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			APHRODITE'S GAME

		

	
		
			PREFACE

			Aphrodite, the Goddess of love, beauty, and war, also controlled sex, passion, pleasure, marriage, fertility, sailing, and civic order. She is traditionally depicted with blonde hair and blue or green eyes to match the sea from which She was born. Her body is described as curvaceous, featuring a small waist contrasted by a prominent bust, wide hips, and a large behind. She was deeply revered by both the Greeks and the Romans for centuries, and they held many grand celebrations in Her honor.

			 In Greece, She is known as Aphrodite, and is celebrated on multiple occasions such as Aphrodisia, which is held on the fourth day of the Athenian month of Hekatombaion. It falls in late July into early August. Aphrodite’s sacred days are on the fourth day of every month, as well as the month of Mounichion in the month of April (which was named after Her) or in May, which is a joint festival with Adonis, and the Adonia is celebrated on the first full moon after the spring equinox.

			In Rome, She is known as Venus, and is celebrated on multiple occasions also, such as Veneralia on April first, Vinalia Urbana on April twenty-third, Vinalia Rustica on August nineteenth, and also the Venus Genetrix Festival on September twenty-six, created by Julius Caesar, which recognized Her as a divine ancestor of the Roman people. Aphrodite’s modern celebratory day is associated with Valentine’s Day, on February fourteenth. 

			Aphrodite’s story begins centuries before Her current Mediterranean worship. As far back as ancient Sumerian times, She was developed and influenced by other Goddesses from the Far East. However, during the origins dating back to the ancient worlds, She was known to have black hair and dark brown eyes.

			The Goddess not only holds personal power over love, whether it be positive or negative, and beauty, such as eternal youth. She is also a powerful deity of war, and controlling the civic order of things. The weapons She wields are a Golden Magic Girdle, a Cypress Spear, and Her Magic Mirror, which is also symbolic of the Goddess’s ability to help people understand themselves. Such as their emotions, self-reflection, and their divine qualities.

			Aphrodite has other representations such as herbs, flowers, colors, foods, animals, seashells, and divine symbols, such as the pomegranate, roses, and the number five. To worship the Goddess, you only need to call Her and surround yourself with the things that please Her and leave offerings, as did the ancient Greeks. Many sacrifices were also made to the Goddess of Love, such as white male goats or pigs, but even something as simple as Her favorite foods and flowers were acceptable as well.

			However, the Goddess was also regarded as a vengeful deity, punishing those who believed that they were more beautiful than She, or anyone who simply displeased Her in any way. No one wished for Aphrodite’s curse to befall on them, as they could be ordered to do unthinkable acts of the unspeakable, or transformed into an animal. The Goddess was hardly ever forgiving, and it took a magical quest of heroism to regain Her favor.

			Aphrodite did in fact offer blessings to those whom She deemed worthy. Of course, these were mostly given to females. The Goddess would enjoy giving such blessings, and oftentimes would personally get involved with mortals just for fun. Especially if She was bored on Mount Olympus, where Her daytime job of being a deity for most days was spent. However, when the Goddess did decide to go out on a fun excursion amongst the mortals, She would magically blend in.

			Aphrodite rather did enjoy playing games with the mortals, enticing them to fall in love with Her, while meddling in their love lives…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1: THIS CURSE, DON’T WASH OFF

			Julian Anders was not your ordinary Greek history professor. After graduating top of his class at a young age, he was a fledgling among his peers at the University of Michigan. Needless to say, he was also the most handsome and virile of all the other professors. A true ladies’ man. However, his reputation preceded him as the Casanova of Mount Olympus University, due to the collective of the different Greek classes available to take all in one area of the college.

			Each night, and against all of the school regulations, Julian would oftentimes take one or more of the college girls to his bed, as they were unable to resist his charms. The after-school sessions, which would continue into late nights of tutoring, were only just an appetizer for him. Julian was just like any other nighttime predator, who was hell-bent on pursuing the most difficult of conquests, and without a care for some unsuspecting woman’s feelings. He only cared for the instant gratification that his loins longed for.

