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  MISTRESS OF THE ISLE
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  I am drawing my golden shuttle through the loom’s warp when Hermes races into my home.


  “Where is he?” Hermes takes off his winged crown, wipes a bead of sweat from his brow, and looks with an admiring eye at the elegant tapestries and ocean treasures adorning my luxurious grotto home.


  “He’s not here.” Surprised by Hermes’s visit, I rise from my stool and go to the cupboard. “Are you hungry?” I gesture to the table and chair. “Let me get you something to eat and drink. You’ve traveled a long way.” Hermes had flown over a vast sea to get here, and hungry gods tend to be grouchy.


  “Thank you, Calypso.” Hermes sits down and quaffs the goblet of red nectar I set before him; likewise he gobbles down the ambrosia.


  I stoke the fire and toss in logs of sandalwood and cedar, pretending composure. Hermes is here for Odysseus. And I’m pretty sure of the reason. “Why are you in Ogygia?” I bat my eyes and feign ignorance.


  “Zeus sent me.” Hermes runs his hand through his flaxen curls.


  Swallowing the lump in my throat, I pick up Hermes’s caduceus-tipped staff and trace the golden snakes coiling around it. “Well, get on with it. What’s the message?”


  Hermes yanks his staff from my hands. “Zeus demands you release Odysseus. The mortal is not destined to live out his days as your...slave.”


  “Why not?” I pluck off a wilted leaf from the spray of violets on the table.


  “Zeus wants Odysseus to return home to Ithaca. Says his bad luck must come to an end.”


  “Zeus thinks his time with me is bad luck?” I flick back a lock of hair.


  “The mortal spent ten years fighting in Troy, then his ship capsized on the voyage back home and all his men drowned. The last seven years you’ve kept him here against his will for your own lascivious amusements.” Hermes jabbed his staff toward the bed. “Zeus fears the people of Ithaca have forgotten Odysseus’s merciful reign. Even as we speak cruel men plot the death of his son. Odysseus’s destiny is with his people, his family, and his friends. Not here. Not with you.”


  “You gods are a hypocritical bunch of liars!” I stand, every muscle taut with anger, snatch the violet-filled vase, and throw it against the wall. “How dare you come to my island and tell me I must give up the man I love! Wasn’t it Zeus who caused the lightning strike that sunk Odysseus’s ship and killed his crew? Wasn’t it Zeus who carried Odysseus atop the waves and guided the wind to make sure he washed up on my island?”


  “Calypso—”


  “I found Odysseus on the beach half-dead. I took care of him, nourished him, and made him strong again.”


  Hermes points his staff at me. “And made him your sex slave.”


  “He is enthralled by me.” I toss my hair over my shoulder. “He begs for it.”


  Hermes sets his winged crown back on his head. “Is that why he sits on the beach all day, sad-eyed with homesickness?”


  “Get out!” I point to the grotto’s entrance.


  Hermes, unmoved by my outburst, pours another goblet of nectar, gulps it down, and wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. “Let Odysseus leave or suffer Zeus’s wrath.”


  I cross my arms. “How? I don’t have a ship or men to sail it.”


  “Figure it out.” Hermes pokes his staff at my nipple. “And quickly.”


  Hermes is gone in a flash, leaving me trembling with anger in the entryway.


  Ignoring Zeus’s command isn’t an option. At least not a smart one. I head toward the beach knowing just what I’ll find: a melancholy Odysseus staring into the blue distance, his heart aching for the wife and child he has not seen for nearly twenty years. I sigh, my sorrow a breeze wafting through the branches, the leaves trembling for me. With a heavy heart, I stroll down the path shaded by verdant alder, black poplar, and cypress.


  As always, Odysseus is sitting on a large rock facing the sea. I take a moment to admire his physique. He is a chiseled hunk of manliness. I will miss throwing my legs over his broad shoulders and watching his biceps flex as he thrusts into me.


  I adjust my gown, sheer as a mist and glistening like the dew, and expose my pale pink nipples. “Odysseus.”


  He turns his head, his aquiline nose and short beard in profile. “My goddess?”


  I move his muscled thighs apart and stand between them. “It is time for you to leave.” I slip my hand under his linen loincloth, wrap my fingers around his cock and feel it swell in my hand. “You must build a boat and go home.” I put my mouth on his ear and bite his earlobe, feel him expand even more. “You can build a sturdy boat, can’t you?”


  Odysseus pulls away and stays my slow-moving hand with his own. “Is this a trick?”


  “Don’t you want to go home?” I run my other hand along his jaw, recall the feel of his beard between my legs.


