? Excuse me,” Ramir replied.

         A fraction of a second later, a normal-sized penis appeared, arousing.

         “Our penis moulds perfectly to all sizes,” said Badir, who was also naked, his phallus straight as a ruler.

         Scheherazade was overwhelmed. She felt an intense desire to have sex with the two genies. Without Badir or Ramir having moved, she suddenly felt that invisible hands were running through her, surrounding her legs, breasts and belly with exquisitely soft caresses. Kisses were placed on her neck, breasts, thighs, and in the blink of an eye, she found herself naked and feverish with desire. Without thinking about it, she grabbed Ramir's phallus with one hand and Badir's with the other and began to caress them. The penises were vibrating in her hand. Their surface seemed to be made of satin and they were full of life. To Scheherazade's surprise, the two genies expressed their pleasure by purring, which amused her.

         Without knowing how this was physically possible, as she continued to caress them herself, Scheherazade felt the lips of one running through her breasts and sucking her hardened nipples while the other's mouth licked her vulva and devoured her clitoris. Her body was inflamed, her pleasure swelled from second to second. Her moans were mixed with the purring and moans of the two genies, who magically seemed to wrap themselves around her in a voluptuous embrace. Badir penetrated her, his penis followed every millimetre of her flesh and stimulated sensations with a firm and regular movement of the pelvis. In turn, Ramir penetrated her, gently insinuating his limb into Scheherazade's anus and creating the same feeling of perfectly moulding himself there. He took her breasts in his hands as he entered her. The young woman's moans were mixed with the groans of the genies. Ramir and Badir's penises seemed to emanate from the waves of pleasure. She was entirely subject to it. Never before had she been able to feel so many exquisite sensations, nor with such strength. She let herself be carried away by a powerful orgasm that continued, again and again, until, in a common ecstasy, Badir and Ramir came in turn.

         “I've never felt such pleasure,” the storyteller told the two genies.

         “Nothing is more pleasant than having sex with a genie... or two,” said Badir with a smile.

         “Except with mermaids,” Ramir added. “Nothing can match love-making with mermaids.”

         “Oh, the mermaids,” said Badir, looking dreamy.

         “Were you able to have sex with mermaids?” Scheherazade was stunned and questions were jostling in her head: when under what circumstances or where could such an event have taken place?

         “Yes, of course!” Ramir replied. “Perhaps we should visit them,” added his accomplice.

         Badir waved a finger and a kind of large wire cube appeared in front of him. Each section of the grid supported a row of cubes whose colours glittered as if animated by a life of their own. Badir touched one of the cubes with his finger and a melody escaped, a whispering male voice sang in a language that Scheherazade did not know.

         “What is this prodigious thing?” said the young woman, fascinated.

         “A jouk box,” Badir replied.

         “A box for what?”

         “To jouk,” Ramir said. “It's quite simple, look.”

         He got up, approached the gate and began explaining to the young woman:

         “You touch any cube and a song comes out.”

         Putting his words into action, he touched a new cube from which an invisible voice escaped immediately, accompanied by many musical instruments. The genie touched another one, then another, each time with a musical result as different as it was extraordinary.

         “I love the jouk box,” said Badir lazily as he lay down.

         He added:

         “It's a gift from the genie of the USB key, but we don't see him much, he lives in another era.

         “Jet lag issue,” Ramir said distractedly.

         He admired the voluptuous curves of Scheherazade, who could not help but feel excitement again at the sight of the two phalluses still standing like satin columns. She took Ramir's member in her hand and began to stroke it. Then she brought her lips closer and licked it with her tongue. The genie began to purr again. Scheherazade enclosed the tip in her mouth and began to glide across the surface, going up and down in rhythm. With her free hand, she grabbed Badir's penis and began to caress it too. Both genies were shivering with pleasure. One's fingers touched the young woman's vulva and, without her knowing how such flexibility was possible, stroked her lips and clitoris. The excitement made Scheherazade tremble in turn. The pleasure of the genies grew and the sensations caused by their caresses grew. The young woman put more firmness into her own caresses and accelerated the rhythm, pressing the tip of each penis each time her hand came back to it. In an ecstasy that made the room vibrate, Ramir and Badir exploded into a common orgasm. Excited by their caresses, Scheherazade was in turn swept away by their enjoyment and the sensation of semen spilling on her belly and breasts. This new orgasm left her panting for a few moments.

         “We have to visit the mermaids,” Badir said, covering her face with kisses.

         “Well, yes,” whispered Ramir, who was caressing the storyteller's round thighs.

         “Your mermaids seem captivating,” said Scheherazade, almost distractedly. “I'd like to see them.”

          
      

         A moment later, Scheherazade amazed realised that she was standing up and that the music had changed: much more rhythmic, accompanied by joyful exclamations. The young woman was now dressed in a luxurious multicoloured silk dress with a silver belt set with gems that encircled her hips. Ramir and Badir were also dressed in their most beautiful genie outfits. Each of them held in his hand a bouquet of flowers of phenomenal size.

         Scheherazade looked around her. The whole space seemed to be made of iridescent mother-of-pearl whose reflections vibrated in the air. A gigantic silver ball spinning above a group of slender women added its reflections so that with the music, the effect was striking.

         “They are in disco today,” observed Ramir without Scheherazade understanding what he was talking about.

         “You think so?” asked Badir.

         “They usually don't go up to the ceiling like that,” Ramir replied.

         Scheherazade understood this time.

         “The pearl?”

