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Elise

Chapter
1






The girl wanted me to fix Bit Khazz’s eponym
on her left forearm. In metallic gold ink. As if that could make it
classy.

She was legal. Eighteen. 

But it was stupid.

Everyone would know it was fake and it
wouldn’t fade.

I told her so. 

“I have the money to pay for it,”
was her response.

“It’s not about the money. Find
someone else to do it.”

Her face passed through a variety of emotions.
Confusion. Anger. Dread. Depression. Hope, maybe. A bunch of other
expressions I couldn’t read.

“Fuck you!” she suddenly screamed
at me. I half expected that to be her reaction. “Everyone says
you’re the best fixer but you’re complete shit!”

I didn’t even need to tap the panic button in
my workspace. Dilly, our bouncer, appeared a second later and told
her to leave. Dilly is six foot eight, close to three hundred
pounds of pure muscle, and the scar on the side of his head makes
him look like a mental patient. 

He’s a teddy bear.

The scar was from his time bouncing at a bar
when a beer bottle was broken over his head. Letting his hair grow
wasn’t an option because it looked like shit.

The girl ineffectively punched him a few times
in the chest. She would have done more damage to a brick
wall. 

She left without a further
argument.

She left making me feel like shit.

“You okay, boss?” Dilly asked
me. 

“Yeah, just...trying to tell
eighteen year old girls they are making a terrible decision is like
spitting on a hurricane to make the wind stop.”

“Uh-huh.” Dilly nodded sagely and
left.

I finished up my time in the studio and went
home at midnight.

I never claimed to be the best fixer in the
world, country, state, city, or anywhere, but somehow I had gotten
the reputation. The money was good and I didn’t know what else to
do with my life. I had that one specific talent and that was
it.

No one really knows how eponyms started. One
day, they just appeared on people’s skin. Everyone remembers the
date. I guess it’s good it wasn’t retroactive.

Have sex with someone and the name of your
lover suddenly appears on your skin as if tattooed
there. 

Sounds great, right?

Except you don’t get to choose where it
appears and there’s no way to remove it.

Cut that piece of skin off and the name
appears elsewhere. Sand it off, same thing. Only real solution is
to cover it up with a tattoo, but not tattoo over it, work the name
into a design that hides it. 

Of course, on the other side of the coin are
the star fuckers who bed celebrities just to get the latest rapper
or actress’s name permanently inscribed on their
flesh. 

And then there are the people who will pay for
fake eponyms of famous people.

It’s big business.

The weird thing about eponyms is that they
seem to be unique like fingerprints. They always appear in the
person’s native tongue whether it be English or Japanese or
Sanskrit or Emoji.

Some people speculated it was a bizarre
sexually transmitted disease to humiliate fornicators and
adulterers. I liked those who thought it was a virus created by a
religious cult, that would have been great, but it caused so many
scandals in so many religions, I immediately discounted it.
Catholic priests couldn’t keep it in their pants any more than
Protestant pastors. And of course none of them could hold a candle
to hypocritical politicians, but more on them later.

Of course, the real damage was to people in
relationships who were one hundred percent positive they would
never be cheated on by their partners. And then they would find the
evidence literally written on their bodies. 

Oftentimes their faces.

Funny how they worked out, almost like lying
had real consequences.

A curse from God seemed more
likely.

Personally, I think it was just humanity’s
karma catching up with us. That a cosmic entity with a bizarre
sense of humor was playing with us.

Elisa was waiting for me in our bed in our
apartment. Well, not exactly waiting for me. She was asleep in the
bed. I undressed as quietly as I could and went into the bathroom
before joining her. 

I briefly looked at myself in the mirror
because I foolishly turned on the bathroom light.

What kind of fixer—what kind of
tattoo artist—has no tattoos at all?

Just the eponym of his girlfriend.

Elisa’s name ran down my left arm, starting at
the shoulder and ending mid-biceps, in inch high
letters.

It was my only eponym.

I hated looking at myself in the
mirror.

Slipping between the sheets, I tried to go to
sleep, but Elisa curled up next to me.

“Are you late?” she mumbled, still
half asleep.

“No. You’re just
tired.”

“Uh-huh.”

She was usually tired. Working as an ER
medtech will do that.

All she wore to bed was one of my
old t-shirts that was ten sizes too big for
her

I lay in the dark and thought about her body.
She might not object if I woke her up for sex, but I wasn’t in the
mood. If she had been, she would have woken me up.

I knew where all her eponyms
were. 

Jimmy C - right thigh

Adrian - left hip

Jordan - inside left elbow

Markus H - lower back, right side

Richard - right shoulder blade

Chris - stomach, to the right of her belly
button

River - side of left foot

Kelly T - right elbow

I knew the names. I had never asked her about
them. It didn’t take a genius to figure out at least two, possibly
as many as four, were neutral enough to be feminine names. I didn’t
ask about that either.

