
        
            
                
            
        

    



Three

MORE

Wishes


Be Kind To

Your Genie


 


by


Doctor MC, Mad Scientist


doctor_m_c@hotmail.com


 


Render-art by Commotion22


 


[image: HTHB Logo]


HYPO TO HELIO BOOKS


Houston













Three More Wishes © 2012 by Doctor MC, Mad Scientist. All rights reserved.


No part of this novel may be reproduced in any matter whatsoever, including internet usage, without written permission from Hypo To Helio Books or the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.


All sexually active characters are eighteen or older.


Ebook’s ISBN: 978-1-938293-02-3


Front-cover render-art by: Commotion22

Inside render-art by: Commotion22

Author-photo render-art by: Doug Sturk


Contact Doctor MC, Mad Scientist at:

doctor_m_c AT hotmail DOT com


HYPO TO HELIO BOOKS

2427 Clearbrook Drive

Missouri City, Texas 77489-6061










Chapter 1

A Boy Called “Shorty”


Hank Miller was slamming me into a locker, ten minutes before the start of First Period. Another typical day at Plato Smith High School.


“You stay away from my girlfriend, Shorty, got it?” Hank said. As if there was the slightest chance that I hadn’t already gotten the message clearly, months ago. Hank lifted me so that my face was even with his (and my feet were off the floor). “Anna Kay deserves better than to be seen with a runt like you,” he said.


Which was certainly true, at least from Hank’s point of view. Not only was Anna Kay Henderson a cheerleader, she was stacked. As for me, Marvin Harper, I’m the shortest guy in the senior class, at 5′2″. Shortest by several inches. While Hank was the starting quarterback. Yeah, there was a definite status-difference here.


“Um, Hank?” Anna Kay said, in a small voice.


“Later, cupcake,” Hank said. “I got to explain some facts of life to shrimp-guy here.”


Anna Kay said, “Hank, I asked Marvin to help me, tutor me in Trigonometry.”


“Yeah? That right?” Hank asked me. I nodded. Hank smiled evilly. “Well then, maybe I can persuade Tiny Tim here to do your trig homework, not just help you with it. That way, Anna Kay, you and I can spend more time together.”


“Vat are you doink to Marvin?” a female voice demanded.


“Go away, ‘Princess Anastasia,’ ” Hank said, without turning his face away from mine.


Hank didn’t turn his head to look at Natasha Ludmenkov, but I did. Mainly because Natasha was definitely worth looking at. Right now, she had her arms crossed, she was tapping a foot, and she was glaring at Hank.


Hank still was looking straight at me. “So, you tutoring Anna Kay because you expect to get into her panties?”


“What, do I look as stupid as you are?” I said.


“So, you doing it for money? How much are you paying him, Anna Kay?”


Anna Kay looked unhappy to be part of all this. “Hank, Marvin offered to help me without charging me a cent.”


I said, “In class it’s easy to tell she’s struggling with the trig. She needs help, and I can help her, so I offered to tutor her for free.”


“Oh? Isn’t that nice,” Hank said to me. “You’re a real nice guy, aren’t you?”


“He is. He is nice guy,” Natasha said. “So go let him.”


Hank still didn't glance at Natasha. Raising his voice, he said, “Run off now, child. Let the adults talk.”


“I vill not leafe until you go let him,” Natasha declared.


Hank smirked at me. “You need for skirts to defend you now? Wow, you really are a girly-boy.”


Hank finally turned to look at pale goddess Natasha. “Bell’s about to ring. You’ll be late to class.”


The leggy Russian girl gave my tormenter a smile. “So long as you hold Marvin, I stand here. Soon or late, teacher is seeink four pipple in hallway. If you still bullyink Marvin then, thinks not good for you. Maybe you expel, hm? I stand here, checkmate.”


And sure enough, the Tardy Bell did ring then.


Hank let me go. “We’ll talk later, pee-wee,” he said, before walking away with Anna Kay. Anna Kay glanced back to show me an apologetic face.


As I was donning my backpack, Natasha nodded toward Hank. “I am him not likink. Totally not likink. Hank Miller is”—the Russian word did not sound flattering.


I started to walk to my first-period class, having decided that going to the office and requesting a tardy slip was asking for trouble. But as soon as I started to walk toward Physics class, Natasha turned to walk alongside me.


Natasha hadn’t asked my permission, of course. There were three reasons that Natasha had been nicknamed “Princess Anastasia” here at school. Yes, Natasha was Russian, and yes, she had the looks and the poise of a model, but mainly her nickname came from walking into any room as though she owned the place.


I had not spoken since she had taken up position as my wingman. Filling the silence, she said, “Not is so bad if you is girly-boy. Some womans do girly-boy more likink than furry man.”


I said, “I don’t like it at all, a woman rescuing me. I should be rescuing her. But fat chance of that.” I sighed. “I graduate in three weeks, and I by myself still can’t stop anyone from shitting on me.”


But then I remembered my manners. “Natasha, what you did was kind,” I said. “Thanks for your help.”


She shrugged. “I cannot let you to nurse clinic is goink, while I am the hands wrinkink.”


By now we were in front of Physics class. I put my hand on the doorknob to go in, but then Natasha put her hand on my shoulder. She said, “You are good man, Marvin Stephanovich Harper. I am you watchink. You should get gooder life than you is gettink.”


Soon a genie would come to agree with Natasha, and my life would get “gooder” than I could possibly imagine. But I need to set the stage first, O Reader.









Chapter 2

Aunt Claire, Uncle Warren


I managed to avoid Hank for the rest of the day. I ran into Anna Kay at lunch, who gave me an apologetic smile and said, “I’m okay with Trig. I don’t need any more tutoring for a while.”


I had just sat down at the lunch table, between Bob and Christopher, when Natasha sat down in the seat opposite me. Again she didn’t ask permission, she just acted.


“Marvin, I am havink flavor you to ask,” she said.


“You want to ask me a favor?” I said.


“Yes. I have gotted invite to party. With all wear kas—kas—”


“Costumes?”


“Da, costumes party, Saturday after Saturday. I want you as invitink. We are makink funny couple, I zink.”


“Who would we go as?”


Before Natasha could answer, Christopher did. “As Boris and Natasha, guy! You’re a midget, she’s tall and thin, and she even has the accent. All you need is a black coat and black hat and a fake moustache, and you two will have the prize locked up!”


“I am not a midget,” I said.


Bob said to Natasha, “So is that the plan? You and Marvin, as Boris and Natasha from the cartoons?”


Natasha smiled big. To me she said, “Please is sayink you will go.”


Well, I didn’t like being reminded (again) that I was short, but on the other hand, Natasha hadn’t needed to invite me. “Sure, I’ll go,” I said. “Is this a date?”


Bob and Christopher turned their heads to hear Natasha’s answer. Natasha was well worth dating—she had pale, almost white skin; pale blue eyes; naturally pale blond hair; cheekbones; pouty lips; and legs, legs, legs. Only her tits were ordinary.


Natasha looked at me and smiled sadly. “I not am dayink you. Do you is sayink nyet now? But I am wantink you as friend, Marvin, party or not party.”


“Not a problem, Natasha,” I said. “I will go to your costume party a week from Saturday, dressed as Boris, even though it won’t be a quote-unquote date.”


“Spasibo,” she said, smiling and squeezing my hand.


****


That night, I had a light homework load, which meant—a free evening! By 7:30 p.m., I was driving my clunker toward the hospital, to visit my Aunt Claire.


I walked into a hospital room that was stuffed solid with flowers and metal balloons. Aunt Claire was loved by everyone, which mainly explained the generosity of so many flowers and balloons. But the other reason for all the stuff in her room was that Aunt Claire had uterine cancer, and wasn’t expected to last another month.


“Ah, it’s my favorite great-nephew,” Aunt Claire said when she saw me.


“Until another great-nephew walks in,” I said. But I was smiling.


I was shocked by her appearance. I had heard the expression “skin and bones” all my life, but now I was seeing it. Aunt Claire looked like someone had shrink-wrapped skin over a skeleton. But what I said was, “You’re looking good, Aunt Claire.”


She smiled crookedly, as if to say I know you’re lying. But what she said back was, “Yes, I’m almost out of here. And the next time you come to my house, I’ll bake some of my super-secret-recipe chocolate-chip cookies.”


“I’ll enjoy them, Aunt Claire,” I said, smiling. But inside I wasn’t smiling, I was horrified. God, it’s like talking to a corpse, she looks so awful, I thought.


Then Aunt Claire said, “Did you know that your Uncle Warren is in this same hospital? Lung cancer, I hear.” Then Aunt Claire eyed me and added, “I don’t think he’s had a single visitor.”


“What, none of his jailbait girlfriends visit him?” I said, laughing. Somehow my obnoxious uncle always managed to have a gorgeous young girlfriend come with him to family dinners.


Now Aunt Claire replied, “No, two young hussies visit him regularly. His nurses are scandalized by how they carry on, so my nurses tell me. But my point is, Marvin, I don’t think he gets visits from family.”


I laughed. “Well, after he announced years ago that he was leaving all his fortune to the Eisenhower Library? What do you expect?”


Aunt Claire frowned at me. “So you’re saying the only reason you’re visiting me is that you hope to inherit something?”


“Auntie, do I need to remind you? Uncle Warren is an opinionated jerk asshole.”


“True. But now he is a lonely and dying opinionated jerk asshole.”


“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll go pay him a visit right now.”


****


As I was walking through the hospital to Uncle Warren’s hospital room, I reviewed what I knew about him.


Uncle Warren had enlisted in the Army in 1942, and eventually had been sent to Africa to fight Rommel. In late 1943 the Africa war was over, and so he was in the first wave of Americans invading Sicily.


And suddenly Pvt. Harper, who’d been all but invisible in the Tunisia fighting, was daily putting himself in danger. Rescuing injured comrades, charging machine-gun nests, personally wiping out three Panzer crews—Pvt. Warren Harper should have been dead a dozen times a month. But except for shrapnel in his left arm and a shot in the leg, he went through the war without a scratch. By the time the Army handed him his discharge in September 1945, Uncle Warren was a much-medaled First Sergeant.


Then, when he returned to civilian life...


Everything continued to go right for him. Everything.


Always he was surrounded by breathtaking women, and they were all always acting like they wanted sex with him.


And suddenly, Uncle Warren was making money hand over fist. To give just one example: He bought stock in IBM in November 1945, three months before ENIAC came online and began the computer revolution. To give another example: He bought scads of shares of Microsoft on the first day of its IPO; years later, while in Seattle for a stockholder meeting, he bought shares in Starbucks when it was starting up.


But his relatives couldn’t stand him, because of one nasty quirk of his. Uncle Warren thought that Dwight D. Eisenhower was our greatest president ever, and nobody around him could talk about anything without Uncle Warren trolling about Ike’s greatness.


Five years ago, Uncle Warren had announced that the Eisenhower Presidential Library deserved his millions more than did his “moron” relatives. After that, nobody but me acted even a little bit nice to him at family gatherings.


My walk through the hospital completed, I stepped into Uncle Warren’s hospital room. I saw no flowers and no balloons, but I did see something at least as nice: a blonde with young skin and a toned figure. She was standing up against my uncle’s hospital bed, alongside his hips, with her backside toward the door.


And it was a nice backside, let me tell you.


Uncle Warren looked surprised to see me. “Sherry, Sherry, stop that, we have a visitor! It’s one of my relatives!”


Sherry did something with the top bedsheet (that her body blocked me from seeing), then she turned around. Now I could see her from the front, and she had unnaturally large tits—that, or she’d won the Breast Lottery like Anna Kay had. When I finally tore my eyes away from her tits, I was shocked to see that Sherry’s face was flushed with sexual arousal.


Uncle Warren rasped, “Sherry, may I present my brother’s son’s son’s son, Marvin Harper. Marvin, this is my odd-days girlfriend, Sherry Benson. Sherry works as a pole dancer at ... remind me.”


Sherry smiled proudly. “Right now I’m working at Club Physique, but next week I start work at the Nimfo Club on Woodrow Wilson. Come check me out—ask for ‘Bubbles’!”


I decided that Sherry was not a rocket scientist. “Um, I’m three years away from legal drinking,” I said.


Uncle Warren rasped, “Sherry, go find the on-call nurse and bring her in here right now. That’s a good girl.”


“But Warren, baby—”


“Do it now, Sweet Lips. Or I won’t let you you-know-what, later tonight.”


Sherry pouted, but walked out of the room, her high heels click-clacking. Now came the challenge: talking with Uncle Warren without strangling him.


****


“So how’d you get here?” Uncle Warren asked. “Take the Smith Freeway?”


“Right,” I said, knowing what was coming next.


“Good man. You know, President Eisenhower started the interstate system.”


“Uh-huh, you’ve told me,” I said. Many times, I chose not to add.


There was an awkward silence, which stretched out. Unusually, my uncle wasn’t trying to dominate the conversation—was he really waiting on what I had to say?


At last I said, “I got invited to a costume party next week. We’re going as Boris and Natasha—you know, the cartoon characters?”


I expected Uncle Warren to point out that Boris and Natasha were Commies, and President Eisenhower had fought the Commies in Korea. But instead, Uncle Warren said, “A costume party! Been a long time since I’ve been to one of those. Going with a girl?”


“Yep. Her name’s Natasha—her real name’s Natasha, I mean.”


“She pretty?”


“Very. And no, she isn’t a Communist.”


“Of course not. You’ve got more sense than that, Marvin.”


A combination click-clack and squeak-squeak announced that Sherry had brought the nurse. Oddly, the nurse was looking me over. She was an alert oriental woman in her thirties; her nametag said NGUYEN.


After looking me over, she turned to face my uncle. “You needed something, Mr. Harper?”


Uncle Warren said, “Yes, Nurse, when do I get my next pain medication?”


“At midnight, Mister Harper.”


“That’s what I thought. Sorry to bother you.”


“No problem, Mr. Harper,” she said.


I couldn’t shake the weird feeling that this boring conversation was being staged for my benefit. That feeling got stronger when Nurse Nguyen glanced at me and said, “By the way, Mr. Harper, who’s your visitor?”


“This is Marvin Harper, a great-grandson of my brother Herbert,” Uncle Warren replied.


“Marvin Harper, I’m glad to meet you,” she said. And oddly, I believed her—she was smiling the way I would if I were holding a winning scratch-off ticket.


****


Nurse Nguyen left, and Sherry took up a position standing by Uncle Warren’s head. Sherry reached into his pajama top and started rubbing his shoulder. She began biting her lip, and I thought, My god, is this blonde stripper actually getting herself hot, rubbing an old man’s shoulder?


Perhaps noticing where my eyes had gone, Uncle Warren said, “You remember how my leg and arm got injured in the war?”


Where was Uncle Warren going with this? Aloud I said, “Yeah?”


Uncle Warren’s eyes bored into mine, as if he was trying to tell me something important. “I got hurt because I didn’t think something through. I bet my ration, Jackson, about that.”


I shook my head. “I don’t understand.”


“Of course you don’t. Not now. But by next Sunday, I think you’ll understand. And then you’ll want to talk with me.”


“Uncle Warren? No offense, but you and I aren’t close. I can’t imagine me having a heart-to-heart with you.”


Uncle Warren wheezed a raspy laugh. “Not close? We aren’t, boy, not even slightly. Not today. But I have a feeling we both are going to have an eventful week.”


A minute later, I had said my goodbyes to Uncle Warren and nodded to Sherry (who gave me a distracted smile in reply). I was just turning to leave when Uncle Warren rasped, “Marvin.”


“Yes?”


“I told my lawyer to read my will right after my funeral. But I also told him not to file my will till a week after I die. I bet my ration, Jackson, that you’ll find this is useful information.”


****


I thought that Uncle Warren would outlive Aunt Claire by weeks. But nope, he died just four days after our strange conversation.


He died Friday morning. Friday afternoon, as soon as school ended, Uncle Warren’s probate lawyer called me.









Chapter 3

I Inherit—Sort Of


Uncle Warren’s probate attorney, a Mr. Dodd, had asked me to come straight to his law firm. He had something to give me, he said. No, he couldn’t tell me over the phone what it was.


The “something” turned out to be a 1940s-era Army footlocker with “Harper, W G” stencilled on it. It was padlocked shut. Mr. Dodd handed me a little brown envelope, saying, “That’s the key to the padlock.”


“Why all the secrecy for a footlocker?” I asked.


“I truly do not know,” he said. “Nor can I tell you what’s inside. In fact, Mr. Harper went to great pains to keep the existence of this box a secret.”


“Oh?”


Mr. Dodd handed me a piece of paper. Though the paper had been notarized with three witness signatures, the words themselves were handwritten—


To David Dodd:


If I am hospitalized before I die, I wish it reliably reported when/if any of my relatives visit.


If at least one relative visits me in the hospital, then upon my death, this box is to be given to the relative who visited me most.


If none of my relatives visit, then Mr. Dodd, upon my death take this box to a garbage landfill a) without opening the box yourself, b) without letting anyone else in your law firm see you remove the box from the building, and c) without letting my relatives know that you possessed this box but gave it to none of them.


That chunk of text was followed by some lawyer language, and then came Uncle Warren’s signature and a February 2010 date (meaning, three months ago).


Then Mr. Dodd handed me a notarized piece of paper, in which Sherry Benson and Marie Nguyen both swore that last Monday, Warren G. Harper had been visited by “one of his brother Herbert’s great-grandsons, Marvin Harper.”


I tapped the sworn-statements paper. “How did you get these two to ‘reliably report’ about me?”


Dodd replied, “I visited the hospital during every shift and promised the nurses there that if one of them found Mr. Harper with a relative, and that relative could be named in a sworn statement, then I’d pay the nurse a thousand dollars.”


“And how much for Uncle Warren’s stripper girlfriend? I’ll bet she was expensive.”


“No, Miss Benson did it for free. Mr. Harper told her to come to my office and sign the paper in my presence, and that’s what she did, though she told me afterward that she was missing work.”


“He told her to miss work to sign a paper and, bada-bing, she went?”


“Yes, it does seem odd, doesn’t it?”


I dug out my car keys from my pocket, threw them on top of the footlocker, and was just about to pick everything up, when a thought occurred to me. “So we relatives of Uncle Warren, none of us is getting any of his fortune? Not a dime?”


Mr. Dodd gave me a “What can I do?” shrug. “That’s correct. Everything of his that’s worth having, except for that box, is going to the Eisenhower Library.”


****


Twenty minutes later, I arrived home, without mentioning to my parents my detour to Mr. Dodd’s office. Then I let the footlocker sit in the trunk of my car for several hours, until my parents left to see a movie. (It was something about a shipful of Caribbean pirates battling a killer robot from the future. Sounded hokey.)


It was dark twilight when I brought the footlocker from my car to my bedroom. I keyed the padlock open, and opened the lid.


Inside were two old photo albums, and a brass oil lamp.


If you’ve read any “Aladdin” story, you know what the lamp’s shape was. But the oil lamp had nothing special about its metalwork, and its finish was mottled and lusterless.


In short, I was unimpressed with that oil lamp.


But hey, I figured I might be able to sell it for a few bucks on eBay, or use it as a prop for Halloween parties.


I set the lamp aside.


I started leafing through the photo albums, and figured out quickly that they were the reason that Uncle Warren had wanted the footlocker kept secret from his relatives.


The pictures in the first album started in 1942. There were yellowed black-and-white photos of Uncle Warren in uniform, and photos of young uniformed men who had to be his war buddies. There were photos of palm-tree’d Tunisia, the Pyramids, and the Sphinx, and of lions and hippopotamuses. All G-rated stuff, right? But there were also photos of naked young women, black- and brown-skinned, and photos of young Warren getting blowjobs from young women.


Actually, there were lots and lots of photos of Warren getting blowjobs from women.


About three quarters of the way through the older photo album, I turned the page and—I freaked out.


****


On the left-side page were two photos of a serious young woman who was looking at the camera. She was fully dressed (unlike many of the women in the album), wearing Middle Eastern clothing. Oddly, while her hips and everything above them were in focus, her legs were out of focus. Uncle Warren had captioned her photos with the puzzling words, “Fatima, who changed my life. June 3, 1943.”


Immediately below these photos, and their strange caption, were these words that had been written in 1943: “I will die on May 7, 2010, a Friday.”


What the hell is going on? I wondered.


The rest of that first photo album, and all of the second, were naked women posing for the camera, and Uncle Warren getting sex.


But now the women were gorgeous (by Forties and Fifties standards), and the sex was outrageous. Uncle Warren was getting plenty of blowjobs now, from breathtaking beauties, but now he also was involved in bunches of threesomes.


Uncle Warren had a photo of himself in 1944, appearing onstage at a Victory Bond rally in Hollywood with a blonde actress (whose name you might know), and appearing with a line of brunette chorus girls; Uncle Warren’s next photo showed this same blonde naked, cocksucking my uncle, while a brunette dancer ate the blonde out.


I looked at every photo in both albums. It didn’t help; I couldn’t figure out how what I was seeing in the photos, had happened. How had Uncle Warren suddenly become a sex god? Who was this Fatima, and what had happened between her and Uncle Warren? I couldn’t begin to guess.


****


So this was my “inheritance”: two pornographic yet puzzling photo albums, and a souvenir-stall “Aladdin’s lamp.” I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to buy pornographic 1940s photos, so...


My only hope of gaining any money from my “windfall” was through the lamp. Which in turn meant: I needed to polish this sorry excuse for a lamp before I could hope to sell it.


I drove to the store, bought some brass polish, came home, and reassigned my rattiest pair of briefs to brass-polish duty. I dipped the cloth in the brass polish, and rubbed everything against the right side of the lamp. The result?


The lamp shook in my hand as if a frantic rat were trapped inside of it. Then green smoke came out of the lamp’s spout—lots and lots of green smoke.









Chapter 4

Fatima The Genie


[image: Fatima, just out of the lamp]


In my bedroom was Fatima, looking exactly the same as in 1943. (Except that her clothing was green now, not gray.)


One minor mystery got cleared up immediately. Her legs weren’t blurry in Uncle Warren’s photos because they were out of focus, but because they were smoke. She had green-silk-covered hips, and greenish sorta-thighs, and below that, green smoke. But somehow her upper body remained motionless, as if it had legs holding it up.


Have I described that motionless upper body? She had shiny black hair, which was tied by a braided green ribbon into a waist-length ponytail. She had tan skin, a nice chest (large tits but smaller than porn-sized), and electric-green eyes. At the moment, those eyes were searching my soul.


“Fatima?” I said.


Her eyebrows shot up, and she spoke to me in what I’m guessing was Arabic.


“Hold on,” I said.


I grabbed the older photo album, and flipped through the first few pages. I pointed to a photo of Uncle Warren holding a rifle (a photo that showed his face clearly) and said in English, “You knew him.”


“How are you connected to him?” she asked. Now she had a Chicago accent exactly like Uncle Warren’s.


I said, “I’m his great-nephew. He just died. So you’re a genie, and you granted Uncle Warren three wishes?”


“He died on Friday, the seventh of May, 2010?”


“Right, this morning. What’s that got to do...?”


My words sputtered to a halt when I realized: That was the date of his death that was written in the old photo album. Which meant that Uncle Warren knew beforehand that he could safely play War Hero in the 1940s; but it also meant that when he was lying in his hospital bed, talking to me, Uncle Warren knew that he was doomed within days.


Fatima said, “That was his first wish, to know the day he was fated to die.”


“What else did he wish for? Can you tell me?”


Fatima gave me a piercing look. “You are my Master now; I must answer any question of yours. But are you sure that you want this question answered, O great-nephew of my last master?”


[image: Marvin the shorty meets Fatima]


“Yes. I need to know.”


She started speaking then, but her voice sounded like a young version of Uncle Warren’s—


“My second wish, Fatima, is I want a magic power over any cutie I get the hots for. If I touch a woman on the back of her hand, from that moment on, she becomes my blowjob-horny complete slave. And by ‘slave,’ I mean she’ll do anything I tell her, won’t refuse me a damned thing. Oh yeah, you better make the power one I can turn on and off whenever I want—I don’t wanna be like Midas, y’know? And when I say to her, ‘Rumpelstiltskin says you’re free to go,’ then she won’t crave sucking my cock anymore. So she won’t be a slave anymore. One more thing, in 2010 when I die? Whatever slaves I’ve got, will stop being my blowjob-horny slaves.


“My third wish? A knack with money. I wish that in any situation, I have an infallible instinct how to make money, ditto how to keep from losing money. Whether it’s poker with my buddies, or a goddamned horse race, or the New York fucking Stock Exchange, I want to always know in my gut who to give money to, and when, and when to cash out or fold.”


I sighed. “Well, you tried to warn me. My uncle was a real lowlife with his wishes, you know?”


Then I looked at her and said, “Which brings me to my own wishes. What are the rules?”


“You don’t want to go ahead and wish, and I tell you if a wish is out of bounds?”


“No.” I wasn’t going to anger the genie by pointing out that in lots of stories, genies were as sly and wily and crafty as lawyers.


Fatima shrugged. “The rules are that all the wishes must be made the same day—”


“Does that have to be today? Or can I think about it?”


She looked surprised. “I’ve had only one master who delayed making wishes. He waited a day.”


“Was he happy with how his wishes came out, after taking a day to word them?”


“I cannot say with certainty, because I was sent back to my lamp after he made his wishes.”


Genies are like lawyers. I asked her, “And you can tell me nothing about his life after he made his wishes?”


She admitted, “I can sense the death of my master while within the lamp, and he lived six years after making his wishes.”


“And how old was he when he made his wishes?”


“Seventeen. He was just starting to grow a beard.”


“After making his wishes, he lived only to be twenty-three? Huh,” I said. Then I changed topics: “You said earlier that you must answer your master’s every question. Can you lie to me?”


“I say no, but perhaps this answer is a lie.”


“If I ask you a question in English, can you answer in Arabic?”


She looked at me in puzzlement. “No, I must answer in English.”


“Which means that you may not give me an ‘answer’ that holds no useful information for me. Which would be the case if I knew that you were permitted to lie to me. So I conclude, you cannot lie to me. Is my logic faulty?”


“Perhaps so.”


“How is my logic faulty? Under what circumstances can you lie to me?”


Fatima looked very uncomfortable. She sighed. “I cannot lie to you.”


“So if I ask you a question, Fatima, you will tell me the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, always?”


She looked like she wanted to dive back into the lamp. At last she said, “No.”


“Tell me how you can avoid telling me the truth, if you cannot lie to me.”


“By not volunteering information that you did not ask for. By answering your question as narrowly as possible. By suggesting possibilities that I know are not true.”


“So how can I find out whether you’re deliberately making me think, or you’re allowing me to think, something other than the whole truth?”


Her shoulders slumped. “By asking me directly whether I’m intending to evade telling you what I think you want to know.”


“And if you have been evasive, how do I find out what the whole truth is?”


“By asking me what the whole truth is, or by asking me what I don’t want to tell you.”


“I see. What do you not want to tell me now?”


She looked at the floor. “Among we of the djinn who have been bound by Solomon, it is humiliating to fail to trick one’s master during his Wishing Time. I fear that this might happen to me.”


“And how did you trick my Uncle Warren?”


“When he learned that he would live another sixty-seven years, he said words meaning that no harm would come to him in his war. I let him think that.”


And now I understood what Uncle Warren had been trying to tell me in the hospital: that his arm and leg were wounded because he “didn’t think something through.” He was warning me: Don’t shoot your mouth off when you make your wishes.


I looked at Fatima and said, “So back to my original question: What are the rules?”


In a sing-song, I’ve-said-this-a-million-times voice, she answered, “All three wishes must be made the same day.


“You may not wish for a throne, nor may you wish to cloud men’s minds to grant you a throne, nor may you wish to cloud men’s minds so that they will fight war for you. If you wish one of these three forbidden wishes, you forfeit that wish and all remaining wishes. You may not wish that anyone die, or be made so sick or so injured that death comes soon. If you wish one of these three forbidden wishes, you forfeit that wish and all remaining wishes. You may not wish for immortality, your own or anyone else’s. If you make a wish like this, you forfeit that wish and all remaining wishes. You may not wish to delay your own or anyone else’s fated death by more than 120 lunar cycles—”


“Say what? You mean a ‘month,’ 120 ‘months,’ or ten years?”


“No. There are twelve calendar months in a year, but thirteen lunar cycles. May I finish, O Master?”


Just marvelous, a sarcastic genie, I thought. Aloud I said, “Please do.”


“If you wish to delay your own or someone else’s fated death by more than 120 lunar cycles, you forfeit that wish. These are all the rules but one, which I may not tell you until after you’ve spoken all three wishes.”


“Huh,” I said. “Now back up to the ‘120 lunar cycles’ rule. If I wish to postpone someone’s fated death by 120 lunar cycles or less, you’ll grant the wish—no forfeiture, no penalty?”


“Yes.”


“Tell me the whole truth.”


“If you do not say otherwise in your wish, the person’s health gets worse till he is on the verge of death, then remains at that state for 120 lunar cycles.”


“My god, that’s horrible! Imagine, nine-years-plus of almost-death!”


Fatima shrugged. Then she asked, “Are you ready to tell me your wishes now?”


****


That was a good question. Waiting to wish meant staying in my ordinary life for another day or two, but rushing into this wishmaking could get me in serious trouble. After a few seconds, I said—


“No. I’ll wait two days, till Sunday. Now I have another question for you. Of your former masters, how many do you know how their wishes turned out?”


“Only one. Ali the Goat-Herder.”


“And how do you know how his wishes turned out? You said that you can’t sense such things while you’re in your lamp.”


“But I wasn’t in my lamp, except when he was sleeping, or enjoying a woman. The rest of the time, I was his companion.”


“Wait, you didn’t go back into the lamp after you granted his wishes?”


“Only briefly, Master. I cannot leave the lamp except by my master’s summoning, but a master remains my master until he or she dies, so he’s able to call me forth anytime. I saw Ali the Goat-Herder daily for forty-four years, until his fated death. I was his most trusted advisor.”


Fatima choked up, saying those last words, and she was blinking rapidly. Was she really crying for her dead master Ali? She certainly had shed no tears for Uncle Warren.


Fatima looked meaningfully at the brass lamp. “Do you order me to leave you now?”


I was just about to say Yes, goodbye till Sunday, when I got a thought. “Tell me, can you give yourself legs, make yourself like a regular woman? And give yourself non-genie clothing?”


“Betty Grable gams, coming up!” she said. She went completely green-smoke for a few seconds, then solidified into a definitely girlish shape. Except that—


“Fatima,” I said, “I’m sure that men in 1943 thought you to be quite a ‘blackout girl,’ looking like that. But can you make your hair and makeup and clothes into something more 2010-ish?”


She reached out a hand and almost touched my forehead. Then she green-smoked again, then solidified again. And this time I said, “Whoa, mama.” Green had never looked so good on a woman in 2010—or maybe I’m just partial to well-displayed big tits.


The nice thing about being height-challenged is that more often than regular guys do, I go through an entire weekend without spending money on things. Like dates. So I had a pretty good stash of cash in my wallet, this Friday night. I grabbed my wallet, grabbed my clunker keys, tossed the brass lamp under my bed, and said to Fatima, “Let me show you the twenty-first century.”


After all, how often does a guy get a chance to take a genie on a date?









Chapter 5

On A Date With My Genie


In the front seat of my car, Fatima was rubbernecking like a maniac, and bouncing with excitement. “Look, the jeeps here are all different colors!”


I smiled. “ ‘Automobiles,’ they’re called ‘automobiles.’ ”


“So that’s what ‘automobiles’ are! Also called ‘cars,’ right? And jeeps are ... military cars?”


“Close enough,” I said. “American 1940s military cars, basically.” Then I remarked, “You seem to be really looking forward to tonight.”


“Dinner and a movie? I bet my ration, Jackson, I’m excited! I especially can’t wait to see the newsreel before the movie.”


“Um, we don’t have newsreels anymore.”


She sounded worried. “Then how do I see what’s going on in the rest of the world? The photos they print in newspapers are so tiny.”


I laughed. “Trust me, we have much better ways of keeping informed than by newsreels.” Then I had a thought: “So what’s the last movie you’ve seen? Casablanca?”


“I’ve never seen a movie before. This will be my first.”


“Then how can you talk about them so knowledgeably? And about newsreels?”


“When I first came out of my lamp in 1943, I quickly realized that I did not understand my master’s language. So I asked by gesture if I could touch his forehead. By doing that, I learned his language—but I also learned much about his world. But I never got to see his world.”


“So Uncle Warren rubbed you out of the lamp, made his wishes, and bang, back into the lamp you went? Is that normal for you?”


“Oh yes. Since the day that King Solomon imprisoned djinn, only twice have I spent more than a tenth of an hour in the presence of any one master.”


“The first time being the lifetime of Ali the Goat-Herder, and the second being right now?”


“Yes!” She was looking at me now with a big grin. “On the day that God frees djinn from bondage, I will tell God and all the djinn of the Green Tribe, of your kindness.”


I very much wanted to say Aw shucks, ’tain’t nuthin’. Instead I asked, “So how did a powerful genie like you wind up in a brass lamp?”


“Long ago, there was a War of the djinn. The Tribe of the Blue Djinn were powerful, and its djinn thought they would win; but we of the Tribe of the Green Djinn made alliance with the blond-haired Tribe of the Pink Djinn. We all knew that God was angry at us for making war, but we didn’t care. But then God sent to us a human, King Solomon—”


“And he stopped the war?”


“King Solomon used God’s power to capture and Bind one djinni from each Tribe, who would serve puny humans until God saw fit to release him or her. But then, instead of stopping their fighting, the three Tribes united to destroy King Solomon and to rescue their tribesdjinn. That backfired: Unharmed King Solomon again captured and bound a djinni from each Tribe. I saw my best friend in the Pink Tribe bound into a bottle, then I myself was bound into your lamp. But ha, Kharmesh of the Blue Tribe also is stuck in a lamp!”


By now, we were in the movie theater. Once we’d parked, and walked into the theater lobby, I bought tickets to the 3-D blockbuster Rubert’s Village. As I was being handed the tickets, my parents walked through the theater lobby. They looked startled to see me with a beautiful woman. (Hell, they looked startled to see me with any woman.)


The movie’s start-time wasn’t for another forty-five minutes, so I took Fatima into a nearby restaurant. I felt underdressed, but Fatima got many favorable looks. Perhaps it was because she was wearing a green dress and matching heels; or perhaps it was because of all the tan breast skin showing.


Fatima had never before tasted ketchup (or tomatoes, for that matter), or potatoes (which are grown in cold climates). So she treated me like a conquering hero, just for ordering her a Hamburger Plate. I wish every girl were that easy to please!


After a leisurely conversation (mostly about my life at school and my plans for college), I paid the restaurant check, and then we went to see Rubert’s Village, starring Emma Watson and Megan Fox.


****


Rubert’s village, Tinkerham, has a mine nearby that is a major source of magic dust. The villagers of Tinkerham sell the magic dust fairly—the same price whether a buyer is expert or novice, male or female, good or evil, living nearby or from far away.


But that isn’t good enough for sorcerer Malmajj. Malmajj is evil—he burns the king to death with fireballs in the very first scene—and he wants to seize the magic-dust mine, and be the only one to possess its magic dust. He cooks up a plan to zombie-fy the villagers so that they will work at nothing but mining magic dust and giving the dust to Malmajj.


Malmajj flies around riding Sonic, a giant vampire bat. Malmajj looks fearsome.


But Malmajj’s first Zombie spell is accidentally reversed by a Tinkerham youth, the handsome journeyman tool-handle-maker, Rubert. When Rubert realizes that nobody else in the village will stand up to Malmajj, he moves from being the evil wizard’s accidental bad luck to becoming Malmajj’s sworn enemy.


Rubert doesn’t seem to be a worthy hero. His only weapon is a woodsman’s axe. And his only exceptional feature is his willingness to let old people talk about olden days. Rubert listens to old men or old women tell stories when nobody else will.


Rubert has only two allies in his fight against Malmajj. The first is Pendlenerk, a baby dragon who can’t fly well—to put it mildly. Rubert’s second ally is the village maiden Heather (Emma Watson). Rubert thinks of Heather as a good friend.


But Heather is in love with Rubert. And if Rubert doesn’t realize that, Nakeda certainly does.


Nakeda (Megan Fox) is the evil daughter of Malmajj. Nakeda tries to lure Rubert into betraying everyone and everything that he holds dear. At times, she forgets to wear much clothing when she’s around Rubert.


When Nakeda can’t sucker Heather into believing tomcatting rumors about Rubert, she tries the reverse. Nakeda slips Heather a Lust Potion, than Nakeda hooks Heather up with Granddik, the blacksmith’s son. Then, to put icing on the cake, Nakeda convinces Rubert that he has to deliver a message to Granddik in his shack. Rubert comes upon Heather and Granddik fucking (loudly), as Nakeda watches through a window.


Seeing the energetic sex, anguished Rubert says to Heather, “I thought you were a virgin! Do you love him?”


To which Heather replies, “I don’t love him, I love you!” And with those words, the Lust Spell is broken.


Nakeda sashays in, holds up the bottle of Lust Potion, and explains what she did. All this was a diversion, Nakeda explains, to keep Rubert and friends away from the mine, because Malmajj plans to attack it in an hour. And the villagers won’t help, because Nakeda made sure to tell them that Heather is a promiscuous slut.


At these words, naked Heather runs up to Nakeda, her hand open, and it seems that Heather plans to slap Nakeda across the face. But once she’s close to Nakeda, Heather grabs the bottle of Lust Potion, throws away the stopper, and throws the bottle’s remaining liquid in Nakeda’s face. Then Heather yells to Rubert, “Turn your back on her!”


Nakeda makes eye contact with Granddik, and starts a hip-swinging walk toward him. Rubert, realizing what has happened, tries to “save” Nakeda, even as Heather is gathering up her clothing and pushing Rubert out of Granddik’s shack. “Nakeda, who do you love?” Rubert yells.


Nakeda yells back, “I don’t love anyone! All men are bastards or fools. Now Granddik, you big man, get over here and—”


Heather yanks the shack door shut, so that we can’t hear the rest of Nakeda’s words.


By the time Heather is dressed, Rubert has a plan how to protect the mine. He wants to dash straight from Granddik’s shack back to Tinkerham, to carry out his plan, but Heather says, “Wait.” He turns back to her, about to ask “Why?”—and Heather gives him a hot kiss.


Part of Rubert’s plan is weird, and a little disturbing. An old man sits, bare to the waist, in a chair. Rubert makes a cut near his left wrist, so that blood runs down the old man’s arm. Heather picks up a slice of bread, wipes off the blood running down the man’s arm with the bread, then delivers the bloody bread slice to Rubert. As Rubert is eating the blood-soaked bread slice, Heather brings him a second such piece.


Malmajj shows up, attacking the mine’s defenders (our three heroes, plus twenty villagers) with zombie eagles. The villagers destroy one zombie eagle by fire, but by then, all twenty villagers have been killed.


Rubert uses magic dust to turn clumsy baby dragon Pendlenerk temporarily into a powerful and experienced adult dragon. Adult-Pendlenerk flames all the zombie eagles and kills Malmajj’s giant vampire bat, but then Malmajj uses five kill-spells, close together, to kill Pendlenerk. Dying, Pendlenerk turns back into a cute little baby dragon, living only long enough to say goodbye to Rubert and Heather (who are holding hands).


But soon Rubert is holding his woodsman’s axe in a two-handed grip, and he and Malmajj (whose hands are moving sinuously) face each other, five feet apart. Suddenly Malmajj throws a kill-spell at Rubert. Rubert staggers, and then—


—stands straight again. Malmajj is so shocked that Rubert isn’t dead that he just stands there as Rubert rushes up to him. Rubert puts the axe-head deep into the middle of Malmajj’s chest.


Over Malmajj’s corpse, Rubert explains: Men who mine the magic dust build up an immunity to magic, over many years’ time. “If you’d have talked to the oldest of the magic-dust miners, you’d have known that.” Rubert figured out that by eating the blood of one such magic-immune man, Rubert gained enough immunity that the kill-spell didn’t kill him.


Weeks later, at the wedding of Rubert and Heather, Nakeda steps into the back of the wedding chapel, accompanied by Granddik and two other young men. She is just beginning to show her pregnancy. She is there only briefly before she grabs Granddik’s hand and tries to drag him out of the wedding chapel. Granddik gives her a disgusted look, then pushes her toward one of his two buddies. Nakeda’s second escort rolls his eyes, then pushes her toward the third guy. She takes the third guy’s hand, and tries to drag him toward the wedding chapel’s rear doors. The third guy lets himself be led out.


****


In the movie theater, Fatima several times pulled off the polarizing glasses to look at the IMAX screen with naked eyes. Of course, as soon as she did that, the 3-D effect disappeared. After doing this several times, she leaned over and murmured, “This is not a magical illusion?”


I replied, “Oh, it’s an illusion, but definitely not magical.”


“Amazing,” she said.


Later she whispered, “I feel sorry for Sonic.”


“Who’s Sonic?”


“The big bat. Do you think he wants to fly that nasty human around?”


****


When we’d returned to my car, but before I started the engine, I asked, “So, are you enjoying the sights and sounds of 2010?”


