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BEWARE GREEKS BARING [sic] GIFTS

Vav Garnek

Ancient Greece had fascinated Helen Marshall for as long as she could remember. So when she got a decent Christmas bonus and decided to book her summer holiday there was only ever going to be one destination.

She managed to find what looked to be a halfway decent hotel at a very reasonable price at Glyfada on the outskirts of Athens for a week at the end of May, together with an EasyJet flight from Stansted airport.

The journey was completely uneventful except that she couldn’t help but notice the exceptionally good-looking “trolley dolly” who squeezed past her in the aisle on one occasion. She was taller than Helen, around five foot ten, dark but with piercing blue eyes and definitely “have-some” in an intriguingly Mediterranean way. Helen guessed she was about her own age, twenty-six or twenty-seven, and wondered, idly, what she might be like in the sack and if she’d be up for a little holiday romance if the opportunity presented itself. Helen was currently between “squeezes”, in fact it was nearly nine months since anyone had even opened the sack . . . except herself . . . and part of the reason for choosing Greece was the possibility of some sea, sun . . . and sex.

Athens airport was hot, crowded, noisy and dirty . . . as usual. A coach eventually appeared and about thirty people from Helen’s flight got on. To her surprise this included the trolley dolly and she found the young woman sat in the seat across from her own. They exchanged pleasantries: moaned about the heat and the age of the coach as it rattled its way to Glyfada and, during the course of the journey, they discovered they would be sharing the same hotel. The young woman told Helen that her name was Zoe – short for something completely unpronounceable in Greek. She was first-generation English, born in London to Greek parents, but also loved her native land: for its historic past rather than its touristy present. Zoe explained that she had a long weekend stopover before her return flight to England. She said that she knew her way around Athens fairly well and that she was intending to explore some of the more off-the-beaten-track – and therefore less commercial – temples. Helen was rather charmed when Zoe suggested, almost shyly, that she wouldn’t mind some company: “but only if that’s all right by you”.

After they had checked in at the hotel, Helen didn’t see Zoe for the rest of that day – and to be honest she was blissfully happy doing her own thing – but caught up with her after breakfast the following morning as she was unwinding by the hotel pool.

“What’s that you’re reading?” she asked.

Zoe explained that it was a Greek book on ancient temples in the area: “There’s a particularly good one dedicated to Aphrodite. It’s about an hour’s drive from here and I’m planning to hire a car later and go and have a look at it this afternoon.”

Remembering Zoe’s earlier offer, Helen asked, “Would you really mind if I tag along? I promise I won’t get in the way and I’ll go halves with you on the car.”

Zoe laughed and agreed, but Helen had still been more than half surprised when Zoe had appeared in the lobby, on time, just after lunch, dangling the key almost suggestively from one finger. Helen also couldn’t help noticing that Zoe looked “hot”, dressed in crisp white linen shorts – sheer enough to suggest the outline of a ludicrously small white thong – a tight neon-yellow top and sparkly gladiator sandals.

The drive was long and hot and took nearer two hours than one. The temple was well away from modern civilization, reached by a rutted track and at the end of a narrow ravine. It was in surprisingly good condition, with most of the roof intact, and cool and dim inside, out of the heat of the sun. With a little shiver Helen realized she could almost feel – rather than hear – the faintest of hums as you sometimes can in ancient buildings in hot climates.

Zoe said she was going outside to take some pictures and Helen walked to the back of the temple, where the domestic quarters began. Noticing a large stone slab, shaped almost like a throne, she sat for a minute enjoying the solitude . . . and let her eyelids close.

“My lady! My lady! Wake up, please, it’s time for the trial.”

Someone was shaking her by the shoulder. Helen opened her eyes and found herself staring at a young Greek woman dressed in ancient costume.