			One Saturday night, Julian’s appetite was particularly hungry, and he could not sleep for the aching hard-on contained within his boxer briefs. He had heard from one of his sex toys (err, students) that a carnival was in town, so he decided to see how many prizes he could win in one night. As he had expected, the carnival was packed full of students he had laid before from campus, and there were a few other young, beautiful women he had yet to bed who seemed ripe for the picking. It did not take long for him to land a lady; he decided to play with his food for a while before eating her up later.

			The young woman was not the smartest tool in the shed. A typical stereotype that Julian viewed as the classic blonde bimbo, and lucky for him, she hardly spoke. The buxom blonde had dragged him all over the carnival, getting him to win an obscene amount of stuffed prizes. Now that she could hardly carry them, Julian had to carry the armful of stuffed animals. He almost felt the effort was not worth the pussy that was promised to him later. Then, in a moment of relief, a small group of children passed by them, and he sweet-talked his date into giving away all of her prizes to the poor and needy children. Which obviously, they really were not, but he was tired of lugging around the stuffed toys. Shortly after relieving themselves of their fluffy burdens, they came across a fortune teller’s tent.

			Julian was immediately dragged inside by his carnival date. He was pleasantly surprised that the woman was not just some old hag; she was draped in sparkly jewels, scarfs, and was actually quite attractive. The young blonde could not wait to be seated, and extended her hand to the mysterious woman almost immediately.

			“I see a dark future for you, miss, if you continue with the likes of this man,” the fortune teller said brazenly. 

			The blonde was no more in shock than her escort was, who was now fifty-shades of red with fury.

			“I beg your pardon, madam. Do you not think that was a little rude for a bunch of mumbo jumbo?” Julian responded, with a scowl.

			“I can assure you that I meant no harm. I only speak the truth of what I see before me,” she purred, with confidence.

			The blonde had no idea what was going on, but this was getting too deep, even for her. She stood up without uttering a single word, then shrugged her shoulders at him before she left.

			“See, what you did? You just lost me a great, little piece of ass!” Julian exclaimed.

			“That blonde was not enough woman for you. I know exactly what you need,” she said sweetly, before directing him towards the back side of her tent.

			Julian had no worries that he was going to have the fucking of his life. Unbeknownst to him-it would be in more ways than one…

			***

			After a full night’s romp, the morning sun shone through the tiny cracks in the tent fabric, awakening Julian from the heaviest sleep that he had ever had. His entire body ached; even his cock was exhausted.

			The woman with dark-brown eyes and jet-black hair looked him over as he was getting dressed.

			“Leaving so soon?” Madam Terasa questioned him.

			“Yes, actually. I have a lot to do today,” his response was dry, almost cold.

			“On a Sunday? Oh, no. Come back to Terasa’s bed, and let me make you a nice breakfast,” she cooed.

			“Thanks, but no thanks. This was it, lady. I never go back for sloppy seconds. Although you are nice-looking for an older lady, but take it for what it is. Honestly, you are just not my type. How could I ever be seen with a woman like you?” he said, sarcastically.

			Madam Terasa had never in her life been more insulted. And, to think that she allowed such a pig like him into her bed. She could not allow his snake-charming tongue to wiggle his vile words at her. Now, she would cut it off.

			Julian never gave her a second glance before he headed towards the opening of the tent. He had not gone any further than her table, with the infamous crystal ball that was sitting on top of it, before she shouted at him.

			“You, sir! Are a pig! How dare you insult me! And, after I had just given myself to you with that serpent’s tongue of yours! You have disrespected the gifts that I have bestowed upon you!” she hissed, through clenched teeth, then spat on the floor at his feet.

			“Look, lady. It was just a one-night stand. I figured you knew that before you sent my blonde out the door last night. Isn’t that what you said? That I was basically trouble? Now stop being a bitch about it, and clean the sand out of your vagina before you cause yourself any further embarrassment,” he replied.