  “I do.” Odysseus swallows, looks down as my hand slides up and down his eagerness. “I miss my wife and son. But how can I build a vessel strong enough to with-stand the rough s—”


  I silence him with my tongue and rub my breast against his bare chest. His body tenses with pleasure as our tongues intertwine. His kisses always inflame me, and the dew of desire moistens my sex. How I will miss this man who can fuck all night and never tire!


  Odysseus breaks the kiss and narrows his eyes. “Are you serious? Or is my building a boat to go home some kind of new torment?”


  “You dog!” I jerk away and remove my hand from his throbbing cock. “Don’t you know me by now?”


  “I know you like to dominate.” Odysseus grips the underside of my buttocks, his thumbs stroking and prodding the soft flesh. “I know you enjoy making me beg for your cunt.”


  I laugh and set a kiss on his forehead. “I swear—the earth and the sky as my witness—this is no new game.” I thrust out my breasts and press his head against them. “My heart is not made of cold iron but of kindness and love for you.” My fingers run through his tangle of curls. “Come.” I tug on his hair. “Let’s go back to my cave.” Odysseus grabs both my wrists and gives me a hard look. This sudden show of control is surprising and I try yanking away. Odysseus holds tight, his large hands squeezing more than necessary. His lips curl up, his lopsided grin an irresistible mixture of charm and mischievousness. A thrill runs up my arms and descends straight between my thighs. I look down at my hands, now constrained by the warrior king I held captive for seven years, and feel something I haven’t in Zeus knows how long. I am flustered. Me! Mistress of the Isle!


  “Let me go,” I say. It is a command. He is used to them, having obeyed me all these years.


  Odysseus loosens his grip and slides his warm hands into mine, lacing our fingers together. “It seems you already have.” He stands, his cock still erect, and pulls me forward. His lips are soft and warm, his tongue circling mine with a tenderness we have not shared for some time. “I’m ravenous, my goddess.”


  I lift our clasped hands to my lips and scrape my teeth over his knuckles. “So am I.”


  We head back to my grotto home, and Odysseus takes the lead while I linger behind to admire his form.


  He is divine, with broad muscled shoulders tapering to a trim waist and muscular legs that are crowned by a firm rounded ass.


  Odysseus stops at the cave’s mouth to cup his hand under the sweet water stream flowing between the green vines and purple blooms. Nearby, a white-throated cormorant spreads its great wings before taking flight. A falcon ruffles its feathers in seeming reply.


  “Are you sure you want to leave this paradise?” My hand traces the line of his spine to his most sensitive areas, the cleft of his sweet ass. “If you stay with me I will make you immortal. Besides, your wife has aged seventeen years since last you saw her. I never age. What does Penelope have that I do not?” I draw light circles on his skin. “How can a mortal wife compare to a goddess?”


  Odysseus’s ass tightens and his erection parts the linen sheath around his hips. “You have no rival, my goddess. All of Penelope’s graces pale beside yours.” His hand skims over my breasts. “Your body, beauty, youth, and sensual appetites are beyond compare. Your nectar tastes like honey and your cunt is always as tight as a virgin’s.” His fingers travel downward, parting my silvery gown as two fingers dip into my warmth. “But I long to see my home.”


  I let out a groan of pleasure as my hips keep pace with his thrusts. “Bring me home now.”


  But he defies me and slows to a languid tempo.


  “I have a proposition for you,” he says, his cheek on mine. “I’ll give you the greatest orgasm you’ve ever had if you help me build a boat strong enough to withstand rough waves and strong winds.”


  I press into his leisured thrusts, my loins heavy with wanting and my sex aching to be touched. “Since when do you think you can make a deal with a goddess?”


  “Since I saw Hermes speeding away.” Odysseus slips his fingers from my pink folds. “He ordered you to release me, didn’t he?”


  “Zeus wants you to go home.” I push his hand back between my thighs.


  Odysseus pulls his hand away. “Well then, I’d say that’s another reason to help me build a seaworthy boat.”


  I lift my chin and see a newfound arrogance in Odysseus’s eyes. Or perhaps I fool myself and this is the real Odysseus, the warrior king of Ithaca, the man known for his shrewd cunning. Is it possible his enchanted obedience all these years was false?


  “I will help you build a boat,” I say. “But if you fail to give me the greatest orgasm I’ll conjure an unfavorable wind and hide the stars behind a blanket of clouds.”


  A slow smile spreads across Odysseus’s sun-bronzed face. “It’s a deal.”


  That evening he refuses to have sex.


  “I demand it.” I spread my thighs on the bed and flaunt my readiness.


  Odysseus looks up from the table and taps the parchment in front of him. “I must design the boat, so be a helpful nymph and don’t distract me.”


  I roll on my side and prop my head on my hand. “Do my ears deceive me or did you just give me an order?”


