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The doctor’s name is Borgia. I kid you not. Doctor Alessandra Borgia. I find this amusing, but Carlos doesn’t share my perspective.

Of course, I’m not the one who’s lying face down on an examining table while Doctor Borgia works out the best way to cut off one of my body parts.

“It is a very nice tail, Mr. Colosio,” the doctor says, moving the tip from side to side, testing its flexibility. “It would be interesting to see how long it might become.”

Carlos grunts. “Get your boss to give you one.”

Since the first hard, itchy bump emerged at the top of Carlos’ butt crack six months ago, the tail has grown to a healthy six inches in length, complete with silky black fur. Riding in a car, flying in an airplane, or even sitting in a chair have all become uncomfortable and inconvenient undertakings. Images of satyrs on Greek pottery suggest that the thing might eventually reach three feet in length: a showy horse’s tail, which would go far beyond merely uncomfortable and inconvenient.

“Can you remove it?” I ask. This is, after all, why the four of us are hanging around in a plush examining room in the infirmary on the Isle of Beasts.

Borgia strikes what we have come to know as the “I’m about to give you a complicated answer to a yes-or-no question” pose.

“I could remove it surgically in an hour,” she says, “but the magic that has caused it to appear in the first place would stimulate regeneration, and we’d be back where we started in a matter of months. On the other hand, our Lady could reverse the entire transformation, but not the tail alone. Our task is to selectively redirect the magic that creates the tail so we can permanently remove the appendage without disrupting the broader transformation.”

Carlos is tired and cranky. “Get to the point, Doctor, or I will start removing your appendages.”

The Doctor is a tiny woman of about sixty, dark-haired and dark-eyed, with a beautiful voice and an aristocratic manner. Her white lab coat is spotless and fits her like a glove. She views her employer with a healthy terror, but Carlos—stretched out naked on the examination table with his butt elevated and his face buried in an opening that resembles nothing so much as a padded toilet seat—intimidates her not at all.

“I remember when our Lady first brought you here,” she says, laughing. “So timid you were!” She flicks the tail with her thumb and forefinger. “Yes, my friend, we can remove it. This is why I have invited our associate Jeffers to join us for this consultation.”

A handsome young Black man in jeans and a gray knit pullover swallows and steps up to the table, ducking and nodding, uncomfortable in the spotlight. “Um, yes. Carlos, I can unravel the magic that makes the tail happen without affecting the rest of your transformation, redirecting the strands of the regenerative magic. Once the tail’s no longer protected, Doctor Borgia can take it off in the usual way.”

“And it won’t come back?”

“That’s what we’re hoping,” Jeffers assures him.

Jeffers Willette was born in the year 1900, which makes him either twenty-four years of age or one hundred and twenty-four, depending on whether you count the century he skipped when I brought him with me through time in my escape from Adrian Tasker’s tower. He’s not intimidated by Carlos, but that’s because the three of us shared a bed for his first two weeks in the 21st century, so he knows from first-hand experience that, tough talk aside, Carlos is a lover, not a biter. (Okay, maybe sometimes he does both, but that’s neither here nor there.)

Like me, Jeffers is a cambion, the hybrid offspring of a human and an Outsider; my father is an incubus, while Jeffers’ is an African nature elemental. Jeffers can’t create magic, but he can perceive and manipulate existing mystical forces.

After he had been in our century for a couple of weeks and felt ready to face the new world, I introduced him to Anaksut and my brother Rafe. The witch saw his potential and quickly claimed him, spiriting him away to her Mediterranean island sanctum and subjecting him to an intensive education program to bring him up to date. He has since been detailed to work alongside Dr. Borgia in Anaksut’s infirmary.

So far, the arrangement has worked well for all concerned, and Doctor Borgia has accepted the soft-spoken former apprentice stonemason as a valued assistant.

Jeffers touches the back of Carlos’ neck and concentrates, and Doctor Borgia gives vent to a sound of deep satisfaction.

“Beautiful,” she murmurs. “The delicacy and complexity of the transforming enchantment is truly amazing.” She pats Jeffers’ shoulder. “As is your ability to show it to us.”

Originating at a point just beneath Jeffers’ fingertip, an intricate web of luminous strands has blossomed, green and bronze and topaz, covering Carlos’ entire back and swirling down across his butt to his legs. The tail is the focus of several threads that coil around the base and then spiral up to the tip and beyond, describing a graceful curve that extends about a yard into the air.

“Thank you, Jeffers. That’s absolutely lovely. Look here! And here! We can actually see the magic directing the growth,” Borgia says, gesturing over the display like a stage magician.

