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The Nine Muses

Calliope was the muse of epic poetry.

Clio was the muse of history.

Erato was the muse of love poetry.

Euterpe was the muse of music.

Melpomene was the muse of tragedy.

Polyhymnia was the muse of sacred poetry.

Terpsichore was the muse of dance.

Thalia was the muse of comedy.

Urania was the muse of astronomy.

Mnemosyne Goddess of memory and mother of the Nine Muses

Zeus, lord of all gods

Hera, Zeus’s Queen
BLAST

Do we see the stars?

Open windows, no bars.

Do we feel the Earth?

A muse’s laughter and mirth.

Can a muse create?

Can humans open the gate?

There are nine to date.

A muse controls fate.

But when the music blares,

Does she really care?

Or is she looking for love,

This creature from above?

Somehow, love finds a way

To give life another way.

Music rules the soul.

Rock and roll so bold.
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A masterpiece at last.

Ethan Radcliff ©2015

Thank you for a perfect poem

Suzzana
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Written by Suzzana C Ryan


Prelude

Ancient Greece

My story begins on Mount Olympus.

“Helen of Troy? Sure, she was a beauty. However, Menelaus had to be out of his mind to go to war with Sparta on her account.” 

“My friend, Helen, was the most beautiful woman in the known world then. Men do insane things in the name of love.” Zeus drawled as he sipped his ale.

“Oh, please,” Robert said, plopping another grape in his mouth. “A thousand ships? Maybe if he was going after  Hector,” he said as the words fell off his tongue. “Now, Hector was a man I‘d like to play with.”

“My friend, you’re a decadent soul. I often wonder how you managed to stay with us here in the clouds,” said Zeus. “Hades always seemed to be calling you.”

“My Lord, I’m a do-gooder, you know that.” Robert moved his body into a more comfortable position. “I know Helen is your child. You have so many children,” Robert added, taking a date from the large bowl before him.

“Helen is one of the sweetest of my children and not the brightest. My muses are the brightest stars, though few are from my loins.”

I rolled my eyes, trying not to listen to their prattle. Zeus invited me to dine with him and his longtime friend Robert because he had urgent business to discuss with me. I lounged on the chaise next to him, enjoying the soft afternoon breezes. Getting a word in edgewise with Robert wasn’t worth the effort, so I listened and enjoyed the wine. I needed a refill. I slid my legs from the comfortable chaise, stood, and stretched. I walked to the table, which was laden with exotic treats, to refresh my goblet.

How right Zeus was. I wasn’t one of his children. I was a muse. I listened to their useless prattle and pushed aside the large wispy drapes hanging from our home's white pillars on Mt. Olympus. I let out a long, drawn-out sigh. I was bored. When could I return to Earth? Humans were such an interesting lot. I enjoyed their spontaneous nature, love of life, and desires of the flesh. Zeus had promised me I could pick my time and place when I decided to return.

Through the ages, I’ve had many names, including Euterpe. However, upon my birth, my mother chose Chelsey. It was her way of breaking away from tradition, even though Zeus at first refused to acknowledge it. I smiled as I thought of her and her ageless beauty. My mother had been sent to Earth to help spread the joy of love in the form of poetry. She went by her ancestors’ chosen name of Erato, and she was one of the many muses of love poetry. I had wanted to tag along, but Zee, my nickname for Zeus, my overlord, had other plans for me. We’d later learn that the twenty-first century had many perils. Neither Zee nor I had any idea she’d perish on Earth.

I let the gossamer fabric fall back over the pillars and headed back to my chaise as I sipped a cup of heavenly Ambrosia.  

“Ah, Chelsey, I see that look on your face. You’re bored; you need an assignment.”

“Yes, my love,” I cooed, stopping before him as he motioned me to come to him. I sat on his lap. I kissed the crook of his neck.

“You have a way about you,” he said breathlessly.

“I want to make love,” I purred, then turned to look at Robert, who continued to plop grapes in his mouth, ignoring me. “Can you take a hint?”

“I don’t mind staying. I like watching.” 