  Odysseus crosses his arms. “If you want me to make you scream so loud they’ll hear you on Mount Olympus then yes, it’s an order.”


  “I’d rather you mount me now.” It’s hard to take my eyes off of his bulging biceps.


  “Go to sleep, my divine Calypso.” Odysseus blows me a kiss. “And that’s an order.”


  I am strangely titillated by his assertive manner and marvel at the change in him, from compliant to calculating in a matter of hours.


  “Fine!” I pretend annoyance, fluff the pillow, and turn away.


  When dawn arises in glowing splendor, I don a gown of gossamer silver and make good on my promise to Odysseus.


  “You’ll need these.” I hand him a two-bladed axe with a smooth olive wood haft and a polished adze.


  Odysseus hefts both in his hands. “Where are the best trees?”


  “Follow me.” I lead my lover to the tip of the island where tall pine trees grow between alder and poplar. He goes from tree to tree, inspects each for strength, and assesses its seaworthy qualities. “Bring me an auger.” Odysseus swings the axe at a large tree, his muscles rippling with the stroke. “Now!”


  Again with the orders! “Later. I have other things to do.” I turn around and saunter back down the path when a twig snaps behind me.


  Odysseus captures me in his arms, one hand on my breast, the other between my legs. “Now,” he whispers into my ear while rolling my nipple between his fingers.


  “Ouch!” That’s not how I like it. He knows this!


  Odysseus pinches harder while his other hand parts the petals of my lust with a light touch. My pulse quickens, this rough and gentle mixture flooding my senses with lust. Harder! Softer! Pain mixes with pleasure but I don’t want him to stop.


  “Bring the auger immediately.” Odysseus bites my earlobe. “I command you.”


  Odysseus releases me and I flee homeward, Odysseus’s newfound dominance alarmingly seductive.


  By the time I return with the auger, Odysseus has felled twenty trees. I sit on a tree trunk until the blue sky turns pink with dusk’s glow. My admiring gaze never veers from his sweat-drenched body as he splits the trees into posts.


  Odysseus puts down his tools and strides toward me. “I’ll be done in a few days.” He wipes his brow.


  “So soon?” I smell his sweat, a delicious spice I inhale like a drug.


  Odysseus nods, then lifts my chin with his forefinger. “I need more of your help.”


  “What do you want?”


  He unties the linen from his hips. “Suck me.”


  “That’s not part of the d—”


  “It is now.” Odysseus captures my head between his hands and guides me to him.


  His command sends shivers of desire up my legs, and I submit by flicking my tongue over the head and sampling his saltiness.


  Odysseus moans and buries his fingers in my hair. “Suck. It.”


  Instead, I nibble up and down the shaft, relishing this carnal ambrosia of man and sweat. His fingers knead my scalp as my tongue grazes his top ridge.


  “Take all of me in your mouth,” he says as my tongue swirls his length from bottom to top.


  I flick off a droplet of nectar from his tip. “What do I get?” I look up at him and drop to my knees.


  “The best orgasm you’ve ever had.” Odysseus coils my hair in his fingers and tugs me forward.


  “It better be.” I swallow him whole and he groans. Next my mouth rides up and down his length, my tongue fluttering like a butterfly over his head while my fingers skim across the sensitive spot between his balls and ass.


  “So good,” he murmurs. His hand clutches my head and moves it back and forth. “So damn good. Are you wet? Do you want me to fuck you?”


  I nod and speed the pace.


  He’s close, his legs tense with pleasure, his eyes glazed with lust. Odysseus lets out a deep moan and I move faster as he tenses again and again. But now I’ve had enough of being submissive—want to feel the length of him inside of me—and I pull away... I can’t! My hair is wrapped too tightly around his fist.


  Odysseus drops his chin and a curious smile spreads across his face. It is wicked and lustful, and for the first time I see the real Odysseus. He is powerful and aggressive and as arrogant as any god. And now it’s obvious! He had been playing with me all these years, tricking me into believing I was the aggressor. All this time he had been waiting to reveal his true nature. He is no mere mortal. I suck the cock of a warrior who can snap my neck as easily as a dry twig. I stroke the balls of a king with brains as mighty as his brawn.


  “Calypso,” Odysseus murmurs and twists my hair, “beautiful divine nymph with no equal, your lips are paradise, your tongue my utopia.”


  The tighter Odysseus twists my hair, the wetter I become. By Zeus, how I want him! Worse than ever! I take the full length of him in my mouth, press my mouth against him and draw slowly back. Twice more do I do this before I taste his cum in my mouth and hear him groan with release.


  Odysseus twists my hair again, gives it a yank. “Lick off every drop.”


  I do as I’m ordered and hope he will pleasure me after I’ve completed my salty task. “My turn?”