“You see it,” Carlos grumbles. “All I can see is the floor under this fucking table.”

“Of course, dear boy. But you will see the results of our efforts.”

“Soon?”

The doctor examines the cage of glowing, shifting wires. “I estimate three or four days for Mr. Willette to redirect the magic harmlessly. After that, an hour to surgically remove the offending member, then two or three days of recovery. We can have you on your way in a week to ten days, minus the tail and the mystical programming that stipulates the tail’s growth, but with no unwanted disruption of the rest of your transformation. You’ll still be a satyr. You’ll hardly even have a scar.”

“Then let’s get a move on,” Carlos says. With a grunt, he rolls off the table to stand on the pink marble floor, scratching his crotch—being intentionally crass, a sure sign that he’s nervous. “I’ve got places to go, people to do.”
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Previously ...

The witch Anaksut has had many names throughout her 3,500-year career: the Mirror of the Sea, the Envenomed Flower, the Sorceress of the Golden Eye, and the Daughter of the Sun, to list just a few. As Lady Alcina Searcy, she administers a shadowy global business empire from her headquarters on a cluster of five islands located in the Tyrrhenian Sea, equidistant from Naples, Palermo, and the Sardinian capital of Cagliari.

Anaksut’s islands make up one of only two volcanic archipelagos in the western Mediterranean (the other being the Columbretes, in the Balearic Sea between Mallorca and Valencia). More importantly, Sethlans’ Children, as these islands are collectively known, occupy a place where the barriers between our universe and the Outside are very thin, sometimes even permeable. The mystic potential across the weakened boundary is one source of Anaksut’s considerable power.

The largest of the Children is the Isle of Beasts, so named due to Anaksut’s long-standing practice of turning unwelcome visitors into pigs or wolves or armadillos or whatever and leaving them to run loose. Her palace is here, but what started as a modest but graceful villa three and a half millennia ago has since evolved into an entire town that sprawls across the slopes leading down from the original structure.

Next in size is the Sorcerer’s Isle, a rocky, densely wooded semicircle separated from the Isle of Beasts by more than a mile of open sea. The small villa that sits on high ground at one end of the curve was, until recently, home to the island’s only inhabitant, the son of a witch who came to the islands at the dawn of time. Korax choked to death on a fish bone a mere century or two later, leaving nothing behind but her child, a strange being calling himself the Calvaluna. The boy’s father, long vanished, was an earth elemental of tremendous power; the islands are the timeworn remnants of some tantrum of his from a million years ago. The air elementals who tend to the Calvaluna’s day-to-day needs have recently reported that he is no longer in residence, having descended into the bowels of the earth, presumably in search of his father.

The Isle of Apples is the flattest and least spectacular of the islands but also the most welcoming. A combination of parkland and orchards covers its hundred and fifty acres of surface area, and sheep and pigs roam freely. Some of the animals were born that way, while others began their lives as human beings but offended Anaksut somewhere along the line. There are no man-made structures of any kind to disrupt the rustic atmosphere.

The last two members of the group are the White Sisters, a pair of naked rocky pinnacles standing side by side only a quarter of a mile offshore from the harbor of the Isle of Beasts. Mystic wards reinforced by a thousand years of constant use prevent access to any of the islands except by first passing between the White Sisters.

Anaksut’s domain appears on no maps; satellite images show only the open sea. The ferryboats making the fifteen-hour journey back and forth between Naples and Cagliari pass within a few miles of the islands without suspecting their existence. Airplanes don’t fly over Sethlans’ Children, and boats that accidentally enter their waters always disappear—sometimes turning up days later in foreign ports, the crews confused and distracted, sometimes never reappearing at all. The dolphins who congregate around the White Sisters know many of the islands’ secrets, but they don’t always talk to strangers.

·

A visitor can reach Anaksut’s home base in one of two ways.

The first and quickest method is for her to magically teleport the intended guest from wherever they may be. This mode of transportation is efficient but not pleasant. Carlos and I have experienced it many times and do not recommend it. The traveler arrives naked and nauseated (and frantically horny), and nothing is transported with him but those items such as dental work or artificial joints that are intrinsic to the person’s body.

The second method is to board a certain nondescript fishing boat at a nameless cove on Corsica’s eastern coast and spend twenty-four hours at sea. The price of the crossing varies according to the passenger and is only revealed once the boat is on its way.