         “Yes,” Badir pointed out, pointing to the ball spinning in the air. “We are in an oyster.”

         Scheherazade couldn't believe it. Ramir specified:

         “Mermaids usually organise their parties in an oyster. It's more comfortable for everyone. Sometimes it's inside a whale.”

         “There's a genie with them, isn't there?” observed Scheherazade as he showed a green giant waving his hips with joy.

         Ramir exclaimed:

         “Ah, it's Tabir! That's great. He got over it then!”

         “Why? Why? Was he sick?”

         “Seriously, depressed,” Badir replied. “He is the genie of amphoras and was afraid of being fired because of new technologies.”

         “We tried to cheer him up,” Badir said. “We explained to him that he could recycle himself, glass is not that complicated but he always replied that he did not understand anything about modern methods.”

         “So,” Badir completed, “we suggested to the mermaid that they should invite him, in order to change his mood.”

         “It worked well,” says Ramir.

         They clapped their hands in a strange way, certainly peculiar to genies, thought Scheherazade.

         The mermaids had seen them and they were heading towards them.

         “Badir, Ramir,” exclaimed some.

         “You came!” exclaimed the others.

         All of them spoke at the same time and nevertheless seemed to follow and answer each other:

         “That's so sweet!”

         “Oh, flowers, you shouldn't have!”

         “We love flowers!”

         “You guys are so cute!”

         One of the mermaids had taken a bouquet and offered it to her sisters who, picking the petals one by one, tasted them with delight. The bouquets passed from hand to hand while the exclamations were repeated again.

         “Oh, but that's...”

         “It's Scheherazade!”

         “Scheherazade, my God!”

         “They brought us Scheherazade, wow, great!”

         “Hi Scheherazade, we’re delighted!”

         One by one they hugged her, kissing her on the cheeks. They seemed visibly enchanted. They were all almost the same size, with musical voices that charmed the storyteller. Above all, they were as beautiful and attractive as Ramir and Badir were. Of various shades, all had blue, green, purple, daffodil, brown-fawn, bright grey, pink and even red almond-shaped eyes. Their hair waved like seaweed in the sea. The faces were angelic and sensual and their smiles revealed small sharp teeth like those of cats. Their graceful movements stirred the sails that barely clothed them. They had long legs and small, firm, pear-shaped breasts. As Badir and Ramir went arm in arm with the mermaids and their colleague Tabir, the three of them overwhelmed Scheherazade. They all spoke to her gently and their musical voice created a kind of melodrama that enveloped Scheherazade and seduced her.

         “My name is Armanie,” said the one with ebony black hair and blue eyes.

         “I’m Chanelle,” said the mermaid with blonde hair and bright grey eyes.

         “And I am Versaci,” said the third, with the auburn hair and purple eyes.

         All three were almost identical; slender and graceful, moving with a flexibility that Scheherazade considered remarkable. As they spoke, Scheherazade felt more and more enchanted. Two of the mermaids took the storyteller by the hand and led her to a place lined with algae and corals in extraordinary colours set in a small cascade of sparkling pearls. The algae were extraordinarily soft to the touch but even more surprisingly, they floated above the ground.

         “A bed on an air cushion,” Armanie said softly, placing her lips on Scheherazade's neck.

         “A new method, Versaci added, sliding off the young woman's dress.

         “You look fabulous Scheherazade,” Chanelle whispered, placing her hands on her rounded buttocks to caress her.

         “Oh yes, so beautiful,” complimented Versaci who explored the belly and breasts of the vizier's daughter with her lips.

         “We could bite you,” Armanie whispered, laying her lips on those of Scheherazade, staring at her with her blue eyes enlarged by desire.

         The languid kiss continued as Scheherazade's entire body, swallowed up by a delicious tide of caresses and kisses, ignited and opened itself to an even greater desire than with the genies. The mermaids let out musical sighs that accentuated the young woman's spell. She moaned with pleasure as Versaci licked her vulva, found her clitoris and moved her tongue around. Then, she entered Scheherazade and her tongue not only filled her vagina with the rhythm and strength of Badri's penis but simultaneously caressed each cell. The pleasure held the storyteller with such strength that it was almost painful. Her orgasm was brutal and the mermaids, almost supernaturally attentive, ingeniously stroked her to make it last for long seconds. When Scheherazade was almost exhausted from her enjoyment, they let her calm down, gently stroking her face and feet. After a while, Armanie began to caress Chanelle who gently pressed her lips on Versaci's vulva. Pleasure created a joint melody in the mermaids that in turn, aroused Scheherazade. She started covering Armanie's legs with her kisses and then her fingers slipped to the vulva, found the clitoris of the mermaid and made it swell. She felt in turn that the lips of one of the mermaids were resting on her vulva, stroking her, then that her vagina was once again filled with a silky tongue that created ecstasy. Moaning with the delicious sensations, Scheherazade began to lick Armanie's clitoris and put her fingers into the mermaid’s sex, penetrating it as far as possible. The mermaid song went up and Scheherazade perceived that the whole space was filled with a melody of pleasure and that Badir, Ramir and Tabir were spectators of a delicious, erotic session.

         Scheherazade came again, as strongly as the first time, but she managed to keep her caresses on Armanie and the orgasm. He carried the mermaids simultaneously and, for a few moments, subjected to the spell of their melody, Scheherazade lost contact with reality.

          
      

         When she came to, the mermaids gently stroked her hair and face. Badir and Ramir approached with a smile. Scheherazade noticed that she was wearing a new dress, more beautiful and richer than the previous one, with marine motifs embroidered with pearls of all sizes. With great compliments and wishes, the mermaids left the storyteller with the two genies.