  Odysseus releases my hair, picks up his linen, and wraps it around his hips. “You didn’t earn your pleasure yet, my goddess.” He aims his thumb at the pile of timber behind him. “I still need your help building the boat.”


  I stand, and because he towers over me, lift my chin. “I never denied you this way.”


  “No?” Odysseus laughs, scoops me up, and throws me over his shoulder. “You have no idea what you’ve denied me all these years.”


  “If you fail to give me the greatest orgasm, I’ll destroy your boat,” I remind him from my upside down position.


  Odysseus smacks my bottom and I flinch.


  “You’re such a naughty nymph.” He smacks it again, then glides his hand over my ass, caressing the stinging skin.


  I quiver with delight. The burn sets my lust on fire. How long can I endure this carnal torture?


  After supper, Odysseus falls fast asleep, yet when I wake to dawn’s pink radiance he is already gone. After packing a basket of his favorite foods, I hurry down the path through the forest.


  Odysseus is a master shipbuilder. He’s already drilled through the planks and bolted them together with stout pins to form the hull. He has thoughtfully placed a tree stump on the ground for me to sit on; I pretend it is a gesture of kindness despite knowing it’s nothing more than a way to keep a sharp eye on me.


  “Come here.” Odysseus beckons to me.


  I rise from my tree-stump seat. “Do you need another tool?”


  “The mast.” Odysseus points to a thick pole lying across the hull. “Straddle it.”


  I throw my leg over it and Odysseus does the same behind me. With his taut stomach against me and his rigid cock pressed against the small of my back, he sets each hand on either side of my waist and rocks me back and forth.


  “The mast must be secured through the coupling collar.” His hands skim upward, his fingers fanned out over my supple breasts. “You’ll provide the lubrication. Hold on.”


  I grip the mast as Odysseus continues rocking me forward while his fingers circle my nipples.


  Blood rushes to my nether regions and my sex grows slippery with excitement.


  “That’s a good goddess.” Odysseus nibbles the side of my neck.


  I’m riding the mast faster and faster while Odysseus rolls and tugs at my nipples. The pole is slick, my clit engorged, and I need to—have to—come.


  And then Odysseus’s teeth sink into my shoulder and he shudders.


  “What?” I reach behind and feel his sticky release on my ass.


  Odysseus lifts my leg over the mast and pulls me off.


  “No. No! I’m so close.” If I can’t have Odysseus, the mast will do!


  His arms encircle me. “Not yet, sweet nymph.”


  “You are a wicked man.”


  “Not wicked enough.” Odysseus orders me to sit near him the rest of the day, and when he catches my hand straying to my cunt to finish myself off, he binds my wrists behind my back until I promise to be obedient.


  I toss and turn that night, dreams of Odysseus fucking me in wild ways leaving me more aroused than when I went to bed.


  On the third day, Odysseus ties me to the mast.


  “Sing to me.” He loosens my robe and plants a kiss on each nipple.


  Hoping my voice will entice him like a Siren song, I sing and sing until Odysseus drops to his knees and pushes my legs apart.


  “Don’t stop singing.” He spreads my sex wide and flicks across it with his tongue.


  Sweet Zeus, how can I sing when I want to moan? I arch my back, thrust my hips into his face, and lift my voice to the sky. Odysseus takes my clit in his mouth and sucks. My legs shake, my cunt throbbing for release, my song a long, melodious moan.


  And then Odysseus pulls away.


  “Damn you to Hades!” I shout as he walks away. “Mark my words, Odysseus, if you don’t come back here right now I’ll blow your boat to bits before it makes it to deep water!”


  Odysseus pivots on his heel and strides back toward me.


  “I give the orders now. Not you.” He rams two fingers into my wetness.


  I buck—so close to release—and he withdraws. “Keep singing,” he says over his shoulder as he turns away.


  All afternoon my songs are interrupted—any melody reduced to moans—whenever Odysseus buries his face in my sex. He teases me until my legs tremble and I plead for release. Each time he kneels before me, I struggle for control. But he knows my body too well. My pants and tremblings give me away, and he ends his torments before I climax.


  Odysseus is merciless, sometimes coaxing one nipple to a hard point, other times gliding his fingers in and out of my sex. Back and forth he moves from goddess teasing—sucks and slurps and flicks—to boat building—fashioning a steering oar, driving willow strands between the planks, ballasting the boat with logs.


  That night as I lie on the bed he stands over me and masturbates.


  “How much do you want me?” His hand pumps up and down.


  I reach out to touch. He smacks my hand away.


  “Tomorrow, lover,” he says and grunts his release onto my face.