“Definitely, Master. I bet my ration, Jackson, I’m having a wonderful time!”


“That’s, uh, great. Fatima, I want you to do something for me.”


“Yes, Master?”


“I want you to touch my forehead, do whatever you did with Uncle Warren.”


She looked at me, puzzled. “But I already know your language.”


“You know my language as of 1943. You have no idea what a ‘CPU’ is. And frankly, it’s weird for me to hear a girl who looks like she’s my age, use an expression that only my elderly uncle used.”


Fatima reached out a hand and touched my forehead. I didn’t know what to expect when the hand was actually green smoke, but it felt like a regular girl’s hand, soft and warm. Then the memory-reading began.


It was like my whole life was recorded on a 200-foot-diameter DVD, and Fatima played the giant disk on Very Fast Forward. By the car clock, only five minutes passed, but I relived every day of my life in that time.


She smiled when she took her hand away. “Having just seen my first movie, now I want to Netflix my second one.”


“Oh? Which movie do you want to see?”


Her green eyes gleamed with glee. “That Robin Williams cartoon. I want to see how much those Disney artists made the bound blue djinni look like Kharmesh!”


Then her expression changed to a frown. “That Hank Miller, he is not nice to you.”


****


After my “date” with Fatima, I realized that I had a problem: I had to get Fatima back into her lamp. Which was in my bedroom. If my parents had gone to bed when I got home, no problem. But if my folks weren’t in bed—


What were the chances that I could walk in my house with a woman who looked twenty years old and who had a killer body, and waltz her past my parents, up the stairs, and into my bedroom? Zero, that’s what the chances were.


I mentioned my problem to Fatima. She replied, “I have an answer, if you can roll up your windows, Master.” (It was a muggy May night, and my clunker’s AC didn’t work.) I rolled up the windows, and she said, “When you get in your bedroom, open a window and hold the lamp out.”


Then she ... I guess the best way to describe it is, she silently exploded in slow motion. She was sitting within the shoulder harness—then seconds later, the entire cab of my car was filled with a faint green tint and an exotic smell. Then both the smell and the tint vanished, and I was seemingly alone.


My precaution had been wise. My parents were downstairs when I walked in. I suspect that they were staying up just for this chance to pounce on me.


My mother soon asked, “How did you meet her?” Clearly understood in her tone was the question, Is she a crazy axe murderer? My father asked the same question, “Yes, Marvin, how did you meet her?”—but his tone of voice carried the implication of How did you score such a hot babe?


I told my parents that I was tired, and would answer their questions in the morning. (After I’d had time to invent lies.) I excused myself, and went up to my bedroom. I shut and locked my bedroom door, then opened a window. On the lawn underneath my window, a cloud of green smoke suddenly appeared; then that smoke came up and into my outthrust lamp.


I shut the window, locked the brass lamp in the footlocker and put the footlocker back in my closet, and got ready to sleep. Just before I let myself nod off, I sat up in bed and faced the closet. “Good night, Fatima,” I said, not sure whether she could hear me.


My last thought before I fell asleep was, Tomorrow I start planning out what to wish for, and exactly how to word those wishes.









Chapter 6

What Do I Wish For?


At the breakfast table, I answered, “She’s a friend of a Facebook friend—Mary said we should talk to each other. So anyway, Fatima and I—”


“Rewind,” my dad said. “ ‘Fatima’? Isn’t that a Moslem name?”


“I didn’t ask, Dad,” I said. “Maybe she’s from that place in Portugal. Anyway, Fatima and I started emailing, we clicked, it turns out she lives here, and so we went on a date.”


“So what does she do?” my mom asked. “Does Fatima work somewhere, or go to school?”


“Both, actually. She’s a History major at University of Texas, but she’s taking the semester off. So now she’s a salesclerk at a boutique in Riverview Mall.”


“Why is she taking the semester off? Is there trouble?” Dad asked.


“What boutique?” Mom asked.


“Dad, I didn’t ask why she isn’t in college. It could be she ran out of money, or she didn’t want to live over in Texas anymore, or maybe a Mafia godfather is after her. Mom, the boutique? Um...” Think, Marvin! “She told me the name, but it didn’t mean anything to me, so I forgot it.”


Mom shrugged. “I’m sure it’s a good one. She’s very stylish.”


“I’ll be sure to tell her that. I’m sure she’ll be pleased.”


The conversation turned to other subjects then. Inside, I breathed a sigh of relief.


As I was rinsing my dishes in the sink, I said, “Mom, can you iron my white shirt if it’s wrinkly, please? I want to look right for Uncle Warren’s funeral tomorrow.”


Behind me: dead silence.


I turned around. My parents were giving each other embarrassed looks. At last my mother said, “Um, not a problem, Marvin. I can do yours too, Steve, if you want?” My mother said this last part with a raised eyebrow.


“Um, sure, Lucy, that’ll be great. Thanks,” Dad said. He sighed.


****


After breakfast, I cut the grass, and weeded the lawn some. Then I washed my car. This gave me time to Think.


When I came inside, Mom was watching the first Harry Potter movie. She invited me to join her, and I was sorely tempted. But that would cut into my Thinking time, so I said no. Upstairs, I showered, then I took my white shirt downstairs and gave it to Mom. I came back to my bedroom, I lay down on my bed, I stared at the ceiling, and I Thought.


The rest of the day, I Thought and Thought. I fell asleep Thinking. Sunday morning, I woke up Thinking. As I was shaving, I Thought; as I ingested cornflakes, I Thought; and as I put on my suit for the funeral, I Thought.


It didn’t matter. I still hadn’t decided what to wish for.


****


When my father walked in the living room with car keys in hand, I announced that I was driving my own car to the funeral home. My parents looked at me oddly, but didn’t argue.


Uncle Warren’s funeral didn’t take long, because nobody came. The only people there were my parents and I, and Aunt Claire (in a wheelchair). It was amazing that Aunt Claire had come to the funeral, because she was from my mother’s side of my family, so not related to Uncle Warren at all. But she had come, while most of Uncle Warren’s blood relatives had not. And she had gotten out of bed, gotten dressed, and come here when she was nearly dead herself—amazing.


A correction: Mr. Dodd (the lawyer) also was at Uncle Warren’s funeral. He showed us Uncle Warren’s will—


“Everything that I own, except for personal items (which I don’t care about), is to be passed to the Eisenhower Center and Library in Abilene, Kansas. However, before anyone else owns my computer, the hard drive is to be erased and then reformatted.”


Mr. Dodd confirmed that, as per Uncle Warren’s wishes, Uncle Warren’s will would not be filed with the probate court until Friday. Dad looked puzzled at this news; I guess it wasn’t normal procedure.


****


Fifteen minutes later, Mr. Dodd had left, the funeral director had left, and all my relatives except for Uncle Warren had left. I was staring down at an oblong pile of dirt.


I said, “Uncle Warren, six days ago in your hospital room, you predicted that you and I would have a heart-to-heart on Sunday. Well, you were right, it’s Sunday and here I am. Of course, when you told me that, you knew that you were going to die Friday, and you know that it was likely that I’d be the relative to inherit Fatima. You were right about that, too.”


No reply.


“You advised me, in so many words, to think this three-wishes thing through. But that’s my problem, Uncle Warren, I’ve been thinking over everything I’ve learned this past week.”


No reply.


“You worded your wishes well; you got what your 1943 self wanted. But were you happy in your life? The only reason I visited you in the hospital was because Aunt Claire embarrassed me, and the only reason that my parents came to your funeral today is because I embarrassed them. You probably got more sex in the last six months than I’ll get in the next six years, your house is as big as a hotel, and you’re a decorated war hero—and yet today, nobody mourned your passing. How sad, Uncle Warren.”


No reply.


“I’m happy with my life, Uncle Warren. My parents love each other and they love me, and I’m happy. If I die a virgin and have to struggle for every dime I ever get, I think I’ll be happy. Happier than you ever were, even with combat medals, and millions of dollars, and blowjobs from strippers. So I don’t need to wish for anything, Uncle Warren, because what I really need, I already have.”


No reply.


“But when you have a magic lamp, such contentment creates a problem. Do you know, I’m actually considering donating the lamp to the Salvation Army?”


****


If I’d hoped at the cemetery for a revelation or a brilliant insight on how to wish wishes, I was disappointed. Eventually I came home, changed clothes, and did homework. I went to bed at ten o’clock, with no firm plans about what to say to Fatima.


I couldn’t sleep.


At 11:45, I threw off the covers, turned on the bedside light, and found the padlock key on my key ring. Fifteen seconds later, Fatima was standing in my bedroom. My finger to my lips warned her, Don’t wake my parents.


She’d de-smoked facing away from my clock, but she now said, “It is almost midnight. Do you want to wish now, or wait fifteen minutes for a new day?”


“What difference does it make?”


“If you start wishing before midnight, and you are still wishing at midnight, you forfeit whatever wishes were spoken completely or partially by midnight. If you speak all three wishes before midnight, then I must grant all three wishes by midnight, or any ungranted wishes are forfeit. And then, I must be back in my lamp by midnight, or all granted wishes become un-granted.”


“Wow, you guys sure have a lot of rules that allow forfeiting wishes.”


She gave me an impudent smile. “If I give you the address of Solomon’s Temple, you can write a complaint.” Without turning to look, she pointed at my clock and said, “I advise you to wait the thirteen minutes.”


“No. I want to get this done with.”


She looked alarmed. “Master, please—”


“Is there any trickery in what you’ve told me? Is there anything you don’t want to tell me?”


“Master, there is no trickery. I have told you the whole truth. But I fear that soon I must tell you, ‘You have forfeited wishes.’ And the only way for you to get more wishes then, is from a different genie.”


“So you advise me to wait till after midnight.”


“Yes.”


I shook my head. “My first wish: I get at least as much sex as is average for guys my age, and I’m always happy with the sex I get.”


Fatima looked resigned. “Number two?”


“From now through the rest of my life, I wish to have enough money to be comfortable. To clarify: I wish to never worry about money, not for a minute.”


Fatima nodded. “Three?”


“I wish that you cure Aunt Claire of all cancers as much as you can, for as long as you can, so that her fated death is postponed by exactly 120 lunar cycles, and she is pain-free for as much of that time as possible.”


Fatima stood there, not moving, not speaking, staring at me. I said, “Shouldn’t you be granting wishes now?”


She said, “Master, do you remember me mentioning a Wishing Rule that I can’t tell you until you’ve spoken your wishes?”


“Go on.”


“If anyone uses one of his three wishes unselfishly, he is to be granted three more wishes!”


“The stories and legends don’t mention that. Gosh, I should’ve asked for world peace.”


“Can’t. I’ll explain next time. Master, we have a little over ten minutes for you to make your three more wishes, for me to grant them, and then for me to scoot back in the lamp. Please hurry!”


Geez, I crashed the servers trying to think up three wishes—now I got to make it SIX? “Um, uh...”


“Master, please!”


Eventually I said, “Number four: I wish that my parents have a really, truly happy marriage because they never ever get hit with any problem that their marriage can’t handle.”


“Good one. Five?”


“I wish that Anna Kay Henderson and Natasha Ludmenkov each get her heart’s desire in a life-long intimate relationship.”


“Master, your first two bonus wishes have been unselfish. But that won’t get you any bonus-bonus wishes.”


“So I should finish with a selfish one? Hm.” I looked at the clock: five minutes until midnight. And my mind was blank.


I threw up my hands and said, “Okay, fine. I wish that Hank Miller will never again bully me.”


Fatima murmured, “Four-and-a-half minutes. Gonna be close.”


Pop. In midair, in front of Fatima’s face appeared a crystal ball. But this one wasn’t the size of a grapefruit, it was the size of a volleyball. Fatima started waving her hands, and images appeared and disappeared in the ball.


“What’s happening?” I asked.


“I’m scrying,” she answered distractedly. “Scrying balls were how people Googled before Al Gore was born.”


A minute later, she murmured, “He called Master a ‘girly-boy,’ did he? We’ll see about that!”


Soon afterward, it was clear that something was frustrating her. “Come on, c’mon, think!” she kept murmuring. As minutes passed and Fatima got more upset, I got worried that she was going to miss the deadline.


Then Fatima gasped, grinned, and clapped her hands. “I got it!” The scrying ball popped out of my bedroom.


“Shh. Parents, remember?”


She spun around to face me. “Six wishes made”—her right hand moved around to describe the six faces of a cube, while her left hand made weird gestures—“six wishes granted.”


A ball of green lightning suddenly appeared between her hands. She shoved it toward me and, with no gravity drop, it flew through the air and hit me in the chest.


“What did you just do?” I asked.


She shook her head. “You’ll find out. Got to go.” She turned into smoke, which all rushed into the brass lamp. Then I glanced at the clock, and saw 11:59 become 12:00.


I locked the lamp in the footlocker, turned off the bedside light, and climbed back to bed. Yawning, I wondered, What will tomorrow bring? What have I done?









Chapter 7

No Longer A Shorty


My first clue that my life had changed forever, happened the next morning as I was getting out of bed. My feet hit the floor a fraction of a second before I expected them to.


My second clue was when I walked to the bathroom door, intending to take a shower. I reached my hand out, fingers curled, intending to slide them around the doorknob. Instead, my fingertips smacked into the doorknob. I looked down to discover that the doorknob was two inches lower than I remembered it being.


In the bathroom, I was as clumsy as a thirteen-year-old. The handle for the shower door, the soap dish, the countertop for the bathroom sink—everything was below where I expected it to be. I swear, even the toilet was smaller!


But it was when I went to pull on my jeans that I started to figure things out. With my jeans in my hands, my eye was caught by the sewn-in tag that gave the waist size and inseam. The tag said the inseam was 30 inches!


I had never owned a pair of inseam-30 pants in my life. If I ever bought a pair of pants like that, I’d either be stepping on my own pants and tripping myself, or else the pants would be so baggy that I’d look like an orphan. And yet—these were my jeans. There was a rectangular wear pattern in the right-rear pocket, exactly the size of my wallet. The left-leg hem was fraying in one spot, and there was a gouge in the right leg where I had scraped it against a corner of my lab table in Physics Lab. Somehow my jeans had grown two inches longer.


Likewise, my shoes were made by the same manufacturer as had made them yesterday, and had the same scuffs in the same places. But today my shoes were a size 9. And the shirts in my closet were all size Medium, not size Small.


Then I got an idea, and opened my wallet to look at my driver’s license. It was a state-issued license, complete with magnetic stripe and state seal, and my photo was the same. But my height was no longer 5′2″, it was listed as—Holy shit!—5′7″! I had grown five inches since midnight?


My next clue that things were different was when I picked up my book bag: it felt lighter. Of course, I figured that I’d forgotten a book, and opened up the bag to take inventory. But no books were missing—somehow, they had gotten lighter.


I made a clatter while getting a bowl for my cereal—the kitchen counter was two inches below where I put the bowl. But otherwise, breakfast was unchanged from before; my parents noticed nothing different about me.


****


After eating breakfast, I rushed upstairs, locked the bedroom door, and thirty seconds later, I had the lamp in my hand and Fatima in my bedroom. “Thank you for letting me spend time with you, Master!” she said.


“Not much time,” I said. “I’m in a rush. What can you tell me about today? I already noticed that I’ve grown five inches.”


“Master, I don’t know how to answer that. It’s 7:03, and you like to be in your car by 7:05.”


“Just the highlights, then.”


“The highlights are, you will really, really enjoy your life today. And you needn’t worry about Hank Miller at all.”


She glanced at the brass lamp, I nodded, and she green-smoked back into the lamp. As I was putting the lamp back in the footlocker, I noticed a yellow sticky-note lying inside the footlocker.


The sticky-note’s shaky handwriting said, “Encrypted folder LAMP password: 1943June3. Safe combination: 43-6-3.”


****


My next clue that life was different was when I arrived at PSHS and walked to my locker: Kids stepped out of my way. I was used to students intentionally blocking my way to get my goat, so kids stepping aside for me was a nice surprise. And come to think of it, I was hearing a lot more Hi, Marvins than I was used to hearing.


While I was at my locker, raised voices got my attention. It turned out that Hank and Anna Kay were having an argument. At first I was interested only in the argument, but then I looked. Always before, Hank had been two inches taller than Anna Kay, but now they were the same height. Another look made it clear: Anna Kay had not magically grown taller, and she wasn’t wearing sky-high heels.


Since midnight, I had grown five inches, and Hank Miller had shortened two inches. Fatima was right—Hank was not going to be a worry for me today.









Chapter 8

I Make More Discoveries


“Say, Marvin, can I, um, ask you something?”


Monday morning, I was still standing at my locker, only seconds after Hank and Anna Kay had loudly argued. Now speaking to me was druggie girl Janice Wesley, whose locker was next to mine. Before today, I don’t think she’d said three words to me in a week.


“Sure, what’s up?” I replied.


Janice looked shy. “Have you been working out, or something? Something’s different about you.”


“No, not working out. Everything’s the same with me.” If you don’t count growing five inches since midnight.


“Oh. Okay.” She started to turn away, then turned back to face me. “Would you like me to get you something now? A soda, or a candy bar? I think there’s time before the bell if I run.”


What’s going on here? I wondered. Aloud, I said, “No, I’m good. Thank you.” Now it bothered me that she had complimented me, but I hadn’t complimented her in return. So I added, “I like your t-shirt.”


“Cool. You’re a fan of Paranoid Mushroom?”


“No, I mean the lettering, it’s light blue. Matches your eyes. Your blue eyes are pretty, Janice.”


“You really think so? Thanks.” She gave me a smile like small children give to mall Santas.


Come to think of it, before today I’d never seen Janice smile, either.


****


It’s amazing what someone can learn, just by listening carefully and by asking a few seemingly unimportant “Jog my memory, my mind blanked out” questions.


Here’s what I learned, at school by the start of fifth period—


• I had “always” been 5′7″.


• Miller had “always” been 5′8″, and skinny. Too bad he couldn’t have been taller and bulkier, what with such a great throwing arm.


• Everyone called Miller “Harold” (which was in fact his birth name). Nobody recalled Miller ever being called “Hank.”


• Last August, Coach had chosen Jorje Rodriguez to be starting quarterback. Harold had been stuck as relief quarterback.


• Anna Kay had never dated Harold, not one time.


• Currently Anna Kay was without a boyfriend. The consensus was that she was waiting to start college before she dated again.


Now, Miller also learned all those things by the start of fifth period. But whereas I learned everything by listening to people’s talk and by asking questions, Miller learned it by shooting his mouth off and getting pounded for it. The argument with Anna Kay that I witnessed, happened because Miller demanded to know why Anna Kay hadn’t called him this morning.


Then there was that misunderstanding in the cafeteria that I witnessed. I truly thought that Jorje Rodriguez was going to beat Miller into strawberry pulp.


****


When Miller paid for his lunch, he then walked over to the football players’ table. He was displeased to see Jorje Rodriguez sitting in his seat, which was at the center of a semicircle.


If Jorje had pulled that stunt last week, Miller would have walked up to him and told him to move. Loudly. Loudly enough, in fact, that Jorje would have been humiliated in front of everyone in the lunchroom.


But today, it didn’t seem to be something worth making a fuss over. Miller took a seat at the end of the group.


Still, when Jorje stood up with an empty cup, and started walking toward the soda dispenser, Miller raised his own nearly empty cup. “Hey Rodriguez, fill mine up too. Coke, easy ice.”


Jorje stopped dead in his tracks. All the football players went silent, except for one voice that said, “What the fuck?”


“DID YOU HEAR THAT, GUYS?” Jorje said. “THE RELIEF QUARTERBACK IS GIVING THE STARTING QUARTERBACK HIS DRINK ORDER.”


Too late, Miller realized what else had happened on this Murphy’s Law day. If he could wake up two inches shorter, and suddenly nobody remembered him dating Anna Kay, why not be suddenly downgraded from starting quarterback to benchwarmer? It made a certain sick sense.


By now, Jorje was leaning down, getting in Miller’s face. “What’s your problem, Harold? You still sore because you lost out? A chihuahua with a good throwing arm is still a chihuahua, amigo. If you can’t see the receivers, how you gonna hit ’em?”


Then Jorje got a thought. “Or is it that I’m Mexican? You think Mexicans are only good to be leaf blowers and fruit pickers?” Jorje grabbed the apple off Miller’s tray. “Well, now I’m picking your fruit.”


“That’s my apple, Jorje.”


“Not any more it isn’t, pendejo. Now, get your ass over there and refill your own fucking drink, if you’re so thirsty.”


Miller was indeed thirsty, so he stood up from the table and followed Rodriguez to the soda dispenser. Walking along, Miller heard a girl say, “Harold Miller, such a loser.”


Whoever said that, it wasn’t “Princess Anastasia.” Natasha Ludmenkov stood by the soda dispenser, staring at Miller and not speaking a word. And then, without gesture or changed expression to warn him, she turned on her heel and walked away. Students stepped aside for her.


Miller watched Natasha move away. Before, he’d always been offended by her queenly nature, but today he found it to be intriguing.


****


Miller and I both had the last lunch of fourth period, and we both had Mr. Spinelli for Government during fifth period. But while I was always in my seat when the Tardy Bell rang, Miller had often (before today) “extended” his lunch.


Up till now, that hadn’t been a problem. Miller’s assigned seat for fifth period was in the front seat of the far-right row—or from Mr. Spinelli’s perspective, the far-left row. And Mr. Spinelli was blind in his left eye. Many times, Miller had sneaked into class, thirty seconds after the Tardy Bell, without Mr. Spinelli even noticing.


That assumed, of course, that other students kept quiet. Today, as Miller was about to pull his book bag off his shoulder, Jorje Rodriguez said, “Glad you could join us, Miller.”


Mr. Spinelli turned his head around and looked disapprovingly at Miller. “I’m marking you tardy, Harold. One more and you go chat with Mr. Bender.”


It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that this really rattled Miller. To make things worse for him, all the girls behind him were giggling. And just as I wasn’t quite adjusted to my taller body, I’m sure that he wasn’t yet used to his shorter, weaker body. Which all explains what happened next: When Miller tried to put his book bag on the floor, he missed. The bag clipped a corner of his student desk, knocking the desk over and making a racket.


Fifteen seconds later, Miller’s desk was upright and he was sitting in it. His face was blushing scarlet. I actually felt a little sorry for him.


****


When I walked into trig class, I discovered Anna Kay already in her seat. She was staring out the window, and she looked lonely.


But when she felt me looking at her, she faced me and gave me a very photogenic fake smile.


Before I took my seat in trig class, Anna Kay and I made a “date” for tutoring after school.


****


The school day was over, and I was walking out to my clunker, when my cell phone rang. Calling was Mr. Dodd, Uncle Warren’s probate lawyer. I wondered, Why is he calling me again?


Seconds later, Dodd over the phone was telling me, “Mr. Harper, it’s just as I feared. Your inheritance is being challenged by one of your relatives.”


“My inheritance? What inheritance? I thought everything was going to the Eisenhower Library.”


“No, he changed his will the day before he died, left everything to you. I’m sure I showed you the will.”


“Um, uh, if you did, I was thinking about a homework assignment. Mr. Dodd, I’m jumping in my car and heading straight to your office. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”


I then used my cel to call Anna Kay. Without going into detail, I told her that a legal situation had come up, and so I had to cancel our trig-tutoring “date.” Anna Kay was gracious about it.


Twelve minutes after those two phone calls, I was staring at the paper in my hand, which read—


“I leave five thousand dollars to the Eisenhower Center and Library in Abilene, Kansas. Everything else that I own, my computer in particular, is to be passed to eighteen-year-old Marvin Steven Harper. He was the only one of my relatives to visit me during my current hospitalization.”


The will that Mr. Dodd showed me in his office sure looked legitimate. It was laser-printed on paper marked with the law firm’s watermark. If I hadn’t seen the other one, I’d never suspect that this one had been magically created last night. The big clue was that one of the three listed witnesses was “Fatime Delaverte.”


The second witness was Marie Nguyen, whom I remembered as the nurse I had met in Uncle Warren’s hospital room. I pointed to the third name. “Who is she?”


Mr. Dodd blushed. “You’ve met Sherry Benson. She was your uncle’s ... he called her his ‘odd-days girlfriend.’ Virgilia O’Keefe was your uncle’s, you could say, ‘even-days girlfriend.’ ”


I handed the will back to Mr. Dodd. “So what’s this about a challenge to the will?”


“Warren Harper had two siblings, Herbert and Florence. You are Herbert’s great-grandson. The challenger, Esther Flint, is Florence’s granddaughter. She claims that she should inherit because she is more closely related to Warren Harper than you are. Also, her attorney claims that you exerted ‘undue influence’ on your uncle to name you in his will.”


“Wait, they’re trying to use the fact that I visited him and she didn’t, against me?”


“I’m afraid so.”


There was a knock at the door then, and a redheaded woman in her twenties stepped in. She said, “Mr. Dodd, I’m headed over to the Harper mansion now, to start the inventory.”


Dodd said, “Excellent timing, Ms. Roberts. This is Marvin Harper, who will be inheriting Mr. Harper’s ‘mansion.’ Unless, of course, the judge rules against us. Marvin, this is Bridget Roberts, one of our legal assistants.”


She walked up to me and shook my hand. In the seconds that it took to walk across the room to me, Bridget’s eyes, her pinched mouth, and her hurried walk all said I have more important things to do than talk to some kid. But as she was shaking my hand, Bridget’s expression changed.


Now she was looking at me like I were a rock star. “It’s so nice to meet you, Mr. Harper. Before I go, do you need anything? Coffee? Soda? We still have two or three donuts, but they’re stale—I can run and get you more if you want.”


I was expecting Mr. Dodd to rebuke Bridget, but instead he said, “Certainly. Marvin, have you eaten? I can send Bridget out to get you a burger, on us. It’s not a problem.”


“I don’t want to impose.”


Bridget said, “Oh no, Mr. Harper, it’s no imposition at all. Whatever you want, just tell me.”


I thought, Does she mean what I think she means? Aloud, I said, “Thanks, but I need to get home.”


That was no lie, I did need to get home. I needed to grab the footlocker’s sticky-note and a USB stick, and warp-drive over to Uncle Warren’s house. His computer was waiting for me.


****


Sometime between twenty and thirty minutes later, I was parking in front of Uncle Warren’s house. Getting out of my car, I saw that Bridget Roberts was standing in the doorway, arguing with two young women.


Those two women each were blond and huge-breasted. One of the blondes I recognized as Sherry Benson.









Chapter 9

I Lose My Virginity


I walked past the blondes and through the doorway like I owned the place. (But more on that later.) I said to Bridget, “What’s going on?”


“These two are Mr. Harper’s girlfriends. They’ve come to take their things out of the house. But I can’t let them do that till the court appoints an executor and he supervises their visits.”


I turned around and faced the blondes. I’ve mentioned that Sherry Benson was blond and ridiculously large-breasted. Well, the other woman had lighter hair and even bigger breasts than Sherry, as well as bee-stung lips. If I didn’t know better, I’d think these two were here to film a lezzie porn video.


I stuck out my hand. “Hello, I’m Marvin Harper. I’m the new owner here, once the legalities get straightened out.”


“If the court rules in your favor, Mr. Harper,” Bridget said behind me.


I acted like she hadn’t said that. I shook the blondes’ hands and said, “Hello Sherry, it’s good to see you again. And you must be Virgilia?”


Just like with Bridget, each blonde changed her expression as I shook her hand.


I turned around and said to Bridget, “I think we can figure out what in this house belonged to a rich old man, and what belongs to an attractive young woman.” I turned back to the blondes. “Besides, you won’t steal from me, will you?”


“Oh no, Marvin sir,” Virgilia said with feeling.


Sherry said, “You wouldn’t like me if I stole from you.”


I turned back to look at Bridget. “I’m letting them in.”


Bridget didn’t argue at all. “Yes, Mr. Harper, whatever you say, Mr. Harper.”


As soon as I’d shut the front door, Virgilia said to Bridget, “Have you offered Marvin anything to drink?”


“I don’t know what’s available.”


“Tsk,” Sherry said. She turned to me. “What would you like to drink, Marvin sir? The fridge has Foster’s, Kirin, Dos Equis, and St. Pauli Girl.”


“Just bring me a cola, Sherry,” I said.


“Mr. Harper is underage for beer, you ninny,” Bridget said.


Virgilia stepped next to Sherry and glared at Bridget. “Shift your paradigm, pettifogger. The overarching principle in play here is that Marvin deserves to be served, and that transcends even legislative codes and judicial precedents.”


Sherry said, “What’s a ‘pettifogger,’ Virgie? Is she making it foggy outside? I don’t wanna drive back to the motel in fog.”


“Bridget? Virgilia?” I said. “Sherry? Only I may speak disrespectfully to any of you. You must speak nicely to each other.”


Bridget and Virgilia hung their heads. “Sorry, Marvin,” each said.


I turned to Sherry. “Now, go fetch me that cola. Bring it upstairs to wherever Virgilia’s clothes are kept. And Sherry?”


“Yes, Marvin?”


“Sherry, I want you bare to the waist when you hand me that cola.”


I said that last part casually, but I was holding my breath. If my theory was wrong, things were about to get ugly.


But Sherry already had her hands on fasteners. “Yes, Marvin sir, right away.”


Neither of the other women spoke, and no other face showed disapproval. So I pushed my luck a little further. “Virgilia, I want you also bare to the waist. Right now, please.”


Fifteen seconds later, Virgilia was bare to the waist, and a bare-breasted Sherry had walked away, presumably toward the kitchen. But now came the real test of my theory.


You see, asking strippers to take off clothing was not much of a stretch. And Sherry and Virgilia doubtlessly knew, as I did, that all the windows in Uncle Warren’s house were tinted—nobody could see in.


But chances were excellent, Bridget hadn’t noticed the tinting. And chances also were excellent that Bridget had never before gotten naked except in front of a man whom she knew very, very well.


“Bridget,” I said, my voice and manner as casual as I could make them, “you too, please. Bare to the waist.”


Thirty seconds later, I nodded. “Now get back to your inventory, Bridget. Virgilia, go get cardboard boxes or trash bags, whatever you’ll need to move your stuff out of here.”


That’s when two bare-breasted women hurried away, and a third bare-breasted woman walked up to me and handed me a can of Diet Dr Pepper.


Now you see why I wasn’t worried about Aunt Esther challenging the will?


****


The blondes each had a lot of jewelry here at Uncle Warren’s house. Was all this jewelry real, or was it fake? I couldn’t tell, but I figured that if it was kept in dresser-top jewelry boxes and in dresser drawers, it couldn’t be super-valuable.


Then it occurred to me that I wasn’t thinking fourth-dimensionally. I simply asked each woman, “Real, fake, or don’t know?” It turned out that among all the costume jewelry, Uncle Warren had given Sherry and Virgilia each a genuine diamond necklace with diamond pendant. I casually waved my hand, and each diamond necklace got dropped into a blonde’s trash bag.


The blondes’ possessions also consisted of a mink jacket apiece—I guess Uncle Warren didn’t see eye-to-eye with PETA—lots of shoes with skyscraper heels, every kind of lingerie imaginable, and a vast collection of sex toys.


The time came when everything was divvied up except for a lavender double-headed dildo that was in Uncle Warren’s nightstand.


I said, “What are my options? I could trash it.”


Neither Sherry nor Virgilia said anything.


I said, “Or you two could flip a coin, see who gets it.”


Neither Sherry nor Virgilia said anything.


“Or I let it stay here, and whenever the three of us are in this bedroom, I watch you two use it.”


“You’d let us move back in here?” Sherry asked.


“Yes, once the legal challenges are over.”


I looked at the lavender sex toy, and said, “But right now, I got to say that watching you use this is a waste of two good pussies.” I had a massive boner when I said that.


Virgilia said, “Marvin sir, is there something that, um, you would like for us to do?”


“Only if you’re willing. If you’re already aroused, get naked.”


They didn’t take their clothes off the way that strippers normally do. No, they ripped their remaining clothing off their bodies as if they had fire ants inside.


When they were naked, I said, “Now get me naked. Do it slowly.”


Then I lost my virginity with them both.


Now, O Reader, you undoubtedly expect me to thrill you with tales of mind-blowing orgasms, rivers of pussy juice and gallons of jism, and acrobatic couplings that the Kama Sutra could only dream of. But that’s not what happened.


I’d come here to spend hours on Uncle Warren’s computer, remember? Since I’d walked in the door, though, I’d not so much as glanced at the silicon beast. And waiting for me at home was homework that was likewise unstarted. And this was a school night. So—


Once Blonde and Blonder got in bed with me, Sherry sucked me erect, I fucked Virgilia (who seemed to enjoy it), then I fucked Sherry (ditto), then the three of us showered together and got dressed. (Does it surprise you that Uncle Warren’s shower could wash three people at once?)


****


I had Sherry and Virgilia give me contact info (cel numbers, email addresses, Twitter), then I helped them carry their respective trash bags to their respective cars.


Walking inside, I realized I was famished. I told Bridget to fix us both something to eat from whatever was in the kitchen, then I headed for Uncle Warren’s computer.


On the desk next to Uncle Warren’s computer was a flatbed scanner. Well, maybe he used it for scanning and OCR-ing business documents, him having been a multi-millionaire and all. Yeah, right, whom was I kidding?


Sure enough, once I decrypted the “LAMP” folder and went in, 99 percent of what was there was Uncle Warren porn. After I copied the few files that weren’t photos of Uncle Warren having sex, I’d barely put a dent in the USB stick. So I copied all the photos of Sherry and Virgilia, and then I copied porn pictures at random till I reached the USB stick’s two-gigabyte limit.


I had just shut down Uncle Warren’s computer, and was putting the black cap back on the USB stick, when bare-breasted Bridget walked in. She was carrying my food on a tray: ham sandwiches and strawberry yogurt. I told her to bring her own food; I wanted her to eat with me. She was shockingly grateful.


The computer room also had a couch, with a rack of TV trays. I set two TV trays in front of the couch, her tray near mine. Again, Bridget acted like I’d done her an enormous favor.


I waited till she’d sat down and taken a bite, then I asked, “So what do you think of Sherry and Virgilia?”


“You ordered me not to speak disrespectfully of them.”


“No, I ordered you not to speak disrespectfully to them. Now I’m asking you a question; and whenever I ask you a question, I insist on the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.”


She nodded. “Mr. Harper, I don’t like how they look, especially because of how things turned out. And I envy them.”


“What do you mean, ‘how things turned out’? And why envy them?”


“They got to serve you with their bodies! I really envy them that.”


“You know about that? I thought you were in a different part of the house.”


“You three were loud, Mr. Harper.”


“Mm. And why does it bother you, them having sex with me, and you not?”


She turned to stare into my eyes. “I’m afraid that you don’t like me.”


“Hm,” I said. “Go ahead and finish your food while I think.”


A few minutes later, she set her TV tray aside and looked at me hopefully.


I asked Bridget, “How are you at sucking cock?”


She grinned. “I’m great at sucking cock! You don’t become a legal assistant without learning how to research stuff.” Then her face fell. “But I’d be third in line, wouldn’t I?”


“Second. Yours would be the second mouth on my cock. But I’ve never been sucked till I come, and I’ve never come in a girl’s mouth.” Then I leaned toward her and confided, “Actually, until I walked into this house this afternoon, I was a virgin.”


Then Bridget looked down at my boner, and up at my eyes. With a sexy smile, she said, “Just tell me when to start, when to stop, and how fast to go.”


I don’t know if it was an Olympics-quality blowjob, or if it was dime-a-dozen. Nor do I care. Bridget gave it everything she had for ten minutes, then I felt truly wonderful.


I got a glimmer of understanding then, how Uncle Warren could get addicted to this.


****


I got fully dressed, I gave Bridget permission to get fully dressed—Or otherwise she might go to work tomorrow, bare-breasted?—I collected her contact info, I kissed her goodbye on the mouth, and then I drove home.


Lord, I was tired.


Once I got home, I fended off my parents’ questions with an “explanation” of “Uncle Warren’s computer was interesting, and that’s why I was there so long.” Then I went upstairs to my bedroom.


I started my homework at 10:13 in the evening. Not smart.


Sometime between two and three in the morning I woke up; I was slumped in the chair of my study desk, the desk light blazing away. I set the bedside alarm, pulled off my shirt and shoes, turned off the desk light, and fell into bed, my pants still on.


I had time for only one thought before I fell asleep again: Everything in the room seems smaller.


****


Tuesday morning, as soon as Harold Miller was out of bed, he went to his wallet and checked his driver’s license. It said he was 5′7″—he’d lost another inch overnight.


Which was certainly bad news. Worse news was when he noticed that his letter jacket was gone, replaced by a red-and-white “Plato Smith Panthers” windbreaker. A windbreaker that any PSHS student with twenty-five bucks could buy.


But Miller got the worst news of the morning a half-hour later, when he was in the bathroom shaving.









Chapter 10

Day 2: More Changes


Tuesday morning, I decided that I especially hated my alarm clock. But I got out of bed anyway—and discovered I was now 5′9″.


And I had muscles now. They weren’t bulgy or bulky; I looked “fit” instead of “strong.” But I no longer looked like a guy whom other guys could pick on.


In the kitchen, I felt panicky when Dad slapped me on the shoulder. He said, “Lucy, beware—a zombie walks among us.”


I thought, Oh no! Dad’s going to turn into my slave now! But nothing seemed to be happening with Dad. With Mom either, come to think of it.


Mom asked me, “Did you finish your homework, Sleepy Boy?”


“Some, not all. Didn’t even start Government. If Mr. Spinelli gives a pop quiz on the reading, I’m dead.”


“So what do you plan to do about that?” Dad asked.


I shrugged. “Tell Mr. Spinelli I didn’t start the homework. After that, it’s up to him.”


My parents exchanged approving glances. Then my mother got up and walked around the kitchen table. She hugged me, saying, “You prove yourself a man today.”


I tensed. Do her words have a sexual meaning? Will she become my slave now, just because she touched me?


By now she’d returned to her seat at the kitchen table. She saw me staring at her, and said, “Hello? You’re tired, but don’t sit there zoned out or you’ll be late! Do I need to spank your butt to get you moving?”


“No, Mom,” I said. As I walked to the sink to rinse my dishes, I was smiling with relief. Slaves, I was pretty sure, never threatened to spank their masters.


****


Janice Wesley was standing by her locked locker when I walked up to my own locker. “Hello, Marvin,” she said, turning to face me fully.


“Hey, Janice,” I said, distracted, as I swapped books between my book bag and my locker. As I was locking the padlock, I finally gave Janice a good look.


I smiled at her. “Wow, I really like the t-shirt and the jeans. You look good.” Both shirt and pants were light blue, and matched her eyes closely.


She said, “ ‘You look good.’ Is there anything you would like, um, to make me, you know, look better?”


I sighed. “You will not like my answer.”


“Please, tell me! Don’t worry, I can get whatever money—”


I shook my head. “That’s just it. Drugs are ruining your body. Get clean and sober, and you’ll start to look better. This also means no dealing and no hooking.”


“I will,” she said. “Clean and sober, no dealing, no hooking, you got it. Anything else?”


“Skirts or dresses instead of jeans, and some kind of heels, those would be nice.”


“Okay, though how I’m gonna pay for those now, I don’t know. Marvin?”


“Hm?”


Now Janice looked scared. “I am not looking forward to the next few days. But if you say to get clean, I’m gonna do it. I don’t want you disliking me.”


The strange thing was, I had never in my life touched Janice. But now she was acting just like my three handshake-slaves.


****


Lunch was strange. For one thing, I saw Hank—excuse me, Harold—Miller sitting by himself, instead of with the football players. And something about his face looked odd—


“You need a refill?” Christopher said to me.


I turned my attention back to Bob and Christopher, who were sitting either side of me. “Say what, Christopher?”


He pointed. “Your glass, it’s empty. Dr Pepper, right?” He was already standing up.


I thought, It’s gotten to Christopher too! Aloud, I said, “I’m not crippled, guys. I can get my own dr—”


Now Christopher looked worried. “I just couldn’t stand you thinking I’m not a good friend.”


I turned to Bob. “What are your thoughts on this?”


Bob said, “Want some pie? I can run and get you a wedge of pie while he’s refilling your drink.”


I wanted to scream. Instead I said calmly, “No need, Bob. Forget the pie.” To Christopher I said simply, “Go.” He grabbed my glass and hurried off.


Two minutes later, Christopher plopped a full glass of cola onto my lunch tray. As Christopher was retaking his seat, a girlish hand reached over my shoulder and put a second full glass on my tray.


I looked around in surprise. Standing just behind my right shoulder was Diane Young, a girl in my seventh-period English class. She said, “I thought you deserved to enjoy your lunch, instead of running around getting refills.” Seeing that I wasn’t smiling at her, she said nervously, “That okay?”


“Yeah,” I said. “Thanks. That’s nice, what you did.”


Diane gave me a big smile, then walked away.


I know I hadn’t touched Diane yesterday. I don’t think I’d even spoken to her yesterday. But for forty-six minutes yesterday, I’d sat two feet away from her during seventh period.


