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Chapter 15


Both Claudia and Karin gasped at the blatant
assault.

I’m going to say it: it was also kind of
hot.

Lynelle just stood, frozen, there holding her
cheek, unable to think or react.

Though Mara had gotten her arms into the
sleeves of her dress, it was still completely unzipped, exposing
her body. Mara looked almost as surprised at her slap as
Lynelle.

“Cat fight?” asked Karin, looking
on from across the room.

“I hope not,” Claudia replied.
“That’s always so…messy.”

“What the fuck was that for?!”
Lynelle screamed at Mara.

For her part, Mara did look chastised by
Lynelle’s reaction and her own realization of what she had
done.

“N-n-no one calls me a cunt,” Mara
managed to stutter out, the weight of her action now pressing down
on her.

“What would you call what you’ve
been doing then?” Lynelle asked, briefly pulling her hand away from
her face to look for blood, and then pressing it back in
place.

“I had sex with Spencer. I didn’t
know he had a girlfriend.” Mara looked around the room.
“Girlfriends? I’m confused.”

“I’m his ex,” Lynelle
said.

“I’m just
his…roommate.”

“Friend with benefits,” I reminded
her.

“I just fucked him for the fun of
it,” Karin chimed in. “I only do it for the money.”

The four women looked around at each other. I
took the opportunity to adjust my robe and better cover my
cock.

It was Claudia who spoke next. “We all know I
have sex professionally, and I keep fucking him because he is so
incredible in bed.”

Lynelle sighed. “Yeah. He is, isn’t he? He has
such an animal magnetism…I can’t stop thinking about
him.”

“I only met him yesterday and I
had to fuck him today,” Mara confessed.

They all looked at me with accusatory
stares.

“What?” I asked, suddenly nervous
that they would attack and either suck my brains outor fuck my
brains out.

“What are you doing to us?” asked
Claudia. “I’ve never wanted to fuck anyone, client or lover, as
much as I have with you.”

“I’m not doing anything to any one
of you that you didn’t want to do. You’re the ones throwing
yourselves at me.”

“That’s true,” confirmed Mara.
“I’ve never wanted to be a slut before meeting him.”

“What are you doing to us?”
demanded Lynelle. “We were done and then…and then…I needed to see
and fuck you again.”

“I’m not doing
anything.”

They started to advance on me like a quartet
of assassins. Maybe they would just kick me in the balls and
leave.

Maybe they’d fuck me.

It was Karin, the one I had the least recent
contact with who spoke up. “Maybe he’s hypnotized us. Or he’s using
drugs on us.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said
Claudia, but she sounded doubtful. “That might work on one person
in one instance, but not like this.”

I stepped back toward the bedroom. The door
wasn’t a security door, but if they went crazy I had to retreat
somewhere. They had already cut off my escape to the front
door.

“Where are you going, Spencer?”
Lynelle demanded.

“No where.”

It was an obvious lie.

“What are you doing,
Spencer?”

“Nothing! I’m doing nothing! I’m
not controlling you or making you do anything!” I
protested.

I was pretty sure they weren’t
listening.

I didn’t know what was going to happen next.
Death? Sex? Death and sex?

I never expected the front door to just
open.

Again.

“Leave him alone, ladies,” said a
voice that was firm but not loud. Her tones were smooth and soft
and yet intimidating at the same time.

They all turned to look at Branwen.

I had no idea how she had just let herself
into my apartment without a key.

“What the hell are you doing
here?” I burst out.

“Saving your ass,” she replied,
looking around at the small crowd of angry and horny
women.

“It’s Branwen,” said Lynelle. “I
just spoke with her.”

“Yes, I…overshot my mark when I
cursed Spencer. For that I do apologize, ladies.”

“How’d you get into my place?” I
blurted out.

She gave me a withering gaze. “I told you
before. I’m a goddess. There’s little I can’t do.”

I knew she was lying.

Maybe.

“What’s going on?” asked Karin,
clearly lost in what was happening. I didn’t blame her. I was
confused as well.

“I’d like to know as well,” I said
angrily.

All four women started angrily talking at
once. It was bedlam. I started to move toward my bedroom because
that seemed to be the safest move.

Branwen, angry at all the shouting and
confusion, cut through the noise. “Silence! Stop!”

I tried to keep moving toward my bedroom, but
I couldn’t. My feet wouldn’t move.

That was when I noticed that the women weren’t
moving either. Or talking.

It was blessedly silent.

Of course, I couldn’t move, but everything is
a trade off.

“All of you: sit.” Branwen pointed
to the couch. There was just enough room for the five of us to sit
down on it and the love seat next to it.

She stood in front of us. Even while angry she
was beautiful and perfect. She swept her long blonde hair behind
her back and stood in front of us with her hands on her hips. She
was dressed casually but somehow that made her more desirable. I
focused on her bright red lips, but occasionally peered into her
blue eyes.

Branwen took a deep breath—which did great
things for the blouse she was wearing and the way the buttons
strained to keep it closed—and moved her eyes along the line of
us.

“I wanted to teach this idiot who
has always been led around by his dick—” she tossed a thumb my way
and I wanted to protest, but the power of speech hadn’t been
returned to me or the women yet “—but I didn’t think things
through. Plus there are limits to godlike power when it comes to
manipulating humans. I made it so that any woman who came near him
wanted to fuck him.”

“Why?” Lynelle managed to croak
out.

I wondered if Branwen had returned speech to
just her or if Lynelle was exhibiting some superhuman
ability.

“To make him exhausted and to
swear off sex forever. It’s a twisted sort of revenge.” She smiled.
“I like that.”