She had mentioned to me that only her name was
on my skin. I agreed with her. It was the truth. Only her name was
on me.

I suppose I should mention that my name was on
her as well. It was etched beautifully on her skin, left breast,
right above her heart.








Chapter 2


I woke up with Elise’s hand wrapped around my
cock. There was barely any light coming in through the
blinds.

“It’s too early,” I
complained.

She didn’t listen to my complaints. I was
already hard, but that was probably just morningwood. Her hand was
busy on my cock as I tried to struggle back to sleep. My body
wasn’t having any of that.

I briefly wondered under what circumstances
would cause an eponym to appear on a man’s cock. Or on a woman’s
labia. There were plenty of pictures floating around of those exact
things. Some were fakes. I could tell. It was my job.

“I woke up horny,” said Elise as
she slipped on top of me. In a matter of a few seconds she sank
down on my cock and started riding me. As always, her pussy felt
incredible as she engulfed me.

“I can tell,” I said.

“Late night last night?” she asked
as she pulled off my old The Wronged t-shirt and let me see her
tits. I stared for just as long at my name on her breast as I
stared at her nipples.

“No.”

“You didn’t wake me up. That’s why
I woke up horny.”

I grimmaced. I didn’t want to answer, but I
did. “Some stupid girl wanted Bit Khazz’s eponym on her
neck.”

Elise started to giggle, which wasn’t exactly
sexy so she stopped riding my cock, which was annoying.

“Did she really think she was
going to fool anyone?”

“I don’t know and I don’t
care.”

“Did you do it?”

“No. Of course not. I kicked her
out.”

“We could use the
money.”

“I’ve got plenty of
clients.”

“But you charge a ridiculous
amount for fixer work.”

“I have some integrity,” I
grunted. “Now are you going to fuck me or are we going to discuss
my client list?”

Leaning forward Elise offered her left breast
to my mouth.

I couldn’t resist. There was no reason to
resist.

I sucked on her nipple and felt it harden in
my mouth, under my tongue.

She groaned. I inhaled deeply and started
pushing my cock up into her body.

I had no idea how much time we had before she
had to leave for her next shift at the hospital. I let her be my
guide.

It wasn’t the crazy sort of sex new lovers
have or old lovers have when they’ve planned an elaborate evening
together. It was just sex. As we moved about on the bed, changing
positions and enjoying each other’s bodies, I traced my fingers
over her eponyms without making it obvious what I was
doing.

I was jealous and I wasn't.

Maybe Elise wouldn’t mind if I had sex with
someone else.

What would my reaction be? We had only been
together for a little over a year. It wasn’t like we were married
or welded at the hip.

We just had our names on each other’s
bodies.

I made her cum three times before I was ready
to finish. She was pleased with my performance and after resting a
minute, headed to the shower.

I went to the small living room and turned on
the screen, scanning the morning news.

It was the lamest of scandals because it
happened all the time. I liked this morning’s twist,
however.

Local broadcast news is either the worst form
of information or the most entertaining. There’s no middle
ground. 

Today’s news flash was the mayor’s
husband had
been spotted with a new eponym on his
neck. That would have been bad enough, but the eponym was the
mayor’s brother. Official word from the mayor’s office was “No
comment.” I didn’t blame her. If I was married I wouldn’t want my
spouse to be fucking my sibling. The fact that I thought the mayor
was a fucking idiot didn’t factor in at all to my pleasure at this
minor but stupid scandal.

And yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the
breathless coverage.

Elise came out of the shower and made her way
into the living room without me hearing her. “Probably not a smart
move on anyone’s part,” was her comment.

I snickered. “What would you do if
I came home with someone else’s eponym on me?”

Now Elise snickered at me. “Right. Like you’d
have sex with someone else.”

“Hey!” I protested.

She shrugged at me. “It’s true.”

“It’s not!” I complained, but I
knew it was true. 

Probably.

First, Elise was seven years older than me.
That was just coincidence. I don’t have a thing for older
women. 

I do, however, have crippling social anxiety.
That was why art was such a great outlet for me in school. I could
work alone. Long story short, best paying job I ever had was
tattooing on people. Specifically tattooing on eponyms and fixes on
people with too much money. I would have been happier to just do
the designs in private.

Lifting her chin, Elise said, “Okay, then when
you come home with some other woman’s name on your body, I’ll
change my attitude.”

“So you’re giving me permission to
fuck other women?”

“Men too,” she added quickly. “I’m
not going to force you to discriminate.”

“Thanks.”

“You must be the only virgin to
ever graduate art school. Hell, not even a blowjob from some eager
freshman wanting to suck up to a senior.” She smirked at her
joke.

I kept my face neutral. “You’re going to
regret this.”