  On the fourth day, dawn spreads her rose-tipped fingers across the sky with a hue so glorious I shed a tear. The boat is almost finished. Today Odysseus must make good on his promise.


  I complete the tasks he assigned last night. I collect all the skins for holding wine and water. I gather food as well, dried meat and fish, and fresh fruits and vegetables, enough to sustain him for his long voyage home.


  The last task is bittersweet. I stack the folded fabric weaved by my own slender hands and carry it to the boat.


  Odysseus unfolds one of the fabric lengths and stretches his arms wide. “Mmmm, this ought to make a good enough sail.” He takes a knife and slices its length down the center.


  “What are you doing?”


  “Even though this fabric was woven by an immortal nymph I must test its strength.” He dips it in a bucket of seawater, wrings it out, and then sits on the wide ledge at the bow. “Come here.”


  “Tying me up again? Has the great Odysseus already run out of ways to torture me?”


  “Be a good nymph.” Odysseus pats his thigh, his grin impish and his eyes dancing with mischief.


  I obey. My body is his to command, to use, to tease.


  Odysseus positions me over his lap. “You’ve been a naughty goddess for seven years.” He tugs my silvery gown to my waist and smacks my ass with the wet cloth. “My lady needs disciplining.”


  “Ow!” I flinch as tingles of pleasure ripple through me. “I’ve changed my ways! I’ve done all you asked— showed you where the strongest trees grow, gave you an axe, and—”


  Odysseus spanks me again. “Trifles!” He gently massages my ass. “I demand you do better than that.” His hand smooths over my curves and into my wetness.


  “How?” Four days of foreplay, of being denied, of staring at his flexing muscles glistening in the sun has left me as horny as a sex-starved satyr.


  Odysseus snaps the cold wet cloth across my ass then follows it with warm caresses.


  “What do you want from me?”


  Odysseus doesn’t answer. Instead he parts my thighs and blows his cool breath across my sex until I squirm and moan.


  “Tell me, I beg of you.”


  “I’m sure you can think of something.” He snaps the wet cloth again.


  “I’ll conjure a warm breeze from the island,” I whimper with lust.


  “Not enough.” Odysseus slides his fingers over my slickness.


  “I’ll—”


  He delivers two quick slaps.


  “I’ll make the night skies so clear the Great Bear and the Pleiades will be your guide.”


  Odysseus slips two fingers into my sex and his thumb loops around my swollen clit. “What else?”


  “A following sea to speed you homeward.” My legs shake, my clit throbs, and the sweet walls of my sex pulse to be fucked.


  “That’s more like it.” Odysseus stands and I tumble to the deck.


  I get on all fours, present my bare stinging ass like a gift.


  Odysseus gets on his knees and wraps his hand around my waist. His cock glides over me. I wiggle my ass and push myself into him. I need him inside of me. Need to feel his hard thrusts.


  “Please. I beg of you.”


  Odysseus slides his cock back and forth while one hand skims up my stomach and pinches my nipple. “Who am I?”


  “What?” I shift to and fro, attempt to angle my body so his cock slips in.


  “Who am I?” Odysseus’s voice is calm, commanding, controlled.


  It’s my fault. For all these years I have taught him to control his own pleasure to service mine. Now he uses this control to make me his slave.


  “You’re Odysseus.” I jiggle my ass.


  “Try again.” Odysseus shifts away but his fingers continue pinching my nipple.


  “You’re my lover.”


  “Not good enough.” The tip of his cock presses against my entrance for a second before pulling away.


  “My king! You’re my king!” I cry out.


  “Yes.” Odysseus enters slowly, my cunt hugging tight each glorious inch.


  “Yes! My king, yes!” There’s a reason I kept the man on my island for seven years. His length and girth are godlike. I buck, need it faster and harder.


  “Patience, my nymph.” Odysseus pulls out just as slowly, his cock rubbing against my aching clit.


  “I’ve waited for days.”


  “And I’ve waited for years to fuck you like this.” Odysseus thrusts back into me, pushing in agonizingly slowly, no matter how much I beg or grind into him.


  He keeps me on the verge, the very precipice of release, until I writhe and quiver with a feverish frenzy.


  “Fuck me!” I shout.


  Odysseus increases his tempo the tiniest bit, raising his speed every few seconds, slowly at first, and then faster and faster and harder and harder. At last he fucks me as I like, gives me the thing I’ve wanted for years, but never could admit: to give in to him completely. Finally it comes—my body erupts with waves of rapture. I scream in ecstasy, grind myself deeper into him. Odysseus does not stop. His thrusts almost knock me off my knees. I peak again, spasms of joy surging through my ass and down my legs. I rest my cheek on the deck floor, my ass in the air like an offering.


  Odysseus slaps my ass and I climax again.