“But to make women suffer…”
Lynelle continued. I could just barely turn my head to look at
her.

“Did you really suffer?” asked
Branwen. “It seems to me every time he stuck his cock in any of
you, it was the best sex of your life.”

From my position at the end of the love seat I
could see all the women. They all blushed just a little.

Branwen took in
another
lovely breath. “Even so…I didn’t think of
the complications. The four of you—and others—had problems.
Sometimes even a goddess doesn’t think of the problems she can
cause for humans.”

“You’re a goddess?” My voice was
strained. I wondered if Branwen’s influence was waning.

“Of course she is!” snapped
Lynelle. Then she winced. Her words came out oddly. We were all in
pain. “Please…” she pleaded with Branwen. “Release us?”

The goddess considered it for a moment and
then snapped her fingers.

I could feel invisible bonds I hadn’t known
were there suddenly release. I sighed in relief. We all
did.

“I spoke with Branwen yesterday
and her problem isn’t with Spencer,” said Lynelle. “It’s men in
general.”

“Have you tried fucking women,”
joked Karin. “I go back and forth myself.” She grinned.

Lynelle made a little noise of alarm. When I
looked at her this time, her face was bright red and her hand went
to her neck. I realized something was missing. The necklace she
always wore.

Or almost always wore.

“I thought you were a nice
Christian girl?” I asked my ex.

She scowled at me. “I am.”

That had been an ongoing joke between us
during our short relationship. Lynelle was perfectly willing to do
anything in the bedroom, but while she did it she had to have her
cross necklace on. She had said several times that her family was
crazy religious, but she wasn’t. I knew she had been roped into
various church events while we dated. I never went, but I knew she
went to at least one with her pussy full of my cum.

Branwen wouldn’t let anyone be deceptive. “You
didn’t seem like a nice Christian girl when you were eating my
pussy last night.”

I grinned. “Nice.”

“Fuck you, Spencer.”

“I’m all for another good fuck. I
bet I can get you to scream my name.”

The others were snickering while we sniped at
each other.

“Enough,” barked Branwen. “I want
to release Spencer from my curse—”

“So go ahead and do it,” I said
quickly, and somewhat to my regret. I liked all the pussy headed my
way…except it was a lot to deal with.

“—but the conditions I set up must
first be met.”

“What are the conditions?” I asked
out of curiosity.

“A human must fall in love with
me.”

“You’re beautiful,” I said. “That
should be easy.”

The four women howled in laughter at
me.

Claudia explained. “She wants a man to fall in
love with her for who she is, not for her face or body.”

“But…” I started to argue and then
shook my head. “I’m arguing about rules a goddess has created.
Stupid. Have you tried Tinder? Wait. Why would you? You’re a
goddess—or whatever—just go on a bunch of dates and someone will
fall for you.”

“That’s not how it works,” Branwen
said.

“Then explain to us how it works,”
said Lynelle.

It was complicated to say the
least.

If I believed everything she said, there were
gods and goddesses that walked among humans, a sort of alien race
that fed off human psychic energy that kept them alive, for
hundreds if not thousands of years. We sort of had to believe her
because she was standing in front of us and could clearly control
us.

When her race realized that the easiest way to
survive and gather power was to pose as deities, human religions
sprang up around the globe. The gods and goddesses were as
capricious as humans. Power waxed and waned. Wars were fought.
Humans lost and gained interest.

“Yahweh, Elohim, and Adonai really
cashed in when they came up with that trinity bullshit,” Branwen
complained. “But that also caused a lot of us to lose a lot of
power. Some of us died. The rest…adapted. Love and sex are always
good ways to gather power and influence.”

Which explained how she had
survived.

Survival was fine for most. According to her,
some famous historical figures were gods or demigods. That
seemed…believable.

“Anyway, we’ve sort of settled
into a nice, new life. Just get enough worshipers to keep us alive
and we can enjoy the fruits of humanity’s labors.”

It ended like a college lecture. I gave her
some serious side-eye. “So why do you need someone to fall in love
with you?”

We all saw a flash of anger that frightened us
all before Branwen managed to get control of herself. “I chose the
path of love…and sex…and lust…all of that. The problem is not one
human has ever fallen in love with me because of who I am. I can
tell. The men just see my face and tits and ass and pussy and they
want to worship me because of my body. I’m just a thing to them,
not a person.”

“Huh. I guess the gods are far too
like humans,” I mused.

She gave me a sour look.

“Have you tried women?” suggested
Karin. “I know that—”

“Women are the same,” she snapped.
“Believe me. I’ve fucked more women than you possibly could in your
short life.”

“Okay,” agreed Karin.

“Have you tried making yourself
ugly?” I asked. “Then whoever is interested in you will be because
of your personality.”

They all scorned me for that. “Don’t be
ridiculous. This isn’t some terrible Hollywood romcom.”

“Fine then. So the only solution
was to curse me so you could feel better about
yourself?”

Branwen looked at me with contrite
disappointment. “Spending so much time with humans…we have become
too like you and often make poor decisions. I saw what you did to
Lynelle and I wanted to make things right for her.”

“And now the only solution is to
get someone to fall in love with you, but not because of your
body.”

She nodded. “That’s right.”

“That’s insane.”

“And until someone falls for me,
you’ll be fighting off the advances of every woman who comes near
you,” she proclaimed.

I was about to argue, when I realized that
Lynelle’s hand was on my thigh…and was creeping up toward my
crotch. I was still only in my robe so my cock unconsciously
stirred as she started to
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