         “The sirens are wonderful,” says Scheherazade, still a little stunned by so many pleasures.

         “Exquisite,” said Ramir.

         “Great,” added Badir. “All these emotions have given us a desire to get away from it all.”

         “And we have the perfect place for that if anyone wants to,” said Ramir with a wink.

         Without really knowing what new surprise awaited her, Scheherazade simply said:

         “Yes, of course.”

          
      

         The next moment, a cold sensation invaded her. She had both feet in the snow. She had never seen snow before in her life but had often read and heard descriptions of it. Astonished, she looked around: it was dark and they were in a vast space surrounded by a fir forest. Behind her was a large house built of tree logs. The surprise and delight were too great for Scheherazade to feel the cold.

         “Where are we?” she asked.

         “At the new home of the Schnapps bottle genie,” Badir replied.

         “He recently retired and decided to devote himself to delighting children,” informed Ramir. “Once a year, he gives gifts to all the children in the world. This is where he makes them day by day.”

         “It's a very generous idea,” commented Scheherazade.

         “Oh, absolutely,” replied Badir. “It's a bold concept. I don't know if it's going to work.”

         “You have to try,” Ramir replied, optimistic. “He lends us his home because he is touring suppliers.”

         Dreamy, Scheherazade said without thinking too much:

         “I'd like to see the snow fall.”

         “All you have to do is ask,” Ramir replied immediately. “Let's just shake it up!”

         In an instant, the whole landscape was shaken brutally as if by a giant hand and the air filled with snow that slowly began to fall back when the tremors stopped.

         “There,” said Badir.

         “I think we should go inside and warm up in front of a good wood fire,” Ramir suggested.

         “It seems to me that we have not yet told you the promised anecdotes,” Badir added.

         “Oh, I wouldn't say that you left me without any material for my stories,” smiled Scheherazade. “But we can still get lost in these fantasies once or twice.”

         “Or a thousand and one times,” Ramir said, taking her by the waist.

         Scheherazade laughed:

         “I love the idea.”

         The trio disappeared and the next moment smoke came out of the chimney of the log house and a dimmed light lit up the interior.
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         First act

          
      

         It’s a day that starts like all other days. The air is heavy, and everything seems tedious and purposeless. When he drags himself out of bed, he is greeted by an incomprehensible resistance that feels like a heavy pressure. This day seems immensely gray and gloomy. Nothing can make him feel even the slightest bit different. It’s an ordinary day.

         He is a mediocre man living a trivial life. Admittedly, young. At least relatively. But being a decent age isn’t much of an advantage when everything else feels meaningless and, especially, lonely. He does have a job. Something that should give him a sense of purpose and an inner drive. He has a roof over his head, and he pays his bills on time, too. He lives an ordinary and unremarkable life. Of course, he should straighten his back and be pleased with himself. That’s what society says – just enough is good enough. No more, no less. You should politely decline if you want more, because greed is an ugly trait. He is stuck in a spiral of insignificance, not really understanding why. He doesn’t have the energy to make a change. And his belief in change has escaped his body a long time ago to occupy someone more susceptible instead.

         He feels his morning wood push against the fabric of his underwear, which fits him too loosely around his waist. He wants to pull on it, stroke it and allow its presence. But out of habit, he dismisses these thoughts. Instead, he looks out of the window with a bent back and tired, squinting eyes. All he sees is concrete and empty stares as yet another day begins. He slowly gets dressed, putting on one neatly-folded garment from the chair at a time. He does his morning routine, locks the door and checks the handle one extra time just in case. A force of habit. To make sure it’s right. Not that it matters. Nothing does anymore. But still.

         Then he begins the morning stroll to work. He walks through blocks that look identical. He passes faces that seem to sleep behind thin veils that make them experience the world from his perspective. Nothing is the way he wants it to be, yet every day he accepts it. He lets himself follow the stream day after day, from morning until night. He lives every day without seeing a purpose, without feeling like he has done anything valuable. Has he lived? Technically. Breathed. Moved. Had thoughts and feelings, even though they weren’t on the positive side of the spectrum. He does do things, even though they don’t have any purpose or meaning. But what is a day really worth when it will be trivial at best? He knows life should be more than this, and that this is not fair to himself. He knows that, he’s not stupid. Still, he feels unable to act on it. Or think properly.

         As he walks, a longing hits him. A longing that he is quick to suppress. The longing whispers: men. He brushes it away before it can stick to him, afraid of what he can’t bring himself to do. He knows very well that once it sticks, it’s harder to conquer. He has been there before. Him. He needs to conquer his desire, there is no other option. If you don’t dare to do something, you simply can’t do it. So, he frees himself from the thought before it grabs a hold of him. Hurries to work with quicker steps. His workplace is a space contained within bleak walls and a low ceiling. He hurries without thinking, and the only thing he notices is how his feet work together with steady movements.

         This particular day isn’t like any other day. It’s a day that will surprise him in ways he could never have imagined. He could never have guessed it when he woke up this morning. He wouldn’t even have dreamed of something so far away from the normal probabilities of his everyday life.

         It all happens when he is about to clock in. In the changing room, he finds a see-through bottle with a liquid substance on the top shelf in his locker. The bottle isn’t very big, and probably holds about one deciliter liquid. The object shines so brightly, it fills the room with light. The liquid is glowing and catches his eyes as soon as he opens the locker. The elixir, the liquid in the bottle, is red. Mighty and strange. Like a fire burning, like ember. Everything else feels peripheral. But what is the bottle doing in his locker? Who put it there? 