I was trying to figure out what all this strange stuff meant, when my thinking was interrupted by male voices yelling—


“ ‘APOLOGIZE’? FUCK, NO! I’LL SAY IT AGAIN: YOU’RE A FAGGOT!”


“YEAH? THIS ‘FAGGOT’ IS GONNA KNOCK YOUR FACE IN, RIGHT NOW!”


I looked around. Jorje Rodriguez, quarterback, and Nathan Brennan, wrestler, were standing and glaring at each other, and both guys had their fists clenched.


Reader, I can’t tell you why I got out of my seat, why I walked up to Jorje and Nathan, or why I said what I said next. All I can offer for explanation is that everything that I said felt right, felt natural, felt like something I was entitled to say—


I looked each bigger boy in the eye. “Jorje. Nathan. You’re disturbing my lunch. Quit yelling.”


Nathan hung his head. “Sorry, Marvin.”


Jorje also hung his head. “I’m real sorry, Marvin. But Nathan called me a—”


I raised a hand. “Whatever problem you two have, solve it peacefully. Got me? No yelling, no face-knocking—peacefully. I want to enjoy what’s left of lunch.”


“I got it, Marvin,” Nathan said.


“Will do,” Jorje said.


I walked back to my seat, with everyone in the lunchroom smiling at me with relief. Well, everyone except for Harold and Natasha. She was sitting across the lunchroom table from him, and those two were conversing intently. Huh? I thought those two hated each other.


****


As usually happened, I got to Mr. Spinelli’s fifth-period Government class before Harold Miller did. So I watched Miller walk into the room.


He’d lost another inch overnight, I was pretty sure. What’s more, now he looked puny; he really had a hard time taking off his book bag and putting it where he wanted on the floor. He still had that oddness about his face that I couldn’t name. And there was something new today, that was especially odd—


From the moment he came to his desk and stopped walking, through his struggles with his book bag, to the moment when he was seated in his chair—in all that time, he kept his knees together.


As soon as the Tardy Bell rang, my hand shot up. “Mr. Spinelli.”


“Marvin?”


“I was involved with some family business yesterday, and the bottom line is, I didn’t even start today’s assignment.”


“You have nothing to hand in?”


“Marvin’s gon-na get a ze-ro!” Miller sing-songed. His voice sounded higher than I remembered it being.


Mr. Spinelli shook his head. “No, I won’t give Marvin a zero—”


“—because Marvin is special,” said Stephanie Eklund. “Unlike you, Little Harold!” It was odd that Stephanie was my new verbal defender, because she sat on the other side of the room from me.


Mr. Spinelli nodded. “Marvin, you are special, but I must still insist on you doing your work. So I’m giving you one day’s grace; tomorrow you must turn in both today’s assignment plus tonight’s.”


“Not fair,” Miller muttered.


I turned around to glance at Stephanie Eklund. She gave me a big smile.


****


In trig class, Anna Kay and I set up another trig-tutoring date. But since we couldn’t make it for after school (Anna Kay had to do something cheerleading-related after school), we set up our tutoring “date” for Wednesday afternoon.


Anna Kay was much more enjoyable company today than on Monday. For one thing, she wasn’t acting lonely and sad today. For another thing, Anna Kay was acting genuinely friendly toward me, and I rediscovered the joy of talking to an attentive beauty who didn’t offer to run off and fetch me candy bars.


Anna Kay complimented me on two things I’d said in yesterday’s trig class. I was pleased that she’d noticed and remembered.


****


School was out, and I was about to get into my car. A noise caught my attention, and I looked over to see a crowd of teens at the far end of the parking lot. They were all yelling; obviously some guys were fighting.


To get out of the parking lot, I had to drive my car past the mob. And that’s when I recognized a particularly excited onlooker as Elena Garcia—cheerleader and girlfriend of Jorje Rodriguez.


“Shit!” I said. I parked my car as quickly as I safely could, ran across the asphalt, and waded into the crowd.


Nathan Brennan had a black eye. Jorje Rodriguez had a split lip. Each guy dropped his fists when he saw me.


“We did what you told us not to,” Nathan said.


“And now you’re mad at us both,” Jorje said. “That sucks.”


“And now it will cost you,” I said calmly. “Elena Garcia, step forward. Nathan, who’s your girlfriend? Is she here?”


Nathan said, “I’m, uh, with Kristin Curry. And yeah, she’s here.”


Seconds later, there were five kids inside the circle of onlookers: two big and athletic guys, two pretty girls, and me. Kristin, it turned out, was a girl bodybuilder and on the basketball team.


I said to Nathan and Jorje, “You bucked my authority, so now I get your girlfriends till midnight. Elena, Kristin, come with me.”


Want to know what’s strange? Neither Nathan nor Jorje questioned my right to take their girlfriends to be my sex slaves. Neither Elena nor Kristin questioned it. Nobody else questioned it. And when I said it, it seemed to be the right thing to say for me as well.


After driving away from school with two beauties in my back seat, I stopped off at Mr. Dodd’s office. I borrowed sixty dollars in cash and I called my parents.


While I was at Mr. Dodd’s office, I also instructed him and Bridget to set up a meeting Thursday after school, between Aunt Esther and me. (With our lawyers there, of course.) I wanted to neutralize Aunt Esther’s legal threat once and for all.


But Reader, you don’t want to read about my legal strategies, do you? You’d rather read about how I spent my afternoon and evening with two hot teen girls, right? Back to the good stuff—


After leaving Mr. Dodd’s office, I hunted up a drugstore. Twenty minutes after purchasing condoms (my first such purchase ever), I stepped into the office of an “affordable” (sleazy) motel. Five minutes later, my car was parked outside a motel-room door. “Bring your book bags and purses inside, or else they might get stolen,” I told the girls.


Seconds later, the two girls and I were inside the motel room. “Get undressed,” I said.


Elena hurried to obey, and was naked in seconds. Kristin pulled off her top. But instead of unsnapping her bra, she looked at me and said, “You’re gonna be mad at me.”









Chapter 11

My Second Three-Way


In the motel room, I told Kristin and Elena, “Get undressed.”


Elena hurried to obey, and was naked in seconds. She had waist-length straight black hair, all-over dark-brown skin, an athletic figure, chocolate-brown nipples (which were jutting out), large tits, and a trimmed bush.


Meanwhile, Kristin had pulled off her top. But instead of unsnapping her bra, she looked at me and said, “You’re gonna be mad at me.”


I was not angry at Kristin, I was puzzled. Since Fatima had granted my six wishes, my mother was the only woman able to refuse me anything.


“Tell me why I’ll get angry, Kristin,” I said.


“Nathan and I aren’t really a couple. We both go for, um, our own sex.”


“Yuck!” Elena said. “And he called Jorje a faggot?”


“Hush, Elena,” I said. I walked over to Kristin and gripped her bare shoulders. Her eyes changed expression then. Then I said to Kristin, “Maybe you haven’t met the right man. A real man is neither a pushover nor a brute.”


Then I kissed her, and held the kiss. As soon as my lips touched hers, she was kissing me back.


When I finally broke the kiss, her nipples were jutting out, and I recognized her new smell. She said, “I’ve never been with a man before. I’ve never wanted to be with a man before.”


“Well then,” I said, “get undressed.” When she started pulling clothing off, I removed my own.


Kristin had light, collar-length brunette hair. She had light skin and blue eyes. Her bodybuilding made her shape bumpy, not smooth (but in a nice way), and she was hard to the touch.


Behind me, I heard Elena say, “Nice body you got, Marvin. You on the swim team?”


I said, “Nah. My form’s no good.”


In front of me, Kristin smiled at me and said, “Right now I’m thinking your form looks very good.”


By now Kristin was naked, I was naked, I was wearing a raincoat, and I was pushing Kristin onto the bed. Elena asked, “What do you want me to do?”


“Get your pussy warm for me, and keep it warm for me. I’ll really like it if I hear squishy noises.”


I kissed Kristin, then I looked in her eyes and said, “Tell me if I’m doing this wrong. I really want to learn this.” Then I moved myself down the bed to her crotch.


She said, “No, come back. Don’t go straight there, tease me. Let me know what you’re going to do, but make me go crazy, waiting for you to do it.”


“Like this?” Then I moved back up to her face, kissed her, then I planted kisses along a teardrop path—down her body to her pubic hair, across, and back up.


“Yeah, you got the idea,” Kristin said. She was moving her hips around.


I moved my mouth over to Kristin’s nipples, and meanwhile reached down to finger her. I wasn’t very good at getting her off, at first, but I figured out the algorithm—


If she likes it, keep doing it; if she doesn’t like it, try something else.


Now I moved my mouth south again, this time going straight for Kristin’s clit. Which was a good plan, except I didn’t exactly know where her clit was. But her reactions soon clued me in.


“That looks so sexy,” Elena said. As commanded, Elena’s masturbating was now making wet noises.


After a while of me learning how to eat pussy, apparently I passed the course, because Kristin began gasping and thrashing and moaning. When she could talk again, Kristin said, “I hope you’ll fuck me now. I want to feel your cock in me.”


“Oh yeah,” Elena said, “take her. Make her a real woman.”


Having nothing better to do at the moment, I did exactly that. When I inched my cock into Kristin, I was surprised by what I didn’t find. I asked her, “What’s the deal with your hymen?”


“I, um, busted it with a, um, dildo. I, um, got carried away.”


I grinned at her. “If you don’t have a hymen to worry about, then it’s party time!” I shoved my cock inside her, as far as it could go. I was pleased to discover that her pussy was tight.


She gasped. “Oh god, it’s so big!”


I looked at Kristin very seriously. “If you don’t absolute-truth believe that, take it back right now—no harm, no foul. But after now, I don’t like to be bullshitted during sex.”


“Marvin, it’s no bullshit, you’re huge! I feel like a baseball bat’s inside me.”


Elena said, “Really? Oh wow.” Her pussy got slurpier.


Soon Kristin started thrusting her hips to match mine. “Ohh, Marvin, this feels so much better than a rubber dildo. Fuck me, Marvin, fuck me hard!”


“You tell him, Kristin,” Elena said.


“Feel me getting wet?” Kristin said. “Hear me slurp? I’m wet for you, Marvin. I’m wet and I’m het for you.”


She started thrusting faster. “Make me het for you, Marvin! Oh yes, I’m your hetero, I’m het—oh god, I’m gloriously het!” She was kissing me hard on the mouth now.


I don’t know about you, O Reader, but I can’t stay unexcited when there’s a woman-shaped earthquake underneath me. About ten seconds after Kristin started her orgasm, I had mine.


Kristin said between kisses, “Ohh, I felt that, I felt you cum inside me. You’re my man now, you fucked me and it feels good. You’re my man, and I’m one of your women.”


“Whoa,” Elena said. “Marvin is sexy and all, but aren’t you overdoing it, Kristin?”


Remember, Reader, that I had not touched Elena at this point. Kristin shook her head. “Overdoing it? I would take it up the ass from Marvin.”


I said, “Thanks, appreciate the thought, but that’s not really my kink.” I gave Kristin a few kisses, then said, “Elena, you and Kristin change places.” While the girls were playing Chinese Fire Drill, I put on a new condom.


When I came back to the bed, it was Elena lying on the wet spot, and it was Kristin gripping her gash.


****


Elena told me, “It’s no baseball bat, but it’s bigger than Jorje’s. Move yourself up closer to the pillow, so I can put you in my mouth.”


For some reason her remark annoyed me, commanding me during sex. So I held out my hand and said, “Get out of bed. Stand up.”


Of course, as soon as her hand touched mine, her expression changed. As soon as she was standing, she said, “Tell me how to please you.”


I brought my face down close to hers, then said, “Kiss me everywhere you know I’ll like it.”


Elena was good at French-kissing—but Reader, you’re not interested in that part, are you? Five minutes after she started tonguing my tonsils, she was kneeling, taking my latex-covered cock in her mouth.


I asked her, “Can you suck me to where I’m two seconds from orgasm, then back off? If you can’t, tell me now—no harm, no foul.”


She took her mouth off me long enough to say, “Are you kidding me? You’re gonna be gritting your teeth in a few minutes.” Then she started slurping me like a maniac.


And sure enough, not too much time later, Elena was sitting on her heels, smiling in triumph, and my cock was throbbing and twitching. I gasped out, “Get on the bed. Now. Legs spread.”


She obeyed, I got between her legs, I shoved my cock in her—instant Fourth of July.


Elena whimpered. I said, “Fear not. I have a plan.”


I jumped out of bed, pulled off the second used condom, then put on a third one. Then I got back on the bed, slid my cock in Elena’s wet pussy, and said, “I expect to be hard for a while, before I pop again. Hope you don’t mind.”


Elena didn’t mind. The fact that her pussy was very slippery might have had something to do with it. Almost as soon as I put my cock in, Elena started thrusting her hips, and saying things in Spanish.


Meanwhile, Kristin was saying, “That is so hot, you getting her off. We are yours, Marvin, and you’re so generous, giving Elena orgasms.”


Like I said, I took my time at fucking Elena. I didn’t try to count her climaxes, but I’m sure she had at least four.


But a half-hour after I started that slow fuck with Elena, I spurted. After trashing my third used condom of the night, I climbed in the middle of the bed and pulled both Elena and Kristin to me.


“I am yours,” Elena said.


“We are yours,” Kristin said.


A few minutes later, I sat up. “And I belong to Plato Smith High School. Well, till Graduation Day.” So saying, I got out of bed and walked toward my book bag.


Kristin asked uncertainly, “Should we get dressed now?”


I looked over at the two well-fucked, naked teen girls. “Well, I’ll give Elena a choice. I have homework that has to be done tonight—the party’s over for me. So, Elena, you two can get dressed now, and we all three do homework together; or you two make lesbian love till I tell you to stop and get dressed.”


“Sweet!” Kristin said.


Elena eyed me. “Are you hoping I’ll act adult and do homework?”


I laughed. “Ordinarily? Yes. But right now? No way.”


Elena turned to Kristin. “Let me do you first, otherwise I might chicken out.”


And with that, naked Elena climbed onto naked Kristin and started kissing her, while I tried to learn about the U.S. federal court system.


****


The pizza-delivery guy’s eyes were bulging as he handed me the pizza. Without thinking it through, I had assumed that when he knocked on the motel-room door, then Elena and Kristin would hide in the bathroom, or at least pull the bedcovers up.


But nope. I had told Kristin and Elena to stop lesbian-ing only when I said to stop, and I hadn’t given that command. So all the time that Pizza Guy and I were carrying on our transaction, Elena was slurping and Kristin was moaning.


Pizza Guy looked around at all the discarded red-and-white Plato Smith High School clothing on the floor. He said, “Man, I wish we’d get girls like this at Ewert Grant.”


****


I had not said much during the drive from the motel.


Now the girls were in the back seat of my clunker, the engine of which was idling in one of Plato Smith’s student parking lots. We were stopped two feet from Kristin’s car.


Kristin opened my car’s rear door, but before she stepped out, I said, “Both of you have told me that you are mine. Remember saying that?”


“Uh-huh.”


“Yes, Marvin, and I meant it too.”


I nodded. “Very well. Then I claim Kristin for my harem.”


“But not me?” Elena said. “Have I displeased you?”


“You have Jorje as your boyfriend. Kristin doesn’t have a boyfriend, not really.”


“But have I displeased you?”


“No, Elena, you haven’t displeased me. But Jorje—”


“Master, please listen. If you tell me to keep a million miles away from Jorje, it’s done. But if Jorje or any guy tells me to stay away from you, too bad, ’cause this ain’t gonna happen. I am yours, whether you ever again touch me or not.”


“Very well,” I said. “I claim both of you. You may not have sex with any man other than me, except by my order.”


They both nodded.


“You may not have sex with any woman, except by either my order or my permission.”


Again, two nods.


“Elena, you will sit with me at lunch, not with the athletes.”


Elena nodded.


“Kristin, Elena, you will each no longer wear pants, except for shorts. But I prefer skirts or dresses. You will no longer wear flat shoes except when the school requires such, and I prefer you wear the highest heels that you can walk in. Tomorrow, we will meet just inside the main doors at 7:15. Any questions?”


“Thank you for choosing both of us,” Elena said.


“You won’t ever dislike how I serve you, I promise,” Kristin said.


Two minutes later, I heard Elena’s car start and its headlights came on. I thought, Two women belong to me now. That’s a good start.









Chapter 12

I Confront Mr. Bender


Some parents deserve to be lied to. They’re untrusting, they don’t listen, and they don’t consider anything that is important to their child to be “truly” important.


But my parents weren’t like that. Quite the opposite, in fact. So I felt like shit, lying to them.


“...So then I said to Jorje and Nathan, ‘I’m taking your girlfriends.’ I was joking around, trying to shock them. I never in a million years expected either of them to say, ‘Okay.’ But they both said that. So what was I supposed to say then? ‘Cancel that, I changed my mind, I’m not man enough to have sex with two girls’?”


I’d realized that I couldn’t lie to my folks about taking Kristin and Elena from the school parking lot—there were too many witnesses who’d tell the real story. And not even my parents would believe that, once I’d taken these two luscious girls, we’d spent a G-rated night eating pizza at CiCi’s. So I was playing a dangerous game: being truthful about the What, and lying out my ass about the Why and How.


I continued, “So I took them to this motel, I don’t remember the name of it, it’s in the industrial part of town on Woodrow Wilson.”


Lying to my parents about why and how I’d gotten in bed with Kristin and Elena, this bothered me terribly. God, I wanted to tell my parents about the brass lamp, about Fatima, about Uncle Warren’s wishes and my own. I’m giving off magical pheromones, I wanted to tell my parents, and they make almost everyone act weird. The only problems with full disclosure to my folks were One, what would I tell them? I was still not sure what exactly Fatima had done. And Two, what if my folks blabbed about the lamp to the wrong people? I did not want my parents put in danger, and Fatima deserved better than having (another) lowlife for a Master.


I replied, “Condoms? Of course I used condoms.” I didn’t tell my folks that I’d been optimistic and bought two boxes.


“Did they seem unwilling, those girls?” my mother asked.


“They seemed resigned at first, but they didn’t hide in the bathroom, if that’s what you’re asking. Or scream for the cops. And eventually they enjoyed it.”


My father said, “Meaning that they...?”


“Yes, Dad, they did. They definitely did. Do I want everyone at school to think I’m a dork?”


Mom said, “But what about—?”


“Mom, Dad,” I said, standing up, “it’s late and I have trig homework still to do.”


I really, really needed to talk to Fatima soon.


****


Climbing the stairs to go to my bedroom, I felt weary. I’d had a hard day (pun intended), and hadn’t gotten home till late, and then my parents had insisted on grilling me. And I had to be at school early tomorrow, which meant getting up early. And I hadn’t been lying about the trig homework—I needed to get started on that. Add to all that, I hadn’t gotten enough sleep last night—no shit, I was tired right now.


But fuck the trig homework, fuck the sleep, I needed to talk to Fatima! As I was putting the key in the footlocker’s padlock, I heard the doorbell ring.


This late, I figured it was an embarrassed neighbor at the door: “My dog escaped. Have you seen it?” Let Dad handle that.


I had the brass lamp in my left hand, and was just about to rub it with my right hand, when my father’s voice yelled, “MARVIN! GIRL AT THE DOOR, SAYS SHE NEEDS TO TALK TO YOU.”


Shit!


I tossed the brass lamp under my bed, then went downstairs.


****


It was Kristin at the door. She had a paper bag with her.


“What’s up, Kristin? It’s late.”


“Oh gosh, Marvin, I’m sorry, please don’t be mad—”


“How can I be mad at the woman who gave me her virginity? But you need to get to the point.”


“You told us, ‘I prefer you wear the highest heels you can walk in,’ right?”


“Go on.”


Kristin picked up the paper bag; inside were two pairs of women’s shoes. She told me, “The brown shoes have a quarter-inch higher heel, but with the blue shoes, I can wear a sexier dress. Which should I wear tomorrow?”


“Brown shoes.” Then I kissed Kristin goodnight, and sent her and her bag of shoes home.


Once I got back upstairs in my bedroom, I was really feeling tired. What did I still need to do, before I could go to bed? Set the alarm clock to an earlier setting, talk to Fatima, and do my Trig.


But I felt so, so sleepy. Fine, I’d lay my head on the pillow for a few minutes, and take a brief nap. Then watch me get cracking...


****


I woke up at 6:30 and smiled. How about that, I’d awakened before my alarm went off! Then I remembered that I’d never bothered to reset my alarm, and was supposed to be getting up now.


I sat straight up. And that’s when I remembered the trig homework undone, and the genie not talked to.


Shit, that does it—this evening, I don’t care if all the models from the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Issue march into my bedroom and beg for sex, I’m making time to talk to Fatima.


That is, after I tutor Anna Kay, of course.


Once out of bed, I rushed around, showering and getting dressed. I was pleased that I remembered to lock the brass lamp back in the footlocker, what with all the other things on my mind.


I was so distracted, I almost didn’t notice what my mirror was showing me. I was 6′0″ now, and muscular. Not Arnold-muscular, but I had a definite taper from shoulders to waist, and all my shirts claimed to be custom-made.


****


At 7:16, I was walking toward Plato Smith High School’s main doors. Ahead of me were Natasha, and some girl in a purple blouse who was following behind Natasha. I didn’t recognize the girl, but at first I didn’t give her any thought.


But once at the door, Natasha didn’t pull it open, but instead stopped dead. At that point, the purple-dressed girl who’d been walking behind, rushed up to the door and pulled it open for Natasha.


Wait, hold on—that was Harold who was holding the door for Natasha. How could I have mistaken Harold for—


Elena ran out the door as fast as her high heels would permit. “We have a problem. Mr. Bender has taken Kristin to his office.”


I said, “What happened, he shanghai her as soon as she stepped through the door?”


“Pretty much, yeah.”


It looked like I was about to give my magic pheromones a real workout.


With Mr. Bender, you know the drill: a defensive linesman in college, didn’t get picked up by the pros, became a high-school football coach, and then eventually an assistant principal. In short, a man who both looked intimidating and acted intimidating.


And I was about to face the monster in its lair.


I strode into the school office, a cla-cla-clack behind me telling me that Elena was trying hard to keep up with me.


(Now Reader, let me describe what Elena was wearing, since you’re dying to know. Head to toe, she was wearing some kind of wine-red dangling earrings, a white pearl choker necklace, a white blouse with the top button unbuttoned, a wine-red skirt, white stockings, and wine-red skyscraper stilettos. The skirt was maybe “fingertips length”—if Elena bent her elbow slightly and Mr. Bender didn’t notice. As for “[f]ootwear must meet community standards for appropriateness,” Elena could argue that at least she wasn’t wearing porn-actress platform heels. All in all, Elena’s outfit complimented her dark-brown skin, as well as acting as an R-rated parody of our school colors.)


As I hurried into the school office, a woman in her forties looked up in surprise. “You can’t—”


“Yes, we can,” I said. “He has Kristin.”


One of the disadvantages of being a straight-A student (besides the fact that 83.2 percent of straight-A students die as virgins) is: having no knowledge of where the assistant principal’s office is. I wasted valuable seconds, reading nameplates on doors.


But then I figured out: Head toward the loud male voice. That had to be Bender who was saying, “Young lady, Plato Smith has standards for a reason, and dressing like—”


I burst in, looked Kristin up and down, and said, “She’s dressed like a wood nymph.”


“Marvin!” Kristin squealed, and ran to hug me (as fast as her shoes would permit).


(I’ve already told you that Kristin has light-brown hair. She also has hazel eyes. And you already know that she came to school wearing brown fuck-me shoes. In Bender’s office, her earrings, necklace, and belt were dark green; her stockings were bark-brown; and her dress was light brown. It was that dress that was giving Mr. Bender conniptions. If Elena’s hemline was borderline high, there was no question about Kristin’s hemline being inappropriate. Plus, Kristin’s dress had twin slits, going all the way up to the hips. And Kristin’s dress was held up with a halter, showing lots of her back and her shoulders in the process. That dress broke two, maybe three dress-code rules all by itself.)


Mr. Bender puffed up like a poisonous fish. “What are you...?”


Then he started blinking, and I guessed he was feeling the magic pheromones.


That’s it, nice and submissive, Mr. Bender, nice and submissive.


Then fire returned to his eyes, as he pulled his shoulders back. “Who are you, and what the fuck are you doing in my office?”


He was resisting. This was not good.


I was nervous now, but I didn’t show that. “I’m Marvin Harper, these two belong to me, I told them to dress up for me, and I have a problem with you contradicting me, Anthony!”


“You have a problem?” he said sarcastically.


Then he took a step toward me. “You have a problem?”


“Back up, Anthony,” I said.


Then Mr. Bender took another step toward me. “You’re about to get yourself a three-week suspension which, if you’re a Senior, will really be a problem!”


“Back up!” I yelled.


But he stepped forward again; now his chest was a foot away from mine. This close to him, I noticed that he was two inches taller than me. Meanwhile, Mr. Bender was saying, “So, Marvin Harper, the wise thing for you—”


He made a move to poke his finger at my chest. And to the surprise of us both, my left forearm zoomed up and around, knocking his hand aside.


After a second of silence, I said in a tough voice, “You startled me.”


Mr. Bender blinked, then he looked me up and down—then his shoulders slumped and he stepped back. He said, “Your ... woman Kristin is clearly in violation of the school dress code.”


“Which you enforce.”


“What do you want from me?”


“Elena and I graduate in 2-1/2 weeks. I might add others to my group before then. What I want is, friends of mine get a free pass for dress-code stuff through Graduation Day.”


“And what if Kelly Brown gets sent to the office for her one-millionth dress-code violation, and she tells me, ‘Oh, I’m one of Marvin’s women’?”


I didn’t tell Bender that the magic pheromones guaranteed that such a thing would never happen. Instead, I said, “If anyone invokes my name, call me out of class. That way, no guesswork.”


“And what do I do if Mr. Chandler gets on my case about not enforcing the rules?”


“Then you let me know, and I go talk to Mr. Chandler. Your job is under my protection now, just as these women’s safety is.”


Elena clapped. “I like the sound of that.”


“Me too,” Kristin said.


Mr. Bender walked to the window. With his back to me and his shoulders slumped, he said, “Very well, Marvin Harper. Friends of yours get a free pass for dress-code violations through Graduation Day.”


Kristin and Elena were almost bouncing on their toes from excitement. But I put my finger to my lips and, as quietly as a monk and two nuns, we walked out of Mr. Bender’s office.


Once we were out in the hallway, Kristin said, “Wow, can you believe how Mr. Bender backed off from Marvin? You know why, don’t you?”


I said, “Um...” I wasn’t about to explain to the girls about magic pheromones.


But meanwhile, Elena was saying, “Because Mr. Bender realized: If they fight, Marvin will win. Last night, we fucked a hero!”


And I realized that Elena was right. Holy shit! I thought.


****


After hitting our lockers, Kristin, Elena, and I were walking down the hallway, with roughly ten minutes before the first-period Tardy Bell. Rather, I was walking, and the woman to either side of me was sashaying. You’d never know from watching Kristin move that she had been a virgin (or to clarify, a penis-virgin) for 99.992 percent of her life.


I said, “I promised Mr. Bender that I would protect his job. Remember me saying that?”


I got uh-huhs from both of them.


“You can bet that he won’t talk about what happened in there, and I choose not to. So the only way that word’s gonna get out is, one of you talk. And I will be very keenly disappointed in you two if stories about this start flying. I walked into Mr. Bender’s office, we talked, we came to an agreement, end of story. Got it?”


“We won’t disappoint you,” Elena said.


Kristin said, “But Marvin, um, can we ask why? Mr. Bender can really be a prick to LGBT students. He deserves payback.”


I was silent, while I considered how to answer that. My answer had something to do with the realization that I was now tall enough, and strong enough, that I could slam well over half the boys in this school into lockers, and yet I had no wish to.


Eventually I said, “In life, there are guys who lose fights, and guys who win fights. But a true winner, having knocked a man flat, reaches out his hand and helps the other guy stand again. Humiliating a defeated opponent is the mark of a scumbag. I’m better than that. Or I try to be.”


Kristin said, “I’m glad you chose us.”


“Totally agree,” said Elena.


Roaming the halls, the three of us had come upon Nathan Brennan talking to another large student. Both guys turned to stare at us.


“Kristin,” I said, “go over there and ‘break up’ with Nathan. But act classy about it; no scumbag-ness.”


Kristin detached herself from me, walked over to Nathan, and took his hand in hers. He looked at her in surprise, then at me in puzzlement.


Kristin said, “I’m fond of you, Nathan, and you make me scream in bed. But Marvin is a world-class lover, and he has chosen me, so you and I are done.”


Kristin then used her free hand to pull Nathan’s head down for a kiss.


Then she said, “But Nathan, we’ll always have the Paris Hilton video that we acted out. I wish you well.”


Then Kristin turned, and walked back to me.


Both Nathan and his buddy were open-mouthed in amazement. Considering that Nathan was secretly gay, and that Kristin had been gay yesterday, Nathan’s amazement was understandable.


****


A few minutes later, I had dropped Elena off at her first-period class, and I was walking Kristin to her own first class. Walking toward us in the hallway was a business teacher, Mrs. Ashcroft. That young and shapely teacher was staring at us.


Mrs. Ashcroft stopped in front of us and said in a tight voice, “I hear stories about you this morning, Kristin.”


Kristin replied, “If you’re hearing that I acted like a complete nympho in a cheap motel room, those stories aren’t true.”


Mrs. Ashcroft visibly relaxed. “That’s good—”


“Because the stories don’t go far enough. It was life-changing, Bethany.”


Both Mrs. Ashcroft and I blinked. But I think I was faster to figure things out. “Mrs. Ashcroft, last night Kristin gave me her carpet shampooer. So now if you want your carpet shampooed, you’ll need to ask me instead of her.”


Mrs. Ashcroft frowned at me. “There are other places I can find shampooers, you know.”


“True, but you know the one I have now is well maintained. And it remembers the settings you like.”


“Still, the fact that I must ask you now, complicates...” Then Mrs. Ashcroft’s frown-lines disappeared, and her eyes changed expression. “I think there are still two or three donuts in the Teacher’s Lounge. Would you like me to get you one?”


All in all, Wednesday was shaping up to be an eventful day, and it wasn’t even First Period yet.









Chapter 13

Natasha’s New Plan


Ah, the joys of first-period Physics. Usually my biggest problem was sleepiness. Not today. (Although I was definitely sleepy.)


The guy’s name was Jim-Something. He leaned over while Mr. Lloyd was writing on the blackboard and muttered, “C’mon, dude, spill. You know we want to know.”


I didn’t even look at him. “Jim, I need to finish my trig homework before class. Do you mind?”


Jim’s voice was a leer. “Yeah, we all know the two reasons you didn’t finish your trig homework last night: A, Elena Garcia, and B, Kristin Curry.”


Marty Nixon leaned in and said, “At least tell us where you went to do the deed. Your house, Elena’s house, Kristin’s house, Motel 6—where?”


I glanced around. “Would you believe, we spent all night chomping pizza at CiCi’s?”


Five male voices said as one: “Are you fucking with me?”


When the Dismissal Bell rang, Mr. Lloyd held up his hand. “Marvin, a moment please.”


Seconds later, I was standing in front of his desk. “Yes, Mr. Lloyd?”


He said, “Marvin, you are usually a good student in my class, paying attention to my lecture. Today it was obvious that you were distracted. I hope tomorrow that you will return to giving me your full attention, and fully participating in class discussions.”


“I will, Mr. Lloyd. I’m sorry to let you down.”


“On the other hand, Marvin”—Mr. Lloyd’s face broke out in a leer—“if I did what you supposedly did yesterday, I’d be distracted, too. You lucky, lucky dog!”


****


Hours later in the school cafeteria, Bob and Christopher both looked shocked when Elena set her lunch tray down next to mine. But then I said to Bob and Christopher, “Will you watch our trays, please? There’s something we need to do.”


“Sure, no problem,” they each said. Then Bob and Christopher gave each other looks that said Do YOU know what’s going on? Because I sure don’t.


Elena and I walked over to the athletes’ table. The guy next to Jorje slapped him on the shoulder and said, “Brace yourself, bro. It’s your turn.”


I don’t know what Elena said to Jorje, because she said it in Spanish. But then she kissed him hard on the mouth. And just when everyone (including me, to be honest) started to wonder whether Jorje and Elena were getting back together, Elena stepped away from Jorje and walked back to me. And everyone who could see the hot stare she was giving me, had no doubt who her man was.


****


A few minutes later, Natasha seated herself in the empty seat across from me at the lunch table. Walking up with Natasha (but not sitting) was a freshman girl. Natasha looked curiously at Elena, then said to me, “I have problem. But not for worry, I have answer.”


The freshman girl, meanwhile, was looking at me as if I were a rock star.


Natasha continued, “Last week, I did invitink you to clothing party. I said, ‘We go as Russian spy couple.’ But now say I, what I was zinkink? Because Russian man is short, and you are not short.”


I nodded. “For the joke to work, you need a guy who is, say, 5′2″. And no guy your age is like that.” Not anymore.


Natasha said, “Five-foot-two? Someone tell to me conversion.”


The freshman girl rolled her eyes. “It’s 157 centimeters, Anya.”


I raised an eyebrow. “ ‘Anya’?”


The freshman girl said, “When we Russians call Natasha ‘Princess Anastasia,’ it’s a slam.”


“You’re Russian?” I asked. “You don’t sound it.” The girl had a thoroughly American accent.


The freshman girl turned red. “Oh my gawd, I’m such a ditz! Hi, I’m Ilyana Basorsky. Born in Volgograd, but lived in the U.S. since I was five.”


“Ahem!” Natasha said. “So I did makink new plan. Instead of we goink as Boris and Natasha, we is goink as Captain America and Black Widow.”


“I don’t know, Natasha,” I said. “I can’t do a Russian accent well, and you’d look funny as Captain America.”


It took Natasha a second, but then she laughed.


I continued, “But here it is Wednesday noon, and the party is Saturday night. How am I going to find a costume that fits me by then? Find a brass lamp and tell the genie to make me a Captain America costume?”


Ilyana said, “I’m not a genie, but I’ll do you right. I’ll make you the costume by Saturday night, and this can be my Final Project for Home Ec.”


Natasha said, “Ilyana is good in sewink. She does makink folk-dance clothinks.”


It took me only seconds to decide. “This works. Ilyana, let’s you take my measurements after school, so you can start your sewing.” Then I realized something. “Shit.”


“Vat?” Natasha asked.


“I promised Anna Kay that I’d tutor her in Trig after school.”


Elena said, “What’s the problem? You can do both at the same time.” Then Elena’s voice got throaty. “And trust me—Anna Kay won’t mind looking at you while Ilyana works her tape measure.”


I said, “Why will she not mind? I stand there, I get measured. Sounds boring, and it’s not getting tutoring done.”


“Marvin, you haven’t figured it out? The costume is form-fitting. You’ll need to be naked when you get measured. Or close to it, anyway.”


Natasha said, “I did tellink Harold to brink shorts for you. Oh, in speakink of Harold—”


Meanwhile, Elena was biting her lip, and I knew she was thinking sexual thoughts, but was too submissive to say them. So I looked at her and said, “Will you and Kristin come to the Home Ec Lab after school? I worry that Ilyana and Anna Kay might ravish me while I’m defenseless in shorts.”


“Sure, Kristin and I can swing by there,” Elena said, grinning.


“Ahem!” Natasha said. “I did comink here, Marvin, also in tellink you that I did invitink Harold Miller also to clothink party.”


Bob asked, “So who’s he going as? Iron Man? Spider-Man? Daredevil?”


Natasha smiled. “Is surprisink.” To Bob she said, “You is not close. Estonia and Kamchatka is closer.”


Christopher said, “Superman? Batman? Nah, Harold’s too short for Batman. Robin?”


Natasha grinned. “Still you is not close. Nobody here can is guessink Harold’s clothink for clothink party.”


Actually, I could guess. But I didn’t speak my guess aloud because it sounded so ridiculous.


****


“Really, Marvin, I don’t mind being tutored in Home Ec Lab,” Anna Kay told me.


Kristin made a throaty laugh. “I’m sure you don’t. The scenery will be great.”


School had ended for the day. The three of us, plus Elena and Natasha, were walking toward the aforementioned Home Ec Lab.


Harold ran up to us. “I brought Marvin his shorts, Natasha. These should fit him, like you asked.” Harold pulled his book bag off his back, and it was obvious to me that he barely could slow his book bag as it dropped to the floor. He opened up his book bag, dug out a pair of black shorts, and handed them to Natasha.


When Harold tried to put the book bag back on his back, it was obvious that he was struggling to lift it. So I decided to help him out. By then, Natasha had handed the shorts to me, so I had to help Harold one-handed. Fortunately, his book bag turned out to be no heavier than mine, so I was able to put his book bag on his back without working my arm hard.


Harold stared at me, saying nothing. He looked afraid.


I remarked, “Harold, we’re not exactly friends, but a word of advice: Lose that purple shirt.”


He shook his head. “Natasha brought it to me this morning, and asked me to wear it.”


“Dude, it’s not only purple, it’s satin. It makes you look gay.”


Harold said, “Natasha brought it to me this morning, and Natasha asked me to wear it. Why aren’t you bothering Natasha?”


Then Harold turned to Natasha and said, “May I be excused now? I, uh, have things I need to do at home.”


I’m not sure why it took Natasha a long time to answer that request. I’m also puzzled why, during her long silence, she kept glancing at me. Her looks at me puzzled me mainly because I’d already figured out that the magic pheromones didn’t work on her.


At last she said, “Yes, you may is to home goink.” Harold zoomed away.


(Or he would have zoomed away, if his book bag didn’t strain his legs so much. Jeez, his legs had sure gotten skinny.)


A minute later, the four girls and I walked into the Home Ec Lab. I knew that Ilyana would be there, and I expected her teacher to be there as well, to check Ilyana’s tape-measure work. And indeed, those two were there, waiting.


But Ilyana and Mrs. Williams weren’t alone in the room. Not by a long shot.


The room was filled with female flesh.









Chapter 14

Orgy in Home Ec


The Home Ec Lab was full of teen girls, dozens of them. Freshman girls, sophomore girls, and junior girls; among the senior girls were Stephanie Eklund and Diane Young.


There were teachers there, besides Mrs. Williams. My English teacher, Ms. Mott, was sitting next to Kristin’s former lover, Mrs. Ashcroft. Also present were several former teachers of mine, which puzzled me until I remembered that I had “always” looked like this.


Most of the freshman girls looked at me like I were a rock star; all of the teachers looked at me like I were Casanova. I decided that the reason was that many freshman girls were still virgins, while none of the teachers were.


The older schoolgirls were imitating either the freshman girls or the teachers—they were looking at me either with worshipful admiration or with blatant desire. Interestingly, both Stephanie Eklund and Diane Young were showing virgin(?) expressions. Hm.


Natasha looked at the crowd in confusion. “Why is all girls did comink, Harold to seeink? Basketball team is more tall, and red-haired boy on soccer team—”


“Football team, Anya,” corrected Ilyana from across the room.


“—on football team is bigger muscles havink.”


“Doesn’t matter,” said Elena. “I can’t tell you why Marvin is the biggest stud muffin in the school—”


“—but he definitely is Plato Smith’s number-one, Grade-A Prime stud-muffin,” purred Kristin.


Mrs. Williams slapped her forehead. “Speaking of muffins, we have some in the refrigerators. Would you like some, Marvin?”


Anna Kay looked at me and asked, “Does any of this make sense to you?”


I shrugged. “It’s not because I’m driving a babe-magnet car.”


By now, Mrs. Williams was standing nearby with a plateful of muffins, looking eager to please. If she’d had a tail, she’d be wagging it.


I shook my head. “Maybe after the measuring. Where do I change?”


“We have our own bathroom,” Mrs. Williams said. She pointed.


The bathroom was painted pink, and there was not a urinal to be found. I made sure to put the toilet seat back down.


Dozens of throats gasped when I stepped out of the bathroom, in all my six-foot-tall, flat-abs, wide-shoulders glory. Mrs. Ashcroft blurted out, “Oh god, he looks fuckable!”


Ms. Mott replied primly, “Marvin is more than just a sex object, Bethany.”


****


While Ilyana was taking her tape measurements, she acted businesslike (while still looking at me starstruck). Ilyana took a lot of measurements—then suddenly she looked nervous. “Marvin, um, I have one more to do.”


One of her hands pressed the end of the tape measure against my ankle.


She said, “I, um, need to measure your, um, inseam.”


Ilyana’s other hand, with measuring tape slipping through the fingers, moved up my leg, then hesitated. That’s when the whole room figured out what Ilyana’s problem was.


I smiled at the girl. “Put your hand wherever it needs to go to get a good number.”


And that is how a fifteen-year-old virgin’s hand pressed against my shorts-covered testicles. I heard a teacher say, “Lucky girl.”


Then Mrs. Williams repeated the measuring of me. It actually took Mrs. Williams three times as long as Ilyana took, because Mrs. Williams insisted on explaining everything she was doing. And apparently, there are many “tricks of the trade” when measuring someone for custom-made clothing.