  “No more!” I whimper, my legs so weak from pleasure they wobble.


  But Odysseus slaps and thrusts again and again, pain and pleasure releasing wave after wave of bliss. And then he thunders his orgasm.


  My body collapses and Odysseus falls on top of me.


  “Well?” He brushes my hair from my face and drops a kiss on my cheek.


  My ass is stinging, my pussy bruised, and my nipples sore from his pinching.


  “Best fuck ever,” I say and close my weary eyes.


  I wake up on the beach. The boat is in the water, Odysseus at the helm.


  “Farewell, my goddess.” He blows me a kiss.


  I blow a different kind of kiss in return, one that creates a land breeze that pushes his vessel past the surf and into the sea.


  “Farewell, my king, my love, my master.” I stand on the rock shore watching Odysseus’s boat get smaller and smaller until it is a speck on the horizon.
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  More of Odysseus’s adventures and his long journey home can be found in the classic epic poems The Iliad and The Odyssey by Homer. Want to read the Grated version of Odysseus and Calypso? Check out Book V of The Odyssey. And no, I’m not telling you if Odysseus ever makes it home to Ithaca and his long-suffering but faithful wife Penelope.


  BY SWORD TIP
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  Melanippe entered the counsel chambers, her long thick braids swinging in rhythm with her purposeful stride.


  “What news, sister?” Queen Hippolyta, sitting with her mother, Otrera, looked up from the new doublesided axe they were admiring.


  “The ship is indeed King Theseus’s.” Melanippe, dressed in wide embroidered pants and wool boots for horseback riding, removed her conical leather kīdaris from her head and handed it to an attendant. “I saw no soldiers on deck.”


  Queen Hippolyta set down the axe and leaned against her lion-skinned chair. “So it’s a diplomatic mission.” She rolled her eyes. “How boring.”


  Amazons were descendants of Ares, the god of war, their feisty natures eager for battle and conquest. Deemed the Killers of Men by those they defeated, the Amazons kowtowed to no man, not even the great hero Theseus.


  “Theseus is clever,” said Otrera, a stunning woman with waist-length silver hair as shiny as a blade. “I suspect this visit has another purpose.”


  Hippolyta raised her eyebrows. “What have you heard, Mother?”


  Although Otrera had yielded her rule to her exceptional daughter years ago, her informants still stretched far and wide.


  “He’s looking for a wife.” Otrera never minced words.


  Hippolyta burst out laughing. “He looks in the wrong place.”


  Amazons did not marry. Ever. Neither did they take lovers, their fierce bloodline perpetuated by more efficient means.


  “Do you want him greeted by warriors or a welcoming party?” asked Melanippe.


  The shadow of indecision crossed Hippolyta’s face. “Is Theseus worth meeting?”


  Otrera shrugged. “Only if the stories about him are true. Otherwise, he’s just another man with no control over his sword.”


  “Like the man who sired me?” Hippolyta’s blue eyes glinted with amusement.


  Otrera wrinkled her nose. “Such a distasteful act— fortunately it was very brief. A blink of an eye.”


  Hippolyta rose from the table and crossed the white marble chambers to the open door of the balcony over-looking the azure waters of the Black Sea, where Theseus’s ship floated in the distance. “Tell me about Theseus.” Evidence and intuition always guided her decisions.


  “He killed the Minotaur and found his way out of the Labyrinth,” Melanippe said. “Although Ariadne did help by telling him to unravel a ball of twine to find his way back out of the maze.”


  “What weapon did Theseus use to slay the beast?”


  “He beat the Minotaur to death with his bare hands,” said Otrera.


  Hippolyta turned around. “Impressive. What else?”


  “He convinced Hercules not to kill himself,” said Melanippe.


  Hippolyta wrinkled her nose. “Hercules is an arrogant brute who can’t control his temper. Theseus’s choice of friends leaves much to be desired.” Hippolyta never let the world’s opinion guide her own. She glanced at the sea again. Theseus’s boat drifted in the midst of the sparkling water, as though the sun itself wished to illuminate his presence. “Tell me about Theseus’s character. What sort of man is he?”


  “He is loyal,” said Otrera. “He stood by Hercules during his darkest hours and protected Oedipus’s daughters after they fled Thebes. In fact, he took care of their unfortunate father until he died.”


  All three Amazons exchanged sympathetic looks. The tragedy—Oedipus gouging his eyes out after discovering he had married his own mother—was a powerful reminder to all rulers of the power of destiny.


  “Loyal and compassionate. Rare traits for a man, let alone a king,” said Melanippe.


  “Both admirable traits,” Hippolyta agreed. “Anything else?”


