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Aphrodite ambled down the gold-paved street of Olympus, her lush, ample hips swinging as she walked, eying everyone she passed.

“Eeny, meeny, miney, may,” she murmured. “Who shall grace my bed today?”

A group of nymphs cavorted in the park, and she drifted in their direction. Eurythia, Galateia, and two of the maenads had a picnic blanket spread out on the ground, limbs entwined and naked bodies writhing.

Aphrodite moved closer, watching with a smile as Galateia, kneeling with one of the maenads eating her out from below, slipped her fingers inside Eurythia.

The other maenad lifted her head from Eurythia’s breast and gave Aphrodite a welcoming smile, a clear invitation.

Without hesitation, Aphrodite unclasped her chiton and stepped out of it, leaving the garment at the edge of the blanket. Maenads, the followers of Dionysus, were always good for an uninhibited roll in the sack. They were almost as good as mortals.

The maenad reached out her hand to Aphrodite, drawing her down onto the blanket beside her, one arm sliding around Aphrodite’s waist and the other tangling itself in her long, raven hair. 

Aphrodite cupped her face with both hands and kissed her gently, reveling in the softness of her lips, the honeyed scent of her, and the faint taste of red wine.

Biting the nymph’s lower lip slightly, Aphrodite trailed her fingers down to her tit and pinched the nipple.

The maenad moaned against her lips, and Aphrodite moved her other hand down as well, rolling both nipples between her fingers.

With a gasp, the maenad broke off the kiss and pushed Aphrodite onto her back, rolling over on top of her. Even with the blanket underneath her, Aphrodite could feel the bumps and knots of the uneven ground against her back.

The nymph bared her teeth in a hungry snarl, and Aphrodite grinned back, then gasped with pleasure as her partner moved her head down to Aphrodite’s breast, biting her hard.

Their change in position had put Aphrodite’s head near the other maenad’s cunt, and she shifted slightly to bring herself closer, grabbing the maenad’s hips and drawing her gently over her face.

The maenad moaned as Aphrodite’s tongue began to work back and forth across her clit, but didn’t move her own head from between Eurythia’s legs. 

She must have finished off Galateia, who was now behind the first maenad, nuzzling her neck and squeezing her breasts as the maenad moved down Aphrodite’s body, licking, kissing, and biting her breasts, her stomach, her hip, and finally—

Aphrodite cried out as she reached her clit and nibbled at it delicately. Her body arched as the maenad licked over her opening and clit with exquisite slowness, counter to Aphrodite’s own tongue, which was still busily writhing across the other maenad’s nub. 

The maenad between her legs finished her first stroke and closed her teeth over Aphrodite’s clit again, putting in just enough pressure to bring the pleasure to the very edge of pain. 

She moaned against the other maenad’s folds and thrust her tongue inside.

The nymph’s body bucked and she echoed Aphrodite’s moan. 

Aphrodite moved one hand from her hip and pushed a finger into her wet pussy, moving her tongue back up to the nymph’s clit.

Her focus split between pleasuring one maenad and the waves of ecstacy mounting from the other’s tongue and teeth between her own legs.

Finally, the nymph she was playing with cried out again and released, bucking against Aphrodite’s face, just as she herself succumbed to the other’s ministration, screaming out the pleasure surging through her body.

With a collective sigh, the five of them collapsed into a heap on the blanket, a tangle of arms, legs, and breasts.
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The tryst with the nymphs had been a wonderful start to her day, and Aphrodite resumed her stroll with a jaunty skip to her step.

She scanned the faces of the passersby, hoping for a follow-up romp to round out her morning. A sex goddess’ work was never done.

“Who is next?” she murmured under her breath.

Of course, almost everyone on Olympus was beautiful — there were no wrong answers.

“Well, maybe a couple of wrong answers,” Aphrodite muttered, catching sight of her ex-husband Haephestus across the street. 

He was a definite thumbs down, as was Zeus, who was a little too sleazy even for her, and then there was his stuck-up wife. . . .

Aphrodite’s thoughts trailed off as she caught sight of Hera just ahead of her.

“What on Earth?” Her shapely eyebrows shot up.

Hera, queen of the gods, had a glow that Aphrodite had never thought to see on her. Furthermore, Hera was dressed like a mortal, in tight-fitting black trousers and a silk blouse, her breasts pushed up to display maximum cleavage, and she was heading toward the golden gate that led to the mortal world.

“Hera, you little minx,” said Aphrodite aloud, garnering a startled look from Demeter, who was passing by. The harvest goddess frowned and turned to follow Aphrodite’s gaze.  

“What’s going on with Hera?” asked Demeter. “I’ve never seen her dressed like that.”

“She’s getting laid, is what’s going on,” Aphrodite declared. “On the regular. And not by Zeus, if she’s looking that happy about it.”

“Hera? Can’t be.” Demeter shook her head. “No way, no how.”

Aphrodite raised her eyebrows. “You think I can’t spot a well-greased cunt from a mile away? That lady’s garden is being plowed, planted, and tended to for the first time in literal millenia.”

“Hm.” The two stared after their queen as she sauntered through the gates. “Well, good for her,” said Demeter, after a moment. “It’s about time she got some.”

“Yes,” Aphrodite crooned thoughtfully. Then she felt Demeter’s hand on her wrist, sliding up her arm, and all thoughts of Hera fled. She grinned at the harvest goddess, a familiar thrill running through her body. Holy fuck, did she love being a sex goddess. “Probably about time you got some too.”