Just as Ilyana had, Mrs. Williams postponed the inseam’s measurement till last. Mrs. Williams was kneeling down, very close to me, with one hand close to my groin, when she “asked permission” with a raised eyebrow. I nodded, she put her hand where it needed to be, and a few seconds later, she called out a number. But she took her time pulling her hand away from my balls; and when she stood up again, she gave me a bedroom smile.


Well, that was a unique experience, I thought. Now to change into regular clothes, give Anna Kay her promised trig tutoring, then go home and have that long-overdue conversation with Fatima.


Instead, Mrs. Ashcroft yelled, “CAN WE FUCK HIM NOW?” And all my plans went in the trash.


****


Mrs. Williams still was standing close to me. She dropped to her knees again, saying, “If you’re about to fuck, I hope that I may serve you in some way. I am yours.”


At that, Ilyana walked up to me, knelt down next to Mrs. Williams, and said, “I also am yours, and I also ask to serve you. I’ve touched a boy’s thing, so I’m not totally clueless.”


I said, “There’s not going to be any sex. I’m going to get dressed, then I’m going to tutor Anna Kay.”


Mrs. Ashcroft walked up. “Tutoring? But we all want to fuck you!”


Anna Kay exclaimed, “Oh god, this is my fantasy come true! They all want him, but I get him!”


We were interrupted by yelling in Russian. Natasha was yelling at Ilyana, and pointing to the door. But Ilyana wasn’t buying—she wasn’t getting off her knees, and she was as loud as Natasha.


I held up a hand while looking at Natasha; she went silent. I turned to Ilyana and almost said to her I don’t want you to serve me, but caught myself in time—that would have been a disastrous mistake.


Instead, I said to Ilyana, “Let’s just be friends.”


“Okay,” she said. She blinked, and then the worshipful devotion in her eyes was gone. She stood up. “I like you, Marvin, I always will, but I need to run now. I have sewing to start. See you.”


Ilyana kissed me on the cheek, then loaded up her book bag and left.


Anna Kay whimpered. “No, don’t go. Things were about to get interesting.”


Meanwhile, I was looking down at Mrs. Williams, who still was kneeling by me. “Mrs. Williams, let’s just be friends.”


She nodded and stood up. “I like you, Marvin, I always will, but I need to get the Home Ec Lab ready for class tomorrow.” Within seconds, she was bustling about.


Anna Kay gave a disappointed moan.


Mrs. Ashcroft said, “So does this mean that I’m first to get fucked?”


I looked over at Kristin and Elena. Kristin had her hands at the back of her neck, ready to untie the straps that held her dress up; Elena had her hands on a blouse button—a word from me, and each of them would get naked.


I thought, I know how to free Elena now! Taking Elena away from Jorje had been bothering my conscience all day. I could fix that with my little “Let’s just be friends” speech, and Elena would have her mind back—


And then what? Elena had publicly broken up with Jorje on my order. If I sent her away now, she’d be a laughingstock, and who knows if Jorje would take her back?


No, I wasn’t going there. Unless I decided to be a rat bastard, Elena would stay mine. Of course, there were compensations.


But that didn’t mean I had to go around stealing more women. I yelled out, “ATTENTION, WOMEN AND GIRLS! IF YOU’RE UNDER EIGHTEEN, LET’S JUST BE FRIENDS! IF—”


“No-o-o!” Anna Kay cried. Because high-school girls were suddenly standing up, the fire of desire or the glow of adoration gone from their eyes. These young girls walked toward the exit door.


Anna Kay sighed, and started pulling books and papers from her book bag.


Mrs. Ashcroft was still standing there, still looking at me with red-hot desire. No way—the idea of fucking her was wrong on so many levels. I raised my voice again: “IF YOU’RE MARRIED, LET’S JUST BE FRIENDS.”


Mrs. Ashcroft said, “Marvin, a threesome might be fun sometime. But right now, I need to go home and start making dinner.” She turned and headed for the exit, as other teachers already were doing.


Anna Kay said, “Marvin, you win. On the first review problem, I got ‘cosine X minus square-root-of-three times sine X, all times one-half.’ Is that what you got?”


And that’s the moment when I went a little crazy.


****


Reader, let me remind you who was in the Home Ec Lab right then:


• Me (duh);


• Mrs. Williams, who was probably wishing that we’d all go away so she could lock up and go home;


• Natasha, who couldn’t figure out why people were acting so strangely;


• Elena and Kristin, who were eager to get naked and have sex with me;


• Anna Kay, who was yearning to live out some sex fantasy she had, but was resigned to getting trig tutoring instead; and


• several dozen unmarried women, they being both students (Seniors) and teachers, every one of whom had been mind-changed by my magic pheromones.


Anyway, I suddenly felt the urge to yell, “I NEED TO FUCK! I NEED TO FUCK NOW!”


Anna Kay (and everyone else in the room) went totally silent. Natasha was looking at me like I were a Martian.


Then women were speaking up: “Do me! Do me first!”


Anna Kay asked, “So we’re not doing tutoring after all?”


I grunted out, “No, I will tutor you, while I fuck them! Go get a clipboard!”


Then I told Kristin, “Go fish my car keys out of my pants. Go to my car—East parking lot, 1995 Chevrolet Corsica, faded blue paint, ‘X104.3’ bumper sticker—and get my condoms out of the glove compartment. Run!”


Seconds later, I slapped my forehead. “Kristin, don’t run! But move as fast as you safely can in those heels.”


Then I called out, “Does anyone have a condom with her?”


“I always carry some,” a voice answered.


Standing up and holding a white-packaged condom was my former Biology teacher. Miss Collins had long, black hair; and enormous breasts that made her white lab coat hang in intriguing ways. Needless to say, this Biology teacher inspired biological fantasies in 90 percent of her male students.


I stood up and gestured toward the Home Ec Lab’s couch. “Come join me, Miss Collins.”


She walked with a hip-sway that I’m sure was never taught in any Education class. “Marvin, my lovers call me ‘Susan.’ ”


Anna Kay ran up to me then. “I have a clipboard!”


****


Sometime that night, my English teacher was fucking me and yelling, “It’s so good, oh yes, it’s so good. The circle is now complete, the student is now the master!”


I’ve never heard of an orgy as strange as this, and it wasn’t only Ms. Mott and my other sex partners who were acting strange.


I was obsessed with fucking every woman there, and I was obsessed with tutoring Anna Kay.


While I was lying on top of this woman or that woman, pistoning away, Anna Kay was kneeling beside the couch, holding the clipboard where I could read it. And I was going through each review problem that Anna Kay had written up, telling her what she’d done right, pointing out where she’d gone wrong, and making suggestions when she got stuck.


Normally, I couldn’t do that. If for some crazy reason, I’d try talking about Trig while my penis was trying to party, I’d swiftly lose my erection. That, or I’d be unable to concentrate on Trig. But somehow, the genie magic was enabling me to multitask—hell, the magic was making me multitask.


To the annoyance of my sex partners. At least a dozen times I was asked, “Can you stop with the damned Trigonometry, and talk only about pounding my pussy?” To which I replied, “Sorry, but Anna Kay still gets my attention.”


(Each time I said that, Anna Kay stuck her hand in her panties and said, “That is so hot.”)


But along with my craving to fuck women was a craving to enslave them. It turned out that a woman became my touch-slave as soon as any part of my body touched any part of hers. So really, to enslave a woman, all I needed to do was fuck her and then say, “I claim you.”


But opposing this urge to create a harem was the feeling that I must not do anything so selfish that it would offend my parents.


Yeah, I know how that reads—in print, it makes me sound like a goody-two-shoes. Well, I wasn’t that at all—I was fucking women who, in most cases, had boyfriends. But I would be damned if I stole those women away from those boyfriends.


So at the end of most of my fucks in the Home Ec Lab, as I was peeling off the used condom, I looked at the woman and said, “Let’s just be friends.” That included Miss Collins, by the way, because she was seriously dating a chemistry teacher over at Ewert Grant.


At some point, Natasha made a call on her cell phone. (Don’t ask me when. I was distracted at the time.) Sometime later, Harold walked into the Home Ec Lab, still wearing that purple satin shirt. Harold stopped to stare at me and my current couchmate—till Natasha whistled. When Harold got near Natasha, she yanked down her panties and pulled up her skirt, as he dropped to his knees. For the next hour(?), he ate her out.


Eventually, Anna Kay and I worked our way through her trig assignment. And as soon as I finished the trig tutoring, my craving to fuck (and claim harem slaves) vanished.


By then, I’d fucked eighteen teachers and senior girls in the Home Ec Lab, plus Elena and Kristin. Somehow, even with all that fucking, the sex never got painful for me.


When I returned to my senses and was no longer fuck-crazed, I had claimed Bellina Mott, Stephanie Eklund, and Diane Young. Minutes later, when I finally changed clothes and walked out of the Home Ec Lab, I was surrounded by five young women, all of whom were my claimed harem slaves.


But life was not all roses as I walked out of the Home Ec Lab, no sirree. Once again, it was late in the evening, and I had not started my homework. Plus, I still had not talked with Fatima.









Chapter 15

Fatima’s Bad News


I took a deep breath, as I looked at Mom and Dad. “Folks, before you say anything, I didn’t call you on my cel, which was wrong of me. I apologize. What happened tonight was, I started tutoring a girl in Trig, and that sort-of developed into an orgy.”


Both my parents blinked, hearing that.


After a pause, Mom asked, “Do you believe him, Steve?”


Dad said, “Yes. Because if that’s the bullshit story, I can’t imagine what the truth might be.”


Inwardly, I gave a sigh of relief. Then I said, “Mom, Dad, I do want to talk about this—but on Saturday, okay?”


Ten seconds later, I was walking toward the stairs. Reader, you’ve heard the saying, “Honesty is the best policy”? Well, one reason for this is that honest answers sometimes cut interrogations short.


****


As I was climbing the stairs, I thought, If the doorbell rings now, I’m getting out my lamp and rubbing it. If my ceiling collapses, I’m getting out my lamp and rubbing it. If someone calls me up and tells me that all final exams have been rescheduled for tomorrow, I’m getting out my lamp and rubbing it.


No more of this “I’m a goody-two-shoes, straight-A student who always puts his homework before anything else.” That isn’t thinking fourth-dimensionally.


Once in my bedroom, I locked my bedroom door. About thirty seconds later, Fatima was smiling at me. “Master!” she said.


“Shh,” I said. “My parents are still awake, and I can’t have them hearing you.”


Fatima asked (quietly), “Have your last two days, fourteen hours, and twenty-seven minutes been interesting?”


“Yeah, you might say that. Touch my forehead, get caught up.”


When Fatima was done memory-reading me, she was smiling. I asked her, “Things turn out the way you expect?”


“No. You’ve desired your biology teacher for three years. Yet when you had the chance to claim her as one of your women, you sent her away instead.”


I blushed. “She has a boyfriend. Their sex is good, and she’s hoping they’ll get married. Why mess all that up just so I’d have a reliable supply of condoms?”


I yawned. “Listen, Fatima, I haven’t got much time before I’m too tired to think straight. When do I quit growing and changing?”


She answered, “Saturday morning. When you and Harold go to the party on Saturday night, you’ll be in your final forms.”


“So my next question is, why are Harold and I becoming whatever we’re becoming?”


“Harold is becoming what Natasha has secretly wanted in a lover. Which also makes Harold unable to bully you. Why you are becoming a bigger, stronger, sexier alpha male—that takes explaining, Master. The short version is, you’re this way because Anna Kay’s perfect man is this way, and because you were kind to me last Friday.”


“Oh, wow. I definitely need to follow up on that. One last question for tonight: Tomorrow I meet with Aunt Esther, who’s challenging my inheritance. But she’s wasting her time, right? Your wish-grant means that no matter what, I’ll be the person who inherits, right?”


“No, Master. I perhaps have wronged you. I—”


“Good god, what’s gone wrong?”


“I sifted your memories and then decided that Uncle Thomas was the most likely challenger to the will. Well, the ‘magic pheromones’ would make him easy to beat. I did nothing about Aunt Esther.”


“The magic pheromones won’t work on Aunt Esther?”


“I feel awful, Master. I’ve made a huge mistake. Your magic pheromones don’t work on Harold, Natasha, Anna Kay, your parents, Cousin Regina, Cousin Annabelle, or any of your aunts.”


“Well, fuck a duck,” I said. Then I couldn’t help but yawn.


I looked at Fatima and said, “I’ve got homework to do now, and don’t be surprised if I fall asleep doing it. So until tomorrow morning, don’t let my parents see you, don’t let my neighbors see you enter or leave the house, and if you leave the house, be back here by 6:30 tomorrow morning.”


“You’re not sending me back into the lamp?”


“When I go to school, yes. But now? How long has it been since you’ve had breakfast in Cairo, or Baghdad, or Tunisia, or wherever your hometown is?”


She stood there on green-smoke “legs,” looking at me, and I swear tears formed in her eyes. “You are so kind, O Master,” she said. Suddenly she moved forward and kissed me on the mouth. She kept the kiss going for several seconds, then she moved back. “I am glad that you are my master, Marvin Harper.”


Then FOOM—Fatima was gone.









Chapter 16

I Awaken With ... An Idea


I walk into Mr. Dodd’s law firm. Bridget is waiting for me. “Master, your Aunt Esther and her lawyer are in the conference room waiting for you.”


I smile like I know a secret. “Relax, Bridget. There’s nothing to worry about.”


“Yes there is, Master. Your Aunt Claire is your Aunt Esther’s lawyer, and she’s bursting with energy. And your pheromones won’t work on them.”


Now I’m worried. “That’s not good.”


“But before you go into Conference Room A, Sherry and Virgilia insist on talking to you in Conference Room B.”


I walk into Room B. Sherry and Virgilia are dressed in stripper clothes.


Sherry runs up to me and grabs my hand. “Master, you have to win the inher—the inheri—the stuff that dead people give you. You GOTTA win, Master!”


I ask, “Why must I win, Sherry?”


“Because your Aunt Esther, she’s—Virgie?”


Virgilia walks over to me. “Because Aunt Esther is inimical to our happiness and financial well-being. Whereas Master, you are benevolent in nature. Plus, you like looking at our tits.”


“Ladies, I’ll try. But when it comes to the law, I don’t know the rules, much less how to create tactics for them. Things could go badly.”


“Master,” says Sherry, “you don’t understand! Virgie and I could starve!”


“Probably not,” Virgilia corrects. “But Master, our best hope is that you are the relative who inherits, and you then feel generous toward us.” Virgilia drops to her knees. “I believe in your goodness, Master.” Virgilia digs my cock out of my pants. “So I’m going to thank you in advance.”


Virgilia’s mouth on my cock feels really, truly good. But it’s wrong to take advantage of her. “Stop, Virgilia.”


Sherry shakes her head. “Forget it, Master. Once Virgie gets a cock in her mouth, she won’t stop. And she’s very good at this—she reads books.”


Virgilia’s blowjob does feel fantastic. Just before Virgilia pops my cork, Sherry says in a sad voice, “Remember, Master, me and Virgie don’t even inherit halfsies on the double-headed dildo.”


I can’t reply; I’m too excited. The excitement builds, my dick feels truly wonderful—


Then the bedside alarm went off. I realized that I was in my own bed, and that Fatima was lying between my legs, sucking me off. She winked at me, then made a gesture—which shut my alarm off. She started mouth-humping me with a vengeance, and then I had a climax that was in IMAX 3-D and Dolby sound.


Fatima milked my cock for a while, then said, “Good morning, Master! There are fresh figs and dates on your desk.”


****


I was 6′3″ now, and my chest was wedge-shaped. I was muscular enough now that I could win at arm-wrestling against almost every guy in the school; only “Red” Baxter maybe could still beat me. Fatima definitely liked how I looked—she was touching me and stroking me all the time I was trying to shower.


Once I moved in front of the mirror, Fatima said, “There are times when I enjoy being a bound djinni.” She stroked my rock-hard chest and arm. “Mercy and kindness, I do good work sometimes.”


When I picked up the shaver, Fatima began stroking my cock. She said, “I am your obedient djinni, Master. If you tell me to stop this, I must stop. No matter how much I might want to pleasure you slowly, I must always obey your every command. No matter how much I might want to feel your large cock ejaculate powerfully, one word of command from you, Master, and I must stop.”


No surprise, I took more time shaving than I usually did. But after a few minutes, I told Fatima to stop her excellent handjob, because I had things to do. But before I sent Fatima back into the lamp, I gave her the sexiest kiss I had ever given a woman.


Before I donned my book bag, I threw inside it the USB stick that had many of Uncle Warren’s dirty pictures downloaded onto it. Something that Sherry had said in my sexy dream had given me an idea how to fight Aunt Esther and her lawyer.


Aunt Esther, I have you now. Your greedy ass is going down!


****


At 7:15 a.m., my women and I were gathered inside the main doors at Plato Smith. I frowned at Bellina Mott, who was both my harem slave and my English teacher.


She looked panicked. “Did I do wrong, Marvin? You told me to dress professionally when I’m at school.”


“I did, I told you exactly that. But as of now, you’re no longer in the Abzug Society, so I expect you to dress more girly. I hate the Hillary Clinton look, got it?”


She hung her head. “Yes, Marvin.”


“Good. Now kiss me goodbye and start your day.” Bellina gave to me, her student, a kiss that probably broke twenty-three school-district rules. Then she walked away from me, her ass swinging.


Next, I turned my attention to Stephanie and Diane, my newbies. “Whoa, Diane, I didn’t expect you to look this hot!” I exclaimed.


Diane was blushing red. “Well, I went to Kelly Brown’s house and borrowed a few things, and I asked my sister if I could borrow her shoes. Then I changed clothes this morning in the bathroom of a J-Mart.”


I beamed at the blushing blonde. “You asked to borrow things, Diane? Good for you.” Diane was shy like the ocean was wet. In class, she never raised her hand, and she blushed whenever she was called on. Despite being a natural blonde, Diane was invisible in any class she attended.


My other three women were each dressed sexy (at least a little bit). New recruit Stephanie was wearing a denim miniskirt that was too short, and a light-green blouse with three buttons unbuttoned. Elena and Kristin apparently were in friendly competition now to see who could make my eyeballs melt fastest. Elena was wearing a blue V-neck cocktail dress, and Kristin was wearing garters and stockings.


I took my harem to the school office, to tell Mr. Bender that my women now included Stephanie and Diane. Mr. Bender didn’t argue with me. Perhaps this was because I was now taller than him (if only by half an inch), and I was now clearly stronger than him.


Outside the office, I gathered my four women together and said, “In a moment, I’ll walk each of you to your lockers, then I’ll walk each of you to your first-period class. But as you walk down the halls, I want every person who sees you to know that I’ve fucked you. Kristin, show the newbies how to walk sexy.”


Once we started walking the hallways, I put Stephanie and Diane on either side of me, with Elena and Kristin following behind. We must have been impressive—wherever we went that morning, nearby students and teachers went silent and stared at us.


****


In first-period Physics, I was trying to pay attention to Mr. Lloyd’s lecture. But Jim-Something would not be stopped. “Say, Marvin, the word is that you fucked fifty women last night, including teachers from Ewert Grant.”


“That’s not true, Jim,” I said.


I suddenly realized that the classroom had gone dead silent. Everyone, including Mr. Lloyd, was looking at me.


Mr. Lloyd said, “Marvin, the boys in the class won’t be able to listen to my lectures till you put this subject to bed. What exactly happened in the Home Ec Lab yesterday?”


I didn’t feel like discussing it. “Maybe nothing happened. Maybe it’s only wild rumors going around.”


Mr. Lloyd gave me a you can do better than that look. “Marvin, your statement is refuted by the forensic evidence. There were many used condoms thrown into the Home Ec Lab’s trashcan yesterday.”


“Wicked!” a male voice exclaimed.


Before I was forced to come clean, the door opened and an Office Helper stepped in. “Mr. Bender needs to see Marvin Harper right now,” she said.


As I stood up and walked toward the door, Jim-Something started singing the theme from “Cops.” Several students joined in the singing, which didn’t help my mood.


By the time I got to Mr. Bender’s office, I’d imagined three different Doomsday scenarios. Fortunately, all three were wrong.


In Mr. Bender’s office were Natasha and a girl in a plaid skirt. I didn’t see any problem—Natasha’s jeans weren’t ripped, and the girl’s skirt was “fingertips length.” Then I looked again. Holy shit!


Yesterday, I had told Harold that the purple satin shirt “looked gay.” Well, this went way beyond looking gay.


Mr. Bender asked me, “Is Harold Miller one of your friends?” Mr. Bender’s voice was strained.


I asked Harold, “Why on earth are you wearing a skirt?”


He said, “Natasha asked me to, and she’s the boss.”


Natasha said, “Not is skirt. Is kilt.”


I asked Harold, “Are you Scottish?”


By now Harold was blushing. “Not at all.”


I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation. So I was groping around for what to say next. “How tall are you now?” I asked Harold.


But it was Natasha who answered. “He is 168 centimeters.”


“Five-six,” Harold clarified. Then he leaned toward me and murmured, “I’ve stopped shrinking, for all the good it’s done me.”


Natasha was pouting when she turned to Mr. Bender. “If ‘Red’ Baxter is this wearink, you would is sayink ‘yes,’ yes?”


I said, “ ‘Red’ Baxter has red hair and big muscles. He’d look like a true Scotsman, wearing this. Whereas Harold looks like a girl. Geez, what guy has hair that long except one of the druggies?”


Mr. Bender looked at me and said, “Is Harold a friend of yours, or not? Do I allow this farce?”


So it came down to me. This was Fatima’s wish-grant playing out, and I didn’t know what would happen if I were to thwart it. Maybe all that would happen would be that Natasha felt annoyed with me. Or maybe all my wishes would get canceled, besides a rift opening up in the space-time continuum.


But hey, there was an easier way to answer this. I gestured Harold to the far corner of the room. Natasha tried to join us, but I strongly gestured Stay put.


In a low voice, I asked Harold, “Suppose you woke up tomorrow and everything was put back. You were the starting quarterback and I was 5′2″, and nobody but you and I remembered these crazy days. And tomorrow, somehow I was forced to wear a skirt to school, but somehow you had the power to stop my humiliation. What would you do?”


Girly-Harold glared at me. “Are you kidding? After you humiliated me yesterday in front of Natasha and Anna Kay, grabbing my book bag out of my hands and picking it up one-handed? You showed-off big time, and you made me look like a weak baby. Tomorrow I’d not only keep you in that skirt, I’d go to the drama teacher and borrow a blond wig to plop on your head.”


I gave Girly-Harold a cruel smile. “Thank you for being honest.”


Then I walked back to Natasha and Mr. Bender. “Harold is not my friend, but Natasha is, and Harold belongs to Natasha the same way that Kristin and them belong to me. So between now and Graduation Day, Mr. Bender, whatever Natasha wants Harold to wear, let him wear it.”


I glanced back at Harold. His face was chalk-white.


****


Hours later, school had ended for the day and I was at Mr. Dodd’s law firm. I’d asked Mr. Dodd for the use of a computer with graphics software, a USB port, and a printer; I’d explained only that I had “some pictures to print out.”


I’d also hinted to Mr. Dodd that the pictures might upset his employees, and so privacy would be really appreciated. Mr. Dodd had sent me to a spare conference room.


I took out the USB stick and put it in the computer. On the memory stick were decrypted files that on Monday I’d copied from Uncle Warren’s computer: text files, Word files, database files, and as many recent dirty-picture graphics files as the two-gig USB stick could hold.


Uncle Warren, it turned out, had been consistent about filenames identifying the people in his photos. I was able to find five pictures of Sherry, and seven of Virgilia.


It turned out that the earliest picture of Virgilia was captioned “Virgilia O’Keefe handing out feminist pamphlets at Nimfo Club.” The woman who was pictured had Stripper-Virgilia’s face (minus the false eyelashes and the puffed-up lips), and had ordinary-brown hair and an ordinary body. I needed to ask Virgilia about that sometime.


There were two photos of Sherry clearly giving a blowjob to Uncle Warren, where I could see faces and half a cock. Ditto, I found two such pictures with Virgilia. Perfect, just what I was looking for.


As I was printing those four pictures out, the conference-room door opened and a twenty-something blonde walked in. She was wearing law-office clothing.


“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t know anyone was in here. I’m looking for a phone to use. Stupid me, didn’t charge my cell.” Her shoulders hunched as she said that, is if she expected someone else to trash-talk her if she didn’t bad-mouth herself first.


I said, “You don’t look familiar. Did Mr. Dodd just hire you?”


“Oh, I don’t work for David Dodd. I work for Mr. Northcutt, and we’re waiting for David Dodd’s client to show up.”


Oh shit, I thought. Carefully I asked, “Who’s the client?”


“Marvin Harper. He recently turned...” She looked at me and said, “Oh god.”


Now I was pissed. Someone who worked for Aunt Esther’s law firm, “accidentally” walking in while I was trying to help defend my case? Yeah, right. “Get out now,” I growled.


“Yes, I’m going, I’m going!” she said. She walked to the door, put her hand on the doorknob, then stopped.


“Mr. Harper?” she said.


“Yes?” I said, in a tone of voice that meant You aren’t gone yet?


“Mr. Harper, I’m sorry for what we’re putting you through. You don’t deserve this. It’s wrong.”


Before I could reply, she was walking out the door.









Chapter 17

Aunt Esther


I was carrying a manila folder with the four blowjob photos in it, when Bridget escorted me into a second conference room. On one side of a large table sat Mr. Dodd, in the middle of three chairs. Bridget took the chair to Mr. Dodd’s right.


On the other side of the conference table sat a brunette woman in her forties; a disgustingly fat man filled the chair next to her; and next to him sat the “dead cell phone” blonde. If the brunette was my Aunt Esther, I didn’t recognize her at all. Her expression was a mask. The fat man was looking at me with eagerness, whereas the twenty-something blonde looked like she was about to endure a tax audit.


I’d walked maybe five feet into the room when the fat man said loudly, “Young man, if you’re going to surf internet porn, please do it on your own time and on your own computer. You’ve kept us all waiting, which is inconsiderate, don’t you think?”


I gave him an amused smile. “Internet porn, is that what you think I was doing?”


I took the empty seat to Mr. Dodd’s left. As Bridget was handing me a legal pad and a pen, Mr. Dodd said, “Marvin, let me introduce you to the people on the other side. You already know your aunt, Esther Flint. Sitting next to her is her attorney, Wayne Northcutt. Sitting next to Mr. Northcutt is his legal assistant, Cassandra Farnetti. Folks, this is Marvin Harper, the heir designated in Warren Harper’s will.”


I stood up, leaving the manila folder on the table unopened, and walked around to the other side of the table, my hand out. As soon as my intentions became clear, Northcutt and Cassandra stood up.


Aunt Esther did not stand up. I walked to her chair, my hand out to shake hers, and said, “Aunt Esther.” I was not about to say Aunt Esther, it’s good to see you again.


Aunt Esther looked at my hand like I’d just pulled it from a septic tank. “This is not a social call,” she said coldly.


Surprised, I moved my gaze from Aunt Esther to Northcutt. He was pulling his outstretched hand away from me. “Sorry, I have to follow the client’s lead.” His sassy grin told me that he was anything but sorry.


I shrugged, and walked back to my seat. As I walked past Cassandra, she averted her gaze.


Once back in my seat, I said, “Aunt Esther, I don’t recognize you. Have we ever met?”


She said, “Yes, Christmas of ‘97, Granny Flo was hosting a Christmas dinner. You were a child, and you kept chasing her poodle through the house.”


I nodded, recalling a poodle with pink nail polish. I then asked, “When did Florence die? It had to have been before Christ-mas 1999.”


Northcutt said, “Young man, if you want to catch up on family history, please show some consideration and do it later. We have more important things to discuss.”


I looked at him coldly. “Number one, I’m asking questions that I’m the most qualified person here to ask. Number two, doesn’t your whole court argument come down to blood relationships?”


Northcutt said pompously, “I will allow such questions.”


Aunt Esther said, “Granny Flo died in July 1998.”


A few more questions by me, and the pattern became clear. Aunt Esther and her children had come to the Christmas dinner in 1999 that Herbert (my great-grandfather) and Minnie had hosted—but after 1999, Esther and her children had skipped all events hosted by Flo’s relatives. I thought it better not to tell Fat Boy that the Steve Harper family and Uncle Walter kept bumping into each other every Christmastime and Fourth of July.


I then turned to Mr. Dodd and said, “I have no more to ask.”


Mr. Dodd then asked Aunt Esther a few bland questions about traffic tickets, arrests, finances, and credit history. I suspect that he had already gone online and pulled up the answers.


Mr. Dodd looked at Northcutt and said, “Wayne, your turn.”


Northcutt turned his fat face toward me and said, in a voice dripping with sarcasm, “Mister Harper, please tell us about your one visit with Warren Harper in the hospital.”


I ignored the sarcasm; I figured it was a tactic to get me angry and make me do something stupid.


I calmly answered, blah-blah, “...Aunt Claire, actually, she’s my mom’s aunt. I was visiting her and she told me that Uncle Warren also was in the hospital. I suppose he and she met at one of Dad’s Fourth of July barbecues...,” blah-blah, “...I walked over and visited him. Then four days later, he died and I was in the will.”


“You went to the hospital with no plans to visit him, only your Aunt Claire?”


“Yes.”


“The decision to visit him was spontaneous?”


“Yes.”


“So what happened during the visit?”


“Beats me. I’m going to a party day after tomorrow, and I told him about that. He told me how he got his war injuries. And pretty much, that was it. We were never ‘buddies,’ so we didn’t talk long, or about anything deep. Correction: he mentioned the fact that Eisenhower started the interstate system, which gave us the Smith Freeway. Uncle Warren was a big fan of Eisenhower.”


“Yeah, whatever,” Northcutt said. “But do you see the problem that a jury will have with what you just said?”


I said testily, “A jury won’t have any problem with what I just said, because it’s the truth.”


“We have only your word that nothing else was said, nothing else was done during that visit.”


“Not so. Sherry Benson was there the whole time, heard every word.”


Aunt Esther said, “Is she one of Warren’s little sex slaves? Spare me.”


Northcutt nodded, and started to look through his manila folder. “Sherry Benson, she’s an ‘exotic dancer’ at ... Club Physique.”


I said, “Nimfo Club, actually. She started work there Monday.”


Northcutt gave me a shark smile. “Thanks for the correction. Cassie, make a note.”


Cassandra didn’t say anything, but she gave me a pitying look. You fool, don’t you see that you’re making things easier for him?


Northcutt continued, “And if you disregard the words of a stripper—which I think I can easily convince the jury to do—then what’s left as the explanation? You’re a big, muscular boy—maybe you threatened to hurt the sick old man, hm? Or since I can easily establish that Warren Harper was a pervert, maybe you offered him a little quid pro quo, hmm?”


I laughed. Jeez, this guy is so transparent.


Then I said, “So that’s your big legal strategy, shyster?” I put on a Marlon Brando Godfather voice and continued, “Boy, you do me a favor, I do you a favor. You suck my cock, I put you in my will, capisce?”


Aunt Esther said to me, “Marvin, remember that there are ladies present.”


I replied, “You’re right. My apologies to Bridget and Cassandra.” Cassandra giggled at this, then quickly silenced herself.


Then I said to Northcutt, “What can you beat me on? And by ‘beat,’ I mean prove with facts, not spin ‘maybe this, maybe that’ theories. Genealogy, that’s all you got. But genealogy cuts both ways. You better pray to God that Uncle Thomas doesn’t try to horn in—because Thomas Harper is Herbert’s son and thus Warren Harper’s nephew, which beat’s Esther’s claim.”


I held up a finger to indicate Time out, then I slid the blowjob folder over to Mr. Dodd. I wrote on the legal pad, “OK to show to Fat Boy?”


Mr. Dodd looked at the printouts, then wrote, “Relevance?”


I wrote back, “Two examples that undue influence doesn’t get you in the will.”


He wrote back, “BRILLIANT!!!”


****


Seconds later, the open folder laid on the table in front of Northcutt, and I was retaking my seat. Aunt Esther had turned away, pretending to be offended; but Cassandra (with Fat Boy’s permission) was studying the photos.


Northcutt sneered at me. “Young man, I want to thank you for further impeaching your key witnesses.”


I said, “I guess you’re not as smart as Aunt Esther is paying you to be. Sherry and Virgilia are poster girls for ‘undue influence,’ but neither of them will inherit a dime.”


Cassandra said, “Mr. Northcutt, he has a point. These pictures are facts, and his facts trump your theories.”


Northcutt said, “Cassie, that’s why you’re the legal assistant and I’m the lawyer. Juries decide facts, and I decide what juries think.”


I said, “Then you’re definitely not as smart as Aunt Esther is paying you to be. Because so long as the news is ‘Two relatives are fighting over a rich man’s will,’ the news media won’t get interested. But bring in cocksucking strippers, and every TV station will be doing hourly updates. Too bad for you. Because not only will you lose the case, but you’ll be hated nationwide. I bet I’ll see a ‘Northcutt is scum’ page on Facebook.”


Cassandra said, “Again he has a point, Mr. Northcutt. Losing a case is no big thing, but losing a case amid a firestorm of adverse publicity, that could be disastrous for the firm.”


Northcutt shrugged. “Then I’ll just have to be even more creative with the facts when I tell the jury about your darling Mr. Harper, won’t I, Cassie?”


The conference-room door opened then, and a pizza-delivery man stepped in. Looking at him, I got a strange feeling.









Chapter 18

Don’t Offend Ashnadim!


A pizza-delivery man was a surprise visitor to the conference room. “Who ordered the pizza?” he asked.


Everyone exchanged confused looks, but the pizza-delivery man was already walking over to Northcutt.


Looking at the pizza-delivery man, I got an eerie feeling. He had skin the same walnut-brown as Fatima’s, had a moustache and goatee that was the same black as Fatima’s hair, had eyes of the same bright green, and was dressed all in green. All in green—green denim jeans, green high-top sneakers, a green ballcap (turned around backward), and a green nametag pinned to a green polo shirt. That nametag said “Ashnadim,” and his polo shirt had “Jinn’s Pizza” printed on it.


Now Ashnadim was standing behind Northcutt’s chair. Ashnadim said to Northcutt, “You look like someone who orders lots of pizza.” Before Northcutt could reply, Ashnadim dropped his green pizza bag atop the blowjob pictures that I’d left on the table.


But Ashnadim, instead of opening the pizza bag and taking pizza boxes out, gestured with both hands. Everyone but Ashna-dim and I turned their heads in order to stare straight ahead with a blank expression.


Ashnadim, meanwhile, had instantly changed his clothes: Now he was wearing loose green silk pants, a green sash like a cummerbund, a buttonless green vest, and a green turban that was cinched in place by an emerald. The green pizza bag, meanwhile, had disappeared.


Ashnadim bowed to me and said, “Greetings, Marvin Harper, O Wisher Of Six Wishes. I am Ashnadim, chief of the Tribe of the Green Djinn. Twice you have shown kindness to our bound sister Fatima, for which the Green Tribe is grateful.”


I said, “Well, it’s always good to have friends, but what are you here for, Ashnadim?”


“You did make wish for only modest wealth, but our bound sister Fatima did choose to grant to you the great wealth of your Uncle Warren. The Green Tribe is proud of Fatima and her generosity. But these three evildoers do plot to steal Fatima’s gift for themselves. The honor of the Green Tribe is at stake, so I have come to mete out punishment.”


“Hold on,” I said. I pointed to blank-staring Cassandra. “Read the memories of this one. I am sure that she has a good heart, and that she has done as much good today as she could.”


Ashnadim moved to stand behind Cassandra, then reached his hands around her to touch her forehead.


Seconds later, he withdrew his hands. “It is as you say. She took this work to help people who have been wronged. But this one threatens to ruin her life if she doesn’t help him in his evils.”


Then Ashnadim stepped behind Aunt Esther, and put his fingertips on her forehead. “But before I make justice, I will know why this woman would steal from a good man and a kinsman.”


Seconds later, Ashnadim pulled his hands away in surprise. He then gestured, and a basketball-sized scrying ball appeared in front of his face. While looking at the big scrying ball and gesturing, Ashnadim asked in a distracted voice, “Your Uncle Warren, whose wealth she fights you for, he was Fatima’s previous master?”


“Yes,” I said, unable to guess where this was going.


“And his second wish was that he could touch the back of a woman’s hand, and—”


“And that wish definitely worked, let me tell you.”


Ashnadim nodded distractedly. A few seconds later, the scrying ball popped away.


Ashnadim pointed to the conference table by my chair, and a big book popped there. The book looked like either a photo album or a scrapbook.


Ashnadim said, “You will find this interesting.”


Ashnadim gestured, and the book opened itself. Now I was seeing photos of Uncle Warren in his sixties, being sucked-off by 1980s-era cuties.


Then a green-smoke rectangle appeared above one page, drawing my attention to two photos in particular.


“Holy shit!” I blurted.


The two photos carried a common caption: “My hot grand-niece Esther, April 1985.”


****


Twenty minutes later, hypnotized Cassandra was sitting next to hypnotized Aunt Esther, and hypnotized Northcutt was sitting in Cassandra’s former place. Basically, Ashnadim had done a cut-and-paste of lawyer knowledge from Northcutt’s brain to Cassandra’s. Now I was asking Ashnadim to show mercy.


I said, “This is enough. Cassandra now has the lawyer knowledge, all the official records say it’s she who is the lawyer, and it’s she who has the big house and big car now. The world will be a better place for her being the lawyer, not him, and Northcutt’s been demoted to legal assistant. She’s been rewarded and he, punished. No more, show him mercy.”


“No, mortal Marvin,” Ashnadim said. “I have read all his memories, in order to edit them, and his mind is vile. It is like memory-reading a rat. I am showing mercy—this one still has his manhood and his liver.”


Ashnadim thought for a few seconds, summoned his scrying ball, consulted it, sent it away, then briefly touched the foreheads of Aunt Esther and Northcutt. Then Ashnadim gestured.


On the conference table in front of me popped an ink-jet-printed color photo of Northcutt and Aunt Edith fucking on a black couch.


I asked, “What is this?”


“Poetic justice,” Ashnadim replied.


“Is it real?” I asked. “Or a magic fake?”


“Both,” he replied. “He and she did have sex, and that’s how things looked then. But neither had a camera.”


“What do you intend to do with this ‘could be real, but isn’t’ photo?”


“Watch and find out,” Ashnadim said, grinning. He flicked his wrist, and the fake photo vanished in a poof of green smoke. Then he said, “The fun is about to begin.”


Ashnadim backed up into a corner of the room, gestured two-handed, and then everyone else in the room awoke from their trance.


****


To everyone else in the room, only seconds had passed since I’d pointed out that “cocksucking strippers” would cause a media circus if Aunt Esther’s challenge to the will went before a judge.


Lawyer-Cassandra tapped the pornographic pictures of Sherry and Virgilia. Then Lawyer-Cassandra turned to Aunt Esther and said, “Losing a case is no big thing, but losing a case amid a firestorm of adverse publicity, that could be disastrous for the firm.”


Then Cassandra continued, “Therefore I’m dropping you as a client. I’ll stop billing as of now.” She glanced at her watch, then wrote something down. “However, if you wish to drop your challenge to the will, I’ll file that paperwork at no charge.”


“What a wimp,” legal assistant Northcutt muttered.


Someone knocked on the conference-room door. A woman in her forties stepped into the room; I recognized her as another legal assistant at Dodd’s firm. She looked around the room, and her eyes widened when she looked in Northcutt’s direction. Then she said, “Um, Mr. Dodd?”


“Yes?”


The interrupting legal assistant actually tripped over a leg of my chair, because now she was staring at Aunt Esther as she walked. “Mr. Dodd, um, I found this by the copier, and I recognized Ms. Farnetti’s assistant, and—you should see this.” The woman dropped Ashnadim’s fake photo in front of Mr. Dodd.


“What the hell?” Mr. Dodd said. Then he said, “Louise, go back to the copier and copy this. If someone is on the copier, bump them off! This is A-1 priority. Then bring the copy and the photo back here as fast as you can move. Now go!”


Louise grabbed the fake photo and hurried from the room.


Meanwhile, Aunt Esther was glaring at Lawyer-Cassandra. “You’re dropping me as a client? Then I’ll just have to find someone else to take my case, won’t I? Someone who isn’t a goody-two-shoes, and is willing to get his hands dirty.” Aunt Esther started gathering up various papers and her purse, clearly intending to walk out of the room.


I looked at her. “Continuing this would not be wise for you.” I moved the open photo album over to Mr. Dodd, got his nodded approval (after his eyes nearly popped out from surprise), and then I carried the photo album around to the other side of the table. I dropped it in front of Lawyer-Cassandra.


“You were a blonde in 1985,” I remarked to Aunt Esther.


She promptly went ballistic. “What? How dare you keep these! This is blackmail. I won’t let—”


Aunt Esther made to grab the photo album off the table. But before my aunt’s hands could touch anything, Cassandra’s hands zoomed out to grab my aunt’s wrists. The two women struggled for a second or two, then Lawyer-Cassandra said, “Mr. Harper, help me!”