·

Carlos is irritable after having spent a day and a half in airplanes of gradually decreasing sizes, slouching in the seats, trying to keep his weight off his tail, which he has folded to one side and taped to make travel possible. After a restless night in a hotel near the airport in Ajaccio, we make a two-hour trip via VW bus all the way across Corsica to the town of Aléria on the eastern coast. We eat a quick lunch in Aléria and are then loaded into a WWII-era jeep driven by a leather-skinned, gray-haired man with a magnificent mustache who says not a word to us but mutters to himself in several different languages and at least three distinct voices as he hauls us into the wilderness.

An hour later, we find ourselves abandoned on a rocky little beach in the middle of nowhere.

“I suppose it would be rude for me to complain about the travel arrangements, seeing as how this is all for my benefit,” Carlos observes, “but I can definitely see room for improvements.”

“Do you suppose she’s doing it to us on purpose?”

“Nah. This is standard. She doesn’t want it to be easy. Keeps visitors off-balance, easy to manage.”

“How did you get back and forth when you worked for her?”

He makes a face. “Zapped. Lee Wing and I had suitcases stashed in all her thousand-and-one bases. I tossed my cookies every time.”

My first meeting with Carlos was two years ago, in the company of fellow satyr Lee Wing. The two men, at Anaksut’s direction, took turns butt-fucking me on my father’s one-of-a-kind African rosewood desk. The experience was supposed to warn me off from interfering in her feud with Dad, but of course, it had the opposite effect: I enjoyed the afternoon immensely, and the rest is history; Carlos and I are now bedmates and business partners, and Anaksut and my brother have developed a number of business ventures together.

Carlos’ mention of the other satyr has reminded me of the event.

“I think we’re early by almost an hour,” I say, hopefully. “We’ll have to kill some time. Do you want to take a swim, or maybe you’d prefer to explore the woods?”

Carlos gives me a look from under his eyebrows, and I put on my most innocent face, which has never fooled anyone.

“Nope,” he says, untying the drawstring on his big, baggy sweatpants.
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We don’t notice the boat until it is already at anchor in the little cove. I’m on my back on a large rock, naked, my legs in the air, and Carlos is standing next to the rock gripping my ankles, driving his big cock into me. He is emitting genteel animal noises like a well-educated bull. I am making the sounds appropriate to someone who is getting banged by a well-educated bull.

“Boat,” Carlos grunts as he tenses, his thrusts growing short and fast.

“What...?”

I’m jerking off as Carlos’s meaty dick plunges in and out of my ass, and I’m close to the moment of truth, so I’m not thinking very clearly.

Carlos makes another sound that doesn’t even pretend to be a word, his whole body tight and hard, demanding submission and release. Magic flows back and forth between us, amplifying sensation and intensifying desire.

When Carlos comes, I feel his dick twitch, pumping; it stirs and distributes the warm slipperiness of his cum inside me. The sensation is enough to push me over the edge, and I jack myself off to a messy orgasm, spunk spitting up under my chin and across my chest and belly.

Presently, our movements slow, and our breathing, still labored, begins to ease. I wrap my legs around Carlos’ torso and squeeze, pulling him tight against me, into me. “What did you say a minute ago?”

He disentangles himself, his dick flopping free, glossy with cum, and turns to look for his clothes. He hands me my jeans.

“The boat,” he says, nodding toward the water. “It’s here.”

Even as distracted as we were, I don’t know how the boat could have made it into the cove without our hearing it, but there it is, twenty yards away, resting quietly at anchor, a crewman standing at the rail, smiling brightly at us.

As we hurry back into our clothes, sticky and sweating, the crewman tosses out a ladder composed of wooden rungs strung on a scaffolding of rope.

“I guess we go to them,” Carlos says, shouldering his duffel.

The water only comes up to our thighs, but the splashing of the waves has us soaked from head to toe by the time we reach the side of the boat. The crewman reaches down and takes our bags from us, and we climb aboard. The boat is plain but looks neat and well-maintained, at least to my untrained eye. The crewman hefts our bags and indicates with a nod of his head that we should follow him.

I can’t help but notice that the crewman has the smooth, muscular body of a swimmer or a diver, utterly hairless apart from eyelashes and the merest suggestion of pale eyebrows. He is wearing nothing but blue swim briefs and a blue cap, and his skin is tanned a uniform golden brown, the color of a perfect oatmeal muffin.

Aside from the mystical reconstruction that made him what he is, Carlos is almost devoid of magic; he has, nonetheless, learned to read my mind with considerable accuracy in situations like this, and he bumps my elbow and makes a rude noise as we follow the crewman along the length of the boat.