         There is a note next to the elixir that says:

          
      

          “Take away the stone,” Jesus said. “But, Lord,” said Martha, the sister of the dead man, “by this time there is a bad odor, for he has been there four days.” Then Jesus said, “Did I not tell you that if you believe, you will see the glory of God?” So they took away the stone. Then Jesus looked up and said, “Father, I thank you that you have heard me. I knew that you always hear me, but I said this for the benefit of the people standing here, that they may believe that you sent me.” When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” The dead man came out, his hands and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth around his face.

          
      

         Gospel of John 11:39-43

          
      

         He looks at the time. He doesn’t understand, and there is no time to think. He needs to clock in, so that he doesn’t do anything out of the ordinary. He has never been late before. He has always done what’s expected of him. So, he does what he always does – he starts working. Doing without thinking. Thinking without paying attention. Feeling as if he has accepted the fact that he’s sinking in quicksand. Sinking without actually moving. When night falls, he is tired as usual, but he also has a sore throat. It scares him. He has never missed a single day of work. He can’t be sick. He knows that’s not how his job works. You need to work every single day – because that’s what you agreed on. And if you made an agreement, you need to stick to it.

         He remembers the elixir that was in his locker. Where did he put it? He searches his pockets. Yes, he brought it home with him. He carefully folds his clothes and puts them on the chair. Straight lines. First the heavier garments, and the lighter ones on top. He lays down in his bed and looks at the bottle with eyes too alert to go to sleep. Something is going on with his throat, he can feel it. Not a lot, but enough to feel risky. Perhaps he should try the elixir, he thinks. Maybe it’s dangerous, maybe not. Maybe it will have an effect, maybe it won’t. He takes a sip without thinking very much about the risks or possibilities. He lets the liquid fill his mouth and swallows it in one gulp. The red color looks exactly like blood – violent and grand. And what does it taste like? Does it taste like anything he ever tasted before?

         He quickly falls asleep, tired after yet another day.

          
      

         Second act

          
      

         Something is different when I open my eyes. I can feel it in every part of my body. I can see it. Though the night is dark, it is full of nuances. I feel new sensations. I feel and see much more than I have been able to before. At first, I don’t understand. Why did I wake up? Does my throat feel worse than before? No, it doesn’t. I feel something slight, but it will pass. Something is different about me. Is something wrong? It doesn’t feel wrong. It’s not guilt. It’s not a bad feeling at all. And if something isn’t wrong, then it must be…

         I try to understand. I look at my alarm clock. It’s late night. I get out of bed, no longer tired. I go to the bathroom and turn on the lights. And this is when it all changes. Everything changes. I change. My whole world. My options. Everything is set free – independent. It’s like a dream, a rush of axioms. I have changed sex. I have turned from male to female. My appearance has transformed, but I am the same on the inside.

         But I carry the body and sex of a woman.

         I embrace it. Admire. Let my curious, careful hands explore my new body. I’m naked. Lightly touching my breasts, caressing them and feeling their warmth and softness. I let my fingers move further down, between my legs. I am astounded by the vibrating, deep sensation. I stand like this for a long time. Looking without saying anything. Taking it all in. The strangest thing about this might be the fact that I don’t question it. Before, I would have stopped and considered, turned away from everything strange and found my way back to safety, reason and “just enough”. But this time, I don’t. I have changed when it comes to my perception of right and wrong, too. How I view myself. 

         I am. I am.

         I dress in women’s clothes. I leave my tiredness behind along with my former self. 

         I get a sudden feeling that I need to take action – right now. So, I decide to explore something I have always wanted, but never dared to do. I will allow myself to meet men. I have always been too scared and insecure before. I used to run away from it. Used to take a step back because my fear and body told me to. I lost myself on distant paths. But not this time. I don’t know if this is a dream or reality, but I do know that I have transformed. Right now. All I know is that I have become someone else, someone I have not known before. I look forward to this new phase. I accept it, no matter if it’s truth or lie, reality or dream. I have been given a new chance. I have become a woman in order to explore the things I couldn’t explore when I was limited by fear and masculinity.

         I will kiss the lips of those I have always wanted to kiss. I will be touched by hands that are no longer tied. I will feel skin against mine – skin that used to burn and tell me not to come closer. I will take possession of that skin, and I will devour it. I have yearned, wished, dreamed and hoped for him, but constantly denied myself and tried to forget. I will seize him and conquer his body. I will experiment. Do whatever I please. Everything I have wanted to do but couldn’t. Everything people don’t dare to do, even though they want to. I will take action. And I won’t apologize or ask for permission.

         The night is alluring and seductive. The buildings, the concrete, the people – they are not what they used to be. It’s not just me who has changed and been reborn. Everything else has been draped in new shapes with new masks, gestures and colors. Something has sprung to life. Found new energy. Grown. Perhaps the entire world. The concrete isn’t subdued anymore. The air isn’t stuffy and hard to breathe. My movements are not filled with resistance, and I don’t need support to move. I walk with ease, almost float, down the streets I recently walked as somebody else. I realize that I used to drift down these streets thinking, feeling and wanting absolutely nothing. But it’s all different now. Foreign. 

         I still don’t understand. But I’m done questioning and asking questions. I am done with that, and it’s a part of the past. Instead, I’m prepared and at peace. Ready to take.