I grabbed Aunt Esther’s forearms, and easily pulled her hands away from the photo album. Meanwhile, Lawyer-Cassandra shoved the photo album to the other side of the conference table.


Aunt Esther was screaming at me, “Let go of me! I’ll have you arrested, I’ll sue you—”


I shook my head. “When I’m merely following your lawyer’s instructions? I think not.” Then my expression got harsh. “If I’m brought to court, these photos are coming to court. Are you sure you don’t want to drop your challenge?”


“Fine!” Aunt Esther said. “It’s dropped!” Then she glared at Lawyer-Cassandra. “No charge for the paperwork—I’m holding you to that!”


Legal assistant Northcutt looked at me and said, in tones of theatrical disappointment, “I had no idea that our former client was a woman of such loose morals.”


That’s when Louise stepped back into the room. She glanced at Northcutt and Aunt Esther, hurried over to Mr. Dodd, and dropped the photo and photocopy in front of him. Then she hurried out of the room.


No sooner had the door shut, but Mr. Dodd reached as far as he could reach, to hand the photocopy to Lawyer-Cassandra. But then his gaze shifted to Northcutt. “Mr. Northcutt, I am reporting you to the state bar association for ethics breach. I hope to God they pull your legal-assistant certificate.”


The supposed photo, of Northcutt and Aunt Esther having sex, started the two of them yelling at each other. Each claimed some variation of “I was forced into the sex,” and each called the other something like “a slimy blackmailer.”


After a minute of this, Lawyer-Cassandra raised her hand. “Wayne, you’re fired. The front receptionist will have your final check next Friday. David, may I have contact information for your employee who found the photo, to stave off a ‘wrongful termination’ lawsuit?”


Mr. Dodd said, “Bridget, please escort Mr. Northcutt directly to his car.” Bridget stood up, as Mr. Dodd gave Louise’s contact info to Lawyer-Cassandra.


As Northcutt waddled out of the room with downcast gaze, I was the only person in the room to see Ashnadim wink at me from his corner of the room.


****


When I got near my car, I discovered Ashnadim waiting for me. He was again dressed as a pizza-delivery man. I said, “Northcutt was demoted, then fired, and Aunt Esther was merely neutralized. Thank you for showing mercy to them.”


Ashnadim nodded. “Indeed, I was merciful to them. That’s why I numbed their genital skins for only twelve lunar cycles.”


“Um, that’s ‘merciful’?”


“Yes, young Marvin. The traditional djinn punishment for misdeeds like theirs is to force a clitorectomy on the woman and to geld the man. But this twelve lunar cycles of numbness is but temporary—those two will scarcely notice it. But for his sake, I hope that the fat one does not get his male part caught in his zipper—he could do himself serious injury and not notice at all.”









Chapter 19

My Harem Expands


I walked through the main doors of Plato Smith High School at 7:14 a.m., and got a surprise. Waiting for me were not a teacher and four sexy students, but instead, a teacher and five student-babes: my women plus Anna Kay. My harem looked relieved when I walked up.


Recall, Reader, that my magic pheromones did not affect Anna Kay. So why was she here, now?


“Anna Kay?” I said. “What’s going on?”


Anna Kay cast her eyes downward. “I wish to be one of your women.”


I said, “Of course you do.” My driver’s license said I was 6′5″ now; and if I were willing to shave off my body hair and oil myself up, I could pass as Ahnuld’s eighteen-year-old clone. (Except that my face isn’t homely like young Schwarzenegger’s was).


But in the meantime, Anna Kay was standing just inside Plato Smith High School’s main entrance, with head bowed. She said, “I will do anything you wish.”


I said in a deliberately arrogant tone, “Of course you will.” I wanted to find out her reaction.


Anna Kay looked up at me in surprise, and she opened her mouth to say something. But then she closed her mouth and bowed her head again.


I said, “Remove your bra and panties. Put them on the floor next to Bellina Mott. Put your blouse on afterward, but do not button that blouse, or speak, till I tell you to.”


She turned pale. “Remove them here?”


“Tsk. I just told you not to speak, and you’re doing exactly that. Perhaps you should go to your locker now.” Frankly, that’s what I expected she’d choose.


Anna Kay didn’t leave for her locker. Instead she squeezed her eyes shut and started unbuttoning her blouse. Anna Kay’s eyes flew open when she heard Stephanie ask, “Marvin, do you want the rest of us to remove our underwear too?”


“Maybe next week. Right now, I want to see what Anna Kay does with no peer support.”


While Anna Kay was fiddling with her clothing, I turned to my harem. Bellina Mott was dressed girly, in a smoky-pink skirt-suit; my four students were all dressed sexy. Diane, who up till now had fiercely avoided drawing attention to herself, now was sporting shiny-red “cocksucker” lips.


By the time I was finished with “reviewing the troops,” Anna Kay’s bra and panties were at Bellina’s feet. Anna Kay was standing at “parade rest,” which exhibited her giant tits especially well.


I turned to Bellina. “Pick up Anna Kay’s clothing and smell her panties. Tell me if they smell like horny girl.”


She sniffed. “Very much so.”


I raised my voice and said, “Ladies, everyone meet in Bellina’s classroom after school.” Then I walked over to Anna Kay and began buttoning her blouse. Well, to be honest, I was doing a little bit of button-work and a whole lot of tit-groping. I could smell Anna Kay’s arousal, and her nipples were like bullets.


I smiled at Anna Kay and remarked, “Every girl and woman who’s watching me right now, wishes it was she whose tits I was feeling up. And yet you’re the one getting this special treatment. How does that make you feel?”


Anna Kay “replied” with a silent orgasm. Her body shook with it.


When I had finished with her blouse, I said to her, “You’re one of my women today, but on probation. Come to Bellina Mott’s classroom after school, because you have one more test to be in my harem. You may speak now.”


“Thank you, Master. I obey, Master.” Anna Kay’s face and throat were still flushed with orgasm, and she reeked of happy girl.


I frowned at her. “Never call me ‘Master.’ Call me what you called me before, which is ‘Marvin.’ ”


I said to my English teacher, “Take Anna Kay’s bra and panties with you. Give them back to her after school.” I kissed Bellina goodbye, and then she sashayed off.


I and my student women headed to the school office, so that Mr. Bender could be notified that Anna Kay was exempted from the dress code “for today.” Anna Kay looked disappointed, hearing that.


While I was in there, Mr. Bender pulled me aside and asked, “Have you seen Harold Miller this morning? How he’s dressed?”


“No, why?”


Mr. Bender looked at me for a while, not speaking. Then he said, “Natasha is lucky to have you as a friend.”


****


Half an hour later, I was in the school office. After dropping off my women and Anna Kay at their various first-period classes, I had headed for my locker. As I had swapped out books, I had realized that I had not seen my locker-neighbor, Janice Wesley, since Tuesday morning. I had told her to get off drugs then.


In the school office, I found out that Janice had not been in school either Wednesday or Thursday. So I asked the office secretary for Janice’s home address. Without the magic pheromones, the secretary would have given me a refusal, and then a lecture—but thanks to Fatima’s gift, not only did the office secretary promptly write down the info, but she also handed me a cold soda from the office fridge.


If this is how bureaucrats will treat me in the future, I can’t wait for my first tax audit!


****


Right after the Tardy Bell rang in first-period physics class, I stood up.


Loudly I said, “Rather than waste class time with you guys trying to wheedle info out of me, let me just give you the news up front. Yes, Anna Kay Henderson asked this morning to be one of my women. Yes, I groped her tits. No, I haven’t decided yet whether I’ll claim her. If I claim her, I’ll fuck her this weekend, if I have the time. Now I’ll take one question.”


Jim-Something blurted out, “Are Anna Kay’s tits real?”


I said, “Yes. They feel different from silicone tits.” I started to sit down.


My friend Christopher blurted out, “You’ve felt up silicone tits? Like on porn actresses and strippers?”


“Twice,” I said, and Christopher’s mouth dropped open. I bowed to Mr. Lloyd and said, “Now, let’s hear about tachyons.”


****


Fifth period, as soon as I walked into Mr. Spinelli’s classroom, I noticed Harold already sitting in his seat. I’m not sure, but I think that’s a sign of the Apocalypse.


As soon as I took my seat, Harold stood up and wobbled over to me.


From behind me, I heard Jorje Rodriguez say, “Hey, ‘Sissy Harold,’ you look very sissy today. If you came over to do Marvin, will you do me too?”


I glanced back. “Jorje, no trash-talking Harold, got it?”


“Sorry, Marvin,” Jorje said contritely.


As soon as I faced forward and made eye contact with Harold, he asked, “Is it true? Anna Kay asked to be ... in your harem?”


“Yes, it’s true,” I said.


“And you—and you—and you told her, ‘Yes,’ of course.”


I shrugged. “I haven’t decided yet.”


“You haven’t? You haven’t decided about Anna Kay?”


I feared for my instep then, so I changed the subject. “Why are you dressed like this?”


“Because Natasha told me to.”


I gave him a look that said If Natasha told you to jump off a cliff, would you do that too? But what I said aloud was, “The whole school is talking about you today.”


“So what? Natasha said she liked me looking like this. She even kissed me on the cheek before school.” Harold’s face showed the joy of a small child on Christmas morning.


The Tardy Bell rang then, and Harold moved back to his seat as fast as he could go.


Which wasn’t very fast. Harold wasn’t used to walking in those shoes.


****


When I walked into trig class, I discovered that Mr. Quincy wasn’t there, and we had a substitute teacher instead. The substitute’s name, according to the blackboard, was “Miss French.” Miss French was a blonde with a pretty face.


A set-up movie screen at the front of the class, and a 16-mm projector at the back of the class, promised an hour of time-wasted boredom. “Jeez,” I said, “I do not want to see Trigonometry In Your World again!”


Miss French said, “Sorry, sir, but that’s what’s in the lesson plan.”


“ ‘Sir’?” Anna Kay echoed.


I’d been just spouting off. But as soon as the Tardy Bell rang, Miss French shot out of her seat behind the teacher’s desk, and hurried down the aisle to stand by my school desk. Now I could see that the pretty-faced blonde was tall and thin, with shapely legs. Really, she could be a model.


Miss French, the model-couldbe, stood in front of me contritely. “Please tell me what to do this hour instead of show the movie, sir.”


I said, “Call me ‘Marvin.’ What is your name, Miss French?”


“It’s Felicia, Marvin sir.”


Anna Kay said, “ ‘Felicia French’? For real? You always could tell her to suck your cock all period, and then claim her as one of your women, ‘sir.’ ”


I said, “Congratulations, Anna Kay, you’ve just dissed both Miss French and myself. Apologize now, or I’ll make you date Harold Miller.”


“Ewww,” the whole class said.


Anna Kay apologized instantly.


I turned back to Felicia and asked, “What do you do when you’re not substitute-teaching?”


“I’m a model, Marvin sir.”


The whole class oohed at that.


Felicia continued, “But I don’t get many calls because I’m fat”—meaning, she was only slightly anorexic—“and I’m twenty-two.” At my puzzled look, she explained, “My looks are fading, Marvin sir.”


I smiled at her and shook my head. Then I said, “Now, what to do with you? Hm, I think Anna Kay has the right idea.” I grabbed my book bag off the floor and extracted a wrapped condom. “On your knees, Felicia.”


I exposed my cock to the fluorescent lights overhead, then condomized my dick. Felicia leaned forward to mouth me, but I told her, “Hold up.”


I looked at Anna Kay and said, “Come kneel to the right of my chair.”


Then I raised my voice and said, “To the other girls in the class: You have three choices. You can spend the rest of the period studying and doing homework—”


“Yuck,” I heard many girls say.


“—or you can pick out a guy here in class, and spend the rest of the period sucking his cock. I—”


“Yes!” I heard many boys say.


“—have plenty of condoms in my book bag, for anyone who wants one. Girls, your third choice is to jill yourself at your desk all period. Let’s get started.”


As Felicia started mouthing me, I called out to the class again, “Oh yeah, one more thing, people. You boys getting sucked off, and you girls jilling yourselves, don’t be loud. We shouldn’t disturb other classes.”


Within seconds, the classroom was filled with gasps and moans, and the sounds of slurping. Some of that slurping noise was coming from Miss French frenching my cock.


I turned to Anna Kay and said, “Your assignment is to kiss me, all the rest of this period. Melt the plastic tips on my shoelaces.”


Anna Kay looked offended. “While the substitute is sucking you off?”


I said, “So you want to be my woman only when it suits you? I see. Go back to your desk and start your homework.” My eyes and my tone of voice said It’s “game over” for you, Anna Kay.


You see, Reader, I had read something about the school that the Navy uses to train people to be SEALs. Part of that training is one full week of absolute hell, in which you’re screamed at, you’re given contradictory orders, you’re sleep-deprived, you’re insulted—it’s 168 hours of sheer brutality. Meanwhile, the school has this brass bell—and if you decide that the treatment’s too rough, that you want out, all you have to do is walk over and ring the bell. Yes, there’s paperwork required to actually get you out of the school, but once you ring that bell, the paperwork is just a formality. Why does the SEALs school operate this way? Because they need a certain type of human being; and if you’re not that kind of person, the Navy would rather find out now, rather than when your being a fuckup really hurts the mission.


I was mind-fucking Anna Kay because of logic similar to the Navy’s. Anna Kay was not a touch-slave, and never would be a touch-slave; she alone could say I refuse to do that. But just because she could say those words, would she? Would she be a true submissive with me, or would she fall back on expecting to be treated like a princess? Better to find out now, than after I’d committed myself.


All this explains why I was acting so arrogant and nasty to Anna Kay today, when I’d been a pussycat around her up till now.


Anyway, after I dismissively told Anna Kay to go back to her desk and start studying, she didn’t go there. Instead, she threw her arms around my neck, and kissed me hard.


A girl to my left, her voice ragged with sexual excitement, said, “God, I wish it was me kissing him.”


I heard those words, and I know that Anna Kay heard them too—because she immediately had an orgasm.


I let myself enjoy the moment for the next few minutes. A braless and panty-less cheerleader was making out with me, a blond model was sucking me and, thanks to me, many of my classmates were getting their jollies. Life was good.


After several minutes, I pulled my face away from Anna Kay’s. Raising my voice again, I said, “Show of hands, ladies. Right now I’m making out with Anna Kay. But how many of you would choose to come over here and kiss me if I let you?”


Every female hand went up, including Felicia French’s.


I turned to Anna Kay and said, “See that? They all want to kiss me, but you’re the one I’m letting do it. What do you think of that?”


Anna Kay “replied” with moans and a shuddering, spasming orgasm.


Meanwhile, Felicia had been sucking me all this time. I looked down and said to her, “Please do me a favor. Anna Kay here just had two powerful orgasms. She’s probably aching to touch her own clit. But she’s correctly guessed that she’s not to touch herself without my permission. Would you please reach under her skirt and stroke her clit to multiple climax? Her clit’s easy to find, since she’s not wearing panties.”


I turned my head back to Anna Kay and started kissing her again. A second later, Anna Kay gasped, then started kissing me harder.


****


Four minutes before the Dismissal Bell rang, I called out, “Cocksuckers, one-minute warning.” I don’t know how the other girls in class responded, but Felicia’s response was to go into warp drive. She’d already popped me once, and odds looked better and better that she’d pop me a second time.


Yet I exerted superhuman self-control, sixty seconds later. “Cocksuckers, mouths up and back away from the cocks!” How I could say this even as I was spurting into my condom, I don’t know.


Then I told Anna Kay, “Go around the room with a trashcan, and collect the used condoms.” Anna Kay did not look happy, but she did as she was told.


Meanwhile, Felicia French was sitting on her heels, looking up at me.


I said, “That was excellent, Felicia. I am pleased.” She beamed. Then I asked, “Do you have a boyfriend?”


“Um, Marvin sir? Does it count if he’s married?”


“Depends. Has he filed for divorce? Or has his wife?”


“Not yet, Marvin sir, but he says it’s complicated—”


“Uh-huh. Has he moved out of his house? Or has she?”


“No, Marvin sir, but he’s got a big project at work, and he doesn’t have the time—”


“What’s his name?”


“It’s Frank.”


“Too bad for Frank. He snoozed, he losed. I claim you, Felicia French.”


She leaned forward and kissed my by-now-uncondomed dick. “I thank you, Marvin sir.”


“There’s a meeting of my women after school. I’ll meet you here and escort you to the office to sign out, then I’ll escort you to the meeting.”


By now, Anna Kay had returned to my side. I turned to her and said, “We still have a minute before the bell. Kiss Felicia on the mouth, to thank her for giving your clit a party.”


Anna Kay hesitated only a second before giving Felicia a long, hot kiss. Two different guys in the class said, “Yeah!”









Chapter 20

Classroom Orgy


Seventh period’s Dismissal Bell rang, ending the school day. I hurried to Mr. Quincy’s classroom, to pick up Felicia and escort her to the school office. While Felicia was signing her substitute-teacher sheet, I was getting the lowdown on Janice Wesley’s attendance. As I’d suspected, Janice had missed all classes Friday, as well as Thursday and Wednesday.


Once Felicia and I had finished in the school office, I told her to write down her contact information for me, while I stepped outside to make a phone call.


The news was good. Mr. Dodd had received a fax from Cassandra Farnetti, stating that Aunt Esther had dropped her challenge to the will. Once Mr. Dodd had received that fax, he filed Uncle Warren’s will, and the actual transfer of stuff from Uncle Warren to me wasn’t expected to take long.


Mr. Dodd told me that the probate judge was amazed how orderly the submitted paperwork was. There was no “We’re waiting to find out X, Y, and Z.” Why, it was almost as if all the paperwork was prepared in advance! Uncle Warren’s estate was appraised at $31,862,673,129.86, but Mr. Dodd thought that it all could be completely probated in two weeks.


Mr. Dodd then said, “In fact, you can come pick up the house keys right now. Alas, you’re not legal to drive any of the cars yet, sorry.”


I replied, “I have some things to do after school today. I can’t say when I’ll get to your office. But if it’s after hours, please ask Bridget to stay after.”


“No problem, Mr. Harper.”


I sent Mom a text message: “I RUNNG ERRANDS TONIGHT. GET OWN DINNER. M”


****


As Felicia and I were walking down a Plato Smith hallway toward Bellina Mott’s room, I gave her my harem-slave dress code, adding that she was never to get thinner than she was now. I repeated my command that her affair with Frank now was over. Then I asked, “Questions, Felicia?”


“Will you fuck me sometime soon? Since the moment I put my mouth on your cock, all I’ve thought about this afternoon is you taking me completely.”


“I’m working on that. Sometime Sunday.”


****


I walked into Bellina Mott’s classroom with Felicia. Upon seeing her, Elena and Kristin high-fived each other.


“We have a new sister!” Elena said.


“And she’s gorgeous,” Kristin said.


Besides Elena and Kristin, also waiting for me was my teacher-slave, Bellina; my two other student-slaves, Stephanie and Diane; and my harem-slave-on-probation, Anna Kay. Both Anna Kay and Felicia looked nervous, though for different reasons.


I said, “Women, this is Felicia French, substitute teacher and professional model. Welcome her; she is indeed your newest sister.”


Anna Kay asked, “Am I the second-newest sister?”


“We’ll know soon,” I said.


I raised my voice then, and said, “Women, I’m moving into a new place. So all my women are ordered to attend a party to my place, Sunday at one in the afternoon. I don’t know yet whether the pool is clean, but bring swimsuits anyway—the racier the better. We’ll talk, eat, and fuck.”


Everyone was glad to hear this news—except Anna Kay, who looked wistful.


Now I clapped my hands and said, “Bellina, you have Anna Kay’s bra and panties?” Bellina pulled them out of a drawer and raised an eyebrow. But I shook my head, and Bellina put Anna Kay’s underwear back in her drawer.


Then I turned to Anna Kay and said, “You’re already missing your bra and panties—take your blouse off too.”


Seconds later, I said to Anna Kay, “Right now you’re bare to the waist; and below the waist you’re wearing only a skirt, thigh-high stockings, and shoes. You must really want to be one of my women.”


“I do.”


“Why?”


She looked my eyes and said, “Because I love you. You are gentle; you are kind. And sexually, you’re my heart’s desire.”


“I’m gentle and kind? I made you get nearly naked this morning, right here in school. I ordered you to kiss me while another woman sucked my cock.”


“You were testing me.”


“And now you have one more test. Are you ready?”


“Yes.”


“You don’t even know what the test is.”


“I’m ready.”


I nodded. Then I raised my voice and said, “Women, I’m headed to the Home Ec Lab to get my Captain America costume fitted, and—”


“Ooh,” said Diane, “can we watch?”


“No. In order to avoid another circus, the only people there will be Ilyana, Mrs. Williams, and I. And since I’ve never been fitted for a skintight superhero costume, I don’t know whether it’ll take ten minutes or two hours.”


“It’s probably like a bridal gown,” Felicia said.


I smiled. “I’ve never been fitted for one of those either.”


Stephanie said, “I’ll bet ‘Sissy Harold’ has! Or wants to be.”


Kristin started to say something angry. But I raised my hand to stop her, then said, “Stephanie, no more of that.”


“Sorry, Marvin,” Stephanie said.


I said, “They’re waiting for me; I need to go. Anna Kay, here is your test: Until I return, you are to lick pussy. It’s up to you, whom you lick and how long. But when I walk through this door again, I expect to find your face between someone’s legs, and everyone vouching for you.”


Diane said, “Um, Marvin? What if we, um, don’t want—”


I said, “Diane, Diane, Diane, that is exactly the wrong attitude. Women, anytime I want, I want that I can point to any two of you and say, ‘You, get your pussy naked; and you, go over there and eat her out.’ And then I want the first woman to be responsive, and I want the second woman to be eager and generous. Got it?”


“Sorry, Marvin,” Diane said. Her lip was trembling.


I walked over to her and kissed her forehead. “I’m not mad at you, Diane. Your reaction is natural. But it’s not what I want.”


Then I pulled away from Diane. “Women, just so I’m clear: If Anna Kay chooses you, then I expect you to offer your crotch; and I want you to climax if Anna Kay licks you halfway decently. Anna Kay, I want you to do your damnedest to give dozens of orgasms to whomever you lick. Everyone got me?”


Everyone nodded her head. Kristin was trying to look blasé, but wasn’t succeeding. You might as well ask a small child to look blasé on Christmas morning.


I walked to the classroom door, then said, “Anna Kay, you have anything to say before I leave?”


Anna Kay looked unhappy but also determined, like a private marching into his first battle. Anna Kay said, “The only thing I have to say is: Felicia, panties off.”


****


In the Home Ec Lab, the magic of “let’s just be friends” held; neither Ilyana nor Mrs. Williams raped me, and nobody asked me for sex.


Another kind of magic held as well. I had been five inches shorter when Ilyana had taken her measurements, and yet the Captain America costume fit (more or less) when I tried it on.


Felicia had been a little wrong: In one big way, my costume-fitting was nothing like that for a wedding gown. My costume was “sewn together” with straight pins, and we discovered the hard way that when I flexed muscles, either I got pinpricks or I sent pins flying.


Brides generally do not cause this problem for their seamstresses. (Except for Dolly Parton, when she inhaled.)


Mrs. Williams and I finally declared the fitting as “done” when I could do three different kata without once getting pricked or creating pin-shrapnel.


(Yes, Reader, isn’t it amazing that someone who never studied martial arts at all, suddenly knows three different kata, and the martial art that each kata represents? Gosh, I wonder how that happened?)


****


I was gone from Bellina Mott’s classroom for an hour and a half. Walking back to that English classroom from the Home Ec Lab, I noticed the smell from a hundred feet away.


This entire part of the school reeked of happy girl. And was I hearing women’s sexual moans?


I walked in the door, and saw—


On the teacher’s desk were seven neat piles of clothing. Everyone except Anna Kay was naked below the waist; and Elena, Kristin, Stephanie, and Felicia were completely naked.


Anna Kay was eating out Bellina; Diane was eating out Felicia, who was kissing Stephanie and stroking Stephanie’s pussy; while Elena and Kristin were sixty-nining each other.


Reader, it warmed the cockles of my heart.


I knelt down by Anna Kay and said to her, “You need directions to my party on Sunday?”


****


The sun was barely above the treetops when I parked my clunker in the parking lot of Mr. Dodd’s law firm. Bridget’s car was the only other car there. Not a surprise—even lawyers like to leave the office on Friday afternoon.


As soon as I stepped out of my car, the tinted-glass front door of the law office opened and Bridget stepped out. I was relieved that she didn’t seem annoyed by the long wait. In fact, she seemed excited and eager.


I went back into my car, dug around in my book bag, and pocketed two condoms. Just in case.


Bridget gave me bunches of keys to various parts of my inheritance: keys to the nine cars(!) that I wasn’t allowed to drive yet; house keys; the front-gate code; a user manual for the front gate; security-system codes; and user manuals for the security systems. In return, I ordered Bridget to my housewarming party on Sunday.


But Reader, that isn’t what you’re interested in, is it?


I took Bridget by the hand and led her inside, straight to the conference room where yesterday I had battled Aunt Esther. Bridget’s eyes got hopeful when I pulled the two condoms from my pocket and put them on the conference table.


I began to pull her jacket down her arms. “Bridget, I’ve kept you waiting a long time on a Friday evening. You deserve a reward.”


“Oh no, Mr. Harper, it’s—”


Now I was unbuttoning her blouse. “Monday, I fucked Sherry and Virgilia, while you had to content yourself with giving me a blowjob. You deserve a reward.”


“But I didn’t mind at all, Mr. Harper—”


I cupped her tits inside her bra, then reached around behind her and unsnapped that bra. “So does that mean that you do mind fucking me? Because that’s what I intend.”


She ran her hands up and down my chest and stomach. “Oh no, Mr. Harper, I don’t mind a bit, fucking you.”


When we were both naked, I said, “Bridget, you have a choice: Fuck on the conference table, or fuck on the carpet?”


“Well, the carpet is more comfortable—but every time I come in here to work, I want to see the place where we had sex. In fact—”


She grabbed my hand and pulled me around to the other side of the table. Bridget stopped when she was standing by Aunt Esther’s chair.


Bridget got on the edge of the table and lay back on the table. “Yesterday, it was right here where your Aunt Esther tried to screw you. So please, Mr. Harper, take me right here.”


And I did.


Then I swapped out condoms, then Bridget sucked me hard, then I fucked her again—but this time slowly. I got Bridget babbling as I drove her crazy with extra slow pistoning. She thrashed, moaned, writhed, clutched, scratched, and screamed.


And in a moment when Bridget was everything but a staid and proper legal assistant, she called me “Master.”


****


I walked Bridget to her car and watched her drive away, then I walked to my clunker. When I turned on my cel phone, I discovered that I had a text message—


“IN HOSPL, VISITNG W AUNT CLAIRE. SHE BETTER!!! M&D.”


When I got home, I found a note on the kitchen counter that explained more—


“Marvin, great news! Aunt Claire called today. Nobody knows why, but she’s getting better! She thought something was happening on Monday, and she was sure on Tuesday, but she couldn’t convince the doctors to run new tests till yesterday. (Silly doctors.) The results came back today, and every test is better. Best of all, Aunt Claire is in lots less pain. Today, her doctor cut her pain prescription to half of what it was a week ago. Isn’t this great? Mom.”


Below Mom’s handwriting, I wrote—


This is so cool. I’m spending the night in my mansion, so enjoy having the house to yourself on a Friday night. (Can you believe me writing this, “my mansion”? I can’t.)


Anyway, I’ll come over tomorrow for breakfast at nine and we can share our adventures.


I was almost to the stairs when I turned around, walked back to the kitchen counter, and picked up the pen. I wrote—


“P.S. Set an extra plate for breakfast. I’m bringing someone I want you guys to meet.”


My dad is really smart, and my mother’s no dummy. Still, I was absolutely sure that they would never guess in a million years who their breakfast guest would be.


I broke down my computer, and carried the parts out to my clunker. Then I grabbed toiletries and clothes, and loaded those into the car. Finally, I grabbed the footlocker, loaded it into my car under cover of darkness, and drove away to my mansion.









Chapter 21

A Seventh Wish?


Where in a mansion do you hide a brass genie lamp? I thought I’d hide it in the safe—till I actually opened the safe. It turned out that Uncle Warren’s safe was designed for storing flat things. Even with everything pulled out, there was no room for the lamp.


But opening the safe wasn’t a total loss. Among the items I temporarily removed from the safe was $66,340 in small bills. I put a hundred dollars of that windfall in my wallet.


I wanted to be able to rub the lamp anytime. So that meant not storing it off the property, in a safe-deposit box or some such.


I thought of storing the lamp in the attic—till I climbed the attic stairs. Jeez, it sounded like I was walking on kettle drums! Scratch trying to sneak into the attic.


I realized then that I wasn’t thinking fourth-dimensionally. I was both smart and strong now—how could I use that?


In the end, I carried a ratty recliner from the Electronics Recreation Room up the stairs, and put it in the master bedroom, in a corner by a window. Then I grabbed a standing lamp out of another bedroom, and put that lamp by the recliner. (Did I mention that the mansion has twenty bedrooms?) I put the footlocker on the recliner’s left side. Anyone seeing the footlocker would presume that its only purpose was to be a side-table for whoever was reading in the recliner; and a scuffed-up footlocker suited a well-worn recliner.


In short, the footlocker now was in my bedroom and was easy to get to; but nobody would wonder, Why is this old footlocker in Marvin’s bedroom?


With the important problem of “Where do I keep Fatima’s lamp?” finally solved, I got out my key ring. I opened the footlocker’s padlock.


****


I’m not sure if Fatima was excited because Uncle Warren’s mansion had lots of neat stuff, and she was seeing everything for the first time—or if she was excited simply because she was out of the brass lamp. In any case, excited Fatima was great company.


Eventually Fatima and I wound up in the main kitchen. (Did I mention that the mansion had a main kitchen and a poolside kitchen? Did I mention that the main kitchen was as big and fancy as something in a restaurant?) I nuked some canned Chinese food, and set out some chips and salsa. I offered Fatima a beer; she declined.


Then I looked around. “Wow, it’s too quiet in here.” I stood up again. “I’ll be back in a moment; let me get my boom box.”


Fatima raised a hand. “May I do something about the quiet?”


“Go ahead,” I said. “Show off for me.”


“ ‘Show off’? I love it.”


Fatima was thoughtful for maybe ten seconds, then she pointed at an empty section of the monster kitchen. Suddenly I saw and heard a dance band, complete with a young woman soloist. But everything about that band—the men’s hairstyles, the singer’s clothing and hairstyle, the microphone that she was singing to, and the Art Deco lettering on the music stands—was old-fashioned. From the Thirties, I guessed.


“What am I seeing?” I asked. “Who are they?”


Fatima said, “This is Warren’s memory. His parents took him to a speakeasy in downtown Chicago that was celebrating the return of legal beer. For eight-year-old Warren, the place was magical—and the singer fascinated him.”


“So how are they here? Did you transport them through time?”


“They’re illusion; nobody but us can see them or hear them.” She smirked. “You don’t need special glasses to see my illusions.”


I replied, “This is all illusion? Really?”


I was still standing, so I walked up close to the band. The men took no notice of me, but the soloist turned her head to watch me approach, and smiled at me (as much as her singing would permit).


I reached for the microphone stand, curious what would happen when I tried to pick it up. The singer, who had been caressing the microphone stand, pulled her hands away and smiled at me.


My hand went right through the vertical bar as if it wasn’t there, and I didn’t feel a thing. No matter where my hand went or what it tried to do, I couldn’t make contact. But the illusion held: During one moment, I had the microphone stand growing out of the back of my hand.


My eyes went from the microphone stand to the singer’s face, which was less than three feet from my own. I could see the pores in her skin, individual eyebrow hairs that were painted over with eyebrow pencil, and flaws in her fire-engine-red lipstick that was highlighting her mocking smile. And even though I’d just proven that she couldn’t be real, I could smell her: something sweet (Hair oil? Shampoo? Bath powder? Perfume?) plus Ivory soap, plus a hint of sweat.


The song went into an instrumental passage, thus idling the singer. She grabbed the microphone stand and pulled it aside. Her again-mocking smile said I can do something you can’t do, nyah-nyah-nyah! She leaned forward, lips puckered. I bent my knees to complete the kiss.


Even when her face filled my entire vision, and her lips had to be touching mine, I didn’t feel a thing.


She broke the kiss, leaned back, pulled the microphone back to upright, and went back to singing. She gave me a theatrical wink.


Shaking my head, I walked back to the kitchen table. “I’m blown away,” I told Fatima.


She grinned at that. Then my expression got serious, as did hers. She said, “Master, you look like you want to ask me something.”


“I do. Right now, my wishes are granted, I’m not dead yet, the lamp isn’t swiped yet, and you’re out of the lamp. King Solomon made all those rules about wishmaking, so I presume he made rules for today’s situation too?”


“Yes, Master. Like before, if you rub the lamp, I must come out; if you order me back into my lamp, I must go in; if you ask me a question, I cannot lie to you. If you order me to do something nonmagically, I must obey—”


Now Fatima was looking at me nervously. “—but if you tell me to do something magical, now I may choose to say no.”


Why is she so nervous now? I wondered. Then I realized why. If I’d give a magical order and she could say no, then the flip side would be...


“Good grief,” I said. “You can grant me a seventh wish. Or a seventieth wish. Or a seven-hundredth wish.”


“It won’t be a wish officially. But yes. Except that King Solomon set down rules about what I may say yes to.”


“Go on.”


“I may not grant you a throne, nor may I cloud men’s minds so that you wind up with a throne. I may not kill anyone magically on the date of their fated death, nor may I magically make someone so sick or injured that death soon is certain, even when the person’s fated death is soon. I now cannot—”


“So King Solomon just shifted the thou-shalt-nots from me to you. That’s fine.”


“But now I cannot postpone anyone’s fated death by even an hour. No djinni normally can do this. Such power I have only when granting a wish.”


I nodded. “Then it costs the wisher.”


“Finally, Master, I may not use magic to prevent another human from taking the lamp from you. If you would guard the lamp, you must do so on your own.”


Now Fatima’s eyes were searching my face. Clearly she wanted to know, Will he be content with what he already has, or will he always be bothering me for more?


I wasn’t yet ready to think about something so important. Instead, I said, “Let’s back up to the ‘nonmagical’ rule. Suppose I hand you a bucket of water and a sponge, and I show you where the garden hose is. Then I tell you, ‘Wash my car.’ I don’t say nonmagically, but that’s pretty much implied. Now suppose you think, Doing it nonmagically will take too long. May you hocus-pocus the car clean, even though I didn’t request this or suggest it?”


“Yes.”


“So if I ask you a question, you’re allowed to pop up a scrying ball to answer my question, even though I never mention using a scrying ball?”


“Yes.” Then she smiled mischievously, adding, “Or I might Google the answer instead.”


“One last question. You tell me you cannot postpone someone’s fated death. But what if you and I are with George, and it’s George’s day to die but you and I don’t know that, and George gets in a jam and you decide to save him. What happens then?”


“Something goes wrong, seemingly accidentally. If I try to cast a spell that can’t fail to save George, then the spell doesn’t work at all. As if someone disconnected the battery.”


I stared at her. “How awful you would feel, if you really wanted to save the person, and you found out afterward that all your efforts were doomed to fail. I hope that when it’s my day to die, you don’t have to suffer something like this.”


“That’s easily fixed,” Fatima said brightly. She summoned her scrying ball, worked it for a few seconds, then looked at me. “Would you like to know the date of your fated death?”


“Is it within the next ten years?”


“No.”


“Ask me again, ten years from now. But telling me right now? No way!”


“May 14, 2020, ask you again. Got it, Master,” Fatima said. Then she vanished the scrying ball, and then she went back to searching my face.


So I thought about the question that was so worrying her.


After a time, I said, “Right now, I’m worth thirty-two billion dollars. I can’t wrap my brain around that, it’s only a number to me. I’m getting all the sex I want. My favorite relative is getting well, and my parents’ marriage is strong. Why would I want a seventh wish, whether it’s called that or not?”


I saw Fatima relax.


I added, “So if you ever get a chance to drop a different magic lamp in my lap, don’t. Give the new lamp to someone who needs it.”


Fatima replied, “Except that I can’t hand you the lamp if I find one. No djinni can touch a bound djinni’s Vessel. Our hands turn to smoke when we try.”


“Wow. Really?”


“That’s why you humans must rub the lamp or bottle to make the bound djinni come out. Only a human can grasp the Vessel, and only a human can rub his other hand solidly against the metal. King Solomon made sure that no bound djinni could have a djinni for a master.”


Then Fatima gave me a sunny smile, and toasted me with a can of Dr Pepper. “I’m so glad that you are my master, Marvin Harper. I don’t know of many masters who, given a chance to own a second bound djinni, would say, ‘No thank you.’ ”


I shrugged. “As far as me asking you for magical favors, I’m sure I’ll ask for little things. ‘Fatima, I left my umbrella at home. Would you pop it here, please?’—that sort of thing.”


I yawned then. I looked at Fatima and asked, “Genies don’t sleep, do they?”


“No, Master.”


“Then let me connect my computer up, so you won’t be bored tonight.”


She smiled at me. “Don’t worry, Master, I’m sure I won’t be bored.”


We both stood up from the kitchen table. Fatima gestured, and the dance band vanished, except for the singer. The now-solo soloist blew me a kiss, said “That’s all,” then she too disappeared.


I laughed, slipped my arm around Fatima’s waist, then the two of us walked into Uncle Warren’s computer room.


For the time being, I set up my computer on the same desk where Uncle Warren had his. Sometime while I was connecting cables on my computer, I said, “If you leave or enter the house, don’t let the neighbors see. Wherever you go, be here with me by 8:15 tomorrow morning.”


“Yes, Master.”


Once my computer was assembled, Fatima and I went upstairs, hand in hand. As I brushed my teeth, I got a thought.


After I spit and rinsed, I asked Fatima, “Normally a djinni can’t kill a human when it’s not the date of his fated death?”


“Nope!” she said cheerfully. “So we djinn aren’t scary after all.”


“Not you, not Ashnadim, no djinni can?”


“Nope! Neither can Kharmesh and neither can Jerngert.”


Rather than ask Who’s Jerngert? I said, “But when you’re granting wishes, you’re able to change the date of someone’s fated death. So if your master were tricky in his wording, he could wish someone dead? Even when it wasn’t the victim’s time to die?”


Fatima thought it over, then smiled at me. “I don’t see how. King Solomon forbade me to kill anyone, anytime, except to defend my master or myself.”


“Good,” I said, “You don’t deserve murder on your conscience.” I yawned.


I undressed to my briefs, then climbed into Uncle Wal—into my bed.


I pulled down the coverlets and patted the mattress next to me. “Snuggle with me till I fall asleep,” I ordered.


Fatima and I kissed for a while, till I got too sleepy. When I broke the kiss, she remarked, “I’ve never done this before.”


“Done what?”


“I’ve never seen my master fall asleep.”


“Mm,” I replied, being too sleepy to say more.


She pulled my head to her bosom. “Sleep well, Master. Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of your life.”









Chapter 22

Lingerie For A Sultan


I woke up in a strange bedroom, with Fatima’s green-veiled face only inches from mine. My cock was getting lightly stroked, and was having a grand time.


Fatima asked, “Do you wish me to let you sleep, Master, or may we scorch the sheets?”


By then I’d remembered whose bedroom this was, and why Fatima was here. I glanced at the bedside clock. It said 7:16—a full hour before I had to jump in the shower.


I yawned, then replied, “Hm, sleep for an hour, or make love to a genie? Easy choice.”


Then I said, “Kneel on the bed. Let me see you.”


What I saw was, Fatima was wearing lingerie for a sultan.


On her head she wore a brimless green cap that was decorated with much gold embroidery. I’ve already referred to her semitransparent green veil, which covered her lower face and throat.


A green bra-like garment had been tied behind her back and also behind her neck. Below the bra-thing were gold coins, connected up and down by gold chain-links. When Fatima moved, those coins clinked, and their motion drew the eye to Fatima’s tits. Covering the bra-thing was a tiny garment, of dark green cloth and gold embroidery, that extended only slightly forward from the armholes, and only with generosity could be called a jacket; its sole purpose was to cover up Fatima’s breasts a little more.


On her arms were green semitransparent baggy half-sleeves; the half-sleeves went from just above her elbows to her wrists, and were cinched tight at each end by green ribbons.


Below Fatima’s waist, she wore green harem pants with bell-shaped legs. Again, green ribbons that were used as drawstrings tightened the waistband and the ankle cuffs.


The baggy pants were transparent enough that Fatima’s pussy would have been visible, except that around Fatima’s hips hung a gold belt, down from which hung gold coin-chains that made a triangular veil that covered up the good stuff.


As I was getting up on my knees myself, I said to her, “You are so beautiful and so desirable, Fatima. You are a wish granted.”


She smiled at that.


I reached around her head and untied the strings that were keeping the green veil on her face. I laid the green veil aside, then I kissed her. The kiss was long and slow.


As I was pulling that embroidered cap off her head, I asked, “How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”


“It’s been 812 solar years, five months, and thirteen days, Master.”


“Then I need to put a dent in that backlog,” I said.


