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Chapter 1

I woke up ragingly horny. At long
last, it seemed like I would finally get laid. It was late in
morning, and sunlight already filled the room. I kept my eyes
closed, and snuggled deeper into the warm blankets, enjoying the
comfort of that half-doze between wakefulness and sleep. Finally I
stretched luxuriously, allowing life and movement to come back into
my limbs. I wanted desperately to masturbate.

My roommate had left for school hours ago,
but I had no classes that day. I stepped out of bed, stark naked,
and felt my nipples harden as the cool air touched my skin. The
cold tile floor of the bathroom shocked my bare feet, but began to
warm as the tub filled with hot water, and the room with delightful
steam. I added a few drops of essential oils, rose and jasmine and
ylang-ylang. Sensuous scents, befitting the anointing of a sex
goddess. I offered a prayer of thanks for the sacred water, and
called upon it to purify me for the day ahead.

I clipped up my heavy hair and slipped into
the full tub, feeling my muscles relax with the heat. The tension
dropped from my back and shoulders. I closed my eyes, and just
focused on my breathing for a few minutes, taking in deep breaths
of the floral-scented steam. I called upon the goddess Aphrodite,
inviting her into my body, offering her the energy of the pleasure
I anticipated. For me, all acts of pleasure served as rituals, as
offering to the gods in all their forms.

I then let my hands travel my body, enjoying
the softness of my skin. I kneaded my breasts gently, and began
teasing my nipples. I circled them with my fingertips, pinching
them slightly, and a small moan escaped my lips. I felt my pelvis
naturally begin to rock as I became more aroused. While my left
hand kept up its work, I slid my right hand down between my legs.
The soft curly hair pressed against my hand as my fingers parted my
lips. I rubbed my clit back and forth, first slowly, teasingly, and
then more vigorously.

Instead of fantasizing about what the night
might bring, I pulled my mind into a trance state as I rose towards
orgasm. My awareness filled with the darkness of space, dotted with
stars, and I let myself dissolve into it, as if I were Nuit,
goddess of the starry night sky. I lost all sense of my body, yet
the pleasure still mounted. Alone in the apartment, I let myself
moan with abandon. As the orgasm exploded through me I shouted
loudly, my body convulsing as I surrendered to the sensation. My
entire body hummed with energy as I basked in the aftermath, my
mind empty and drifting in timeless space.

I brought myself to two more orgasms in quick
succession, and remained in a mindful, meditative state as I shaved
and slowly cleaned my body with a soft sponge. I hummed softly as I
stepped out of the bath and dried myself with a fresh fluffy towel.
I stood at the sink as the water drained behind me, washing my face
and brushing my teeth with calm bliss. Cleaning the body was an
important part of preparing for the most sacred of rituals.

I stepped back into my room, lighting my
favorite rose incense and commencing with my morning routine. Still
naked, I did a quick banishing ritual, and some yoga stretches to
raise the flow of energy through my body. I tried to keep my mind
calm and still, but it already buzzed with excitement.

I put on a sexy outfit, one that I hoped
would get me some dick. Underneath, of course, I put on my sexiest
black lace bra and thong panties. Then I pulled on tight black
leggings, with brown thigh-high socks over them. Over those went a
form-fitting tunic shirt, almost long enough to be a short dress,
with a strappy back that revealed much of my upper back and
shoulders and made my ass look fantastic. I darkened my eyebrows
and cheeks, and painted my eyelids with gold shadow. I lined my top
lid with black eyeliner and applied a coat of thick black mascara.
I unclipped my hair and let the dark mass fall over my shoulders,
thick chestnut hair perfectly framing my face. I brushed it
dreamily, inhaling its fragrance while I smoothed out the tangles.
I scented myself with amber oil, behind my ears, on my wrists,
between my breasts, and a touch on the hair of my sex. Knee-high
black boots completed the look. Gazing at myself in the mirror, I
was happy with what I saw, with the way my tight clothes showed off
my ample curves.
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