			Madam Terasa opened the drawer on the table and pulled out a wax doll of a man, which was anatomically correct.

			“I curse you for that! You, mortal men, are all the same, using your cocks to get whatever you want, and fuck anyone with a vagina. You have no respect for women, and you never will! Until… you become one!” Madam Terasa shouted.

			Julian rolled his eyes at the crazy lady and had already turned away until she started muttering words that sounded familiar to him. Was she speaking ancient Greek? 

			When Madam Terasa had finished her incantation in Ancient Greek, she broke the penis off of the wax figure, and ate it.

			“Now, you will know what it feels like to be the opposite sex. Although you will not be in the eyes of others, but you will know our suffering,” she said in English.

			“Whatever, you crazy bitch,” he said under his breath, as he walked out of the tent and out of her life for good.

			Madam Terasa watched him go, then shape-shifted into Her real form. She looked into her favorite handheld mirror, to see Her true reflection of the beautiful blonde Goddess that She was.

			And, She loved the times when She could sneak away from Mount Olympus to play with humans. Even if they did not all fall madly in love with Her…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2: JUST ANOTHER MANIC MONDAY

			The next day, Julian was awakened by his alarm. It was just another Monday. He was still pretty sleepy as he got up to take a piss, but was startled wide awake when he pissed all over himself.

			“What the fuck!” Julian shouted.

			Julian could not fathom what he had just done. He must have had a morning woody for it to go off like a firehose, and hurried into the shower. One of his favorite morning rituals was to rub one out, before the day’s classes. When he reached down, he had an unexpected surprise. His cock! Where was his cock? He immediately got out of the shower, grabbing a towel, and wiped it across the mirror. He looked in the mirror, turning from one side to the other, and there was still no cock to be seen.

			“Fuck! This can’t be happening! Where’s my dick?” Julian questioned frantically.

			The only thing that Julian could see was a really big bush. He felt that he needed to calm down first and do a thorough examination, before he panicked any further. He raised his leg, setting his foot on the bathroom sink, and what he saw made him put his leg down fast.

			“I have a pussy! What the fuck is going on! Where is my fucking cock!” Julian screamed out loud.

			Julian wanted to look once more just to be certain, and to ensure that he was not hallucinating. He lifted a leg, and cautiously observed that he actually had a bushy vagina. This much he knew about vaginas; he had an outie. Although it was not that unpleasant to look at, he mused. Why was he even checking it out like that? He knew what to do with someone else’s pussy, but now he had one between his own legs. What does he do with it, he pondered?

			How did this even happen? Then, it dawned on him. The fortune teller. She must have cursed him. He had to return to the carnival, and make her change him back. And he did not care one bit if he had to get down on his hands and knees to beg her, because he would. If he hurried and got dressed, he could make it just in time before the carnival opened for the day...

			***

			Julian was thankful that the carnival was still in town for the rest of the summer. He practically ran to the fortune teller’s tent as soon as he saw it.

			“I see you have returned. What is it that you want this time?” Madam Terasa smirked.

			“I want my cock back! I know that you cursed me! I know Ancient Greek!” Julian said, in a higher-pitched voice.

			“I shall not… be doing that for you. Now… go,” she said, smiling.

			“Please, I am begging you. I will do anything. Please, just give me back my dick!” Julian shouted in desperation.

			“You-are a pig and a snake. You-are a male whore, with no respect for women,” she replied.

			“Please, I beg of you. Please, change me back. I will do anything that you ask of me,” he sobbed.

			“There is perhaps… one thing, that you could do. When you achieve this, you will have your manhood returned to you,” she assured him.

			“Yes, yes! Anything you say!” he exclaimed, while on his knees.

			“You must experience what it is like to be a woman, and have a vagina. By the time that you have experienced your second menstruation, you must find a woman to fall in love with you. Then, the curse will be broken,” she stated.