It took me ten minutes to get her undressed. Mainly because I had no clue where the fasteners were for Middle Eastern clothing.


Fatima’s nipples were chocolate brown, and they were jutting out. Her tits were perfectly shaped, with no sag at all—and were they bigger than when I’d met her a week ago?


I got a happy surprise when I removed the gold-coin belt around Fatima’s hips. Through the semitransparent green cloth of her harem pants, I could see—


“Your pussy’s trimmed!”


Fatima smiled. “Yes, Master. From memory-reading you, I know that you find trimmed pussy hair more attractive. I want to look good for you.”


As soon as I got her harem pants off, I stroked the pubic hair under discussion, and the pink parts nearby. Fatima moaned.


By now she was nude and laying on her back, and I was lying next to her. Her hands were moving over every part of me that she could reach; she even caressed my neck. She said in a husky voice, “Your body is magnificent. I am getting wet, just touching you.”


I replied, “Then you’ll get even wetter when I touch you back.”


Which I did. Remember, Reader, that I had been a virgin less than a week earlier; and all my previous fucks had been ruttings, basically. This was the first time I really tried to do foreplay, and I wanted to do it right.


Soon I was at last understanding the term ‘erogenous zone.’ The breast skin around Fatima’s nipples was an erogenous zone. The skin on the side of her waist, another erogenous zone. The skin on the backs of her knees, still another. Her fingertips and palms were a huge erogenous zone.


At one point, I was stroking a leg. I said, “Thank you for shaving your legs for me.”


She giggled. “Armpits too. I didn’t shave them exactly, I made them be hairless. Not the same thing.”


“Either way, you did it for me. Thank you.” We kissed.


By the time I stopped caressing Fatima, she was squeezing a rocky bicep and muttering, “Oh Master, oh Master, oh yes...”


That’s when I finally moved atop Fatima. Her look of lust changed to a look of confusion when I then moved down the bed—and down her body.


Seconds later, she gasped. Then she said, “Master, you don’t need to—It is I who should—”


I raised my head up from where it was (a tongue’s-length from Fatima’s clit) high enough that I could make eye contact with her. I said, “Hear me, O Fatima, bound djinni of the lamp: Your master commands you to lie back and enjoy this. And if you aren’t enjoying this, you are to inform me instantly, so that I fix my mistake. Obey me now.”


Fatima’s head plopped back onto the pillow, and I went back to what I was doing. In the next five minutes, I learned two things—


1) Aroused djinn women don’t smell quite like aroused human women. When I got Fatima writhing and moaning, mixed in with the familiar odor was the smell of sandalwood.


2) Djinn clits, when properly stimulated, can make their owners scream and thrash just as hard as human clitorises can.


I ate her pussy for ten minutes. After about five minutes of licking, she started moaning and writhing continuously. Reader, it’s a real problem how to score that—do I count it as one five-minute orgasm, or five one-minute orgasms, or thirty ten-second orgasms?


But as I said, after ten minutes of eating her pussy, I stopped. I moved up the bed to where my face was next to hers, then I kissed her. “You may move now,” I said.


FOOM—instantly Fatima was halfway down the bed, sucking me hard.


When I was ready to party, I asked, “Do I need a condom?”


“No, Master,” Fatima said. “Djinn women don’t get pregnant unless the chief of the tribe orders it.”


I looked at the clock. It told me that I had thirty-six minutes before I had to jump in the shower.


I made good use of that time. Discovering, in the process, why guys prefer not wearing a condom to fucking with a condom.


What was especially nice was that Fatima put a green-smoke ring around the base of my cock. I stayed hard and excited, and didn’t shoot my cream till I was ready to. This was so generous of Fatima, don’t you think?


And when my cock was sliding in and out of Fatima’s wet pussy? She seemed to enjoy it. Which wasn’t bad for a virgin-a-week-ago like me.


****


Twenty minutes after Fatima and I had climbed out of bed, I was staring at my cock’s reflection in the bathroom mirror.


Somehow I hadn’t noticed, in all the fucking that I’d done before Fatima and I had showered together, but my cock was over two inches longer than it was yesterday. My cock was also thicker.


Fatima was stroking my cock, and smiling. Her reflection told me, “Your cock is now exactly the right length and thickness to best delight Anna Kay’s pussy.”


Then Fatima’s reflection gave me a well-fucked smile. “Of course, since djinn are shapeshifters by nature, I’ve tweaked my pussy so that your cock is also the right length and thickness to give me the most pleasure. Anyway, I waited for the last day to hit you with this ‘little’ surprise, Master. Just like I waited till today for Harold’s surprises.”


I snapped my fingers. “Harold! I need to call him.”


Fatima frowned. “Why?”


“He doesn’t know that it’s all over now. By now he probably wakes up every morning with a sense of dread.”


Fatima let go of my cock, and said in a neutral voice, “You’re the master.”


I took one last glance at the bathroom mirror, before going to hunt up my cel. What the mirror was showing me was amazing.


I was 6′8″ now. When I’d walked into the bathroom in flip-flops, the top of the doorjamb had mussed my hair. I had to bend my knees now, in order to comb my hair; if I didn’t bend my knees, I couldn’t see the top of my head in the mirror.


I was also muscular. Jeez, I was barely this side of inhuman. When I’d walked into the bathroom, my cantaloupe-sized triceps had barely missed the side doorjambs.


After I walked out of the bathroom (my hair brushed up against the top doorjamb again), I was singing, “Oom-chukka, oom-chukka, oom-chukka mao-mao...” Another of Fatima’s last-day surprises was that I now had a bass voice.


****


I didn’t like Harold one bit, and I would never do him any favors, but I thought that letting him worry needlessly was cruel.


Fatima’s attitude was the exact opposite: that Harold/Hank was getting off easy. So no surprise, when I asked Fatima for Harold’s cel-phone number, she didn’t instantly summon her scrying ball. Instead, for thirty seconds she was frowning, and she glared at me. I was two seconds away from calling Natasha, in order to ask her for Harold’s number, when Fatima finally summoned her scrying ball.


Seconds later, I punched-in Harold’s number. “Natasha?” a girl’s voice answered.


For a second, I was too surprised to speak. Then I said, “Is this Harold? This is Marvin.”


“Marvin? Your voice sounds different.” Then the girl-voice laughed bitterly. “But why should I be surprised, hm?”


“The reason I called, Harold: There are no more changes for you and me. Everything is done.”


The girl-voice sighed. “So I’m stuck like this. At least I’m still male—technically. I was scared shitless I’d lose that too.”


I didn’t know what to say to that. So I said, “Well, I’ll see you and Natasha at the party tonight.”


“Yeah, Natasha is picking me up in a few minutes. She’s got my whole day planned.”


“Okay, Harold. See you tonight.”


I was just about to hit the “OFF” button when I heard the girl-voice say, “Marvin, will you tell me why this stuff has happened to us? Since you seem to know?”


I went silent for a long time, while I thought of what to say. Harold waited quietly, not pushing me. At last, I said—


“Harold, sometimes what goes around, does in fact come around.”


“This isn’t fair. Now everyone at school ‘remembers’ me taking tranny pills since sixth grade, telling kids in seventh grade, ‘I want to be a sissy when I grow up.’ I’m at the bottom of the social ladder now, even dating Natasha. Do I deserve that?”


“Yes, Hank. Because last week you were at the top of the social ladder, and you were a Grade-A asshole to me.”


****


I was buttoning my shirt when I said to Fatima, “If you haven’t already dried your hair, please do that. Then dress in something casual. I want you looking both stylish and sexy, but not too sexy.”


“I’m going somewhere with you, Master?”


“Yeah, breakfast with my parents. I’ve decided not to lie to them anymore.”


Fatima’s eyes went wide.









Chapter 23

Fatima Meets The Folks


Before I started up the clunker, I called Sherry and Virgilia on my cel. I told each of them about my housewarming party, tomorrow at an hour past noon. I told each stripper that I ordered her to come, and I expected her to stay at least till four. It turned out that both Sherry and Virgilia were scheduled to start work at four.


Recall, Reader, that both Sherry and Virgilia worked at the same place: the Nimfo Club. So I came up with a simple solution to my strippers’ problem—


“Tonight, early in your shift, both of you together go find your boss. Together you tell him that something’s come up, and you both are coming in late tomorrow, sometime between four and five. If the boss asks what’s so important, say, ‘It’s personal’ and tell him nothing more.”


Reader, you haven’t seen Sherry and Virgilia with very little clothing on. Whereas I have. When I told those two, “Go talk to your boss together,” I had a pretty good idea that however much the boss might bluster and complain, he’d never dare punish two such hot-looking, big-breasted blondes.


And to think, Sherry and Virgilia were just two of my women. Reader, life is good sometimes.


****


During the early-morning drive from the mansion to my former home, I noticed that Fatima was wearing a self-satisfied smile.


“Why are you smiling?” I asked.


“I’m thinking about what I did to Harold, and how everything turned out,” she said.


Oh Reader, you should have heard how gleeful she sounded, saying those words. I wouldn’t have been a bit surprised to discover Fatima rubbing her hands together while cackling Myuhaha!


I said, “I’ve wondered what you did. Last week, Hank and Natasha were enemies. Now they’re a couple, and he’s her boy toy.”


“Except he doesn’t look like a boy now, that’s for sure!”


I decided to let that slide. Instead I asked, “So how did you do it?”


“Magic pheromones. For two days, I gave Harold mild pheromones that affected only Natasha, and that were only strong enough to overcome the disgust and loathing that any woman feels toward Harold Miller. After that, he didn’t need pheromones to attract her, because now he looked enough like her ‘heart’s desire.’ Meanwhile, I gave magic pheromones to Natasha from Day One, and her pheromones got stronger each day, like yours did.”


“So why isn’t every guy in the school throwing himself at her?”


“Because hers only affect Harold and his parents.”


“Whoa, hold on! Natasha is having sex with Harold’s parents?”


Fatima laughed. “No, and Natasha is barely having sex with Harold! Since Monday morning, all he’s gotten out of the deal was a handjob yesterday afternoon, and that was to reward him for—”


“—coming to school dressed like the main character in I Was A Teenage Drag Queen?”


“Oh Master, you should have seen the comedy, Thursday morning before school. I watched the whole thing later in my scrying ball, and I laughed so hard! When Natasha came to Harold’s house and rang the doorbell, both of his parents were yelling, ‘No way are you leaving the house in a skirt!’ Then Natasha walked in—two minutes later, both his parents were apologizing to her. Then the parents not only let Natasha take Harold to school in that skirt, but do you remember the shoes that he wore to school yesterday?”


“The ones bought at Porn-Actresses-Pay-Less Shoe Store?”


“Oh, this is so nasty! Thursday afternoon, Natasha called Harold’s mom and said, ‘Tonight, me and you and Harold will is go shoppink.’ Natasha didn’t ask Kathy Miller to come with her and Harold on a shopping trip, Natasha told Kathy to come. But Kathy didn’t argue. And after dinner, sure enough, all three of them went shopping. And it was Kathy Miller, Harold’s mom, who picked out those shoes that he wore yesterday!”


I said, “Wow, that’s, uh, quite a story.”


Fatima grinned. “So now Harold is Natasha’s walking, talking dress-up doll and pussy-licking sex toy.”


****


After I rang the doorbell by the familiar door, Fatima squeezed my hand. Fatima was dressed like a U. of Texas sorority girl—


Her ass-length black hair was out of its ponytail, and was curled up all girly. Her green-polished fingernails were longer than usual. She was wearing a spaghetti-strap top, shorts, high-heeled sneakers, and eye shadow. Everything was green, of course, except for the lipstick. Fatima had explained to me that since my parents thought that she was a U.T. sorority girl, she should dress the part.


Fatima must have looked good: A middle-aged man who was washing his car was definitely checking her out.


It was my mother who opened the front door of my-home-till-yesterday. Mom took one look at Fatima, grinned, and yelled back, “TOLD YOU, STEVE! YOU OWE ME FIVE BUCKS!”


I thought, So much for “They’ll never in a million years guess who I’m bringing”!


Fatima and I walked into the living room/dining room. Interestingly, the dining-room table, which seldom gets used, was set for breakfast. Seconds later, Dad walked out of the kitchen carrying a big tray, on which sat three pitchers.


“We got milk, O.J., and tomato juice,” Dad said. “Nobody’s going thirsty!”


After I introduced Fatima to my folks (and vice versa), I leaned over to her and murmured, “Offer to help Mom in the kitchen.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima murmured back.


Mom and Fatima fenced for a few seconds, then Mom decided to allow Fatima to carry the scrambled eggs from the kitchen.


Meanwhile, my dad asked me, straight-faced, “Sleep well last night?”


I replied with my own straight face, “I’m sure I slept about the same as you and Mom did.”


Seconds later, Fatima walked out of the kitchen, carrying a big, shallow dish filled with scrambled eggs. Behind her, Mom walked out, carrying four blue-tinted glass tumblers. Fatima put the eggs on an open place on the table, while Mom put the glasses in front of everyone’s plate. Dad sat down at the head of the table, rubbed his hands, and said, “Let’s eat.”


I was standing by the chair on the west side of the table, clearly about to sit down in it. My mother, flustered, gestured to the empty east-side chair and said to Fatima, “Then I guess you’re sitting here”—while shooting me a look that meant Why aren’t you holding Fatima’s chair for her?


I decided, now was the time to clue my parents in. I held up my blue tumbler, and spoke a little louder than I needed to: “Fatima.”


“Yes, Master?” Fatima said.


My father coughed, hearing that. My mother gasped.


I said, “I’d rather drink from my Ghostbusters glass. Walk into the kitchen, put this glass back on its shelf, grab my Ghostbusters glass, and walk in here with it.”


“Yes, Master.” Fatima walked to my chair, took the glass from me (smiling at me as she did so), then strode into the kitchen.


My mother shot me a dirty look, before dashing after Fatima. “Honey, let me show you where—”


Dad, meanwhile, was giving me a disappointed look. “Marvin, this is not how to win friends and influence people.”


Now I heard my mom’s voice in the kitchen: “How’d you know where—?”


A second later, Fatima appeared in the doorway of the kitchen, holding the Ghostbusters glass. I raised my hand, both to silence my father and to stop Fatima where she was.


I said, “Fatima, please come here and hand me the glass, without walking here.” My ‘please’ and my raised eyebrow told her what I meant.


“Yes, Master.”


FOOM—instantly Fatima went from standing at Mom’s elbow, to standing at mine. Fatima handed me the glass and I put it on the table, as if nothing unusual were going on.


“What just happened?” Dad demanded.


My mother, meanwhile, had stopped where she’d been when Fatima had FOOMed; Mom now was staring at Fatima and me at the table.


Ignoring Dad’s question, I turned to Fatima and said, “I think we’re ready to eat. Take your seat, please.” Again I shot Fatima a raised eyebrow.


“Yes, Master.”


FOOM—Fatima went instantly from standing next to me, to sitting in the chair across the table from me.


I gestured to Mom (who was still standing in the kitchen and staring at me) to take her seat at the dining-room table. When Mom finally did, her face was full of questions.


I looked at my mom, then my dad, and said, “Folks, there’s two things you need to know. One, this last week I haven’t been honest with you. Two, Uncle Warren met this woman in 1943.”


****


About an hour later, Dad said, “I have a question for both of you. Marvin, why did you wish for so little? Fatima, why did you then give him so much?”


I said, “Because, Dad, practically the first words out of her mouth were, ‘When you make your wishes, I’m gonna twist the wording in the nastiest way I can, and then I’ll laugh at you.’ ”


Fatima nodded. “Sounds about right.”


I continued, “That’s why I didn’t make a wish to inherit Uncle Warren’s stuff. I imagined the nasty genie fixing things so that instead of only Aunt Esther challenging the will, there would be a hundred relatives, and a lot of lawyers saying a lot of slanderous things about me, that a lot of people believed. So I’d be constantly in the news for all the wrong reasons. Meanwhile, I’d have gold diggers chasing me. And it would be twenty years before some judge let me move in.”


Fatima shark-grinned. “Except I’d have never thought about news coverage. I have to remember that for next time.”


I continued, “So I decided what X I could live with. Then I told Fatima, ‘I wish for at least X,’ knowing that the nasty genie would give me exactly X and no more.”


Mom, frowning, then asked Fatima, “You were really planning to trick Marvin?”


Fatima didn’t flinch. “Yes, Mrs. Harper, if Marvin had made the usual selfish, greedy, perverted wishes that I’m used to hearing—”


“Uncle Warren,” I muttered.


“—then I would’ve tricked him.”


“Like she tricked Uncle Warren,” I said.


Dad looked at Fatima and said, “Let me ask again: Once Marvin made his wishes, why were you so generous?”


Fatima said, “Mr. Harper, let me tell you what it’s like to be a bound djinni. I can cast a spell and fill a room with gold coins. I can change my appearance so that I’m the most desirable woman in the world to the man in front of me—”


I said, “Really? Can you do Megan Fox as Nakeda? Yowza!”


Fatima gave me a sexy smile. “Just tell me when, Master.” Then Fatima turned back to Dad and said, “I can have all the riches I want, and all the sex I want. But what I can’t give myself is time out of the lamp. And eight days ago, my new master gave me hours out of the lamp. Even after I’d promised to trick him.”


I shrugged. “She’d been stuck in the lamp since 1943, and who knows how long before that? It seemed cruel to say, ‘Back you go.’ ”


Fatima continued, “Eight days ago, Master didn’t have much money, but he spent what money he had, in order to show me things that I’d never experienced before. Like 3-D movies, and tomatoes.”


Fatima lifted her glass (filled with tomato juice) and toasted me with it.


Then Fatima said, “Not much to tell after that, Mr. Harper. When your son spoke his wishes, I thought of the other bound djinn laughing at me: ‘Ha-ha, Fatima got played by a human!’ But then I asked myself, ‘Can I be mean and cruel to a human after he’s been so generous to me? Then how can I say afterward, Djinn are better than humans?’ ”


Mom smiled at me. “You always make us proud of you.”


Fatima raised a finger. “Not to mention, after the movie he asked me to memory-read him. So I’d learn 2010 English, he said. That happened, but what I didn’t tell him was I’d also learn everything that Marvin had done, said, or thought, up to that moment.”


“Oh, shit!” I muttered.


“Master, don’t worry. It was all good,” Fatima said.


Then she looked at my parents. “I memory-read him three hours after he’d rubbed the lamp. During the movie, I learned, Marvin had thought, ‘I could wish to be tall and strong like Rubert. I don’t have to stay five-foot-two anymore.’ But do you know what Marvin didn’t think? Never once in three hours did Marvin think, ‘Once I’m tall and strong, I’ll beat the tar out of Hank Miller.’ ”


“Who?” my mother asked.


“The starting quarterback,” I said. “That is, till last Tuesday.”


Fatima said, “Anyway, short Marvin wanted to be tall and strong not so he could bully anyone, but so he could help people.”


“Like Rubert in the movie was doing,” I said.


Family smiled. “Truly good people like Marvin should be rewarded. So that’s what I did, I rewarded him. Hank Miller, ditto.”


****


About ten minutes later, Fatima’s blue glass was a foot above the dining-room table, and a pitcher was pouring tomato juice into that glass. No hand touched either the pitcher or Fatima’s glass.


Dad gestured toward the floating pitcher and glass. “If it weren’t for that, there would still be a part of me wondering whether everything you’ve said was a big, fancy tale, just to flimflam your mother and me.”


“What I don’t understand,” Mom said, “is that in a few stories, the genie grants one wish, but in most stories, it’s three. How did you wind up with six?”


I said, “Because of something that isn’t in the stories. I—”


The pitcher and Fatima’s glass each hit the table with a thump. Fatima said, “Master, on behalf of all bound djinn, I beg you not to answer your mother’s question.”


“Fatima, I really would like to tell my folks this story. It makes me look good. Can you give me a good reason why I shouldn’t?”


Fatima’s green-glow eyes bored into mine. “How do you find people who are the truly virtuous, so you can reward them? By not telling them that they might earn a reward. If you tell your story, it might wreck what King Solomon set up.”


My dad said, “Whoa! King Solomon, like in the Bible? It was him who set up the genies?”


I said, “Yep, ol’ Baby-Splitter himself. He made up the rules, and he personally stuck Fatima into her lamp.”


I thought about Fatima’s request, while everyone was silent. Then I asked, “Will it violate genie secrecy to tell my folks how common six wishes is? How many genie masters have there been, and how many got six wishes because of you-know-what?”


Fatima summoned her scrying ball (which startled my parents), and spent twenty minutes working it. Then she turned her face toward mine. She said, “You are the 147th master since King Solomon bound we six djinn into Vessels. None of the 146 other masters have earned six wishes—in fact, the one other master who is alive now, forfeited two of her three.”


I turned to my mom and said, “Sorry, Mom. Fatima has never asked anything of me before, and she makes a good argument.”


Dad laughed. “Fatima made a very good argument, son, because she had to speak it in code around your mother and me.”


Fatima said, “But Mrs. Harper, while we won’t answer your question, know that you can be proud of your son. He’s done something that no other genie’s master has ever done.”









Chapter 24

I Rescue Janice


Fatima and I stayed at my parents’ house till shortly before noon. The reason for such a long visit? My parents were fascinated to hear “the real truth” about all the genie stories, especially “Aladdin”—while Fatima pumped my parents for everything they’d spill about me in my younger days.


Shortly before noon, Fatima and I left my parents’ house and got in my car, with me intending to drive to the high school for my final costume fitting. I told Fatima that she had permission to “foom off somewhere,” but she smiled and told me that she was enjoying being with me.


When Fatima and I walked hand-in-hand into the Home Ec Lab, Mrs. Williams sighed and rolled her eyes. But Ilyana smirked and said, “Another one, Marvin? She makes six in your harem?”


I smirked right back and said, “Eight. Yesterday I recruited Anna Kay Henderson and a substitute teacher.”


Ilyana laughed and shook her head.


When Mrs. Williams announced that Ilyana earned an ‘A’ on her project, Fatima pulled a digital camera from her purse, and took pictures of Ilyana and Mrs. Williams, each standing next to “Captain America.”


Minutes later, Fatima and I were back in my clunker, with the Captain America costume in my trunk.


Next stop: checking up on my locker-neighbor, Janice Wesley, who had missed the last three days of school.


****


Janice lived in a shabby trailer park. Anything wooden that I could see, was gray; anything made of steel was rusty; anything painted had paint coming off; and anything living was overgrown.


In other words, my clunker had finally found a home.


So you can imagine my alarm when I got close to Janice’s trailer and discovered a shiny, metallic gold, late-model Mustang GT convertible parked in front of Janice’s trailer, and a man’s yelling coming from within the trailer.


I shut off the engine and rolled down my and Fatima’s windows, the better to hear.


The man was yelling, “YOU THINK I’M GONNA LET MY CAR GET REPOED BECAUSE OF SOME UPPITY CUNT WHORE? I’M NOT GONNA HEAR THIS SHIT ANY MORE! YOU ARE GETTING YOUR ASS BACK ON THE STREET TONIGHT, AND YOU’RE GONNA BE NICE AND HAPPY FOR THE MEN, GOT IT?”


I asked Fatima, “Who’s in there besides Janice?”


She summoned her scrying ball and seconds later told me, “A young man named Gregory and a young woman named Holly.”


“What are their relationships with Janice and each other?”


“Gregory is Janice’s pimp. She thought he loved her, but now she’s wondering if she was tricked. Holly is another of Gregory’s whores. Gregory brought Holly to clean Janice up, because Janice is filthy and Gregory doesn’t want to touch her. Janice and Holly don’t dislike each other, but they’re not close.”


“And Janice’s mom and dad, where are they?”


Several seconds later, Fatima replied, “Mom’s at work. She has two jobs. Right now she’s waitressing. Janice’s parents divorced three years ago—her father lives in South Dakota and drives a garbage truck.”


I nodded, thought a few seconds, then asked, “How many doors does this trailer have? Just this one?”


Fatima moved her hand sideways through the air. Where her hand had been, the air turned into a floating light-green slate. Fatima gestured, and on this floating slate appeared a map of the trailer, marked in dark green. Three flashing green lights, marked ‘J’, ‘G’, and ‘H’, showed where the people in the trailer were.


Fatima’s magic map showed another door on the back side of the trailer. The magic map also showed that Holly was in the master bedroom’s bathroom, at the far west end of the trailer—while Gregory and Janice were in the bathroom at the far east end of the trailer. Since Gregory was still yelling, he and Janice clearly weren’t taking a sexy shower together.


I pointed at the other door on the map. “Is this door locked?”


Fatima replied, “Yes.” Then her eyebrows shot up. “The front door is locked too.”


I nodded. “That would give Gregory the few seconds he needed, if Janice made a run for it.”


I said, “Fatima, please unlock both doors without Gregory knowing. Also, I want to be able to walk through this back door and make no noise. No door squeaks, no door slams. Will you do that for me?”


She gestured. “I’m putting a Space of Silence for a cubit around that door. Meaning that nobody will hear whatever noise the door makes. But Master, that same magic means that when you step through the door, you’ll be deaf.”


“I’ll be careful,” I said. I kissed Fatima, then I stepped out of the car and walked around the west side of Janice’s trailer, far away from Gregory and Janice.


The wooden steps going up to the trailer’s back door were lying in the grass, two feet from where they needed to be. I smiled, as I put the stairs in place: Gregory wouldn’t expect anyone to come through this back door.


The back-door stairs had three steps. I heard my feet hit the bottom two steps, but not the top step.


Just before I stepped up to that top step, I heard a woman’s scream from inside the trailer, to my left.


Where Janice was.


****


I jumped up onto that top step, and all the sounds that I was hearing—Gregory’s yelling, a sports announcer on someone’s TV, birdcalls, and a motorcycle moving along a street—all went completely silent.


The back door opened inward. I stepped into a narrow walkway by a compact washer and dryer.


And instantly I discovered that I had a problem.


Ten feet in front of me, Holly was rummaging through the refrigerator. Her back was to me, but her head was turned to the left, where the scream had come from. Now there was a good chance that she’d see me, and there was no place for me to hide.


I stood still, not giving her any motion to notice. After a few seconds, her head turned forward, facing into the open refrigerator.


So I was lucky, Holly didn’t know that I was behind her. No problem, I would just sneak up on her, make her my touch-slave, and she wouldn’t be a problem anymore.


I took a step toward her. And then all the sounds that had been silenced out, came back.


Plus a new sound. I hadn’t realized it till that moment, but the same magical transformations that had made me able to bench-press the trunk of my clunker, also made me heavy. And I was walking on floor that was two feet above the ground.


When I took a step toward Holly, the floor creaked. Loudly. Holly spun around, spilling soda from the can she held.


She gasped. She inhaled deeply, clearly about to yell or scream.


I walked toward her, not so fast as to scare her, but fast enough to not waste precious time. As I walked, I pointed to her, then put my finger to my lips.


She stood there, staring at me, her body rigid.


As soon as she was within reach, my hand shot out, quick as a snake, and touched her bare arm. “I claim you, Holly,” I said.


Holly’s muscles relaxed. “I am yours,” she told me.


Then I heard Greg yell. “HOLLY, WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU? GET YOUR ASS BACK HERE.”


I pointed to the back door and whispered to Holly, “Walk out this door, walk around this side of the trailer”—I pointed west—“and by Gregory’s convertible you’ll see an old blue car with a woman in the front seat. Get in the back seat. Do not come back in this trailer unless I tell you to.”


“Yes, sir,” Holly whispered, and hurried away.


Okay, the little problem was taken care of. Now for the big problem: Gregory.


****


I haven’t mentioned the smell. As soon as I’d opened the back door, I’d been unable to ignore the reek of vomit and diarrheic shit. And to all the human misery that those smells meant, new misery was being added: I was hearing a woman’s sobbing.


I realized that I had no idea when Janice’s fated death was.


From where I was, looking beyond the living room was a narrow hallway, which was to the right of anyone stepping in the front door. Off that hallway were doors to two smaller bedrooms, I knew, and at the end of that hallway was the door to the other bathroom.


Standing by the refrigerator as I was, I could see Gregory clearly. He was standing in the bathroom doorway, his attention on something happening in the bathroom itself.


And if I can see HIM...


I zoomed away from the fridge toward the kitchen table, onto the worn living-room carpet, and then around the living-room couch. Gregory wouldn’t see me before I appeared in the hallway, no more than thirteen feet away from him.


Well, that was the plan, anyway. Did you know, Reader, that they have a saying in the military? The first casualty in any battle is always the battle plan.


As I was walking in the living room from the recliner to the television, I heard Gregory’s voice: “GODDAMNIT, HOLLY, WHERE ARE YOU?”


I walked around the TV and into the children’s-bedrooms hallway. Only to discover that Gregory wasn’t standing in the bathroom doorway anymore. Nope, he was in my end of the hallway, (only three feet away, in fact), and he was walking toward me.


Gregory stopped, jumped back, and drew a snub-nosed revolver from his waistband. “Who the fuck are you?” he demanded.


I looked at the gun in his hand, I looked in his face, and I smiled. “Thank you.”


“ ‘Thank you’? Are you some kind of retard?”


I smiled at him again. “Your gun—whatever I do now is treated as self-defense.” Then I kicked him in the jaw.


(Which is cool, when before, I’d only seen that stunt done in movies. Remind me to give Fatima a big kiss sometime.)


Gregory wound up lying on his back, momentarily dazed. I planted my right foot by his waist, and my left foot kicked down onto his right forearm. At least one bone broke. Gregory screamed.


“Who’s there?” Janice’s voice fearfully asked. “What’s going on?”


I called back, “Janice, it’s me, Marvin. Everything will be fine now.”


“No it won’t!” she said, sobbing. “He shot me up. I was clean for four days, and then five minutes ago, he shot me up!”


Gregory sneered at me. “She was getting full of herself. A man’s gotta control his bitches.”


I looked at the human filth on the floor, and I thought, I could kill him. I’m strong enough, and I don’t think I’d need Fatima’s magic for a jury to acquit me. Let me tell you, Reader, that oh, I was tempted.


Instead, I knelt down, yanked the revolver from his hand, then walked into the living room and hid the revolver under the couch. By the time I returned to the hallway, Gregory was sitting up, wincing with pain.


“Stand up,” I said.


He did. And I discovered that, in the few seconds that I’d been out of his sight, Gregory had pulled a trick on me.


There was a split second between the time that Gregory lifted his legs and hips off the carpet, and when his left hand came off the carpet. And in that moment, I saw something laying there by his good hand—


When Gregory stood up, he was holding a knife in his left hand.


He smiled at me. “Well, Marvin, you got a problem. You try kicking me again, you’re gonna get your leg sliced. But walk away, and I promise Janice won’t get hurt.”


“Gregory, you’re stupid if you think I’ll believe that promise.”


“Doesn’t matter, big man. Because you’re there, I’m here, and there is no one and no thing between my blade and her throat.”


I said, “Thanks for reminding me.” And then I leaped.


I leaped a pimp in a single bound. I just barely cleared him, too—not because my legs weren’t up to the challenge, but because the trailer’s ceiling was so low. Anyway, as soon as my hands hit the carpet behind Gregory, I pulled my legs in, then shoved them out hard, toward where I’d come from.


“Oof!” I heard Gregory say. A moment later, something heavy hit the ground several feet behind me.


For a moment, I felt danger. I was off-balance, and my enemy was behind me with a knife. But on the other hand, I’d just given my enemy a new problem of his own to deal with.


When I was on my feet and facing Gregory, I saw that he was lying on his stomach, still clutching the knife in his left hand. I’d shoved him far enough that only his feet still touched the hallway carpet, while his upper body was blocking anyone from opening the front door.


He was trying to get up off the floor. I couldn’t have that. I leaped on him, my thighs straddling his hips, and I grabbed his skull between my hands.


He froze, except for his knife hand. He moved the blade from pointing forward or to the right, to pointing backward or to the left.


I said conversationally, “Gregory, I paid close attention in high-school biology class, because I was hot for my teacher. And one of the things I learned from her is that the braincase isn’t one big round bone, like an egg, but eight bones. The frontal, the occipital, the left and right parietal, and I forget the other four. Point is, guy, these eight bones are welded together. Know anything about welding, Gregory?”


Silence.


I squeezed his skull some. “Know anything about welding, Gregory?”


“Yes! Did some in high school.”


I relaxed my squeeze. “Then you know that the weakest part of any object is where parts are welded together. Right?”


“Make your point, Frankenstein.”


“Now, you have a choice: You can toss that knife a few feet away, so that it’s out of your reach, or you can swing your arm back and stab me somewhere. But I don’t recommend Plan B.”


“Eat shit, guy. There’s no fucking way I’m giving up my blade.”


“Suit yourself. But as soon as you move that arm toward me, I’m gonna start squeezing. And holding your head are the two most powerful hands in the world. But maybe your skull is stronger than I think it is, or maybe I’m not so strong as I think I am—or maybe your skull cracks into pieces like a Hershey Bar, and then I squeeze your brain down to the size of a walnut. So you’ve got to ask yourself one question: ‘Do I feel lucky?’ Well, do ya, punk?”


“Fuck you, Marvin.”


I laughed. “By the way, if you don’t toss your knife by the count of ten, I stop waiting and start squeezing. One...”


Gregory tossed the knife at “Seven.” But as soon as he did, his muscles relaxed and he started making a weird noise.


When I realized that what I was hearing was Gregory snoring, I also noticed green motion to my right. I turned to look, and saw a green-smoke cloud in the living room. The green-smoke cloud silently imploded, revealing Fatima.


Fatima pointed through the walls toward Janice and whispered, “Master, may I help?”









Chapter 25

I Give A Pimp Problems


I whispered to Fatima, “Where’s Holly?”


Fatima whispered back, “In the car, magically asleep.” Fatima then pointed to Gregory.


I gave Fatima a thumbs-up, then said in regular voice, “Fatima, please help me with this. Janice?”


“Please don’t come in, Marvin,” I heard Janice say. “I didn’t do any hooking, but—”


Now Fatima and I were standing in the bathroom doorway. “—you told me to get clean, Marvin, and I’m not clean anymore,” Janice said. She looked and sounded despairing.


Janice was sitting wet and naked in the bathtub. Her foul-smelling clothes had all been thrown into a nearby green bucket. Then I noticed what was laying on the floor, between the bathtub and toilet—


Rubber tubing, and a syringe.


Janice’s eyes were already getting glassy. “I don’t know you,” she said to Fatima. “Do you go to Plato Smith?”


“Fatima’s older than us, Janice,” I said. (Which was the 2,600-year-plus understatement of the day.)


I picked up the syringe and turned to Fatima. “Look, Fatima, Gregory played a trick on her! There’s nothing but water in here.” Janice couldn’t see me give Fatima a raised eyebrow.


Where my body blocked Janice from seeing, Fatima did two-handed gestures. Then Fatima said, “You’re right, Marvin, I don’t see any drugs in that syringe.”


I turned around and showed Janice the (now water-filled) syringe. I said, “That prick has mind-fucked you. You got clean and stayed clean—I’m so pleased with you.”


She gave me a big smile; but that smile melted into a puzzled look. “But I feel the shit, Marvin. It’s in me.”


I took Janice’s right hand in both of mine. (Which prompted her to say, “I am yours.”) I said, “Janice, listen to me, Gregory pulled a trick on you.”


“Why would he trick me?” she asked sleepily.


“He made you think he gave you drugs, so you’d quit fighting him. You’re in the same shape as you were an hour ago. Tell her, please, Fatima.”


Fatima took hold of one of Janice’s hands; Fatima used her free hand to rub Janice’s arm. Fatima said, “Listen to my voice, Janice.”


“Okay, listening.”


“You are feeling alert, you are feeling so alert.”


“So alert.”


“At the sound of my voice, you are getting more and more alert.”


“More and more alert.”


“I’m going to count to three, and when I say ‘three,’ you are going to feel like you’re clean and you just drank a whole pot of coffee. You won’t be able to keep your eyes closed, no matter how hard you try. Understand, Janice?”


“Yes, Fatima,” Janice said.


“One. You’re more alert. Janice, you feel like you took only a small hit, and you just drank a cup of coffee.”


Janice raised up her chin a little.


Fatima continued, “Two. You’re even more alert. You feel like it’s been hours and hours since you had your last hit, while you just drank three cups of coffee.”


Janice slowly blinked, and then slowly looked around. Now she seemed dazed, not drugged.


Fatima said, “Three. Now you feel clean of all drugs, and you feel more alert than you have in years.”


Janice actually stretched. “Wow, you guys, I feel great. Well, my stomach still hurts.”


I nodded. “Once we get you to my place, I’ll put some Gatorade and food in you. Janice, I say again: I am so pleased with you for not hooking, and for staying clean for four days.”


Janice grinned again, then said, “I’m going to your place? Won’t your parents mind?”


Fatima smiled at Janice and said, “They won’t cause a problem with this. For one thing, I’ve met his parents and they’re cool.”


I grabbed the stinky green bucket, and threw the drug paraphernalia atop Janice’s vomit-covered clothing. I told Janice, “Take a shower, shampoo, brush your teeth, and get yourself as clean as you can. Fatima will be back in a few minutes with clean clothes for you. Which bedroom is yours?”


“The one closer to the bathroom. Other one’s my brother’s, he’s in the Marines.”


“Gotcha,” I said. Then I grabbed her naked shoulder and said, “Janice Wesley, I claim you.”


Her eyes got teary. “I’ll serve you good, Marvin.”


****


With that, Fatima and I stepped out of the bathroom, and I shut the bathroom door.


I and then Fatima walked into Janice’s bedroom. I went through Janice’s dresser and her closet, and picked out an outfit for her—skipping everything that had Spandex, sequins, or glitter.


After Fatima delivered the clean clothes to Janice, I led Fatima into the living room, past the still-snoring Gregory. I said, “Under the couch is this clown’s gun. Please move the gun and his knife”—I pointed to it—“to inside Uncle Warren’s footlocker.”


Quiet fooms in stereo told me that this was done.


Janice’s bedroom carpet had two vomit-blotches, her bedsheets reeked of sour sweat, and the green bucket was full of nasty stuff. I asked Fatima to destroy everything in the bucket and to clean all the mess magically; she did.


Next I said, “Does Gregory have drugs in his pocket? Or weapons?” After Fatima consulted her scrying ball and she nodded at me, I said, “Please send whatever nasties he’s got in his pockets, somewhere where they’ll be completely destroyed.”


A quiet foom—all done.


I then asked, “Fatima, can you read the memories of someone who’s sleeping?”


Fatima replied, “I’ve never tried it, Master, but I think so.”


“Would you read Gregory’s memories that start from his eighteenth birthday, please?”


She walked over, knelt down, and touched Gregory’s forehead. A minute later, she was standing up and making a face. “He reminds me of some masters I’ve had. I enjoyed twisting the wishes of such men. But there’s one good thing about being in his mind.”


“Oh? What’s that?”


Fatima smiled evilly. “Now I know some very sexy and very effective ways to tie someone up.”


I asked, “Getting back to Gregory: What has he done that would get him prison time?”


“He’s killed two of his women, plus a rival pimp. He stole a hundred grams of heroin, and framed a man named Mauricio for the theft. And he forces all his women to take drugs if they don’t do it willingly.”


I nodded. “As he did to Janice today. Well, I don’t want Janice to have to deal with doctors, or cops, or D.A.s, or judges, so you and I have wiped out all evidence of what Gregory did today. Which means, this piece of shit gets a free ride—but by god, he will answer for his crime. To me, if not to a judge.”


Fatima turned her head and faced the bathroom. “Janice turned off the shower just now.” Fatima summoned her scrying ball. “Janice is drying her hair now. And singing.”


I pointed to the man on the floor. “It’s time to wake up both Holly and Sleeping Beauty here. And Fatima, here’s what I ask you to do now, please...”


When I finished explaining my plans, Fatima clapped her hands. “Master, I like it! It rights wrongs, and your plan is so clever, finding a way around Solomon’s rule.”


I told Fatima, “When you’re ready, slam the back door.”


****


Gregory Stevens was awakened by the slamming of a door, and a woman’s voice calling out, “Hello?”


Gregory didn’t recognize the voice.


“Fuck, what happened to me?” Gregory said. “Did I fall asleep?”


“Maybe you fainted,” Marvin replied.


Gregory had just enough time to realize that the muscle-bound ox Marvin was no longer sitting on him, when Marvin climbed back onto Gregory’s prone body. Marvin called out, “OKAY, FATIMA, YOU CAN COME IN NOW.”


A total babe walked into the trailer kitchen from somewhere in back. She had thick and shiny long, black hair, big tits that were the real deal, a slim waist, and smooth, muscular legs. Her skin color said “Indian or Middle Eastern,” but she had green eyes and style.


God, if I could turn her out, I’d make a killing! Gregory thought.


But Gregory was puzzled by what she had in her hands. In her right hand, she held some kind of hand tool and some long plastic strips; while she held a coil of rope in her left hand.


Marvin held out his hand and said, “Cable ties.” The green-eyed babe handed the plastic strips to him.


Gregory couldn’t stop Marvin from grabbing his wrists and pulling them behind his back—


Gregory screamed. “Motherfucker, my arm’s broken!”