         I spend this night observing men. Both young and old. Before, my eyes used to dart away, pretending to be busy looking at something or someone else. But now, I hold my gaze firmly and let it wander down their bodies. I walk without a clear direction down the streets, passing them one at a time. Men. Their manhood. Their bodies. I can tell they notice me. My body is worth noticing now. They look me up and down, and then down and up. Their gazes linger on my breasts, and I confidently push them out with a straight back straight. I let them look, let them wonder. Let it happen. Encountering bodies from a distance. Of course, I want to feel them, taste them and be a part of them. But not yet. Not now. I need to see first. Drink it all in and be close yet far away. I know that I can choose, and I understand that it’s up to me. That’s why I observe their bodies, trying to see the men underneath. Wondering, imagining, considering. I feel like something inside me wants to get out. Feel something stretch and pull. Wanting. But not yet, I tell it with a pressing force. I keep walking. I see a tall man with dark eyes, a short man with lighter eyes. One man with a gut, another one with defined muscles. A smaller man, a larger man. A confident man and an insecure man walking together. I see them all. Different names, looks, ages. And I long for them all. I want them all just as much. 

         I picture their bodies crashing into mine. How they would take care of my body, use it, awaken it for the sake of my lust. I close my eyes and picture the men undressed in front of me. I want to own them as much as I want them to own me. I want to examine their every forms, their anatomy, every single part of them. Taste them and feel them take over everything that I am. How would it feel when he thrusts inside me? How would it feel to playfully and impatiently kiss a man who wants it just as bad as I do? I picture his lust and his fire within, how he seizes me and takes me to the most amazing climax possible. My entire body is vibrating, and I suddenly get an impulse to touch myself and cum right here and now. 

         His limb. I picture the soft, shiny tip of his cock against my upper lip, a magnificent erection filling me. Tight, wet and pleading. I tremble. 

         I need him. 

         Need.

         Need.

         But how could I ever choose? I collect my thoughts. Who will be my very first? Perhaps I don’t have to decide? Maybe I can have them all – give and take to different people all at once? Explore this growing tension inside of me. I ask myself what’s stopping me. 

         I smile.

          
      

         Third act

          
      

         The sun slowly creeps up before there is any time to do anything other than to observe. The world rises. Morning comes. He is being transformed into the man again. He looks around to see if anybody noticed. But there is nobody around. He is alone. He rushes home. Feels himself transforming, becoming his former self again. It happens in a matter of seconds. Before he knows it, he’s back at his office. Doing his tasks. Doing. Forgetting. He forgets everything, because he doesn’t want to be occupied with everything that happened. Everything he is unhappy with but doesn’t know he has the power to change.

         He doesn’t start thinking about the elixir until later that night, when he has neatly folded his clothes and puts them in the correct order on the chair.

         He remembers last night. 

         He moves his hand to his cock. He can feel it trying to catch his attention. Growing. Clapping. Throbbing. Boiling. He knows he needs to go there again. He takes a sip from the small bottle, reduces its content. Falls asleep and wakes up a moment later. Hoping. Praying silently. Please, please, please. He touches his body. 

         He is back. 

          
      

         Fourth act

          
      

         I don’t wait for him to make a move. I don’t let him be the one asking questions, making an effort. Instead, I turn my will into action. My actions. I walk up to him without thinking about whether he is the right one, or if there might be someone else who can match my desire better. I am in a bar, and it’s a few minutes before midnight. He is wearing a plaid shirt. I can’t tell how old he is, but it’s irrelevant. I sit down on the chair beside him. Fix my gaze on him, trying to make contact. It doesn’t take long before he looks back. He looks slightly bothered that I made contact, and not the other way around. We say hi. Start chit-chatting. I notice things about the man I’m speaking to. His eyes are light, somewhere between white and grey, like cracked ice over a frozen lake with black water underneath. Or like bolts of lightning on a late summer night. Thunder. There is something special about his eyes – they’re layered with an intense tension. I can barely let my eyes wander across the rest of him. His hair is dark and playfully tousled. Sometimes a lock of hair falls into his face, and he automatically sweeps it to the side in one swift motion. He has a beautiful laugh and is very easy to talk to. We talk to each other for a couple of minutes. Introduce ourselves. We don’t waste precious time that could be used doing something else – the thing I want more than anything.

         He looks surprised when I ask him if he lives nearby. Even more so when I ask if I can go with him. Of course, he accepts. The way most people usually accept things around this time of night – but I have only seen it happen from afar. But he seems astonished and not at all prepared for a woman to take charge like that. It comes naturally to me. I can clearly tell that this sense of control makes my heart beat faster. Making decisions and having him in my power. He clearly doesn’t know how to act, but has to ponder his moves, ask himself if this is right or wrong, and think carefully about his answers. It puts him in a lower position. Beneath me. I notice how my insides start whimpering and pinching at the thought.

         We leave the bar and walk to his apartment. It’s a short, brisk and quiet walk. When we enter his apartment, the front door doesn’t even close before my lips are on his. My lips are impatient, rushed and filled with energy as they search for his. Give me, give me.

         And he gives.

         It feels like my lips are starving, as if they have lived in celibacy for several years, finally breaking free and opening the door to everything they ever wanted but could never have. 

         His tongue caresses me, and our mouths attach to the mutual space between us. His warmth, his breaths and his lust fill my mouth – a sensation spreading through my body. Inside and outside. I shiver, feeling both hot and cold. My lower belly starts squirming, as if something inside me wants to get out, get more. It feels impossible to control this sensation, and it would be inconceivable to even try. Instead, I’m swept away by the force created between us.