Helen stood and realized she too was now wearing a simple shift-dress of diaphanous white silk, held together with a golden belt. With a jolt she realized she wasn’t wearing anything else. She also appeared to be slightly taller than her usual five foot three, definitely more . . . well . . . voluptuous, her long light-brown hair seemed thicker, more lustrous and was piled up in some sort of chignon.

The woman led her back through to the main temple. It was miraculously restored to its former glory and lit by flaming torches. Standing in a rough semicircle were perhaps thirty women, all dressed as her companion and softly chanting: “Hail, Aphrodite. Hail, Aphrodite.” Within the semicircle stood two young women. The first seemed to be aged about nineteen and was disheveled, scratched and crying. The second was Zoe. She looked a veritable giantess amongst the other acolytes, taller even than her five foot ten and leaner. She was clad in a dirty sackcloth shift with a heavy iron collar locked around her slender neck. But Helen would have recognized those blue eyes – strikingly set in that swarthy face – anyway, even if they contained not a flicker of recognition.

“Daphne, a vestal virgin of the Temple of Aphrodite, alleges that Zoe – a common slave girl – forced herself upon her in the temple gardens,” intoned the priestess.

“And what say you?” asked Aphrodite/Helen, her voice soft but icy.

“I never laid a finger on the wench,” said Zoe defiantly.

“I will have the truth of this. Take her to my chamber and I will know by cock-crow.”

Once inside and alone, Zoe explained that she had been making her way back to her owner’s home when she came across Daphne and a man making love on the ground: “When they saw me, the girl screamed and the man ran off. When your priestesses arrived, the girl swore it was me who was trying to take pleasure of her and kill her.”

“And how do I know if this is true?”

“Because I say so.”

“Careful, slave, you speak to a goddess.”

“Your gods are not my gods,” she muttered under her breath but still too loud.

“How dare you!” screamed Aphrodite, her eyes blazing as she seemed to physically grow before Zoe.

Aphrodite pointed and then shook outstretched arms in Zoe’s direction. Chains coiled either side of Zoe, rising into the air like twin cobras. And like a serpent’s strike, they wrapped themselves around her wrists before snapping back to cinch around stone pillars on either side of her, stretching her painfully tight. Speechless and clearly terrified, Zoe could only watch as Aphrodite came toward her and, taking a dagger from the table, cut her shift from her body with two swift slashes, leaving her naked.

Aphrodite then raised her arms high above her head, put her hands together palm against palm, and began to sway hypnotically in front of Zoe. And as she did so, there came the pagan, erotic swirl of pan pipes, but soft as if heard from a great distance. Aphrodite seemed to become more snakelike before Zoe’s astonished eyes. She could see the tantalizing outline of her body shifting beneath her robe. Sinuously, she coiled around her, under one outstretched arm, behind her back and then in front of her again. Suddenly, Zoe became aware of an unfamiliar pulling feeling deep within her womb and a spreading wetness between her legs. She was becoming highly aroused; although the terrified young woman could not have said for the very life of her what “it” was, as Aphrodite suddenly sank to her knees before her. A tongue, that Zoe could have sworn was forked, flickered out and caressed the very end of her nubbin and she came instantly with a wordless scream of passion and anguish.

Aphrodite recoiled as if it was she who had been bitten by a snake. “How dare you, wench! How dare you!” she thundered. “I gave you no permission.”

And taking a whip made from braided leather, she began to lash Zoe across her breasts, chest and belly, each stroke raising an almost instant thin red weal.

Zoe bore her punishment bravely and in silence but eventually gasped: “My lady, Goddess, I am truly sorry. I’m just a poor slave girl and I have never yet lain with man nor woman.”

“You are a truly a virgin?” Aphrodite echoed in wonderment. “Then you could not have despoiled poor Daphne.”

A wave of Aphrodite’s hand and the chains fell away from Zoe’s wrists. Aphrodite led her over to a bed: a wooden pallet strewn with animal pelts and fleeces and soft cushions. She bound a silken scarf around Zoe’s eyes and warned her: “It is forbidden for a mortal to look upon a goddess naked. If you remove the blindfold then you will die.”