“Yep, uh-huh, it sure is,” Marvin said cheerfully. “Remember how it got broken? Remember what you were holding at the time, and what you intended with it? Poor baby.”


And then Marvin used the plastic strips to somehow bind Gregory’s hands together. Gregory screamed again.


“Hey, jerkface,” Gregory said, “you can’t handcuff me. You’re not a cop.”


Marvin grabbed Gregory by the shoulders and pulled him standing up, as easily as if Gregory were a rag doll. “You’re right, I’m not a cop,” Marvin said. “You pointed a gun at me, and you pointed a knife at me. If I were a cop, you’d be shot dead.”


Marvin grabbed Gregory by the rib cage, lifted him in the air, and carried Gregory to the recliner in the living room. But before Marvin did anything else with Gregory, Marvin turned his head and said to the babe, “Fatima, there’s something ironic about me lifting a guy off his feet.” Gregory had no idea what Marvin meant by that.


Gregory got dropped into the recliner like a sack of potatoes. Marvin stepped away and said to the hottie, “Tie up his feet, special.”


“Yes, Master,” she replied.


Gregory thought, Whoa, did she call him “MASTER”? Shit, I GOTTA turn this girl into one of my bitches! Then I won’t have to pay her any “allowance.”


Meanwhile, Fatima was saying “Master?” She beckoned Marvin over and murmured in his ear. Then she and her rope went over to Gregory.


Marvin told Gregory, “Fatima is going to tie up your feet. By the way, I advise you to not try and kick her.”


Gregory sneered, “What, you’d beat up a man who can’t fight back?”


“No, your moron. If you hurt Fatima, it’ll be Fatima who makes you hurt.”


After talking to Gregory, Marvin walked to the front door, opened it, and gestured for someone outside to come in.


By now Fatima was kneeling at Gregory’s feet. He gave her his most charming smile and said, “Why don’t you dump Musclehead over there, and hook up with a real man.”


She didn’t even look at him. “You’re amusing.”


A minute later, Gregory noticed how she was tieing up his ankles, and he started to sweat. Fatima wasn’t just making him unable to walk, she was tieing up his ankles like a bondage freak would.


By now, Marvin was talking on his cel to someone named Bridget. While Marvin was on the phone, there was a knock at the front door. Marvin opened the door and let Holly in, without even asking “Who are you?” or “Why are you here?” Instead, he let her in and shut the door, while he talked on his cel.


What the fuck is the deal with Holly? Gregory wanted to know.


As soon as Marvin had pocketed his cel, and Fatima had finished tieing up Gregory’s feet, Marvin picked up Gregory and carried him to the kitchen table, dropping Gregory into one of its chairs.


That done, Marvin walked back into the living room. As soon as he got there, Holly walked up to him and said something. This annoyed the shit out of Gregory. “HOLLY! GET YOUR ASS OVER HERE!” he yelled.


“Sure, I’d like a soda,” Gregory heard Marvin say. “But go ask Janice first if that’s okay. After all, this is her house.”


Holly dashed off toward the back bathroom, as eager as a puppy. Seconds later, she returned, announcing, “Janice says sure, you can have a Coke.”


Gregory laughed out loud. As zoned out as Janice had to be by now, she’d agree just as easily to being fucked in the ass with a baseball bat.


Meanwhile, Marvin was telling Holly, “And while you’re in the kitchen, go find out what Gregory is crying about.”


Holly walked toward the fridge. Not toward Gregory, the uppity cunt, but toward the stupid fridge! “Holly!” Gregory commanded.


Holly didn’t even look at him. She opened the fridge, got a soda, popped the top, and only then did she look at Gregory and walk up to him.


“What do you want?” Holly said.


“Give me a sip of that. I’m thirsty.”


“That’s for Marvin, not you,” Holly said. Then she added cruelly, “You want a soda? Get it yourself.”


“Bitch, I am going to hurt you bad when I get out of this.”


“Oh, you like pain, do you?” Holly said. Then she slapped Gregory hard.


He was too shocked to speak.


Holly then gave Gregory a “drop dead” smile, before she walked over to Marvin, putting plenty of hip action in her moves. Smiling warmly at Marvin, Holly handed him his soda.


Just then, Janice walked out from the back, with wet hair and wearing different clothes than when Gregory had pushed his way in her front door. But something was off about Janice.


It took Gregory ten seconds to realize: Janice wasn’t drugged. Her speech wasn’t slurred, and she wasn’t moving slow or giggling weird. And not only was Janice not junked up, but she was hanging all over Marvin even worse than Holly was.


What the fuck is going on? Gregory wondered.


Meanwhile, Janice was staring hard at Gregory. “Why is he sitting at my kitchen table? Does he expect me to feed him now?”


Marvin said, “He’s there because I put him there. His hands and feet are tied up. He can’t do anything on his own.”


“Really? His hands and feet are tied up?” Janice said. She rushed up to Gregory, and she slapped him as hard as Holly had.


“Ow! What did you do that for?” Gregory demanded.


Janice said, “You want a reason? Right now I can think of a hundred reasons.”


“Janice, come here,” Marvin said. And hearing those words, Janice walked away from Gregory as if she’d forgotten he existed.


Then Marvin said something to Holly and Janice, and each bitch pulled out her cel phone. Marvin looked over, gave Gregory an amused smile, then herded Janice, Holly, and Fatima into the hallway to the back bedrooms.


****


Gregory had six women in his stable. I told Holly and Janice to phone Gregory’s other four women and to order them to take a taxi over to Janice’s trailer. The four women agreed to come, though each complained that she would have to pay taxi fare out of her already-small allowance.


These cel-phone conversations were taking place in Janice’s bedroom, far away from Gregory’s ears. I wanted the arrival of Miriam, Erin, Tiffani, and Matsuko to be a big surprise for my un-favorite pimp.


When all the phone calls had been made, Janice, Holly, and Fatima walked out of the bedroom, and then out the front door. I followed them outside, after I turned on the TV (to deafen Gregory to what was going on outside the trailer), and I shut the blinds on the window by the front door (to blind Gregory to what was going on outside the trailer).


Fatima and I made conversation with Janice and Holly while we waited for the women’s taxis to show up. The first taxi, with an unsmiling blonde in the back seat, arrived about ten minutes after the phone calls.


Tiffani’s attitude got a whole lot friendlier when Janice, Holly, and I walked over to the taxi and I paid the taxi driver.


Then Janice introduced me to Tiffani, the new girl and I shook hands—and the touch-slave magic kicked in.


Twenty minutes later, I was outside the trailer with eight women: Fatima, Bridget, Janice and Holly, and the rest of Gregory’s stable. Bridget had her notary-public supplies.


Every woman outside the trailer was by now my touch-slave. (Except for Fatima, of course.)


I told the women, “Gregory doesn’t know you’re here. I want to surprise him. Here’s what I want you ladies to do...”


(Gregory’s women all blinked, when I called them ladies.)


Seconds later, I looked at Fatima and said, “Time to go in.”


****


The muscle-bound ox Marvin, his green-dressed whore-slave Fatima, and Gregory’s bitches Janice and Holly had all been gone a long time. Gregory was beginning to worry that Marvin had hot-wired his Mustang convertible and had sold it to a chop shop—when Marvin and Fatima walked in the trailer’s front door.


Marvin and Fatima walked up to Gregory.


“Where are Janice and Holly?” Gregory demanded.


Marvin laughed. “Not here, obviously.” Then he went through Gregory’s pockets. With Gregory bound hand and foot, all Gregory could do was make threats—which only made Marvin smile.


Gregory paled when Marvin pulled car keys out of Gregory’s pocket and handed them to Fatima. Gregory said, “Stealing my car is against the law.”


This only made Marvin smile even bigger. Then Marvin took Gregory’s face in both his big hands and said, “I’m not going to steal your car, Gregory, because you’re about to give it to me. You are mine, Gregory. Say it.”


Then thoughts pushed themselves into Gregory’s head—


I belong to Marvin. Marvin is my master, and that is good. It is right to do whatever Marvin says. It is bad, bad, bad to disobey Marvin, or to obey Marvin poorly. My greatest need is for Marvin to like me. Nothing is more important than pleasing Marvin. It gives me joy whenever Marvin tells me that I please him. My greatest fear is that I’ll make Marvin dislike me. I feel guilt, shame, despair, and gloom whenever I do anything to displease Marvin—even if he doesn’t know yet about my misdeed. I believe whatever Marvin says—but it’s okay if I find out that he’s lied to me.


“No—no, please,” Gregory said. “Stop this!”


Whenever Marvin asks me a question, I will answer with the whole truth. Marvin deserves to be served—by me and by other people. It is my duty to recruit slaves for Marvin, when ordered, and to help new slaves obey Marvin when they cannot obey. Marvin’s other slaves are my closest friends. Marvin is a good man, so I trust that he has good reasons for most of what he tells me to do; but Marvin deserves to act selfishly sometimes. So I cannot feel mistreated by anything that Marvin does, to me or with me. Marvin is a good man; I am lucky to have him deciding things for me. Marvin is the sexiest person in the world; I will burn with desire if Marvin chooses to use me sexually. But Marvin has the right to order me to be sexless, including no pleasuring myself. So if Marvin lets me get any jollies at all, this shows that he is generous with me.


Marvin said, “Say the words I want to hear, Gregory. I’m waiting.”


“I—I am yours, Marvin sir.”


“And before I untie your hands, Gregory, do you have any other weapons on you, other than the gun and the knife that you drew on me?”


“Yes sir, there’s a stiletto hidden in my boot.” It seemed to Gregory to be so terribly, awfully wrong to not answer Marvin’s question truthfully, and Gregory was terrified of what Marvin might think if he found out.


Marvin bent down and tapped the ropes by Gregory’s left leg. “Oh, you mean this boot? You’ll discover, when you finally get those ropes off, that your stiletto is gone. As are the baggies of powder that were in your pocket.”


“Yes, sir,” Gregory said.


Marvin turned to look at Fatima. “Go look in the Mustang’s glove compartment. I want you to bring me the car registration and Gregory’s copy of the car title, please.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said. She grabbed the car keys and walked out.


“I’m pleased you told me the truth about the knife,” Marvin said. And Gregory felt joy like he hadn’t felt since the Christmas when he was eight years old. (Which was Gregory’s last Christmas before Dad skipped out on the family.)


****


I sat in the living room and watched TV while I waited for Fatima to return from the glove compartment with the Mustang’s title and registration. I wasn’t worried that she’d come up dry—when you send a friendly genie to find something, it gets found, even if it’s not where you asked her to look.


Gregory seemed surprised when Fatima walked in with a whole troop of women, six of whom he thought were his. At my “request,” Gregory generously “gave” me all six of his women. Only then did I cut the cable ties off his wrists.


Writing left-handed, Gregory then signed over the Mustang’s title and registration to me.


He also signed (left-handed) a letter that Bridget had written up, that said in essence, “Dear Ford Credit, if Marvin pays off what I still owe on the convertible, he can have the car.”


After Gregory signed the letter, Bridget notarized it, Fatima pocketed the documents, and Gregory officially lost everything.


I told Janice to stop (she was giving me a thank-you blowjob at the time; Matsuko supplied the condom). Then I told Janice to load up a trash bag with clothes, then to write a note to her mother saying that she’d moved in with me.


Fatima and I loaded Gregory (his legs being still tied up) into the Mustang and we took him home. My six new harem slaves were given a choice whom to ride with—me, driving the Mustang convertible; or Bridget, driving my clunker. No surprise, Gregory’s former “bitches” all wanted to ride in the convertible and see him be publicly humiliated. But alas, there wasn’t room.


Meanwhile, I had given Bridget the keys to my clunker. Now I told her to drive it to my house. I ordered Matsuko and Holly to ride with Bridget; clearly they were disappointed to miss the “fun.” I told Bridget and them to not go inside my house till I got there.


In front of Gregory’s house, Fatima and I pulled Gregory out of the car and left him to fend for himself (to the cheers and applause of Janice, Miriam, Erin, and Tiffani).


I called out, “You’re sexless for a month, Gregory. After that, no sex with hookers—yours or anyone else’s.” Gregory nodded.


Then Fatima and I, plus four women formerly owned by Gregory, drove away in Gregory’s convertible.


****


But as bad as the treatment was, which Gregory knew about, more was in store for him. Tomorrow, Fatima was going to mail out two anonymous letters.


Gregory had killed one of his hookers, a woman named Daisy. Daisy’s brother was stationed at Camp Pendleton.


Gregory had stolen drugs, then framed a man named Mauricio for the theft. Mauricio had been beaten to death soon afterward. Well, Mauricio’s brother was in Army Special Forces, and he was apparently very good at sneaking into a place and killing people.


Between Daisy’s brother and Mauricio’s brother, I figured that in two weeks (tops), Gregory would be dead.


I’m sure my plotting to kill Gregory surprises you, Reader. Because I’m not vindictive like Fatima is. Maybe you’ve noticed: I don’t want Harold dead, just because he’d bullied me. If I’d been asked, I would’ve vetoed turning Harold into a girly-boy.


And I feel likewise about Gregory. If all he’d done was to mess with Janice today, then his losing his car and his six sources of income would be punishment enough to suit me.


But nope, Gregory had murdered people, and so he deserved to die.


But he deserved to die not by lethal injection, twenty years from now, after a hearty meal that was funded by taxpayers. And he deserved to die not after Gregory’s defense attorney got to slander Janice in court.


No, Gregory deserved to feel terror, then feel pain, then die untimely, while stripped of all dignity; while at least one victim’s family should get closure.









Chapter 26

Six New Housemates


It turned out that I hadn’t been thinking fourth-dimensionally.


My intention was that all my harem slaves would live with me in my mansion, starting with Janice and the others of Gregory’s women. And so, after bringing Janice’s stuff over to my mansion, I had intended to bring the other five ex-hookers’ stuff over to the mansion as well.


It turned out, Holly and Tiffani shared an apartment with Gregory. If I’d known this half an hour ago, I could have saved me a trip.


At the mansion, I emptied the Mustang of Janice’s trash bag of clothing, and emptied my clunker of my Captain America costume. Then I, Bridget, and Fatima, plus Gregory-women Holly and Tiffani, all left in my clunker. We dropped Bridget off at Mr. Dodd’s law office, then we went back to Gregory’s place.


Gregory wasn’t home, but Fatima found the key (what amazing luck!) and she got us in the front door.


It took a surprisingly short time to pack up Holly’s and Tiffani’s stuff. Holly and Tiffani were both runaways, so hadn’t left home with much; Gregory hadn’t bought them anything except toiletries, cosmetics, and hooker clothes; and each woman could afford to buy very few things with her “allowance.”


I left the hooker clothes behind (to the women’s great surprise), and so I was able to do both women’s moving in one trip.


Meanwhile, Miriam, Erin, and Matsuko were sharing a low-rent apartment. At the apartment complex, Miriam told me, she owned a white Honda clunker that supposedly was absolutely dead, and that’s why she and her roomies had come to Janice’s trailer in a taxi. But the problem turned out to be gunky battery posts, and I had a screwdriver and a battery brush in the trunk of my clunker.


So in return for five minutes of car repair, we halved the time required to move Miriam, Erin, and Matsuko out of their apartment.


With the Honda clunker repaired, it took us only one trip to get the three apartment women moved out. As before, each woman didn’t own much, and I told her to leave her hooker clothes behind. As before, those words shocked my listeners.


When we turned in the women’s keys to the apartment manager, it was clear that he was fighting the urge to dance a jig—he was unexpectedly rid of three junkie whores and Miriam’s junker car.


Once every woman’s clothes and possessions were unloaded at the mansion, I gathered everyone and gave a short speech. “All of you were whores. You are whores no longer—I will never sell you, and I will never rent you out. And as long as you’re with me, I command you never to rent yourself out.”


All the women but Fatima swore they’d do no such thing.


I continued, “You’re all junkies now, but I command you to get clean and to stay off the junk. If you’ve brought any shit or any paraphernalia with you, give it to Fatima by midnight—that will please me. If I discover any shit after then, I’ll send you away.”


All the human women made gasps of dismay.


Then I said, “Getting clean will be awful for you, but Janice did it, so I know you can too. And Janice, I’m very pleased with you.”


Janice beamed and blushed.


Then everyone loaded up into the two clunkers, and we drove off to Target. By then, I had sneaked into the safe and withdrawn a few hundred dollars more; and in Target, I spent almost all of my green stuff on PG-13-rated clothing for my new housemates (including Fatima).


In Target, Gregory’s women again were shocked that I wasn’t trying to doll them up sexy. At first, they thought I wasn’t attracted to them—


“You no wantu, us to fukku?” Matsuko asked me at one point. You don’t want to fuck us? Looking very unhappy, she then asked, “You no sinku, we are sekusi?” You don’t think we are sexy?


I looked deep into Matsuko’s eyes (and into the eyes of Tiffani and Erin, who were listening in). “Would either you or I be happy if you dressed like a hooker? You’re not a hooker anymore. None of you are. But when you’re clean and no longer starved, I’ll buy all of you brand-new sexy clothes. And every one of you will get fucked like bunnies.”


“ ‘Bunnies’?” Matsuko repeated.


“Usachan,” I translated. (It occurred to me then, I was going to enjoy anime and manga a whole lot more with Matsuko living in my house.)


Fatima had a blast, shopping for clothes with Janice and the rest. As Fatima told me later, the last time she’d gone clothes-shopping with other women had been 2,631 solar years ago, and the cotton clothing had been made in Egypt.


Fatima and Erin, between them, put a serious dent in our Target store’s green-clothes inventory. Have I mentioned that Erin has neon-orange hair and neon-orange eyebrows?


All seven women were so happy, shopping for clothes, that I let them stay in Target much longer than I’d planned to stay. But eventually we went back to the mansion.


Fatima found scissors to cut clothing-tags off with. So when we gathered in the kitchen, six former whores and one bound djinni were each wearing (at my request) brand-new clothing. Everyone walked into the kitchen smiling.


Fatima and Janice made dinner in the monster kitchen. (The other women were beginning to feel drug withdrawal, and so weren’t up to helping with cooking.) We ate in the monster kitchen as well. (Though only Fatima, Janice, and I had any appetite).


Then I assigned Fatima the bedroom next to mine, and told my harem that Fatima was in charge of their moving-in till I got back.


Then I put on my Captain America costume, Fatima magicked me a Captain America shield, and then I got in my clunker and drove to the party that Natasha had invited me to, twelve days ago.









Chapter 27

At The Costume Party


AUTHOR’S NOTE: Characters Tim Hanson, Susie, and Sunset, as well as mentioned characters Ashley and Jeanette, are borrowed from my novel Names Have Power.


****


I loaded my Captain America shield into the front seat of my clunker. Before I started my car, I pulled my cel phone out of the hidden compartment in the back of the shield, in order to speed-dial Natasha.


But when Natasha’s cel phone got answered, instead of hearing her voice and accent, I heard, “Natasha Ludmenkov’s phone, this is Helen.”


I didn’t know anyone named ‘Helen.’ Well, nobody younger than my mom.


I said, “Hello. This is Marvin Harper. May I speak to Natasha or to Harold Miller, please?”


The girl answered, “Natasha is driving right now, so she told me to answer her phone.” There was a long pause. “This is Harold. But, uh, Natasha wants me to be ‘Helen’ for Sunset’s party.”


“Um...”


“Yeah. Listen, Natasha says that if you get there first, to not go inside till we get there. If we get there first, we’ll be waiting outside for you.”


“Got it. See you at the party, Har—Helen.”


I stuck my cel phone back in its hidden compartment in the shield, and started my car. As I started driving, I thought, Two weeks ago, my bully was ‘Hank.’ This morning, he was ‘Harold.’ Now he’s ‘Helen’? Fatima plays for keeps.


****


The party turned out to be in an older neighborhood, 1940s-ish houses that were a few blocks from the Army base (that had been closed down long ago). I didn’t need to look at mailbox numbers to find Rhonda’s house—nope, just roll down my windows and home-in on the loud music.


All I knew about the party hostess was that she worked at the strip club that Natasha’s father owned, her stage name was Sunset, her new real name was Rhonda, and she was throwing this party to celebrate getting her name changed in court.


Which I didn’t understand. I’d been teased a lot as a kid for being called ‘Marvin’, but I couldn’t see myself becoming ‘Mark’ or ‘John.’ And if I did go to name-change court, would I throw a party and let all the friends of ‘Marvin’ know that I was now ‘John’, and let all the friends of ‘John’ know that I used to be ‘Marvin’? No way.


Anyway, once I’d parked my car, I grabbed my Captain America shield, locked up my clunker, and walked around outside. I was looking for Natasha and Harold/Helen. I didn’t find them.


While I waited for Natasha and Harold to arrive, I saw young people, all in costume, get out of cars and walk toward the party. Seeing me, two people gave me a thumb-up for my costume. And about ten women (and one man?) gave me looks of sexual desire. Which gave me mixed feelings.


I’d been pacing the sidewalk for about ten minutes when six young women got out of a car. They were in costume, of course. Leading the pack were twin blue-eyed breasty brunettes, each dressed like a vampire.


A brunette (who was dressed like Paula Sarin) asked, “Almira? Elvira? You sure this’ll work? What if we get caught?”


The vampire twin in black shook her hair. “Anybody gives us any shit, let Elvira and me handle it.”


The vampire twin in red added, “Look, the girl running this party is a stripper, so you think she’s gonna call the cops on party crashers? Anybody asks, just say you’re good friends with ‘Sunset.’ That’s her stage name.”


The black-dressed twin turned around to eye her minions. “The secret of party-crashing is never act nervous. Smile, ladies—booze and boys await.” The twins herded their minions toward the party.


Right then, I got the idea that maybe Natasha and Harold had already arrived, and had gone inside. I didn’t think so, but better to check and get rid of that possibility, rather than waste time outside when my friend Natasha was inside.


I walked up the walkway to the front door of the two-story brick house, to discover the brunette vampire twins arguing with a buxom young red-haired woman. The redhead was dressed like Jessica Rabbit.


The redhead was saying, “I don’t know any of you. So you need to turn around and leave.”


The red-dressed twin said, “But we’re not here because we’re friends of yours. We’re here ... uh, we’re here...”


The black-dressed twin pointed at me. “We’re here with him.” She turned her head to gaze into my eyes, giving me a sultry look that said Go along with this, and I promise you delights.


I said, “Rhonda, the vampires’ names are Almira and Elvira. They’re party-crashers. I heard them talking.”


The black-dressed twin glared at me, then said, “I had no idea they let faggots come to this party.”


For some reason, this made Rhonda (the redhead) throw back her head and laugh.


Ignoring the six trespassers, Rhonda turned to smile at me. “Thanks for the help, but I don’t know you either.”


I said, “I’m Marvin. I’m here with Natasha Ludmenkov and her friend, um, Helen. I’m wondering if they’re inside.”


The red-dressed brunette twin muttered, “Great. She’s throwing a party for Russian spies.”


Rhonda said, “They haven’t walked through this door in the last twenty minutes, this I’m sure of.”


Just then, an old man came hurrying across the lawn from the two-story house next door. He looked angry. He walked past Almira and Elvira and their crew, directly to Rhonda. He said, “I need to talk to you. Right now.”


As I turned around to walk toward the curb, I heard Rhonda say, “You got me, Mr. Carver. I’m listening.”


As I walked down the walkway, I heard the old man say, “Not out here, girl. I can’t hear myself think in this racket! Come talk to me in my yard, where at least I can put distance between me and the noise.”


When I got back to curbside, Natasha and Harold were just getting out of a late-model car. I took one look at Harold—excuse me, Helen—and one thought ran through my mind:


Holy shit.


****


Natasha was dressed in a tight-fitting black jumpsuit, and wore a red-haired long wig; in her hand was a black-plastic gun. Given this little bit of costume and her Russian accent, Natasha made a very believable Black Widow.


But Natasha earned only a glance from me. I was staring at Harold. Or to be more accurate, staring at Harold’s long blond hair. “Is—is that a wig?”


Harold’s face had an expression I couldn’t read. “Are you losing your memory? I’ve had this hair for as long as you’ve been the biggest guy in the school.”


“Oh, of course. Right,” I said. Now I looked at every part of Harold, not just his girlish hair. I thought, I can’t believe I’m looking at a boy, much less a boy who terrorized me twelve days ago.


Harold noticed me looking him over. “I’m supposed to be Something-Girl. But I’m not into comic books.”


“You’re Ultragirl. The slutty, evil-universe counterpart to Supergirl.”


“Helen” gestured to below “her” waist. “This explains the garters and stockings.”


I said, “And the red platform high-heel boots. And the eye shadow. And the, um, lipstick.” I turned my eyes to Natasha. “Jeez, why didn’t you also put cantaloupes in his bra?”


Natasha ignored my jab. “Does you likink Helenka’s finkernails, Marvin? I do find finkernail woman who is doink good to sculptink in the long finkernails.”


My voice was loaded with irony: “Sure, Harold’s fingernails look great.”


Natasha slapped my arm. “Nyet! No is ‘Harold.’ Tonight, is Helen!”


“Helen” looked at me and sighed again. “And everyone will think that’s who I am. Because the hair’s real. And because you-know-what turns out to be easy to hide.”


“Sucks to be you, buddy,” I said.


Harold/Helen asked me, “So what do you think, about how I look?” Harold was looking at me intently; I knew what he was really asking.


I looked him over, then said, “Well, if you went over to Ewert Grant, you couldn’t win Prom Queen there. Your hands and feet are a little too big for a girl your height; your wrists and ankles are a little too thick. Compared to normal girls, your head and ears are a little too big, and there’s something ‘off’ about your knees and elbows. You have something at your throat that maybe might be a small Adam’s apple. And of course, your tits are small. On the other hand, with that hair and that face, you could model magazine covers. And I can’t see one hair on your face, chest, arms, or legs.”


“Helen” said, “You’re driving me nuts with all this ‘on the one hand, on the other hand’ crap. What’s your bottom line?”


“Bottom line? Even with your clothes on, someone can tell you’re a guy, if he-she looks really hard. Still, if you ever do go to Ewert Grant sometime, expect the girls to all be jealous of you, and the guys to all hit on you.”


Harold looked away. “Yeah, that’s what I think too. But fuck, magazine covers?”


Natasha grabbed both of our arms. “Party is in house, not is here. We must there is need goink. Now darlink, by party, you is the boy or the girl? And what is the name of you by party?”


Harold said, “At the party, I’m a girl. If there’s a girl’s bathroom, that’s what I use. And at the party, my name is Helen.” I couldn’t read Harold’s expression.


Natasha pressed, “And if is someone sayink, ‘Hey, Harold’? Or if is someone sayink, ‘Was the name of you Harold’?”


Harold replied, “If someone says, ‘Hey, Harold,’ I don’t react. If they ask me if I used to be called Harold, I say no.” I couldn’t read Harold’s expression.


Natasha threw her arms around Ultragirl, kissed her blond lover, and said, “Lyubimyi, you is to me so good! I ask, ‘You is do dressink like girl and actink like girl,’ then you do it! I is lucky, you to findink! Spasibo, spasibo balshoye!”


That hug and kiss put a smile on Harold’s face. Then “Helen” looked at Natasha and me, saying, “If I fool everyone, it could be kind of fun.” Then Natasha took the hand of “Helen,” and they headed toward the party.


****


Just as Natasha and “Helen” reached the front door, Rhonda the party hostess was walking across her front lawn. Rhonda was saying, “I promise, Mr. Carver, I won’t let my friends get too noisy. But sheesh, Mr. Carver, you do know it’s Saturday night, right?”


Rhonda then noticed us and turned around. Smiling, she said, “Natasha, I’ve been waiting for you. And who are your friends?”


Natasha pulled “Ultragirl” forward. “This is Helen. I and she is lovink.”


I expected Rhonda to freak out at this, or at least paste on a plastic smile. Instead she screamed, “How wonderful!” Then Rhonda gave Natasha and “Helen” each big hugs.


Rhonda then said to Natasha, “Lesbian, you? I never suspected for a second.”


“This is ‘comink out’ to both Helen and me. This is to us new both.”


Rhonda turned her attention to Harold-as-Helen. “You must be so nervous, if this is your first time out as a lesbian.”


“Yeah, a little. Okay, I’m jumpy as a cat.”


The big-breasted redhead smiled with reassurance. “You’ll find plenty of company here. Gay men, other lesbians and, after two in the morning, you’ll meet performers from LAS BOYS. Plus I’ve got amateur cross-dressers inside right now. And rumor says”—Rhonda lowered her voice—“there’s even a transsexual around somewhere.”


For some reason, that speech made Natasha snort.


Rhonda continued, “Natasha will be good for you, Helen.”


“Oh? Why’s that?” Harold asked.


“Listen, Natasha’s father owns Nimfo Club, and after I came out of name-change court, I called him and said I wanted to throw a party on Saturday night. But strippers never get Saturday night off! But Natasha talked to Yuri, and five minutes later, I got Saturday night off!”


“But not was Saturday you did wantink,” Natasha replied. She shrugged. “Papa did sayink, ‘Not this Saturday! Schedule was postink.’ But he did sayink yes to Saturday after. If I have sugar tongue as Rhonda say, then this party was last Saturday, not tonight.”


Rhonda smiled at Natasha. “You’re still my hero.” Then Rhonda turned to look at me. “Your friend ‘Captain America,’ I’ve already sort-of met him.”


I said, “Those party crashers, I guess they left.”


“Hope so,” Rhonda said. “Two of them were Grade-A wicked bitches.” Then Rhonda looked at Natasha. “Does Captain America have a name?”


“Oh, sorry. Rober—Rhonda, this is Marvin Harper. He with us, Plato Smith is attendink.”


I added, “But all three of us graduate in less than two weeks.”


“Pleased to meet you, Marvin,” Rhonda said. Then she reached out her hand to shake mine.


As I shook her hand, I took a breath. I got ready to say Let’s just be friends. But when I shook her hand—


—nothing happened. Her eyes didn’t change expression, and she didn’t pledge her eternal service. Instead, she gave me a practiced smile, and soon pulled her hand back. I wondered, Why isn’t she a touch-slave now?


She asked me, “Why are you looking at me like that?”


I certainly wasn’t about to share my real thoughts. Instead, I said, “I was wondering, What’s such a big deal about name-change court? That’s the whole reason for the party, right? What was your name before? Bertha? Zelda? Henrietta?”


She gave me a cold look. “ ‘Sunset’ suits me better than the name I was born with. And ‘Rhonda’ suits me best of all, because I chose it.”


I threw up my hands. “Sorry, didn’t mean to offend.”


Why wasn’t Rhonda my touch-slave? This was bugging me. Fatima had told me that only certain people wouldn’t be affected by my magic pheromones and magic touch, and this redhead wasn’t on the list—yet she was no more fawning over me than Natasha or Harold were.


Behind me, I heard a couple’s steps coming up the walkway. Behind me, a man’s voice said, “Good evening, Rob—whoops, Rhonda. Jessica Rabbit is a good costume for you.”


“Tim!” Rhonda exclaimed.


****


I stepped off the walkway onto grass, so that the guy behind me could move up. Rhonda was grinning as her purple opera gloves wrapped around the newcomer’s back, crushing him in a heartfelt hug.


The newcomer was in his twenties, and dressed like an Arab sultan or sheik. (Remind me to ask Fatima what the difference is.) Standing next to him was a big-breasted blonde who was dressed like a stewardess for Barbie Airlines. The blonde’s face looked familiar.


When Tim noticed Rhonda noticing his costume, he said, “Like it? Ashley picked it out. She told me that since I have a harem, I should dress the part.” He laughed. “Rhonda, let me present my date for tonight. This is Susan, my receptionist. Susan, this is Rhonda, the dancer I helped out a month ago.”


Rhonda shook her head. “Tim Hanson pulled me out of major trouble a month ago, he didn’t just ‘help’ me.”


As the buxom blonde and the buxom redhead shook hands, the blonde said, “Please, call me ‘Susie.’ It’s friendlier.”


I then realized why the blonde looked familiar. To the sultan, I said, “You’re Tim Hanson, the Ford dealer.” To his date, I added, “And you’re the ‘damsel in distress’ in his ‘No Cheat Guarantee’ commercials.”


Rhonda slapped Tim’s arm. “So are you planning to add Susie to your harem?” Rhonda explained to Natasha, Harold, and me, “The other three women in those commercials? The other three hot women? They live with Tim. And he has a fourth women in his house who also gives him sex, even though she doesn’t star in his commercials.”


Tim shrugged. “You mean Jeanette? I haven’t figured out a part for her.”


“Well?” Rhonda teased. “Is Susie a one-time date, or is she harem-bound?”


“Tonight is strictly platonic, Rhonda,” Tim said. “All of my ... housemates are working stripper hours, and I didn’t want to come here alone.”


But Susie ruined Tim’s saintly impression by giving everyone a saucy smile. “Like he says, strictly platonic. We won’t do anything that Bill Clinton thinks is sex.”


“Helen” said to Tim, “Isn’t this kind of, you know, against the law or something? You dating your receptionist, with maybe a blowjob? She could sue you for that.”


“Don’t worry,” said the Barbie-stewardess, “this isn’t inappropriate behavior at all. Because Mr. Hanson hasn’t asked me to join his harem.”


Harold/Helen said to Tim, with poisonous sweetness, “You’re lucky, sir—you’ve found a friend. Captain America here also thinks that harems are wonderful.”


But before Tim defended himself to “Helen,” it was Susie who spoke up: “I love your hair. Is your blond color natural?”


“Helen” glanced at Natasha in panic. When Natasha didn’t rescue “her,” “Helen” replied, “Thanks. Yeah, it—it’s my natural color.” Harold shot me a look: Do something, distract her!


Natasha said, “The earrinks of her is pretty, yes? Helenka?”


“Um, sure.” Harold/Helen gave Susie an unpracticed smile and said, “I like your earrings. The pink goes good with your costume.”


Natasha said to Susie, “I is the costume of you likink. It is very fem—femi—girly.”


“It’s very pink,” Harold agreed.


Susie laughed. “Yeah, if the Abzug Society saw me in this, they’d kick me out in a heartbeat.” Then Susie laughed again. “That is, if I hadn’t already quit.”


Then things got even stranger than they had been.


****


Tim looked at us from Plato Smith and said, “We haven’t been introduced. You know I’m Tim Hanson—what are your names?”


Natasha said, “I am the Black Widow, the secret self of who is Natasha Romanova. She is Ultragirl, the secret self of who is Kara Zor-El. And he is Captain America—”


“—whose secret identity,” I said, “is either Steve Rogers or Bucky Barnes, take your pick.”


Tim looked surprised by our answer. I’m guessing that he hadn’t realized that Harold was playing a DC character mixed in with the two Marvels.


Tim said, “What I meant was, what are your real names?”


Natasha replied regally, “I am Natasha. Is all zat you is need knowink.”


“Ultragirl” said, “I’m, uh, Helen.”


I said, “I’m Marvin Harper.” Then I reached out to shake Tim’s hand. As I was pushing out my hand, I noticed that Tim had a very confused look on his face. What’s he confused for? I wondered.


I’d already planned my strategy for this party: If I was introduced to a couple, I would always shake the man’s hand first. Because as soon as I touched the woman’s hand, she would say I am yours, and then I would say Let’s just be friends, and then she wouldn’t be my touch-slave anymore. But in those few seconds, what else could happen? If the guy weren’t already my friend, things could get unpleasant. And Reader, even though I know I can win every fight now, I still try to avoid fights. But if I’ve already told the man Let’s just be friends, he’ll act cool about his woman’s momentary lapse into sex-slavery.


So that was my plan, and I thought it was a good plan. That is, until I shook Tim Hanson’s hand. That’s when I realized that he, like Rhonda, was totally unaffected by me touching him.


The stewardess chirped, “You look confused about something. Can I help? I’m Susie Cooper, by the way.” She stuck out her hand.


I said, “No, I’m not confused. Um, why do you think that? Uh, pleased to meet you, I’m Marvin Harper.” But there was no avoiding it, so I reached out and shook her hand.


Absolutely nothing happened. Her eyes didn’t change, and she didn’t declare herself for me.


I started scaring myself then, wondering if my wishes had been canceled. Till I realized that if this were so, I wouldn’t still be 6′8″ and super-muscular.


Which made me feel better. But still, I couldn’t explain why Rhonda, Tim, and Susie didn’t magically react to my touch.


“Those two men, they sure look confused about something,” Rhonda remarked to Natasha, “Helen,” and Susie.


****


A few seconds later, Natasha, Harold/Helen, and I were walking into Rhonda’s noisy house, along with Tim and Susie. I was distracted, trying to figure out why my touch-slave power had stopped working. Maybe my Captain America gloves were interfering?


I was casually looking around, noticing that this old house’s living room was smaller than my parent’s living room. Not looking where I was going, I almost ran into a young couple.


“Oh, it’s you, the tattletale,” a woman’s voice sneered.


I looked at the people in front of me. Mere inches away were the pale blue eyes and dark brown hair of the black-dressed vampire twin.


“You shouldn’t be here,” I told her. “You’re uninvited.”


She turned to look at the man she was talking to. “Ooh, do I look like I don’t belong here?” To me, she said, “What are you going to do about it?”


“Get you gone,” I said.


I was just about to walk away and find Rhonda when a man’s voice asked, “What’s going on?”


Tim was standing next to me, with Susie clutching his arm. I told him, “This girl, her twin sister, and four other girls are party-crashers here.”


“Let’s go talk to Rhonda,” Tim said.


As we were walking away, Almira (or was it Elvira?) called after us, “You can’t make us leave till we’re good and ready!”


****


A minute later, Rhonda was glaring at both vampire twins. “I don’t want you here. You have to leave.”


The red-dressed twin replied, “Fine, we’ll leave.” Then she smirked. “Eventually.”


“No, you’re leaving now.”


“Or else what?” taunted the black-dressed vampire twin. “Because we’re not leaving now, in case you didn’t notice.”


I said, “All she needs do is give the word, and I carry you both out of here. One over each shoulder.”


“Yeah? You touch me and I’ll sue you both!” said the black-dressed girl. She tossed her hair.


Her cocky attitude changed when I made a point of flexing my arms as I said, “Marvin Steven Harper. Middle name spelled with a v, not a ph. Because I hate lawyers misspelling my name. But remember, wrongfully suing us gives us the right to sue you.”


“There’s not going to be anybody suing anybody,” Rhonda said. (I think she was nervous about Vampire Girl’s threat.) To the twins she then said, “Get your friends and leave now, before I call the police.”


“Did you hear that, Almira?” said the red-dressed twin. “Little Miss ‘Gets Naked For Pay’ thinks she can threaten us with the police.”


Almira (the black-dressed twin) said, “Call the police, ‘Jessica Rabbit,’ and it’ll be you who leaves in handcuffs. But don’t worry, I’m sure old Mr. Carver will put in a good word for you.”


Worried Rhonda asked, “And why would I be arrested?”


“After the Law finds out that you have crack cocaine in your bathroom? Such a pity, you seemed like such a law-abiding sort.”


The red-dressed twin added, “And if you call the police on us, we guarantee that the crack will be in the bathroom when the police show up.”


“Fuck it,” said Almira, “I’m not waiting.” From somewhere in all that black cloth, she pulled out a cel phone. “You pissed me off, lady. I’m calling the sheriff to see that you’re destroyed. Who will the Law believe—innocent college girls, or a stripper?”


Hearing that, Rhonda looked frightened. “Listen, maybe we can work something—”


Almira (the black-dressed twin) and Elvira (in red) were grinning. They thought they’d won.


Tim and I both said the same words at the same time: “Rhonda, take a walk and let me handle this.”


Then Tim and I both looked at each other in surprise.


Rhonda searched Tim’s face, gave a slight nod, then walked away.


Tim turned to his date. “Susan Cooper, go away and mingle with the crowd. Be friendly, and don’t come back to me till I call you back.”


Susie gave Tim a big smile. “Okay, I’ll talk to everybody, and if I can mention Tim Hanson Ford, I will. Because I want to be helpful!” Susie kissed Tim on the cheek, and then she click-clacked away.


I casually glanced around. Rhonda had walked into the kitchen. Wherever Natasha and “Helen” were, it wasn’t in the living room. Good, nobody would interrupt me.


Or rather, nobody would interrupt us. I was getting a weird idea about Tim Hanson.









Chapter 28

Tim & I Thwart Evil Twins


AUTHOR’S NOTE: Characters Tim Hanson, Susie, and Sunset are borrowed from my story Names Have Power.


****


Thinking it over, I decided that—


The only theory that fit the facts was that Tim Hanson had a magic power. A power that had something to do with names. And neither Tim nor anyone affected by his power (meaning, Rhonda and Susie) was affected by my genie’s magic. But by the same token, Natasha, Harold, and I were all immune to Tim’s magic, because Fatima had changed us.


Eight days ago, the idea would have struck me as ridiculous, that a small-city car dealer had a magic power. Ridiculous, because “everyone knows” that magic doesn’t exist, and only superstitious people or savages say otherwise. But then, eight days ago I hadn’t seen an adult woman billow out of a brass lamp that was smaller than a duck.