“Just so long as you don’t get
upset when I add a new name to this fresh skin,” she said, dropping
her towel and posing her body for me.

I drank in her beauty. We met at the studio
where I worked. She had come in for a fix to Jimmy C’s name but
couldn’t afford the price I quoted her.

Long story short she offered me a blowjob for
a reduced rate. I pointed out that she would just be swapping one
terrible eponym for another. In the end, she still wound up with my
name on her skin, but she kept Jimmy C’s name on her thigh, even
after I offered to fix it for free.

“No,” she said. “I want to keep it
now. To remember how I met you.”

That was Elise. 

I still don’t know why she stays with
me. 

Since she had a variable schedule and mine was
mostly work in the afternoon and evenings, we often had time alone
in our place during the morning when things were quiet. Not today.
She had to go in early to cover someone else’s shift. I was bored
at home alone and, foolishly, decided that going in to work to do
some prep work, or clean up, or even maybe create some new designs
was a good idea. 

Boy was I wrong.

Dilly was already there at noon. It was too
soon to open, but he had things ready anyway. None of the other
artists were there. Just me and Dilly. I nodded to him and went to
my cubicle. Dilly took care of all the secretarial and managerial
duties; he was good at it.

I hadn’t been there five minutes when Dilly
appeared at my table. “Got a client for you.”

I looked up from the design I had just
started. I hated it but I couldn’t stop myself from trying to fix
it.

“A walk in?”

Dilly shrugged. “I can send her away. Make her
set an appointment.”

I sighed. I was too much of a pushover. We all
knew it. “I’ll do a consult, but I might have you kick her
out.”

He nodded and left.

I could always use the extra cash.

When she appeared at my cubicle, she took my
breath away. She was beautiful. My face burned bright red. My heart
pounded in my chest. I got a boner that was thankfully hidden under
the small desk where I was seated.

I must have looked like shit to
her.

Maybe, being so beautiful, she was used to
that sort of reaction.

Everything about her was perfect. Honey brown
hair falling to shoulder length. Brilliant blue eyes, light tan
skin that was most assuredly natural, breasts that weren’t on
display, even via cleavage, but somehow seemed to be the perfect
size and shape. A body type that was trim without being muscular
and curvy without being fat. In short, the perfect
woman.

Of course, that’s how I felt about every new
and vaguely attractive woman that I met.

It was exactly how I felt when I first saw
Elise.

I’m not exactly suave with women. Or anyone.
It explains a lot why I only have Elise’s name on
me. 

“I was told you can do a fix for
me?”

Even her voice was beautiful.

Of course, she could have had a voice like
rusty nails being thrown at broken glass and I still would have
been in love.

I hated myself.

Still, I managed to force out the word,
“Maybe.”

She looked expectantly at me.

I looked back. 

This was the sort of expert level flirting
that had kept me a virgin until after art school.

“Can you do it today?” she
prompted me.

“Uh...maybe?” I
repeated. 

Smiling, she sat down. This brought her
tits—and everything else—closer to me. That didn’t help my
concentration.

“So can we do it or
not?”

I goggled at her. In my mind she was asking me
to fuck her. Of course, I’d say no because I was too nervous to
actually go through with having sex with a stranger.

Then, somehow, reality managed to smack my
brain and I realized that she wasn’t talking about sex. She was
talking about fixing her eponym.

“Uh...I need to do a consult
first. There’s a charge for that.”

We only started charging for consults because
too many people came in asking for fixes that they never had no way
of paying for and wasting our time. The consult fee usually chased
them away.

The beauty in front of me just shrugged.
“That’s fine of course.”

“Let me see the eponym you need
fixed.”

Without another word she stood up, turned
around, and flipped up her dress to her waist. I was presented with
a pair of bright red panties on her shapely bottom.

I stared.

I couldn’t help myself.

She wanted me to look.

She had a great ass.

A fantastic ass.

It might have been the most perfect female ass
in the universe.

If I had a stroke right then, I would have
died the happiest man on Earth.

And then she pulled down her panties. Only
halfway, but still…

I had been wrong. I was happier. Her ass was
more perfect. My cock was a throbbing rod of hot steel that
threatened to burst out of my pants and set the entire building on
fire.

I wanted to reach out and touch her skin
because it looked like silk and just begged to be
caressed. 

Instead I sat on my hands, frozen in
place.

If she had asked me to lick her ass, I would
have. 

No. I wouldn’t have. I would have remained
frozen in place.

“I suppose it’s sort of lucky that
it’s on my bottom and not on my face, but my husband doesn’t
appreciate having to look at it every time he has sex with
me.”

I couldn’t believe what I said
next. 

“Maybe have sex with him in the
dark?”

Not only was that stupid, but I was talking
myself out of an easy fixing job.

She laughed and her
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