She lay Zoe gently down upon her back and slipped off her robe with practiced ease. Naked now, Aphrodite took a jar containing Greek yoghurt, honey, herbs and spices and oh-so-gently began applying it to the marks of the lash. At first Zoe shivered and writhed beneath her, soft little moans escaping from her lips. But gradually as the soothing lotion began its work, Aphrodite could feel Zoe relax, her beautiful young body becoming limp and compliant. Aphrodite continued applying the lotion, with hands skilled with eons of practice, until the front of Zoe’s torso was covered with a slick film from neck to groin. Then she knelt astride the girl, crotch to crotch, and kissed and licked and sucked the cream from her body until Zoe began to writhe and moan again . . . but this time in pleasure not pain.

“Lie still, girl, and I will pleasure you. But swear to me once again that you are a virgin. If you lie I will know, and to lie to a goddess is to die,” she warned.

“I swear, my lady, by all the gods of Greece and by my own gods, I swear.” Aphrodite went to a chest and returned carrying a marble phallus so huge that if Zoe had not been blindfolded and could have seen it she surely would have screamed. Aphrodite carefully applied the last of the cream to the phallus, making sure it was coated along its whole length.

“Relax, girl,” she instructed as she slipped just the first inch inside Zoe’s quim. “There may be some pain to start with. But what you feel is the ‘Horn of Zeus’. Legend has it that it has magical properties and that once a woman has ridden it she will never want another from any man.”

Aphrodite took it slowly feeding the mighty cock of rock in inch by inch. Initially, Zoe did cry out in pain as she felt it was just too large and she must be split in two. But in time the whole length of the thing was sheathed inside her and once again pain and pleasure sweetly fused together. Gently at first but then faster and harder, Aphrodite worked the cock in and out and Zoe’s body began to move in counterpoint, meeting thrust with thrust.

Suddenly reality shifted and Zoe screamed out in terror: “Goddess, the thing, it is alive. It moves with me!” And at that instant the great cock “came” and it felt like a volcano erupting deep within her loins. Zoe came too, transported to the heights of Olympus . . . never had she known such ecstasy and such sweet agony or that they were even possible.

Goddess of Love, Aphrodite held her in the throes of passion, forcing her to climax time after time, with fingers and with that forked tongue and with the Horn of Zeus again until Zoe could bear it no longer and passed out . . .

“Helen. Helen. Wake up. Are you OK?” Someone was shaking her none too gently by the shoulder.

Helen opened her eyes and found herself staring into the blue of Zoe’s. “Yeah, yeah I’m fine,” Helen answered a little groggily. “I think I must have just dozed off for an instant. Time to be getting back, I suppose.”

An awkward silence grew between the two of them during the drive back. They went into the hotel bar and each had a cold beer.

“Come up to my room,” said Helen and was surprised to find it was a command and not an offer.

She led the way and, once inside, still without a word, she stripped and lay naked on the bed, legs parted in invitation. “Make love to me. Worship my cunt,” she ordered. And as Zoe peeled off her yellow top, half turned toward her, Helen noticed the delicate pink tracery of old scars, terribly old scars across her breasts . . .


STRAWBERRY SHORTCAKE

Olivia London

My last relationship was like this, Fiona thought, as she skirted her thumb over an obscenely ripe avocado. Mush. Approaching what she assumed to be a three-foot display of fruit, she picked up a navel orange only to leave a hole announcing its cardboard backdrop. The sunny spheres had been cleverly arranged to make you think you had entered the Garden of Eden, not a harried grocer’s lack of surplus.

Yes, Hannah with her mediagenic countenance had promised Fiona the world and things just hadn’t gone as planned. Seems the ambitious actress had never gotten over her ex, after all. Perhaps it wasn’t fair to compare her former lover to cardboard, though. Hannah and Fiona had been good together. Hannah had never lied or cheated and, these days, that was something to brag about.