         Fascinated. Fascinating.

         I remove his shirt. Not carefully unbuttoning one button at a time – I tear it open with a jerk instead and throw it on the floor. I move my lips to his nipples and take one into my hungry and merciless mouth. He leans on the door for support as he gasps, moans and begs for more. So, I give him more. Because I want to. Because my lust tells me to do as it says. His nipples harden, as if they were made of steel or wood. His chest is hot, and I stroke him with both my hands. They are cold against his burning hot body. It’s burning inside me too, and I want more of him. Want to feel every single part of him inside me, under me and on top of me. It’s like the force between us can’t fit inside me, and I can’t handle it. It’s all happening at the same time, and I can feel my desire take control of me. My body tickles and pulsates as he kisses my neck and eventually my ears. My lower belly is twitching. I find myself shivering, purring, growing and relaxing at the core of this violent sensation. His hands feel unreal as they touch me. He grabs my shoulders, my waist and the inside of my thighs. Holds me. Gropes and touches, caresses and leaves marks that go straight through me. To my very core. He gives and gives, and I take. Observe. Memorizing his temperature, his hands, their marks and lines, as well as his saliva and his kisses.

         Soon, his pants are on the floor next to his shirt, all creased up. His underwear, tightly wrapped around him, is like a frame around his butt and erection. I pull it down so that his throbbing manhood is just visible. Naked. Pointing. Begging. I kneel down in front of him. Hear him lean harder towards the door for support and lean his head back, preparing for what’s next. And then I do it. For the first time ever, I take a cock into my mouth. I slowly let it glide in between my lips. Not fast, not hard, but not carefully either. Steady. Confident. Calm. As if I have done this many times before. I take him as deep as I possibly can. I can feel him twitching – his blood wants to take up even more space in his already full veins. He is pulsating. He is humming, throbbing between my wet, slick and compliant lips. I suck him for a long time. I suck him harder as he gets accustomed to the sensation of having my lips wrapped around him. He is so hard. So hard. His lust awakens my own more and more. I want him. I can’t wait much longer. I taste the slick tip of his cock. Move his perfect erection away from my lips and let it cool off in the cool air. I kiss his cock. Kiss him with my lips and my hot, soon-to-be steaming, breaths. Taste him. More and more. His pre-cum, a symbol of his desire to cum, tastes sweet.

         We don’t utter a single word. Our eyes say it all – the sensations we feel and the pulsation inside us. Our lust is taking form, making our bodies run amok, guided by it. Both him and I surrender to the power and will of desire and lust. I adore him with every fiber of my being. I enjoy being a part of that which was taken away from me before.

         When he’s so hard, stiff and rigid that he looks like he’s about to die, I firmly say no. Stop. He stops, gasping for air with pleasure, waiting. Starts begging. He needs it. He says please, please, pretty please. But I’m firm. I am the one in charge. His body, a part of who he is, belongs to me. I am in charge. And I decide when he cums. If he cums. I am above him, and he’s beneath me. I am in control and he is my slave. 

         He is surprised again. Doesn’t really seem to understand, as if this has never happened to him before. But I can tell he likes it. I can tell he accepts playing by my rules. My wish is his command as soon as he understands. I smile on the inside, but not to him. I must play the game. He surrenders all control and gets in character. I get even more turned on and can’t wait anymore. 

         Cannot.

         I lead him to the bedroom. I make him face me and back into the room as I hold his vibrating, throbbing erection in my small but firm hand to stop him from cumming and exploding. I hold him back. Let him wait for it. When we come to the bedroom, I lead him to the bed. He stops when his calves are pressed against the edge of the bed. Stops and waits for directions. I stand close to him, so close that there is no longer any space between us. Then I grab his shoulders and guide him down on his back on the bed. I get up and stand above him, watching his naked body in front of me. His skin is dark, billowing and beautiful. His chest is filled, and then emptied, with his breaths. His eyes are searching, moving in sync with his shallow breaths that can’t seem to slow down. He wants this more than anything, but he needs to wait for my signal. He knows that I’m in charge. I undress without saying as much as a word, and without breaking eye contact or letting go of his erection. I press a finger to my lips to signal that he needs to wait. That I’m letting him wait both to tease and assert authority. I push him to his limit. 

         I stop him before he expands too much.

         I slowly peel off my clothes, one by one. His hand searches for his throbbing erection again and again. He wants to touch it, help it break free from his desire, unleash it and spurt out his frustration. But I won’t let him. Not yet. I decide it’s not time yet. I remove his hand again and again before he can touch himself while I slowly undress in front of him. I straddle him as he’s lying there, exposed with a leash of desire around his neck, begging me to cum. I slide up his body. First across his pelvis, and then a bit higher towards his chest, and then his face. I kneel above his face in a slow rush. I feel his breaths, his nose touching me. Without saying a word, without asking or ordering him to do anything, he obeys. 

         He moves his tongue closer. Licks me.

         His tongue is rough and hard, uneven and starving, just like mine. He skillfully strokes, kisses and massages me. His tongue is both bumpy and smooth. Wet and warm. He fills me with a sensation that makes me whimper, almost suffer, with pleasure. It tames my body, makes it soft and complying. It’s like I’m in a trance. 