			“How will I find a woman to fall in love with me now? I am no longer a man-well, sorta,” he said, looking down at his crotch.

			“So, you have a vagina now. You are still pretty enough to play the part, and to lure an unsuspecting female to you. Embrace your feminine side. Perhaps, you will find love for the first time in your sad little life. Now go. Do not return to me until you have a woman that you truly love, and who returns such love,” Terasa stated, excited to watch him fumble-fuck his way into womanhood.

			“Wait, you said that I only had to fall in love with a woman, not that she had to love me back?” Julian questioned her, frantically.

			“Well, I changed my mind,” Terasa added, smiling.

			Julian hung his head, and left the fortune teller’s tent without another word. He thought that he should just go on home, because he could not go to his classes. At least, not until he figured out what to do. His best friend Dave would know, and he was a married man. Perhaps Dave could help. 

			Julian hoped that he would, anyway…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3: WHAT THE F*CK, DAVE!

			David Williams has been Julian’s best friend since they first met in college, and he was another Greek professor at the University. He oftentimes found himself being voluntold to be his wing man. Dave had been married to his wife since his college days, but she had never cared for Julian. Especially after that one night when Julian was quite intoxicated, and had tried to sleep with her. So needless to say, Julian was no longer allowed to be around her. Dave even had to beg his new bride, to allow Julian to be his best man at their wedding. And, that is exactly how much his wife despised his best friend. However, being Julian’s best friend had its perks. Especially when Dave needed to get out, and away from the clutches of his not-so-permissible bride, just to simply get out of the house and have a fun night out. 

			Today was like any other day at the University. Except for one small detail. Dave had yet to see Julian this morning. He decided to go across the hall, and check in on him. When he tried turning the knob, he was not too surprised the door was locked. Julian was notorious for locking his classroom door, while tutoring his students. Dave listened for a few seconds at the door, yet heard nothing to suggest that he had company. He knocked and waited for a response. Suddenly the door flew open, barely missing Dave’s head as he was yanked inside. The door was pulled shut just as quickly, and locked once more.

			“What the fuck, Julian? Have you lost your mind? What is going on? Why did you have the door locked, anyway?” Dave inquired.

			“Dave, I have no idea how to explain this. So, I will just have to show you,” Julian declared.

			“Okay. What is it?” Dave asked.

			Julian took a deep breath, and proceeded to unbuckle his pants.

			“Dude, wait. What the fuck? Why are you... Oh, my fucking Gods,” Dave said, turning away, gagging. “What the fuck is that?” Dave asked, pointing at Julian’s crotch. “What in the actual fuck… is that?”

			“I know what you must be thinking. But I can explain,” Julian stated calmly.

			“You asshole. Did you just pull The Goat on me?” Dave interrogated.

			“What? No. I wish that I had my dick to tuck around, and bend over to show you my ass right now,” Julian added.

			“What? Come again? What did you just say?” Dave asked.

			“I said that I wish I had a dick, motherfucker. What did you think I said?” Julian asked.

			“Naw, dog. That is exactly what I thought you just said. Do you mind explaining this to me? Why are you missing your dick and balls? Is there something that you are trying to tell me, right now? Uhm, did you have that surgery done? So, you could be a woman? If so, I want you to know that I still love you, man, but just not feeling you in that way. If, you catch my meaning?” Dave stated.

			“What the fuck, Dave! No, I am not trying to be some woman, so I can fuck you. Geezus, dude. I got cursed!” Julian exclaimed.

			“You got an STD?” Dave asked.

			“No! I did not get a sexually transmitted disease. I got something worse that won’t wash off with Ajax. Cursed, I tell you. You know like cursed, hexed, jinxed, damned,” Julian told him.

			“Okay, you’re cursed. I get it. Now what?” Dave asked.

			“The fuck if I know, Dave?” Julian smarted off.