There were times I wanted to hit Robert over the head. He could be quite obnoxious.

“Leave,” Zee said as his hands crept up the side of my body and cupped one of my full breasts. “Leave now!” he bellowed, causing me to burst into giggles.

Robert stood and straightened out his flowing robes. “It seems I’m not wanted here.” He snapped a finger and disappeared in a puff of lavender smoke.

“He can be a royal pain in the ass at times. Now, where were we,” Zee said, pushing the sheer fabric I wore off my shoulders. “So soft, so pure, and so delicious.

I gave into his lips as they encompassed mine, and I spread my thighs, allowing him to roam my bare flesh. His hands were insistent as they found my wet core, and a finger slipped inside. He knew how to arouse and get me places I never knew existed. He was a connoisseur of pleasure, and I was under his spell. Our lips melded perfectly as I undid the folds of his robe. His impressive cock was hard and ready.

“Come my sweet thing, climb on me; ride me until we burst wide open.”

I took his entire length deep inside me and held onto his shoulders. His hands rested on my hips, aiding me in our quest. I rode him hard, each thrust driving me closer to my end.

When he came, he let out a growl so loud it rumbled throughout the marbled halls. With one last thrust, I let my body erupt. My pussy contracted, squeezing out every drop of his thick sweet cream. As always, fucking him was amazing. 

He held me close and petted me. “My sweet, sweet Chelsey, there is no other like you. My cock quivers at the thought of making love to you.”

I’m sure it did. He aroused me too. Yet, in the midst of our release, there was still a tightening in my chest. I wanted more. I wanted love. Would I ever experience that emotion? For a muse, it was a once-in-a-lifetime occurrence. I wanted that; I wanted love.

I fostered many and inspired thousands. Yet there was one constant, the lack of true love. Oh, I’d have many infatuations; I couldn’t say I was ever in love. Was love in the cards for me? 

An old seer once told me I’d love, with every fiber of my being, one man. Yes, a man, not a God. It would be bitter-sweet for a time, and true love would win out. So I’d wait for the love of a lifetime. I believed I’d be waiting for an eternity.


Chapter One

​Chaos

♫

I never wanted to be a muse. It was my destiny. Since the days of Gods and Goddesses, muses have existed. I made the best of my fate, creating joy and music throughout the ages. My time as a muse was ending, and Zee had made me a promise. He was allowing me a pass to travel to whatever time I chose. There, I could retire. This was my reward for helping Mozart, Doris Day, and Frank Sinatra list a few familiar names. I’d also had numerous lovers through the ages, and one, which stuck in my mind, was Mozart. Yet, I’d never fallen in love. As I neared the end of my journey in time, I wanted love and was determined to find it. I was giving up my status as a muse. Instead of giving love and creating beauty for others, I wanted to experience it for myself.

Before me, my mother was a muse, a beautiful creature who romped through history, making love and inspiring poets. Mother was a love muse, one who inspired some of the greatest poets and love matches of all time; King Arthur and Lenore, Napoleon and Josephine, and Gable and Lombard, to name a few. Oh, yes, mother was well known for her matchmaking. It was her hope I would inherit the ability to be a muse. Her dreams for me came true, and I can boast of inspiring some of the finest musicians and songwriters of all time.  

My mother died exactly ten years ago. She was in an airplane crash, and even our Lord and Master couldn’t save her. The twenty-first century brought chaos for humans and all otherworldly creatures. Yet, our duty was to help humankind keep their creative juices flowing. We were still responsible for Earth's pure, unadulterated, creative genius. Therefore, when my Lord called me to his chamber, I was reluctant to obey his orders. This meant my request to give up my powers was denied. Some human needed me once again. Was he summoning me back to Earth? 

There was a time I craved Earth and its inhabitants, and now I wanted nothing more than to live my days out as I wished. Since my mother's death, the lure of the human race, the excitement, and passion for Earth had left me. The reality of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries left me yearning for simpler times.