The sailor delivers us to a recessed area at the rear of the boat furnished with deck chairs and shaded by a canvas awning. He deposits our bags onto one of the chairs and then turns and walks away. Another crewman—so like the first as to be his twin and wearing the same uniform—is standing inside an elevated control area just forward of us, manipulating levers and switches.

“I’m not sure what I was expecting,” I say, “but I’m pretty sure he wasn’t it.”

“I’m pretty sure I’d do him, anyway. Him or his twin. He is a little peculiar, though,” says the pointy-eared, yellow-eyed satyr currently sporting a fluffy six-inch tail. “Did you notice? He never said a word.”

“I noticed. I’m going to change out of these wet jeans.”

As we dig dry clothes out of our bags, a rattling churr signals the anchor coming up, and the low growl of the engine picks up speed and volume as the boat backs slowly out into the cove before turning and heading for the open sea.

We change into shorts and tank tops and stretch out on the deck chairs.

“What happens now?” Carlos wonders, shifting around to find a comfortable position.

“I don’t know. My understanding is that the trip takes exactly twenty-four hours.”

“I wonder if they have Netflix.”

He finds a posture that minimizes pressure on his tail, and he relaxes.

“How are you feeling?” I ask. I don’t mean his present comfort, and he knows that.

“A little apprehensive. I know I don’t have a choice, but it seems crazy to be putting myself at the witch’s mercy.”

“If I’m right, you won’t be dealing with her. You’ll just be facing her pet mad scientist.”

“Yeah. And Jeffers.”

“And Jeffers. I’m glad he found a place.”

“He’ll do well. He knows when to put himself forward and when to nod and smile. That’s important in Anaksut’s world.”

“He’ll look after you. Borgia’s the one who supervised your transformation into the fabulously sexy beast that you are now. She’ll be anxious not to do anything to mess up the finest accomplishment of her career.”

“You say things like that as if you were serious,” Carlos says.

“Just callin’ it like I see it, Big Hairy Guy.”

Carlos chuckles. “You’re so full of shit. Don’t ever change.”
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We both must have dozed off because we’re startled by the sound of a man’s voice.

“I’m sorry to disturb you.”

Another of the crewmen—this one looks more heavily built than the others we’d seen, although that could be a trick of the light—steps down into the platform. Corsica has disappeared behind the horizon.

“Welcome to the Lady’s ferryboat. I am Fynos.” He has a distinct accent, one that I can’t quite place. He brings a smell of sweat and seawater with him. I feel a powerful urge to lick the salt off his belly, about halfway between his navel and the top of his swimsuit.

“Are you the captain?” I ask.

“No. My cousins and I are all equal, sharing the responsibilities and the rewards equally. We provide fish for the Lady’s kitchens and occasionally ferry visitors back and forth for token payments.” He gestures toward a small refrigerator in the corner. “There is water and fruit juice there. Staying hydrated is important; this can be a dry journey on a sunny day.”

“What about food?” Carlos asks.

“We will anchor at sunset,” Fynos tells him. “We’ll dine then. You both eat fish?” Though nominally vegetarian, we do eat fish, and we admit to that fact. “Good. We will catch some sea bream or mackerel for the grill. An excellent meal.” He gestures out at the water. “Meanwhile, enjoy the journey. If you need anything, merely call out. It is not such a large boat; one or another of us is always close by.”

“How many are there of you?” I ask.

“Three. My cousins don’t talk much, so I act as spokesperson, but any of us will see to your needs.”

Fynos climbs back up to the cockpit to stand next to the cousin who is currently running things. The third crewman is nowhere to be seen.

“He seems very pleasant,” I observe.

“I noticed that,” Carlos says. “It’s disturbing, all this niceness.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Have you ever met an employee of Anaksut’s that wasn’t weird, if not downright hostile?”

“You used to be one of Anaksut’s employees.”

“I rest my case. These guys are way too accommodating. Creeps me out.”

I shift in my seat to peer up at the man up in the control booth. “They’re certainly decorative, though.”

“If you’re into that waxed and polished look,” Carlos grunts.

“I generally prefer something with a little more texture,” I tell him, grinning, “but variety is the spice of life, they say.”

·

A couple of hours into the journey, a pod of dolphins appears, leaping and playing around the boat. The crewmen whistle and laugh, clapping and waving at the creatures. I’ve never seen dolphins this close up before, and I’m captivated. They stay with the boat for half an hour, then turn aside.

“They’ve found a school of sardines. They go to feed
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