			“Uh, Julian. I probably need to mention something to you,” Dave said, pointing to the floor.

			“Now what? What are you pointing at?” Julian asked.

			“Look down at the floor. Is that-blood?” Dave stated, pointing to the floor.

			“Oh, my God! I am going to strangle that fortune teller with my bare hands. If I ever see that bitch again!” Julian shouted, reaching down between his legs.

			“I think that you may have gotten your period. Do you need me to get you like a tampon, or something?” Dave offered.

			Julian took a deep breath and reached for the tissues that were on top of the desk, so he could wipe the blood off of his fingers.

			“How did this even happen? Who is this fortune teller that you mentioned? Do you really believe that she actually cursed you?” Dave inquired.

			“Well, yes. Obviously. Do you see my cock anywhere? Dave, I have a vagina, and apparently, I just got my period, too! How the fuck did you think it happened? That I just woke up this morning, and decided that I wanted to have a pussy? Sure, you know that I am always down for some pussy. But this was not, what I had in mind. What the fuck do I do now, Dave?” Julian cried out, trying to stuff the tissues up his cootchie. 

			“Okay. Let’s calm down. How about I go back to my classroom real quick, and you stay here. It just so happens that I keep women’s sanitary supplies, just in case any of my students need them. Then, you can go to the men’s room, and clean yourself up,” Dave suggested.

			“First of all. I will skip asking you why you keep plugs and such in your desk. Secondly, I will ask you this. How am I supposed to go and clean up in the men’s room? I have a fucking vagina, Dave!” Julian shouted at him.

			“Good point. Although you also can not go into the ladies’ room either, Julian. Unfortunately, you still look like a man, and everyone knows who you are. You are right, though. You probably should not go into the ladies’ room either. Hey, you could go into the unisex bathroom,” Dave suggested brilliantly.

			“That is a great idea. Where is it?” Julian inquired.

			“On the other side of campus, in the Wellness Building,” Dave informed him.

			“Oh, fuck man. How am I supposed to get all the way over there, without bleeding out all over myself?” Julian questioned in frustration.

			“Julian, you need to calm down. Let me go back to my room, and get you a tampon. When I get back, I will go with you. Okay? Are you feeling better now?” Dave asked.

			“I suppose so. Will you just hurry the fuck up, Dave?” Julian ordered.

			“I will. You just keep stuffing those tissues up your hoo-hah, and try not to bleed all over the floor,” Dave added, before walking out of the classroom.

			“Sure thing. I will just keep on stuffing these tissues until you get back,” Julian muttered to himself.

			When Dave returned to rescue his best friend from his current circumstance, he found his friend hunched over his desk crying.

			“Jules, man. Are you okay? What happened? I was only gone for five minutes?” Dave asked.

			“Oh, Dave. I have no idea what happened. One minute I was fine, then the next thing I knew, my stomach felt like it had been impaled by that fifteenth-century monarch,” Julian cried out, breathlessly.

			“I hypothesize, that you are most likely experiencing menstrual cramps,” Dave stated matter-of-factly.

			“Well, how do I make it stop?” Julian inquired.

			“I am afraid that is not possible right now, my friend,” Dave added.

			“And, why the hell not?” Julian whined.

			“Well, from what my wife has said about it, it can sometimes last the entire duration of her cycle,” Dave replied.

			“Okay. How long is that?” Julian asked.

			“Oh, about six to seven days-give or take,” Dave said, tossing a tampon at him. “By the way, you are going to need to cram that thing up in your snatch, if you wish to stop bleeding all over yourself,” he added.

			“What? Did you just say, six or seven days? What the fuck?” Julian cried out.

			“Look, you need to go and clean yourself up. Honestly, you need to just go ahead and stick that tampon on up in there, because you may not even make it down the hallway. Let alone out of the building and across campus,” Dave told him.

			“What do I do now? I have no idea how to use one of these things,” Julian stated, waving the tampon in the air.