  “He ended a hundred-year-old dictatorship, despite the elite’s initial objection, to form a commonwealth,” said Otrera. “Athens enjoys unprecedented prosperity now.”


  “A man of vision with charms enough to persuade poor and rich alike.” Hippolyta tapped her finger on her lips in thought.


  “I know I would like to meet him,” said Melanippe.


  “Tell me about his weaknesses.” Hippolyta’s mind was not yet made up. “They might be so great that they overshadow his strengths.”


  “He seeks danger and thrills,” said Otrera.


  “That’s more of a strength than a weakness.” Hippolyta clasped her hands behind her back and strolled the length of the balcony and back.


  Her sister and mother kept silent. They never interrupted Hippolyta while she weighed the pros and cons of a situation. After two trips across the balcony she stopped.


  “The man intrigues me, even if he does think he’ll find an Amazon willing to be his wife,” said Hippolyta. “Send a hundred foot-soldiers in full battle gear to meet him.”


  “It will be done.” Melanippe departed the chambers.


  Hippolyta strode back into the chamber and pulled her axe from the weapons wall.


  “What are you doing?” asked Otrera.


  “I’m not going to sit here and wait for him.” She took down her pelta, the light crescent-shaped shield. “I want to see Theseus’s reaction when he is greeted by a hundred Amazon warriors dressed for death and dismemberment.”


  “Why do you need to be dressed for battle?”


  “Because I’m joining my soldiers by hiding in plain sight.”


  Hippolyta stood among her warriors, each one dressed in pants, wide belt, tunic, and kidaris. Some women carried a spear, others carried a bow and wore a quiver of arrows on their backs. Standing in the midst without her queenly regalia, Hippolyta observed Theseus’s approach with a critical eye. She looked for signs of weakness, such as clumsiness and unease, but saw only the ramrod stance of confidence.


  Wearing a laurel wreath and dressed in a straighthemmed linen tunic, wide belt with kibisis, and sandals, Theseus stood tall and steady despite the small skiff’s rocking in the waves as it approached shore. Though Hippolyta and her Amazons favored horses to ships, she was impressed by Theseus’s sea legs.


  Theseus leapt from the boat, landed solidly in foamy surf to his knees, then signaled the rowers to return to his ship. Hippolyta bit her lips, Theseus’s athletic arrival prompting the smallest smile to escape.


  Theseus splashed through the water and onto the beach. He was a tall man, burnished by the sun, with broad, well-developed shoulders, a narrow waist, and exceptionally muscular thighs and calves. His wavy brown hair was tied at the neck, several unruly strands blowing across his face.


  “Yassas, hello!” Theseus smiled at the armed assemblage with the easy manner of one meeting a friend for a stroll in the garden.


  Confidence was attractive, arrogance was not, and yet Hippolyta detected no excessive hubris in his demeanor. It was not until the wind subsided for a moment that Hippolyta got a good look at Theseus’s face. She bit back another smile, delighted by his broad forehead, straight nose, square jaw, and full lips. Yet it was his eyes, blue as the Aegean and sparkling with adventure, that Hippolyta found most entrancing.


  “Welcome, King Theseus.” Orithyia, Hippolyta’s general, stepped forward. “Your weapons.” She motioned to two warriors.


  “Of course.” Theseus relinquished both his sword and the dagger from his kibisis. “The sword was my father’s. I charge you with its safekeeping.”


  General Orithyia thrust out her chin. “The other as well.”


  “Ah, how careless of me.” Theseus grinned, flashing his marble-white teeth, and removed the small knife strapped to his thigh beneath his tunic.


  His genial demeanor amazed Hippolyta. Theseus appeared at ease, and even his voice, a deep, rich baritone, sounded smooth and sure.


  “I am honored by this welcome. It speaks of your people’s great strength.”


  People, not women. Hippolyta suppressed yet another smile. He was quite the unbiased diplomat, or else a shrewd liar.


  “Follow me.” General Orithyia walked away and the Amazon warriors fell in and flanked him on all sides.


  Hippolyta, at his immediate right, could scarcely keep her eyes off of Theseus as they marched to the palace. He was a strapping man, taller than she, and with a presence so commanding she knew the stories about him must be true. Here was a man who might be worthy of her respect. Even more so because not once did he leer at the warriors’ shapely buttocks swaying back and forth in front of him.


  Hippolyta inhaled his scent, a blend of sea and air and male, that for some strange reason she found quite enticing. She snuck peeks at Theseus’s hands. They were large and muscular, with thick fingers and clean, square-shaped nails. Hands that were more suitable for pummeling a Minotaur to death than writing treaties or caressing a lover. She imagined what such powerful hands might feel like on her body, then looked away, horrified by her lewd thoughts. Theseus was just a man! And men were...well, Amazons had no use for men.