         He makes me wet, and I feel myself growing even warmer and wetter all at once. Both from my core and his tongue. I feel it seeping out of me. Feel my body filling up so much that it can’t contain all my lust anymore. He makes hungry noises and breathes harder, describing how bad he wants to cum and how every sensation makes him feel. But I still keep him waiting. Stretch. I start moving, caressing my body against his mouth. Dancing. Leading. Riding his tongue, letting it penetrate me with the rhythm of his mouth. I take his tongue. Meanwhile, I’m getting more and more eager. It’s harder to control myself. I want to keep him waiting even longer, but I can’t wait anymore. I need to feel him – his erection, his manhood, his cock inside me. Inside my vagina. Inside my pussy. 

         He needs to bury himself deep inside me and set me free. Now. Not soon. 

         Right now. 

         In a movement that seems insignificant in time, I move away from his head and down across his upper thighs. I am still straddling him with one leg on each side. Attached to him. Soft beddings are resting against my legs, and a heated body is writhing underneath me. I take his hard cock and press it against me. I guide him towards my opening. To the part of me through which I want to absorb everything only he can give me. 

         I need, want, must. 

         He fills me up as my pussy is wrapped around his stiff and solid erection. It feels as if all past, present, and future thoughts disappear around us. He invades me. Thrusts deeper. This is the best sensation I have ever felt. My body is singing. I’m filled up and stretched out. 

         I start riding him, taking him further in and further out, right to the edge. Closer, faster. Not slowly, not gently. I am forceful from the start. He thrusts inside me. Adding pressure. I am soft at first – then I expand, becoming more susceptible. He is perfect. Fills every single millimeter of my body. He is like a spear, a weapon with a beautiful blade. Penetrating me, expanding me. Moving up and down, making him expand. Gliding as if I was in an even deeper trance than before. Now I’m powerless. His head is resting on the worn-out fabric, and I throw my head back. His cock and my pussy are in charge now, making all decisions. He is so hard. So very hard. I can feel the wetness inside me vibrating, whispering, longing, and I feel myself getting closer. 

         He is about to burst. I can feel it in his movements, becoming even harder, steadier and more defined. It’s like he can barely fit, as if he can barely hold it in any longer. He is moaning uncontrollably now. He is being guided by this sensation, and so am I. Powerless.

         I’m cumming, he says.

         He spurts his warm load inside me, and I can feel my pussy being filled by it. Filling me up. I can feel it running down my legs. His load is so big it doesn’t fit inside me. Instead, it runs down the sheets. Marks me, covers me.

         I’m so close now. Just a little more…

         I’m cumming.

         Me too.

         It feels like a detonation, an ultra-rapid eruption suddenly going off and then disappearing. As if everything that has ever existed within me is coming undone. Setting me free. Letting me go. I am turned into bits and pieces of ecstasy and tranquility. Fully and completely. I collapse on top of him and turn into a puddle of running water, sleeping on his shoulder. I feel complete for the first time in my life. I breathe. Heavy, yet shallow and short breaths. 

         Breathe in.

         Breathe out.

          
      

         Fifth act

          
      

         I am once again transformed into the man by dawn. I do my routines. Work quickly so that I can go home. At night, I drink my elixir. I keep exploring my sexuality. I take and let them take me. I explore male bodies, one after another. And I let them explore mine, one after another. I feel such immense and intense pleasure, and words cannot describe the insatiable sensation. I consume every moment with all my senses. Every particle in my body is awakened, as if from a deep sleep. I seduce old men as well as young. Sometimes I’m dominant, other times I’m submissive. I am often the one coming up with ideas, but sometimes they do as well. I never say no. Not once do I encounter something I disapprove of. I am what I am. I participate in this erotic dance with my many lovers and let myself integrate, admire and get carried away with its pulsating rhythm and intense moments.

         The fifth day, something changes. I start thinking much more than I did before. I start wondering and questioning. I know that there is only one more dose of my elixir. I should wait and save it. Take it some other time, and not tonight. But I can’t wait. Can’t stop myself. I have been longing for this the entire day at work. Longing for the night, counting down the minutes and hours. It’s clear to me what I’m longing for. Men. Their mouths, their cocks and their movements synchronizing with my own. Symbiosis. I don’t just want this, I need it. I need to be with them. Wrapped in their arms. With their firm, soft, hard, smooth and resolute hands around my body. Their fingers, their cocks. On top of them. Underneath them. But what happens when it’s all over? What happens when I have had the last drop of my inexplicable, fantastic elixir? I had a hard time falling asleep that night. My clothes ended up in an awkward pile on my chair. I finish the bottle anyways. I can’t help myself. I am filled with anguish. I twist and turn, again and again. Finally, my eyes close, and I relax. I wake up to the sight of the empty bottle. This is my last night. My last awakening. At first, I panic – afraid to let go, to say goodbye to something I don’t want to leave. But I quickly shake it off, realizing that it’s a negative thought and that it doesn’t serve a purpose. I can’t waste any time. So I step out into the dark night that no longer feels like a stranger to me.

         My last lover is much younger than I am. He recently transitioned from boyhood to manhood, from illegal to legal. He is tentative at first, searching for permission to explore. I am patient and let him explore without rushing him. I soon feel the courage grow inside him. I can tell by his steadier movements and his firmer grip around my body. He is fascinated with my breasts, and I can’t help but smile and think: boys. His touch feels good, really good. This time, he takes charge of me, and I let this young man’s impulses and exploration guide me. We’re alone in an alley, but someone could pass us anytime if we’re unlucky. Or perhaps if we’re lucky. The tension grows, and it makes me feel at home. Like I have arrived. The air is warm, and the night is filled with life and desire.