			“Look, I have watched my wife do this, and it seems to be pretty easy. Here, let me see it,” Dave said, taking back the tampon, and pulling off the wrapper. “It goes like this,” Dave explained, showing him how to twist the applicator. “Now- you want to push this end in, and push this little plunger until it goes all the way down, as you’re pushing it up. You think that you can handle it?”

			“So, I just take this, and push it up my twat, like this?” Julian said, trying to insert the plastic applicator. “Ouch, fuck! Oh, my God. That fucking hurts! Why does it hurt, Dave? I think something went wrong?”

			“What do you mean? Becky says that she can never feel it once it’s in. Unless,” Dave paused.

			“Unless what, Dave?” Julian asked.

			“Unless-it happens to go in sideways. Which can happen. I know from experience, after previously having to fish it out of my wife,” Dave stated.

			“What?! You mean this thing could be stuck sideways, Dave? Why, God?! Why?!” Julian cried.

			“Geezus, Jules. I really hope you did not get that fucking tampon in there sideways, because I am not going to pull that thing back out of you,” Dave swore.

			“Do you really think that I got it in there crooked? How do I know for sure?” Julian asked.

			“You might have to stick your finger in and feel around. My wife has had to reach in and fix it before. Especially, if she is low on tampons,” Dave suggested.

			“Stick my finger where? Really? I am not sure that I can do that,” Julian worried. “Can you do it, Dave?”

			“No. How can you even ask me to do that? Fucking gross, Jules,” Dave added.

			“Please, man. I so can not do this. What if I make it worse, and it gets lost in there forever?” Julian asked.

			“Geezus, man. I hate you. I still think that you should do it,” Dave said, nervously.

			“Look, Dave. I have never even had sex with a girl while she has been on her period, let alone fucked with a girl’s tampon. Come on, Dave. You have already done this before. Please, do this one favor, and I swear that I will never ask you to do anything else for me ever again, or for the rest of my life,” Julian pleaded.

			“Fine. But you owe me big time for this. Oh, my God. I can not even fathom what I am about to do. Sweet, baby Geezus,” Dave said, then shook his head.

			Dave leaned down next to his friend’s crotch. He slid his finger inside Julian’s new vagina and tried to feel for the tampon. Once he found it, he simply turned it upwards correctly, instead of pulling it all the way back out. Then he turned around and retched his brunch into the garbage pail by the desk.

			“Oh, that feels so much better. I think that fixed it. I don’t even feel it in there now. Thanks, Dave,” Julian said, pulling him in for a hug.

			Dave hugged him back and looked down at his blood-stained fingers. When Julian had bent down to pull on his pants, he happened to notice that there was a perfect print of his fingers on the back of his shirt.

			“You so owe me, motherfucker. Now you have got to go straight home, and change your clothes. Perhaps get a shower too, while you’re at it. We can stop by my room, and I can give you the rest of my feminine supplies. Those will hopefully be enough to last you, until you can go buy some yourself,” Dave suggested.

			“Thanks, Dave. I honestly have no idea how I would have been able to handle all of this without you,” he said, as they left the room.

			“Not a problem, my friend. I know that you would have done the same for me. If the tables were turned,” Dave said, crossing the hall to his office with Julian.

			“Oh, fuck no, man. You would have to get Becky to help you. Because I sure as hell would not have been the best person to help you in such a situation as this,” Julian stated, laughing.

			“Oh, I am positive that if this happened to me, my wife would enjoy this way too much. I am not even going to tell her that it is happening to you. One, she would never believe me, and two, she would want to see proof for whatever reason. I am feeling way too jealous right now for that,” Dave said, while grabbing the rest of the tampons that he had in his drawer.

			“Awe, that is so sweet. I suppose you think that this is your pussy now? Just because you had your fingers, all up in there. I do believe that I am actually flattered you feel that way about me,” Julian said, as he started to cry.

			“Why in the fuck are you crying?” Dave chided.

			“I have no idea as to
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