I walked down the large passageway lined with white marble columns. When I reached the main chamber's gold outer doors, a little man with a huge silver sword greeted me. I stopped and pulled my white gossamer train up and over an arm. “Chadwick, are you sure he has requested me? He promised me I’d be leaving here soon.”

“My lady, I must obey our Lord. He specifically asked for you.” Chadwick bowed slightly. “Miss Winters, he’s waiting.”

I grabbed onto the white cloak I was wearing, tossed it over my shoulders, and followed Chadwick. My heart beat rapidly in my chest, and my anger rose. I had to contain myself; I rarely disobeyed or confronted Zeus.

Once inside, we walked down a long, luminescent corridor to his chamber. The crystal-clear glass walls glistened in the moonlight. I could see the stars, and I smelled the spring air fighting to burst forth from the cold winter’s frost. The beauty of the night overwhelmed me, and I wanted to explode inside. The air was crisp and clear, with no smog or pollution. I didn’t miss Earth as much as I thought I would. Here in this sanctity, I’d been able to regain the magic I believed I’d lost. Once gained, Zee could pass my powers on to a new muse and let me be. 

We came to the large doors to his chamber. They opened. He sat, leaning back in his chair, gazing at the stars and contemplating as he always did. Zee always looked perplexed. It was his curse for being the overlord of our world.

“Chelsey, Chelsey, I have a real dilemma on my hands,” he said, never once looking directly at me. A sigh, long and drawn out, escaped his lips. I knew I was in deep trouble because he seldom sighed. He was about to ask me a favor, one I’d be unable to refuse. I needed to keep focused, which was going to be a challenge. He addled my brain with his blonde hair, tanned skin, and gorgeous face. His face never failed to melt me and always chipped away at my resistance. I tried to look away from him, but it was hard because he was generating his aura, trying to pull and sway me to him. I held my own I was accustomed to his game, but I was slipping. Oh, shit.

“My lord, you promised.” I can hear the soft begging in my voice. Oh, he’s getting to me.

“You know I seldom break those promises.” He raised his head to look at me. Good move on his part. I see his watery eyes and think, ‘oh, he’s using every trick he knows.’ 

“Liar,” I hissed. I’d gotten his attention; he moved in his chair and smiled. One of those, I’m so sorry, smiles. I wasn’t falling for it this time.

“You will not give me grief. You must go to Earth and help him. “His voice took on a stern air, the one where he becomes “Commander in Chief.” He expected me to stand there at attention. No, he wanted me to kneel and comply with his wishes. I’ll stand my ground.

“And who is him?” I asked, trying hard to breathe normally. I slowly took in the air, reminding myself that this was my job and purpose in this life. I was a muse, and this was the price I’d paid for immortality. 

“Jackson Taylor.”

I gasped. He had to be kidding. This rocker’s reputation was horrendous. His music made up for his lack of sincerity and disregard for his fans. “How can I possibly help him? He’s already attained stardom, and his music will live on way after he’s gone. I find your request unreasonable. He doesn’t need me.” I said, approaching Zee with my hips swaying slowly as I called upon my female wiles to throw him off course. I let my cloak slip off a shoulder, revealing the sheer white dress beneath. His eyes gleamed with interest as he scanned over my perfect body. I’d caught his attention. Maybe I could change his mind.  

He shifted in his seat and gripped the large arms of the massive throne. He tapped an errant finger. “Oh, but he does need you. You see, Chelsey, he’s dying, and he’s about to find out.”

“Humans all die sooner or later; they’re not one of us.”

“You’re cruel and insensitive. He’s a genius, and we must help him write his last great album.”

“Why me?”

“Because you’re the best at this rock and roll thing. I have no ear for it, but you do.” 

“That’s not fair. There are others you could send. Why are you pushing me to do this? He’s a bastard, and he'd be nowhere if it weren’t for his talent. I won’t go!”

“Yes, you’ll go.” His voice deepened.

“No, I won’t. You promised me; please don’t go back on your promise. I’ve been waiting for eons for the freedom to choose my own fate. You seem to forget when it’s convenient for you.”