“Indeed.” Demeter leaned forward, laying a soft kiss on her lips, hinting at more to come.

Aphrodite slipped her arms around Demeter’s waist and pulled her back in for a longer kiss. Demeter melted against her, tongue darting between Aphrodite’s lips, body pressed up against hers, hands roaming up and down her back.

Demeter broke off the kiss with a gasp. “Your place or mine?”

Aphrodite leaned in to brush her lips against Demeter’s one more time. “Got any dryads hanging around?” she murmured.

“Erato has been tarrying in my foyer of late,” said Demeter. She smiled and wiggled her eyebrows. “I think she’s been a bit lonely, actually.”

“Well, we can’t have that.” Aphrodite’s body tingled and her breath quickened. What a glory, to be the goddess of love, of sex, of something that brought so much joy to so many. And now it would bring ecstasy to Erato and Demeter, and if Aphrodite herself gained pleasure from it as well, wasn’t that as it should be?

Demeter’s smile grew and she bit her lower lip in anticipation. Then she spun on her heel, grabbing Aphrodite’s hand and leading her eagerly toward her home, a gorgeous architectural masterpiece composed entirely of trees, vines, and woven grasses, peppered with blossoms on every plane.

As they hurried up the front walk, Aphrodite savoring the feel of Demeter’s fingers entwined with hers, the vines parted to give them entrance. Then, as though sensing the goddess’ ardor, several tendrils extended toward them, sliding around their bodies to draw them inside.

Aphrodite closed her eyes and sighed blissfully as two vines gently inserted themselves between her shoulders and the straps of her chiton, unbuckling its clasps.

The silken fabric of the robe caressed her skin as it fell to the ground, and as she stepped into Demeter’s home, she opened her eyes to see that the vines had transformed the entryway into a bower, forming a huge bed midroom.

The dryad Erato must have been alerted by the house. She lay on the bed already, her naked body sprawled across it, her eyes turned toward the two goddesses, lust written across her face. “Aphrodite,” she said in a low, husky voice. “Please, allow me to worship you.”

Aphrodite knelt on the bed and crawled toward Erato. “With pleasure.”

Erato sat up, reaching a hand toward the goddess, grasping her hand and gently pulling her close. 

Staring into the dryad’s eyes, Aphrodite settled herself on the bed beside her and reached out reverently, trailing a finger down the side of her body, following the curve of her breast, dipping in at the waist, curving back out at her lucious hip.

She sensed Demeter directly behind her, even before she felt soft hands cupping her breasts, warm fingers delicately rolling her nipples between them.

Her lips parted and a low moan escaped, just before Erato leaned in for a long, passionate kiss. 

As Erato’s tongue stroked hers, Aphrodite arched her back and pulled Demeter’s hands from her tits, moving them down her body and settling them on her hips.

Demeter slid her hands forward and down, her nipples hard against Aphrodite’s back, her fingers teasing, stopping just short of Aphrodite’s swollen clit and wet pussy. She nibbled on Aphrodite’s neck, her fingers making small circles on her thighs. 

Erato released Aphrodite’s lips and slipped downward, her soft lips making their way down the goddess’s throat, leaving a trail of small kisses, down over her collarbone, across the top of her breast.

Aphrodite gasped as Erato licked her nipple just as Demeter’s finger finally slid inside of her. Her head tipped back as euphoria radiated through her body from chest and cunt, and her legs slid further apart to give Demeter better access.

Demeter responded enthusiastically, pushing a second finger between Aphrodite’s folds and cupping her free breast with her other hand.

Erato’s mouth continued its exploration of Aphrodite’s nipple, her lips, tongue, and teeth working in perfect concert, as Demeter’s fingers moved slowly in and out of her pussy.

Aphrodite reached a hand behind her, unerringly moving to Demeter’s hip and then finding the harvest goddess’ own warm, wet opening and running a finger along its opening. Demeter whimpered in pleasure, her hips bucking slightly, her breasts pressing closer against Aphrodite’s back.

That sound, that small cry of ecstasy did Aphrodite in and she screamed her own pleasure as she came in waves, hips thrusting against Demeter’s hand, chest thrusting against Erato’s mouth.

Finally, she sagged, boneless, and lay back against the verdant pillows with a sated smile. 

Erato and Demeter, still kneeling, returned the grin, and she beckoned them down to her.

Demeter moved forward, slinging her leg over to straddle Aphrodite’s face, and she breathed in the intoxicating aroma of the other goddess’ sex as she looked up to see Erato kneeling behind her.

As Aphrodite’s tongue flicked out over Demeter’s clit, the nymph and the other goddess kissed over her head. She threw herself into the enjoyable task of pleasuring Demeter, watching the two making out above her, slipping her tongue inside as Demeter reached out to finger Erato.

As Aphrodite’s tongue worked, Demeter moaned, and as Demeter stroked the nymph, Erato gasped out her own delight.

Aphrodite reached down between her own legs and with one swift stroke, she was coming again, just as Demeter’s delectable juices spurted into her mouth and Erato cried out, bucking against Demeter’s hand.

Aphrodite threw back her head and flung her arms upward, laughing giddily as Demeter collapsed on the bed beside her and Erato made her way to snuggle against her other side.

She lowered her arms to idly stroked down their soft curves, rolling to one side and then the other, stealing kisses from each of them, as she basked in the afterglow.
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