“You shouldn’t have pressured her to move in with you,” Fiona’s mother would say while handing her daughter a mixing bowl and a potato peeler. Her mother believed idle hands led to the devil’s gain whereas Fiona believed the best way to keep hands busy was to position them deftly into the moistened envelope sealing her creamy thighs together.

She had to smile now, thinking of her mother preparing dinner while Frank Sinatra crooned from a portable CD-player. How many times had her father waltzed his wife around the modern kitchen while singing along to the old-fashioned tunes? They were an odd couple, her parents. Her mom was an Italian with a Vesuvian temper, constantly talking even when there was no one in the room. Her father was a taciturn sort from Anglo-Irish stock. The poor man had never tasted a decent marinara before meeting his Sofia.

“And yet my folks stayed married for decades,” Fiona told her friend Becky over drinks après Hannah. “Well, I’m going home to Pinky, my vibrator. Unless, ahem, you want to come over and keep me company?” Fiona reached over to run a palm down the length of her friend’s long, silky blonde tresses. She loved how a lock could curl and hover just an inch or two shy of her friend’s ample breasts. In real life, the two women hadn’t gone beyond hugging each other goodnight. Enter one of Fiona’s fantasies however, and you may find a certain china-boned redhead perched on the mound of her luscious blonde crush.

“We’ve been through this, Fi. You know I’m not bi. And I won’t let you turn our night out into a Lesbian Reform Party. Look, those guys at the bar have been staring at us. Check it out.”

“They look like frat boys. I’ll bet you another drink they’re only gawking because my hand came dangerously close to cupping your breast just now.”

Becky took a deep breath and straightened her carriage, a maddening gesture as it made the thin material of her sweater stretch across her tantalizing bosom.

“I’ll say it again, Fi: you know I’m not bi.”

Fiona had her comeback faster than a shot of tequila. “You’ll never know unless you try!”

Becky squirmed in her seat, ducking her head to hide a genuine smile. “I don’t get it, Fi. You’re smart and sexy. This is San Francisco. You should be getting laid every night.”

“I’ve been holding out for you.” Until Fiona had uttered the words, she assumed she had merely hit upon a dry spell, a vug in the quarry of lesbian love. Now, she knew. Her heart cried out for Becky Malone.

The lovely blonde took a sip of her margarita and focused on a freckle directly below her friend’s lower lip.

“Um, dare I ask why you named your vibrator Pinky?”

Because it makes me think of how impossibly pink and pretty the corolla of your pussy must be, Fiona thought. Makes me think of you in my bed writhing and moaning as your entire being succumbs to orgasm after orgasm. I could alternate tapping your clit gently with the head of my toy while caressing and kissing your inner thighs. I’ll treat your vulva like a sacred vessel that should be filled to the brim with pleasure. My love will so inhabit your loins you will surrender to no one else and sup on the flavors of ecstasy only I can provide.

“I gave my vibrator its name because it’s pink.”

“Well,” Becky smirked, “you best go home and use it.”

And use it Fiona did. Her apartment was dark save for a beam of amber light emitting from a corner street lamp. She dropped her purse on the floor and kicked off her shoes. Her sweater and bra went the way of the handbag. She peeled off her jeans but kept her panties on, liking the friction of wet woman lust against a cotton crotch panel. Fiona let her fingers glide under the elastic waistband until they found a trimmed tuft of pubic hair, a red bush to match the mane she didn’t bother much with, preferring to pull it back into a ponytail.

Fiona went to her bedroom and lit a cinnamon-scented candle; she loved how this prop cast all but her immediate need in shadow and cradled the aroma of love. She tumbled into bed braless, panties already in a dither and began what was fast becoming the de rigueur element of her sex life.

She kneaded her groin while prodding her clit with an index finger. When she was with another person, Fiona didn’t have to rely on imagination. When alone, however, she went all out, imagining things she wouldn’t dare tell anyone, lest they think this frustrated minx was turning into a royal perv.