         And I am a part of it. 

         He searches my body with his hands, lips and skin. Then he lets me know that he’s ready. I turn around. When he pushes his cock inside me, I gasp from the force and excitement. Everything at once. It’s a divine sensation. I am filled.

         I cum.

         Again and again.

         He fills me up. Before, I was incomplete, insecure, lonely and small. Now I’m filled with the beauty and greatness of the world. He penetrates me, makes me expand. Not slowly, not carefully. With force and depth. In a steady rhythm. I know exactly when the next thrust will come. I prepare. Relax. Receive. Welcome it. Take it to me. It’s not hard, my body has gotten used to it. Adapted. And instead of hesitation and carefulness, it allows itself to feel pleasure, to be swept away from the first moment. He fucks me to ecstasy. I feel his young, smooth, firm body slam against mine as he takes me.

         He tells me I’m his first. 

         My hands move up the walls to hold on to something that helps me keep still. To be able to receive him the best way possible. Him. I don’t want to miss this – can’t let a fraction of this sensation, of his erection, spill out in the warm summer night. It’s hard, because the young man is strong, and his movements are rough. He knows what he wants, and he takes it. His body is safe and steady. I hold on as hard as I can. Eventually, I find a grip that puts me in a perfect position, which allows him to bury himself even deeper inside me. As deep as he can possibly reach. He holds a firm grip around my hips. Holds his alert fingers around them. I feel safe in his grip. Relax and just take him in.

         He holds me gently, yet tight. Careful not to let go of me. Now and then, he kisses my back – especially the part around my shoulder blades. He can tell I like it a lot from my heavy breathing. This cock, these lips. No matter who they belong to, they spark the strongest sensation in this world.

         When he’s reached the highest point of ecstasy, he fills me up. Fills me over and over again. Pushes. Throbs. Shoots. Again, I feel the result of his climax run out of me. It strengthens me. Confirms that I possess the innermost power. The force. That he needs me. That he needs another person, somebody. That his passion and inner longing need me and my body, my desire and my lust in order to reach this state of trance.

         He strokes me. Fast. The tickling sensation feels good, deep, thrilling and both light and heavy all at once. 

         I cum.

         Again.

         And again. And again.

         I have never cum so hard before. Every single orgasm has been glorious. Each one better than the last, even though nothing bad preceded any of them.  But this time, it feels like the entire world stretches out before it’s about to explode. Like an eruption. An atomic bomb. Everything gets new proportions. As if I become somebody else.  Like I’m reborn. I was someone, and suddenly I became somebody else. New. Pure. Clean. True. Did he set something free inside me? Did he free me from myself? There was always a relief after every encounter with a man, but now it’s released once and for all. Every sense in my body turns into cotton and silky tulle. Everything falls out of me. Away from me. Everything but this immortal, beautiful and grand sensation. 

         The orgasm. 

         The next morning, I have transformed yet again. I have become the man again. I should saunter off to work, but I don’t. I know I should feel guilty. I should comply with my duties and be where I’m needed when they need me. But I don’t. I am still soft and smiling after last night’s encounter. I don’t feel like what I’m doing is wrong. Instead, I start thinking about gender roles in society. How they control us, how powerful they are. Yet I question whether gender has any influence at all. I have many thoughts humming inside my head this morning. Thoughts that keep humming throughout the day.

         What have I done to myself? Why have I let somebody or something, or perhaps rather nobody and nothing, control me? I ask myself what I gained from living with fear and insecurity. Sure, there was approval. Other people telling you that you’re doing the right thing. But this sort of approval wasn’t really worth anything. I can see it all so clearly. I can see who I am and what I want even better. 

         The most important thing has to be the self. The innermost and most sincere self. The will. The emotions. Rejecting them means rejecting yourself.

         I have a desire. My entire body is longing. It’s like every single part of me is spasming, screaming, demanding. Something is wrong, and I don’t have to think twice about what it is. It’s about him. He should be here. Not a specific name, but he as in a man. I miss him. I need him. Not just the will or the emotions that are part of my lust. My entire being needs him. My entire body. I feel like I can’t live without him. Like I can’t be a complete, truthful and functional person if I need to refrain from what he can give me, what we can create together. 

         Two bodies.

         Me and another man. 

          
      

         I look down at my manhood. I’m naked. I am no longer a woman, but a man. I’ll never know how that elixir ended up in my locker. Who put it there? It could have been anybody. I look closely at my cock – the very one I used to look at with fear, wanting to avert my eyes. I feel different now. I look at it, and I feel a connection to it.

         A connection that wants to stay.

          
      

         Sixth act

          
      

         He suddenly realizes he has a choice. That he needs to choose. This realization means that he can make an active choice. An opportunity. He pauses when this thought hits him. This never happened before. At least not like this. He used to be a part of something he couldn’t change at all. He just existed. Just existed and existed and walked and walked without ever getting anywhere. But now…

         He knows what he must do. There is no hesitation. He decides he will never be sorry or ask for permission again. Now he understands what the note in his locker was trying to tell him. He got a second chance, just like Lazarus. He was reborn to a world different from the one he left. Jesus’ words to Lazarus when he returns ring inside his head: “Take off the grave clothes and let him go.” He listens to these words. Reflects on them. Utters them. Absorbs them and applies them to his body. Tries to feel them. Can he? Does he dare to? 

         Speaks in a clear voice to himself: 

         “I want. I can. Therefore, I will.” 
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