  When they entered the great chamber, the squadron moved into formation, rows of Amazons at attention in front of Hippolyta’s lion-skin throne.


  Theseus stood before the vacant throne while Hippolyta, standing with her squad, waited for him to grow impatient. He did not. In fact, Theseus never shifted his weight or clenched his fists.


  The Amazons stood silent as statues, a show of military training that Hippolyta knew Theseus would appreciate. After a few noiseless minutes, Hippolyta issued a silent “at ease” and strode past Theseus to sit on her throne.


  Theseus bent down on one knee and dropped his chin.


  “Arise,” said Hippolyta.


  Theseus stood, his handsome face and confident stance indicating nothing less than utmost respect.


  Hippolyta felt a strange heat creep into her cheeks. “To what do we owe the pleasure of your visit?”


  “I had to meet the illustrious Queen Hippolyta.” Theseus’s bright blue eyes pierced her regal demeanor.


  “You’ve met me. Now you may leave.” Hippolyta shifted about. The man unsettled her, his gaze too penetrating for comfort.


  Theseus rubbed his bearded chin. “I had hoped you would be interested in discussing our common interests.”


  “What are those?” Hippolyta rested her hands on either side of the throne, her long fingers dangling over the arm in seeming disinterest.


  “We are both bold leaders seeking to enrich the lives of our people, we are both skilled warriors who thirst for adventure and conquest, and we both have mutual acquaintances. Surely, a multitude of topics might warrant any number of discussions.” Theseus touched his chest. “I, for one, would enjoy hearing your side of the whole Hercules girdle-stealing incident.”


  Hippolyta tilted her head. “Why?”


  “Hercules is proud. And pride and truth are poor companions.”


  “Ah, so you are a seeker of truth.”


  “Truth, as you well know, comes in many guises.”


  “A philosopher king,” Hippolyta teased, her dimpled smile taking Theseus by surprise. “I also seek truth.” She leaned forward. “Join me for dinner and explain those adventures of yours that are beyond belief.”


  “I would be honored.”


  Their eyes locked, not as two rulers vying for dominance but as two people confessing their attraction.


  Melanippe went to Theseus’s side. “I’ll show you to your chambers.”


  As Theseus was ushered from the great chamber, he looked over his shoulder to steal another glance at the Amazon queen. She was fierce and sexy. A heartbreaking combination.


  Once the warriors departed, Hippolyta joined her mother on the balcony.


  “Mate with him,” said Otrera.


  “Mother!” Hippolyta sat on the low stone wall.


  “Don’t tell me you didn’t think about it. The man oozes sex, and he’s far superior to any of the Gargareans we visit in the spring.”


  “He is well built.” Hippolyta threw her legs over the wall and stared at the sea. Just thinking about the size of his muscular thighs caused a rare stirring.


  “It’s time you had a daughter,” said Otrera after giving her daughter time to consider her suggestion.


  Melanippe joined them on the balcony. “I locked Theseus in the room.” She gave the key to Hippolyta. “Is dinner to be a formal affair?”


  Formality meant braided hair and wearing heavy dresses from head to toe.


  “No, informal attire.” Hippolyta straddled the wall. “Let’s see how the noble Theseus handles a roomful of breasts and legs.”


  All eyes were on Hippolyta as she walked to the table to join her dinner guests. Dressed in a gown made of layers of sheer fabric, she took Theseus’s breath away. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves, her head adorned with a slender circlet of tiny flowers. The robe-like dress offered peeks of her creamy cleavage with the slightest movement.


  Theseus felt his cock swell and adjusted his tunic, much of his self-control lost when he caught sight of Hippolyta’s pink areola.


  “To new friends.” Hippolyta raised her wine goblet.


  “To new friends,” replied the Amazons.


  Hippolyta turned to Theseus and held his gaze until his pupils dilated and his irises shone. Hippolyta warmed under his gaze. Eros’s arrow had struck them. They both knew it. Desire coursed through their veins and heated their skin despite the cool night breeze blowing through the vaulted chamber windows.


  “I hope you’re hungry.” Hippolyta plucked an olive from the plate and nibbled at it, her eyes admiring the curved bulk of his biceps.


  “Ravenous.” Theseus dropped his gaze to her bosom, which heaved beneath the gossamer layers.


  She imagined his mouth on her breasts and her nipples hardened in response. No man had ever done that to her. The twice-yearly mating ritual with the Gargareans was always quick and perfunctory, devoid of seduction or caresses. Devoid of bodily pleasure but replete with the burden of procreation. Hippolyta did not think of siring a daughter when she looked at Theseus. She thought only of his body atop her, his cock inside, his tongue licking her breasts.
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