But there in her mind’s eye was Becky begging to be spanked. She wanted to be punished for teasing her poor pussy-hungry friend. She wanted Fiona to swat her tender bottom and trembling loins then don a strap-on to fuck her like a man, only harder.

And then, oh yes, as she was pulling Becky’s hair by the determined fistful, just enough to make the scalp tingle, and as she staked a claim to the vagina she was in as if it were own, then she could roll over and cry out in ecstasy, as the orgasms were so intense they made her knees buckle, and curl into a fetal position, shuddering and shaken to her core.

She drifted into a deep sleep where she met with a blonde nurse taking her temperature. Fiona had a fever. The kind woman in uniform lifted her patient’s head and adjusted some pillows. She brought a cup of liquid to Fiona’s lips and made her drink. She leaned over to kiss Fiona on the cheek and let her breasts graze the patient’s neck and chest. Then the nurse left the room and closed the door behind her.

Heavenly nurse must have returned though, for Fiona heard a persistent knocking. She woke to the sound of her own voice chanting, “Come in! Come in!” until she realized there was someone pounding on her front door.

She dressed quickly and ran to the peephole, desperately hoping not to find Janice, a needy neighbor who already owed Fiona for a favor too many.

Fiona gasped with delight as she opened the door.

Not waiting for an invitation, Becky let herself in, immediately noting the bra on the floor.

“Why, Fiona. Do you always answer the door braless?”

“Do you always knock on friends’ doors in the middle of the night?”

“Only the fuckable ones.”

Fiona didn’t have a shot-glass-ready answer for that. Becky reeled her in for a long, deep kiss, one hand cradling the back of her head while the other circled the small of her back. The blonde fantasy turned flesh kissed Fi like she had never been kissed before.

Fiona reluctantly released her friend and took a step back.

“Look, I don’t want to question my good fortune, but you’ve always been so adamant about your preferences and I don’t want to be some experiment.” Better to masturbate than be someone’s quaint experience.

“No, I had my experiments in college. I’ve wanted you for so long. I was just afraid of ruining our friendship. Sex has a way of, I don’t know, a way of . . .”

“Making people fluid-bonded?”

Becky laughed. “I bet that doesn’t mean we drink out of the same glass or order the same cocktail from now on.”

“It means two people sleeping together in a monogamous relationship. A lot of times when you tell people you’re bi, they assume your life is a roulette wheel of sexual positions.”

“Well, I still hope screwing like mad doesn’t ruin our friendship. I can’t promise I’ll never want to be with a guy again.”

“Just let me know if you meet someone new. Male, female, alien or mineral.”

Fiona let her hands roam down Becky’s back until they rested naturally at hip level. Becky took those hands and guided them a little lower.

“Squeeze my ass.” Becky’s face presented the naughty smile of a temptress used to getting what she wanted, and wasn’t about to be denied.

“Such a tantalizing tush.”

“Would you laugh if I asked you to spank me?”

Fiona slipped her palms down Becky’s unzipped jeans, already commandeering the cool flesh of that coveted womanly bum. “No, darling. I think a spanking is your due, after dragging me to that wretched straight bar. Come. My bedroom abhors a vacuum. Let’s fill it.”

Fiona had a queen-sized bed, which was the perfect trampoline for female fun. The blonde and the redhead adjusted to each other’s curves and kissed with lengthy abandon.

Fi reached between Becky’s legs and was instantly ensorceled.

“Becky, baby. You’re so wet.”

The blonde cupped Fiona’s breasts and asked in all seriousness, “Do you want to make me wetter?”

A rhetorical question. Without waiting for a response, Becky draped her lovely torso over the strength of Fiona’s lap, lifting her rump in an obvious act of obeisance.

Fiona was instantly aroused. A bare bum was like an unset table; what ensued could result in a fine repast or send both diners away hungry.