“I never forget, as I recall, I never said when did I? You need to listen more carefully.” His voice was stern and unemotional. He was getting angry.

I had to use whatever means I could to change his mind. Sex? Tears? I’d use them both, first the tears. “How can you do this to me?” I cried.

“Aww, Chelsey, don’t cry, my love. This will be your last assignment. I promise, after this, I won’t go back on my word. I need you, and he needs you.”

“Why help him? He’s a pompous, self-centered ass. The man treats his fans horribly, he goes through women like candy, and he’s had too many agents drop him.”

“You’re wrong. He drops them. Every agent wants his pompous ass because he’s a money maker. Of all people, you should understand humans and their idealistic values of all things material. Are you biased? You understand we’re never biased; everyone deserves a muse.”

My whining was useless. I was on my way back to Earth to help a man I knew I’d never like. I had no choice. Zee had the final say in all things. This assignment was going to be hell. 

I was experiencing the tightness in the air and the chaos in the atmosphere. Whenever a muse had to help a human who was less than willing to believe, the air around her became turbulent. Already the wind was blowing softly, and the heat was rising. I wanted to lunge out and strangle Zee. But I had no choice,

I had to obey. Zee was the epitome of goodness. He led all muses through the muck and mire of time. He kept us afloat, helping our powers grow instead of wane like most supernatural creatures on Earth. We dwelled in the stratosphere; we were still the Gods. 

“I’ll do this, Zee, because I must. As a muse, it’s my duty. After this, I’m through. Even if I have to give up my immortality, I’m walking away.”

He rose from his throne and stepped down, converging on me quickly. He grabbed me to him; his anger encompassed me.

“I couldn’t bear to lose you, Chelsey. You mean too much to me. You will do as I say. I promise you, after Jackson Taylor, there will be no more humans for you. I have always wanted you by my side.”

I heard him, felt him, feared him, and all in one emotion. I had to stay calm. I didn’t want him. Few human men ever caught my fancy. However, love wasn’t in the cards for me with an immortal. It was foretold to me ages ago and as it was for my mother. My father was human, and my mother believed that she loved him. She willingly gave up her immortality, but soon her emotions waned. Her attraction had been merely an infatuation. Months after I was born, she returned to the clouds and Zee. Would I suffer the same disillusionment as my mother?

I never knew my human father, and I had inherited all of my mother’s powers, and they had grown stronger over the years. In time, my powers of persuasion were far more potent than any of the other muses’ on Olympus. Over time, I have inspired many great men and women. 

I was going to Earth. I’d do my job well, and then I had a hard decision to make. Did I want to continue my life as an immortal with Zee? He desired me as he’d desired my mother. I’d put off my future and my destiny. One more time, I would work my magic; I’d give one more human the precious gift of life gained through their musical endeavors. For the first time, I felt that my next assignment didn’t deserve my help.

I shook off his heat and gave him a very insincere smile.

“Ah, I see the annoyance there. In time, you will see how right I was. When you return to me, we’ll talk of the future.” 

“Yes, my Lord, we shall speak of the future. For now, I will do what I can to help this Jackson Taylor.”

“You must inspire him to create a masterpiece. He will go to his maker a complete and successful man.”

And a masterpiece it would be. It had to be, and I would be the muse stimulating Jackson Taylor.

I looked into Zee’s dark eyes. We had a special relationship; he asked, and I gave. And tonight would be no different. 

“Come here, Chelsey. I’d take you in my arms tonight and love you.”

I didn’t love Zee. However, the desire was there, and I couldn’t help myself. He was, after all, my very powerful overlord

I went to him, and he grabbed me, kissing me softly. He ran his tongue over my lips, beckoning me to grant him access, which I did, meeting him with an uncontrolled hunger.

He pushed against me, his cock was hard, and I opened up for him. A large bed draped in white satin sheets appeared, teasing me, luring me into its folds. Thoroughly aroused, his cock was long and thick. Soon he would enter me, making me come in seconds, a wondrous prelude to the next one I’d experience. My excitement level was over the moon; I was ready.

This time he surprised me as he buried
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