Fi’s palms kneaded each luscious lobe of B’s womanly flesh until one cheek then the other appeared to be blushing. With a smooth behind as white as talcum powder, it wouldn’t take long to trace the imprints of Fiona’s swats.

A loud swoosh! reverberated in the room as Fiona’s splayed hand met its mark. After a half-dozen claps, B’s thighs parted and Fi smiled at a strawberry-shaped birthmark just below her new lover’s crissum. She would make for a delicious strawberry shortcake, Fi thought.

But first, she wanted to hear her lover squeal, hear Becky call out her name, either begging for a reprieve or crying out for more.

Fi could feel heat everywhere, traveling up her forearms and between the spaces of her fingers as the buffets rained down with thrilling increments of intensity.

Becky shifted sideways in Fiona’s lap. Fi, assuming her lover had had enough, started to get up.

“Just a little more!” Becky begged.

Fi’s nipples stood sentinel while her pussy wanted to float. She had never had such a submissive lover before and the naked roundel at her disposal was intoxicating.

Her hands seemed to be moving now of their own accord on a running track of desire, each swat springing away with brio to heed the call of the next. When she paused to catch her breath, B shunted her dorsal in a most demanding fashion, making Fi want to spank her all the more.

“Oh, you impertinent girl, you really turn me on.”

Finally, when the percussion of swats sounded to Fiona’s ears more din than music, she turned her lover round in a supine position. Becky’s face was as flushed as her derrière and a spatter of tears daubed her temples like pressed clover.

“That made me so happy. I can’t explain it.”

“We don’t have to explain or make excuses. Let’s just be good to each other.”

That sly grin again. “It would sure make me feel good if you fucked me with your fingers.”

“Oh, Becky.”

A dream come true! How often had she fantasized about this? How often had Fiona’s friends shaken their heads over Fi’s penchant for straight-girl crushes, always referring to the eager redhead as a reckless dreamer?

The proof was in the pudding of her hands. Fi need only ride the slippery slope that was her lover’s want.

“That spanking really turned you on. Now I have to fuck you.”

Fiona found that strawberry birthmark and licked it as if she could extract the very pith of the fruit. She let her glossa glide to her lover’s mound and licked there too, as Becky moaned and writhed in spasms of approval.

While lavishing her lover’s labia with deft lingual whorls, Fiona thrust one then two digits into warm, throbbing quim. Becky’s cunt was slick with desire and lust but it was also tighter than a button-down shirt. When Fi pushed a third finger inside, B arched her back and groaned in ecstasy, murmuring hushed, unintelligible words.

When Fi fastened her lips to her lover’s clit, while pumping away with a triad of fingers, it was almost more than Becky could bear. A freshet of fluid streamed forth, creating a rivulet down B’s plush inner thigh.

“Don’t stop! Please, make me come.”

Becky’s wish was Fiona’s volition, setting tongue and fingers aflame. When Becky came with raucous waves of pleasure, she cried out her lover’s name over and over again.

This was what it meant to be loved, Fiona thought, as she burrowed into Becky’s post-coital embrace. Having your name passed to you like an imprimatur from your woman’s lips. Like hearing the voice of an angel.

As the night crested toward dawn, Fiona and B surrendered to a few moments of slumber. Fiona woke with a start, though, wondering if she had been dreaming of strawberry birthmarks and long golden tresses. No, this was her dream made flesh, a vision in cool, crisp sheets entwined in Fiona’s grateful arms.

There was just enough street light to cast Becky in silhouette and Fiona gave thanks yet again for the gift of a city that never stops glowing . . . ever refulgent with the brightness of soft, womanly love.

Fiona smoothed a curl away from Becky’s forehead and lightly caressed her cheek. She was so lovely, this femme who may or may not have been experimenting with lesbian love. Who knew what the future would bring? For the moment, Fiona was happy and her joy was like the benison of a new day, until the dark with its inevitable temptations came to pass.
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