Now in the living room of Rhonda’s house, I hoped that if Tim did indeed have a magic power, that he would be a help and not a hindrance when I dealt with Almira and Elvira, the evil twins.


Up till this moment, I had not touched either of the twisted sisters. Now I laid a gloved hand on the arm of Almira (the black-dressed one) and said, “Girl, you need a new attitude.”


Reader, you’ve figured out, haven’t you, that the words were a smokescreen? The only thing that I cared about, right then, was touching a girl with my gloved hand and seeing what happened next.


Her eyes changed expression with my touch. “Oh gosh, Marvin sir, don’t be mad at me! Will you tell me what to do, so I can make things right? I’ll do anything, I swear!”


“Almie, what the fuck?” the red-dressed sister said.


I looked over at Elvira, and noticed that Tim was standing near her. Tim said to her, “If she’s Almie, what’s your name?”


“Elvira Karen LeClerc,” she said, while distractedly waving a hand in a “don’t bother me while I’m busy” gesture. “Almie, why are you suddenly talking like a do-gooder?”


Then Tim said, “And you, sister of Elvira, what’s your name? Your full name?”


Almira looked at me. “Should I answer that, Marvin sir?”


I replied, “Tell him only that your name is Almira.”


“Yes, sir,” she said. Then she did as I’d ordered.


Tim nodded, as if he’d confirmed a theory. Then he said, “Elvira LeClerc, walk over to Captain America, introduce yourself, shake his hand, then come back here.”


She shrugged. “Why not? I have nothing else to do, what with my sister acting crazy and all.”


As the red-dressed twin was shaking my hand (and not becoming a touch-slave in the process), her sister said, “So have you realized it yet? That Marvin deserves to be served?”


Elvira said, “Almie, you are talking whacko, and it’s freaking me out. I don’t intend to ‘serve’ anybody.”


As Elvira was walking back to stand by Tim, I asked her, “So why did you just do exactly as Tim told you to? One minute, you and your sister are giving me shit, then Tim asks you to shake my hand, and you do. Face it, you’re his mind slave.”


Tim looked nervous when I said that. But Elvira said, “Now it’s you talking whacko. What he said, sounded like a good idea at the time.” She shrugged. “No big deal, okay? I’m nobody’s mind slave.”


Tim said, “Elvira LeClerc, I think you’ve hurt Marvin’s feelings by calling him a ‘whacko.’ Why don’t you apologize by kissing him on the mouth and flashing your breasts for him? And wiggle your ass for him when you come back to me.”


Elvira nodded. “Yeah, I guess I’ve been a bitch, haven’t I?”


Elvira, it turned out, knew how to give a guy a boner with a mere kiss. Of course, what was also revving my engine was that Elvira was bare to the waist as she was kissing me.


I noticed, with some amusement, that Rhonda’s other party guests were only mildly surprised to see a woman among them be nude to the waist and tonguing some guy’s tonsils. The exception, of course, were the LeClerc twins’ four minions—they all were staring openmouthed at Elvira’s bare-breasted PDA.


As Elvira was zipping herself back up, Almira said, “Marvin sir, would you like me to show my own tits off for you? Or I can get completely naked; it’s not a problem.”


Elvira made a raspberry. “No shit, it’s not a problem. You slut—lucky for you, I’m still normal.”


When Elvira had sashayed her way back to Tim’s side, I asked her, “And you’re positive, you’re not Tim’s mind slave?”


“Not a fucking doubt in my mind,” Elvira said.


I turned to Almira. “Almie, I need to talk to Tim in private. So go stand in that corner way over there, till I come get you.”


She grinned. “Thank you for letting me know how I can serve you, Marvin sir!” She promptly moved toward the corner I’d pointed out, striding as purposefully as if she were carrying a message for the president.


Tim said, “Elvira LeClerc, go stand there with your sister till we come get you.”


“Yeah, she needs someone to talk to,” Elvira said before she walked away.


Tim then said to me, “I need a beer. What can I get you?”


I said, “Dr Pepper’s fine. I’m only eighteen; and besides, I’m driving.”


Tim laughed, and slapped me on the shoulder. “I’m not one bit surprised that you would say something so responsible.”


When Tim handed me the cold can of soda, he lowered his voice. “I got my magic mind control from an ancient god. You?”


I said, “A genie who creatively interpreted my words. So how’d that happen for you? You were minding your own business and this god walked up and said, ‘You look like you could use some magic mind control’?”


“Nah, it happened after I tried to rescue a man who I thought was dying. You know all those fairy tales about gods giving mortals secret tests? The stories are true.” Tim took a swig of beer. “Speaking of fairy tales, you really got wishes granted by a genie? That’s cool that you’ve still kept your head.”


I smiled. “Except that now I have a harem, which would drive the Abzug Society absolutely snakeshit if they knew. Especially as a former member of theirs is part of my harem.”


“Join the club, pal,” Tim said. “Before I accidentally reprogrammed Susan, I had to listen to a feminist rant at least once a day. Yet now, she’s a Stepford Receptionist, and it was her idea to quit Abzug Society. Instead of a lecture a day, she now gives me at least one blowjob a day. All very voluntary.”


I raised my soda can in toast. “Here’s to former feminists wearing push-up bras, killer heels, and cherry lip gloss, and with condoms in their purse.”


“I’ll drink to that,” he said.


After we drank, I pointed my chin toward the Evilness Twins in the corner. “What do we do with those two? How do we make sure that they don’t cause problems for Rhonda?”


****


Tim Hanson, it turned out, was a gentle soul.


Tim’s solution was to have Almira and Elvira grab their minions and drive away, and never bother Rhonda again. He was content to do nothing to the Evil Twins except make them leave. And I had to agree, that would solve Rhonda’s problem.


But I wanted a more solid solution. Those two witches had really offended me when they’d threatened to plant crack cocaine in Rhonda’s bathroom.


That offended me because I’ve learned for myself, the hard way: Slanders and false accusations work. I could tell you stories, from back in my 5′2″ days.


“But maybe this was a one-time thing for these girls,” Tim said. “Maybe they’re both having their periods and they both just bombed a test, so they’re unusually cranky.” (Both Tim and I presumed that the six girls were students at Gorshin.) “We shouldn’t mess with their lives when we’re not sure.”


I replied, “Then let’s get sure.”


Tim and I planned what questions we would ask the twins. Then we planned what we would do next, from the answers we got.


One minute later, Almira was replying with “Yes, we would have done it. I have a baggie of crack in my purse.”


“And in my purse,” Elvira told Tim and me, “is a latex glove for Almie to handle the drugs with.”


Tim said, “You sound practiced at this.”


Elvira gave us a rocking-hand gesture. “We’ve only actually had to do it once. But we’ve threatened it lots of times, and we’ve always been ready to do what we say.”


Almira smirked. “Our motto is, Don’t get in our way or we’ll make your life worse than hell.” Then Almira suddenly looked worried. “Marvin sir, is what I’m saying, making you not like me?”


I replied, “I’m pleased that you’re answering all our questions completely and truthfully.” Almira beamed at us.


I asked, “So if anyone really pisses you off, what do you do? If you don’t have crack in your purse, or you can’t plant it?”


Elvira said, “Well, last year this English professor gave Almie an ‘F’ in Shakespeare. So we went up to this nerd who I took French 201 with, and Almie and I got him to plant kiddie porn on Dr. Minelli’s computer.”


“And how’d you pay off the nerd? It’d have to be something big, or he’d run to the FBI and work a deal.”


Almira said, “He made us promise him a case of beer, a blowjob from each of us, and he could watch us go lezzie on each other.”


“And you did all that?” Tim asked. “You didn’t try to welsh?”


Elvira said, “We kept our promise, but we got him good and drunk before we got naked. Then while one of us was sucking him, the other was saying, ‘Drink more!’ ”


Almira added, “Fifteen minutes after we started sixty-nining each other, he passed out. It’s not our fault that nerds can’t hold their liquor.”


I had heard enough. So now I began Step One of the contingency plan. I said to Almira...


****


Now I began Step One of the plan that Tim and I had worked out, in case the LeClerc twins were always evil. I said to Almira, “And when you were eating out your sister, you realized how hot Elvira is. For you, she’s the hottest person on the planet.”


Almira turned and gave her sister a half-lidded stare, saying, “Oh yeah, Elvie is smoking hot.”


Elvira said nervously, “Almie, you’re acting weird again. Stop it.”


I continued, “Almira, when you think of any person you’ve ever soaked your panties for, you realize that your sister Elvira is hotter than every one of them.”


Black-dressed Almira started walking toward red-dressed Elvira, her hips swaying. “I want to slurp your juices, Elvie. Then I want you to slurp mine.”


Elvira actually put her arms out, to hold her sister off. She looked at me and begged, “She’s my sister. Make her stop.”


Almira was struggling to get past her sister’s blockade. “Surrender, Elvira,” she said.


Tim said, “Elvira Karen LeClerc, you now realize that Almira is sexier than everyone on earth. Being close to her gets you gushing wet.”


“Well, duh,” Elvira said. “Bad girls have the most sexual experience.” Then Elvira grabbed Almira’s head and pulled her close, for a long, wet kiss.


I said, “Almira, you’re way too horny to wait till you get home. You want to get naked and do Elvira right now.”


Tim said, “Elvira Karen LeClerc, you ache for sex with Almie right now. You crave it, you can’t wait.”


At that point, the twin sisters started making out, while also pulling off their own (or each other’s) clothing.


Minutes later, the twins were naked, and had rushed hand-in-hand to the living-room couch. (The partygoers who were already sitting on the couch, kindly got up for the naked twins.) Just before the sex started, Almira (who was barefoot) kissed Elvira (who was still wearing red glitter fuck-me heels, at Almira’s request). Almira then said, “I will delight you, my pretty, and your little pussy too. But do me first.”


“Oh shit,” a guy’s voice exclaimed. “Twins, going lezzie.”


“Stacked twins, even better,” a different male voice said.


“We got food, beer, and live porn. Life is good,” the first male voice said.


“You guys are disgusting,” said a female voice.


Rhonda walked over. “Tim, what’s going on?” she asked nervously.


Meanwhile, Almira was writhing and gasping, and pulling on her own nipples, as Elvira’s head between her legs was bobbling and moving. Almira was saying, “Oh yeah, Elvie, right there, lick it, lick it! Ooh, that’s nice...”


Tim lowered his voice to talk to Rhonda. Then I saw Rhonda shake her head. She said, “If there’s gonna be any kinky stuff at my party, it’ll be my guests doing it, not these freeloaders! I’m calling the cops.”


Overhearing this, Almira pushed Elvira’s head away and tried to sit up.


I said, “No, Almie. You’re having way too much fun to stop this and plant drugs.”


Almira smiled at me, and went back to being licked.


A male voice said, “Jeez, how I wish the hottie in the red heels was slurping me.”


A woman said, “Yeah? I wish that she was slurping me!”


At that point, I went looking for the four other party-crashers. They were easy to spot, even if I hadn’t already seen them up close—they were the women staring in horror at the twins on the couch.


I had my Captain America shield with me. I reached into the hidden compartment, pulled out my wallet, and seconds later I was holding out a twenty-dollar bill. “Here, take this. Call a taxi,” I told the group. “The hostess has called the cops on those two. You don’t want to be here when they arrive.”


“No shit,” replied a brunette. She had a beehive hairdo, harlequin glasses on a chain, and a rose-colored skirt-suit; she was pretending to be Senator Paula Sarin of Alaska. The Paula Sarin-wannabee continued, “Being as we snuck into this party, we for sure don’t want to be here when Almie and Elvie get arrested.”


I replied, “True. Plus, I think one of them might have drugs in her purse.”


A blonde (who was dressed like an Eighties rock star) made a face. “Almie and Elvie, they are sooo around the bend right now. It’s kind of sad.”


“Sad? Really?” said a Marilyn Monroe-wannabee blonde. “They always treated us like shit on their shoes. Almie should have her own WWW site, ‘I’m better than you’-dot-com.”


The Paula Sarin clone was putting her cel phone back in her purse. “Taxi is on its way. Thanks, sir, for the cash.”


The fourth party-crasher girl (dressed like the blonde from “Bewitched”) looked at me eagerly. “Before we go wait for the taxi, can I get you something, sir? Beer? Soda? Chips and dip? Sandwiches?”


I replied, “I’m good, thanks. But if you’re friends of Almie and Elvie, you might bring them each a glass of water. They’re probably dehydrated by now.”


The Marilyn Monroe girl snickered. “Almie refuses to touch plain water. She says fish fuck in it.”


****


The two policemen insisted that Almira and Elvira get dressed. The policemen even stood close to the twins, to see that they complied with the order. (Well, I presume that’s why two male police officers stood very near to two naked, breasty, musky-smelling, twenty-something twins.)


But each girl refused to dress, until I ordered Almira to. Once Almira started pulling on clothing, Elvira reluctantly followed suit.


Meanwhile, the policemen were taking statements from Tim and me. Once a cop heard about planting crack cocaine and he checked the LeClerc girls’ purses, it was Game Over. Out came the little cards, followed by “You have the right to remain silent...”


As the girls were being led away (handcuffed vampiresses—you don’t see that every day), I held up my hand to halt the parade. To Almira I said, “I claim you. My cel number is 555-0264. Call me when they’ve set your bail, and I’ll bail you out.”


Almira smiled at me. “I am yours. Your cel is 555-0264. Call when bail’s set. Thank you, Marvin sir.”


Elvira looked at me pleadingly. “What about me? Can you post bail for me too?”


I replied, “Elvie, I’m sure you wouldn’t stay put if I’d spring you. But I know that Almie will behave.”


“Please, Marvin sir! I’ll be a Girl Scout if I can be with Almie. I need to be with Almie.”


“We’ll see,” I said. I dropped my hand, and the twins were led away.


That’s when Tim Hanson pulled me aside. He asked in a low voice, “When I told Elvira that she was hot for her sister, when I was programming her, how many times did I say the word tonight? As in ‘Tonight you’re hot to lick your sister.’ ”


I thought back, and then said, “I can’t recall you saying the word at all.”


“Shit!” he said. “I messed up, big-time.”


“How? What difference does one word make?”


Tim said, “When I use the Power, my commands are irreversible. Which means that Elvira will be horny for her sister for the rest of her life.”


I said, “Huh. We messed her up more than we planned to. And I already feel responsible for Almie. I need to think about this.”


Actually, it didn’t take me long at all to decide. It seemed that the mansion was getting two new harem slaves—that is, except when Almie and Elvie were sentenced to prison.


****


A minute later, Tim excused himself and went looking for Susie. As soon as he left, I was accosted by two big-breasted blondes. By “big-breasted,” I mean either silicone, or saline, or win-the-lottery unlikely.


Both blondes were clearly attracted to me, either because I was exceptionally tall and super-muscular, or because my magic pheromones were melting their brains.


One big-breasted blonde was costumed like a blond-haired geisha; the other was dressed like Senator Paula Sarin.


The blond geisha held out a paper plate that was piled high with food. “Hi, we figured you were hungry, after watching those skanks on the couch.”


“Thanks,” I said. But I made sure I didn’t touch the geisha’s hand as I took the paper plate.


Because if I’d touch these two blondes, or let them touch me, I’d wind up with three new harem slaves tonight, instead of just one. I really, really needed to cut back.


After taking the paper plate, I said, “I’m Marvin. And you two are...?”


“I’m Brenda, and this”—the geisha pointed to the fake Paula Sarin—“is Christi Ellen. We, um, like your muscles.”


Christi Ellen added, “And I like your deep voice. It’s really masculine.”


I gestured to Christi Ellen’s outfit. “Your choice of costume is interesting. There’s always been a rumor that Senator Sarin hypnotized President Bush into starting the Canadian War.”


“There are lots of people who hate Paula Sarin,” Christi Ellen said, defending her hero. “Why else was Victoria renamed ‘Cheney City,’ not ‘Sarin City’? And after Paula Sarin bargained the end to the Canadian War! Lousy ingrates, we have a new fifty-first state because of her!”


“Maybe she hypnotized the Canadian Prime Minister as well as President Bush. After all, after Dubya publicly admitted that he’d been wrong about missile launchers in British Columbia and the Yukon, why then did Paul Martin agree to let the U.S. keep everything in southern British Columbia that our Army was holding?” I answered my own question: “Sarin got Martin alone, and then”—I swung an imaginary pocket watch—“she hypnotized him to make the deal. Hey, it’s as good an explanation as any.”


Christi Ellen said, “I don’t know about politics stuff. I just know that Paula Sarin is smart, and she cares for the little people.”


I didn’t buy that, but I guess I let my expression show—Brenda elbowed Christi Ellen and whispered, “Don’t talk politics!”


Christi Ellen gave me an apologetic smile. Then she asked eagerly, “Can I get you a beer?”


I said, “No, thanks. I’m underage, and I’m driving home.”


“Well, shit,” Christi Ellen said to Brenda. “There goes that idea.”


“What idea?” I asked.


Brenda replied, “We both dance at Babes Aplenty, and we wanted to invite you there sometime, as our personal guest.”


Christi Ellen added, “We’d pay your cover charge, and buy you drinks, and give you two-girl table dances. That was our plan.”


“Sorry,” I said. But then I smiled at them. “If you’re still dancing there in February 2013, it’s a date.”


Several seconds of silence passed. Then Christi Ellen said, “Would you like our phone numbers? So we could, like, go out to a movie, or dinner, or dancing, or something? Hang out?”


I shook my head. “I didn’t come here looking to get phone numbers. Not this early in the evening, anyway.”


Brenda and Christi Ellen shared a look. Then Brenda said, “Then can we at least drag you into a closet and take turns sucking you off?”


I was still resolved to not make any more harem slaves tonight. So I told the girls, “No thanks.”


“Oh my gawd,” Christi Ellen exclaimed. She looked over to where a man who was dressed as a cowboy (complete with leather chaps) was kissing a guy who was dressed as a zombie Mounty. Then Christi Ellen turned back to look at me and said, “You’re not, um ... are you?”


Before I could answer, Brenda asked, “You’re not dating Sunset, are you? Because that would explain things, Christi Ellen.”


I laughed and said, “I am definitely not gay! Right now, I’ve got a woman waiting for me at home—and no, she isn’t my mother.”


I thought, I’ve got SEVEN women waiting for me at home, actually. But the five who are going through drug withdrawal, probably aren’t feeling “romantic.”


Brenda said, “This woman waiting for you at home, is she as hot as us?” Brenda hefted her tits.


I said, “Honestly? Yes, she is.”


I chose not to mention that Fatima always had big tits, and could make them even bigger when she chose to.


Then I said, “She’s also dynamite in bed.”


I didn’t mention that when a woman’s been around for at least twenty-six hundred years, she learns a few things.


Christi Ellen said, “She doesn’t need to find out, you know. C’mon, let Brenda and me take turns deepthroating your knob till you see stars. We promise to swallow your cum.”


I laughed. “Ladies, I really am pleased that you’re trying so hard to hook up with me.” Both blond strippers grinned. “But still, you’re wasting your time. Believe that.”


And they did. They finally walked away, but after each woman had assured me that she was game for anything that I might want from her at Sunset’s party—from a phone number, on up to a lap-dance/titty-fuck combo.


****


The man who was dressed like a zombie Mounty walked up to me. He said, “Hello, I’m Alex. Can I ask what your workout routine is? It’s obviously done wonders.”


Before I could say anything, a drunken man walked up to both of us. The newcomer was dressed like a Revolutionary War bluecoat. The newcomer said to the zombie Mounty, “You sh-should be ashamed of y’rself, dressed like that.”


The Mounty replied, “You have a problem with free speech?” His tone of voice was angry but also nervous.


The bluecoat replied, “I have a problem with your costume, buddy. It makes me wonder where y’r loyalties are.”


“Yeah? Like to question the Canadian War is unpatriotic? Give me a break.”


“Those Royal Canadian Mounted Police attacked the U.S. Army, which was stupid. They all died. End of story. The ‘Battle of Prince George’ was not an atsi—an astro—a war crime.”


“Guys,” I said, “this party is not the place for political discussions.” (Yeah, Reader, I know: I was being a little hypocritical there, wasn’t I?)


Alex glared at the bluecoat. “I once got detention in high school, because the same guys who beat me up, told the assistant principal that I started the fight. So I’m supposed to take the word of the U.S. Army, ‘We’re the victims here’? Shit. The Canadians claim that many of the Mounty corpses were ‘double-tapped,’ which is hard to do from fifty yards away.”


“Goddamn, I hate traitors like you,” the bluecoat said. “When Paula Sarin gets elected president, she will deal with your kind!”


Maybe those two guys would have gotten into a fistfight right then, and I would’ve had to break them up. Or maybe those two would’ve kept things to trash talk. But who knows? Because what did happen, right then, was that all the lights went out.


My first thought was, At least now old Mr. Carver will be happy. Rhonda’s house now is as quiet as church.









Chapter 29

We’re All In The Dark


AUTHOR’S NOTE: Characters Tim Hanson and Susie are borrowed from my story Names Have Power.


****


Whatever had happened, it had unelectrified the entire city. Cel phones didn’t work, the houses across the street were dark, and the streetlamps were out. I stepped outside, and all I could see was a dim argon-orange glow to the south. (From the state prison?)


It turned out that Rhonda had one flashlight. And a man at the party, who was dressed as a Jedi, had a “light-saber” flashlight. The two of them brought three candles to the snacks/drinks table.


Ten minutes later, I saw Natasha and Harold/“Helen” near the candlelit table. Trying to talk to “Helen” was a young man who was dressed like a mad doctor, with blood-drenched green scrubs. Harold clearly wasn’t interested.


But whenever “Helen” did something to reject the guy, such as to ignore his words or to turn away from him, Natasha would lean in and murmur a few words, and “Helen” would act bare-minimum friendly to the guy again.


****


Just then, a blonde stepped up to me. By the candlelight, I saw that she was Susie (Tim’s pink-stewardess date). Susie said, “Hi, I saw you helping Mr. Hanson with those two nasty girls, and I came here to thank you.” Susie gave me a beauty-queen smile, and held it.


I shrugged. “Glad to help.”


Susie and I talked for several minutes about nothing important. It was like talking with a puppy, if puppies could talk—she was so friendly. She didn’t act—and she sure didn’t look—like a fire-breathing feminist.


After several minutes, I said as much: “I can’t believe that you used to be in the Abzug Society. But you quit?”


She laughed. “Well, I had to. Feminism is all about demanding—‘I demand equal pay, I demand equal status, I demand an equal chance at promotion.’ A feminist gives you something only after you meet her demands, that’s how I thought. And a man never ever gets anything for free, right?”


“Certainly not sex,” I said.


“Uh-huh,” she said. “But then Mr. Hanson told me that my job required me to be friendly and helpful to him, and I realized he was right. Soon I realized that I couldn’t be ‘friendly’ if I was starting arguments; and I couldn’t be ‘helpful’ if I was telling him, ‘I demand that you do X and Y before I’ll help you.’ ”


“So you realized that you couldn’t be his receptionist and be a feminist?”


She laughed. “Be both? No way! Especially since I was being friendly and helpful to Mr. Hanson every way that I could think of, and some ways are scorned by feminists.”


I nodded, not mentioning that I knew about the blowjobs.


Susie continued, “But when I dyed my hair blond, other feminists no longer respected me. Things really got bad after the one time that I didn’t leave work till after seven, and I went to an Abzug Society meeting in my receptionist clothes.”


“Why? What happened?”


“I was called the worst possible feminist insult: a bimbo.”


I nodded, not mentioning that right now, Susie looked and acted a lot like a bimbo.


“And that’s when I realized: Women who don’t approve of my deepthroating my boss when he’s tense, are not women whom I want to be around.”


Then Susie smiled at me and said, “Good talking to you, but now I need to mingle. Remember, if you need a new car, Tim Hanson Ford has the ‘No Cheat Guarantee.’ ”


I shook her hand, saying, “Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind.” I didn’t mention that I already owned eleven cars.


I looked around then. I saw the mad-doctor guy with a lit lighter in his hand; he was holding it up like he was the Statue of Liberty’s brother. He was walking away from the candlelit table, and Natasha and “Helen” were following him. Natasha had her hand on Harold’s shoulder.


The lousy light made it impossible for me to see Harold’s face. But the lighter-flame made it easy to see the Mad Doctor’s expression—he was grinning.


I didn’t see Natasha and Harold for another twenty minutes.


Then I forgot all about Natasha and Harold, when I heard someone honking a car horn outside. I knew it wasn’t a computer doing the honking, because of how the horn was being honked: three short, three long, three short.


S-O-S.


In Rhonda’s living room, a she-devil opened the front door and then pointed outside.


“THERE’S A HOUSE ON FIRE!”









Chapter 30

I Rescue Two Little Kids


In Rhonda’s black-dark living room, a woman in a devil costume opened the front door and then pointed outside.


“THERE’S A HOUSE ON FIRE!”


I reached into the storage compartment in the back of my Captain America shield, and pulled out my cel phone. “No signal,” my phone declared. Shit.


I tapped Rhonda on the shoulder, tapped on my Captain America shield, and asked her, “Can you keep an eye on this?” When she nodded, I shoved the shield under the snacks/drinks table, and hurried through the dark living room toward the open front door. I could see the open door because its paint was reflecting orange light from outside.


Sure enough, the house to the left of the house across the street, was aflame.


It’s impossible to “rush” in near blackness, but my size helped. From the front door, I made my way through the living room to the Jedi guy, and had him (and his light-saber flashlight) escort me to Rhonda’s kitchen. I knew the kitchen phone would work.


It would’ve worked, if the kitchen phone had been there. The phone cradle was mounted on the wall, but it held no phone.


I stuck my head out of the kitchen and called out, “RHONDA? THERE’S A HOUSE ON FIRE. I NEED TO FIND YOUR LAND-LINE PHONE.”


She called back, “CANCELLED IT. TOO MANY TELEMARKETERS.”


I had the Jedi guy walk me back to the front door.


Oh jeez. Not only was the house very definitely on fire—but was I hearing screams?


****


I was sure that I was hearing high-pitched screams. Children’s, or a woman’s. But I couldn’t tell where they were coming from.


I ran out of Rhonda’s house and up to the burning house, to get a closer look. I was so intent on the house that I almost ran over a teenaged girl. She was standing near the closed front door, and my guess was that she was working up the nerve to go inside.


Her eyes widened when she saw me, only two feet away from her. Her face was easy to see, because part of the second story was orange with flame.


I had to yell, to be heard over the roar of the fire. “WHO’S INSIDE?”


She had to yell herself: “LARRY AND KATIE. HE’S FIVE, SHE’S FOUR. AND MAYBE THEIR DOG. I HAVEN’T SEEN THE DOG.”


“YOU THE BABYSITTER?”


“YES, I’M KIMBERLY.”


“I’M MARVIN,” I said. I didn’t even think it through: I put out my hand, and she shook it. And her eyes changed.


“I AM YOURS, MARVIN SIR,” she said.


“SHOW ME WHERE THE CHILDREN ARE, IF YOU CAN.”


She walked around to the left side of the house, and pointed up. I saw two little faces pressed against glass in a second-story window. For the moment, that part of the house was not on fire.


I pantomimed raising the window. When the children had raised it, I said, “I’M GOING TO TRY TO GET YOU OUT. STAY THERE.”


Then I turned to Kimberly. “DO YOU LIVE AROUND HERE?” I asked.


“NO, SIR. I LIVE CLOSE TO EWERT GRANT HIGH SCHOOL.”


Not good. Since she didn’t live in the neighborhood, I couldn’t tell her to run home and call 911, and I couldn’t send her to the nearest firehouse.


I ordered, “DON’T LEAVE THE FRONT YARD. I’M GOING TO NEED YOU IN A MINUTE.”


I looked around. Neighbors on either side were standing in their driveways, watching the fire. Several costumed partygoers stood on Rhonda’s front lawn, their faces toward the flames.


I ran next door, up to a man in his forties. His eyes widened when “Captain America” ran up to him. I asked him, “Do you have a regular phone in your house? One that works now?”


He replied, “Sure. Who do you need to call?”


I said, “I need you to call 911. Tell them about the fire.”


“Oh, I’m sure they’ve been called.”


“I don’t see the firemen. They’re not here. But Larry and Katie, trapped inside a burning house? They are here. Don’t argue, call 911.”


Maybe it was the magic pheromones, maybe it was my height and rippling muscles, or maybe it was the Captain American costume. Anyway, the guy clicked on his flashlight and hurried into his house. As soon as he was inside his house, I ran back to Kimberly.


She was standing at the burning house’s curb, by a faded-red, dented clunker car. Fortunately, this far away from the fire, I didn’t need to yell. I asked Kimberly, “Was it you who sounded S-O-S with a car horn?”


“Yes, Marvin sir.”


I said, “When the fire trucks come, stand in the middle of the street and play traffic cop. Make sure you’re the first person the firemen talk to.”


“I will, Marvin sir.”


“In a few minutes, if everything goes right, I’ll need you again. Be ready for my signal.”


She nodded, I nodded back, then I ran up to the front of the house and did something hugely stupid—


I opened the front door. Wide.


****


I wasn’t thinking fourth-dimensionally. A fire needs heat, fuel, and oxygen, right? This fire already had heat and fuel enough—and when I opened the door, I gave it fresh oxygen.


The house became a walk-in oven.


Needless to say, I quickly shut the door behind me.


“LARRY? KATIE? I’M HERE TO RESCUE YOU,” I called out.


No answer. I hope it’s because they didn’t hear me, I thought.


Off to the right, next to a formal dining table, was an open doorway. The room beyond that doorway (the kitchen?) was filled with flame. That flame had set the second-story room that was above it (the master bedroom?) also on fire.


That fire was spreading along the top of the second-story hallway, doing a reverse-gravity creep toward the room where the children were. During the three seconds that I spent looking around, flaming two-by-fours fell through the ceiling and landed on (and by) part of the staircase.


Things were not good.


Except for one thing. The living room and dining room had a common cathedral ceiling, which was actually higher than the bedroom-hallway ceiling on the second floor. So the smoke was collecting where nobody would breathe it right now. Which in turn meant that smoke inhalation wasn’t a danger. Yet.


I ran up the stairs, pressing myself against the left-side bannister to keep as far away from the flames as I could get. Still, for one second, the heat was painful. When I got to the top of the stairs, I had to bend down and duck-walk, in order to avoid the burning ceiling.


This was one of the few moments of this past week when I thought that it’d be nice to be 5′2″ again.


“LARRY? KATIE? I’M HERE TO RESCUE YOU,” I called out again.


“WE’RE HERE, WE’RE HERE! SAVE US!” voices cried, from behind a shut door at the end of the hall.


****


I stood just outside the bedroom door and said, “Step away from the door. I’m coming in.”


When I came in, I made sure to keep the door open no longer than I needed to. But in that split second, I saw that the bedroom was blue and decorated with boy-stuff.


My split-second glimpse also showed me that each child was clutching a teddy bear.


While my eyes were adjusting to the blackness of the bedroom, Katie asked me with a worried voice, “Did you see Blackie? Is she all right?”


“Blackie?”


“Our dog,” Larry explained.


“I haven’t seen her,” I said. Then imagining the children’s faces, I added, “But that could mean she’s already out.”


My back was feeling warm, and under the bedroom door was a line of bright orange light. Together, that meant: We were running out of time. I squatted down as low as I could get, saying, “I’m Marvin. Kimberly told me that you’re Larry and Katie.” I put out my hand for each child to shake.


Yes, Reader, I shook hands with each child, knowing what would happen.


Their eyes, and their words, told me that each of them was now my touch-slave. Which was what I wanted—I figured that I had a much better chance of getting the kids out alive if I could count on them doing what I told them.


“Take a deep breath,” I told them. When they and I had done that, I jerked open the door, grabbed a child in each arm, and stepped into the hallway.


I’d been in that bedroom less than a minute. And yet in that time, the fire had gotten noticeably worse.


But I wasn’t worried much, because I had a plan, and I had a back-up plan—


My simplest plan was that I was going to carry the kids down the stairs. If that was no longer a safe option, I was going to climb over the hallway railing and, while gripping the kids firmly, fall to the floor below. I had no doubt that I was strong enough that neither the children nor myself would be harmed if I jumped off a second-story railing with a child held in each arm.


I didn’t have a Plan C. It turned out that I needed one.


Because as soon as I got to the staircase (part of which was now on fire), Larry and Katie started squirming.


“Let me go! Let me go!” each child demanded.


“I won’t let the fire hurt you,” I said. “Everything’s fine, believe me. Be still.”


Anyplace else, such words to touch-slaves would have turned them into mannequins.


But Katie started crying. “I don’t wanna die! Let me go! Please, Mister Marvin, I don’t wanna die!” Meanwhile, neither she nor Larry had stopped squirming and twisting.


For one second, I considered climbing over the hallway railing and jumping. But as much as the kids were squirming, I could no longer be sure that I could keep them safe during the drop.


So I carried them back into Larry’s bedroom, and set them down.


Before I shut the bedroom door, thus making Larry’s bedroom dark again, the only thing I saw in the kids’ eyes was terror. They weren’t my touch-slaves anymore.


For ten seconds or so, I was silent. I was thinking hard. I heard Larry and Katie panting in fear.


Then I said, “I’m going to go around to the side of the house and bring a ladder to the window. Now, this is important: As soon as I go through this door, shut it. Make sure it’s shut, and also lock it, if you can. Got that? This door has to stay shut. Then go wait by the window.”


I went out the bedroom door, and quickly shut it behind me. Then I hurried to as close to the stairs as I could get.


I had tried not to scare the kids any more than they already had been, but I was worried.


A glance out that bedroom window had shown nothing but blackness. Meaning, the neighborhood was still without electricity. I needed to find a ladder, in order to rescue the children; but first I needed to find a flashlight, to have any hope of finding a ladder. All this seeking would take time, and the children didn’t have that much time.


Dammit, where are the fire trucks?


The clean air was running out. I was coughing a little.


In frustration, I pounded the bannister that wasn’t burning. I was very emotional, and I didn’t yet know my own strength, and so I broke something.


Then I thought, what’s more fun for a kid than to slide down a bannister? It’s not scary, it’s fun.


With a bunch of well-placed kicks, and a few punches, I had the top of that bannister broken free. Then I jumped to the floor and freed the other end of the bannister from the bottom of the stairs. Then I used both my strength and my weight to rip the bannister completely free of the stairs.


Less than five minutes after I started, I had a piece of carved wood that was roughly two-by-three in thickness, and about sixteen feet long.


By now, burning ceiling stuff was raining onto the dining room and living room. The living-room couch was on fire.


I yanked open the front door, and jerked the bannister onto the front grass. Before I could shut the door again, there was a yelp, and I was knocked off-balance by a black blur rushing out of the living room.


Well, at least now I can assure the kids that their dog is okay.


When I came outside, by firelight I saw Kimberly talking to a fireman, while other firemen ran away from the fire truck with empty hoses. Behind the fire truck was a white van with something atop it; but I was too fire-blind to see what the “something” was.


When I stepped out the door, both Kimberly and the fireman turned and stared at me. I guess it isn’t every day that you see a muscular man in a superhero costume, who is as tall as the doorframe, step out of a burning house.


I picked up the bannister, called to Kimberly to join me, and I hurried to outside Larry’s bedroom. I didn’t need to tell the kids to open the window—as soon as I came in sight, up shot the window.


Larry and Katie were coughing and rubbing their eyes.


I stuck one end of the bannister through the open window, and planted the other end of the bannister against my chest. To the kids I yelled, “CLIMB ON AND SLIDE DOWN! KATIE, YOU FIRST.” To Kimberly I said, “When one of them slams into me, peel him off the bannister and put him on the ground.”


“Yes, Marvin sir,” Kimberly said.


But there was a problem: Nothing was happening up there. Katie looked down at me and said worriedly, “Mommy told me never to slide down the bannister. She says good girls don’t do that.”


I said, “Your mom won’t mind tonight. This is a special case.”


Kimberly said, “It’s okay, Katie. Get on the bannister.”


Katie said, “I won’t get in trouble?”


Kimberly said, “If anyone’s in trouble with your mom, it’ll be me. Please, Katie sweetie, the bannister?”


Just before Katie let gravity work, Kimberly and I got hit with a bright light, hitting us sideways. I was too busy to look around, but I figured that the electricity had come back on, and someone’s halogen light was making up for lost time.


In seconds, Katie and Larry were on the ground and safe—while the bright light continued to shine. Three fireman ran up then, and picked up (or dragged) the children and Kimberly away. A fourth fireman walked up to me and said, “That’s a damned fine thing you did for those kids.”


I shrugged.


****


As soon as I knew the kids were out of danger, I started to feel horny. Really horny. I wanted to claim women and fuck them—


Starting with Kimberly, the babysitter. But opposing that desire was the desire not to offend my parents. And having sex with a girl who might not yet be sixteen, was certainly not eighteen, and who was tonight in charge of two frightened children? My parents wouldn’t like that at all.


I was about to walk over to Kimberly, and lay the “let’s just be friends” line on her before I lost control, when I realized that a woman was calling to me. “CAPTAIN AMERICA, CAPTAIN AMERICA! CAN I TALK TO YOU?”


A blonde who was wearing a lemon-green blazer and holding a microphone came striding up to me. A cameraman hurried to keep up with her. (It was the cameraman’s lights that had been shining on us during the last few minutes; the neighborhood was still dark.)


I looked at the blond TV reporter and I thought, I deserve sex from you.


Then I thought, Cool it. You’ve got seven women waiting at home. Not to mention, making a touch-slave of a woman while the camera is filming, is NOT smart.


But the lizard part of my brain was thinking I did a manly thing, and I deserve a manly reward.


Meanwhile, the TV blonde was saying, “Hi, I’m Gennifer Ashton with CBS-10 Eyewitness News. That was an amazing and brave thing you did, rushing into that burning house to rescue those children. What’s your name?”


“Marvin.”


“Marvin what?”


“Just ‘Marvin’ is fine.”


I gestured for Kimberly to hurry over.


“So how does it feel to be a hero?” Gennifer asked.


By now Kimberly was standing next to me. I told Gennifer, “The real hero is right here. When Kimberly realized that she couldn’t call 911, she signaled S-O-S with her car horn to alert the neighbors. If she hadn’t been clever like that, Katie and Larry would be dead now.”


Kimberly blushed.


It was obvious that Gennifer would rather talk to me, but she briefly interviewed Kimberly. Kimberly Paulsen, it turned out, was a sophomore at Ewert Grant, and she tried to be a good babysitter.


Then Gennifer turned back to me. “Watching us talk are several people in costumes. So obviously, you came from a party. Why are you wearing Captain America and not something else?”


“I’m wearing this because the girl who invited me to this party had this specially made for me.”


Kimberly looked disappointed, believing that I’d come with a date.


Gennifer continued, “Is it because of your regular job? Are you a policeman or firefighter?”


“Me? I’m a high-school student.”


“Oh? What school?”


Just then, the neighborhood’s house lights came on, as did the streetlamps. So did two house alarms—oh well.


Now I could see that there were a dozen costumed people who were standing on Rhonda’s lawn. Most of the men were watching the firemen work; but one of the men in costume, and all of the costumed women, were looking at me with admiration. Among this crowd of admirers were strippers Christi Ellen and Brenda.


When I saw this, my alpha-male urges overpowered me.


****


After I had saved the children from the fire, and when I saw that I had many young and attractive admirers, my alpha-male urges short-circuited my brain. I said, “ARGGH! I WANT TO FUCK WOMEN! LOTS OF WOMEN!”


“Cut tape!” Gennifer exclaimed.


For a split second, Gennifer looked afraid of me. But then my hand shot out, lightning-quick, and I said, “Do you have a fiancé?” Gennifer’s hand was showing no wedding ring.


As soon as I touched her, her look of fear vanished, and she lowered her gaze submissively. She replied, “I have a boyfriend, Marvin sir. But we’re not serious.”


I nodded. “I claim you.”


Next to me, Kimberly said, “You deserve to be served, Marvin sir, but she is not worthy! Let me introduce you to someone who is.”


I said, “Before you do that, Kimberly, let’s just be friends.” I said that because my alpha-male urges were still pushing me to fuck Kimberly, which would be wrong for so many reasons.


But Kimberly, even though she was no longer my touch-slave, started walking toward a costumed redhead who was dressed like that character from that 1960s show. The one who always was baking coconut pies.


If you’ve seen that show even once, you know that the red-haired woman in that show was the sex bomb, while the innocent girl was a brunette. And while the woman facing me on the grass had the tits to look good in an evening gown, she also had the face of a total innocent. The freckles were part of the reason why—she had zillions of freckles, as many redheads do. But however it came to be, this woman looked like she’d never had a wicked thought in her life.


I followed Kimberly toward the virgin-looking redhead, and I noticed that Gennifer was following me. I pointed to the cameraman, trusting that my magic pheromones would make him docile. I said, “Go sit in the news van and wait for Gennifer to come back.”


Once Kimberly and I (and Gennifer) were standing in front of the freckled innocent, Kimberly said, “I need to get back to Larry and Katie. But before I do—Olivia, this is Marvin Harper, who saved the children. Marvin, this is Olivia Robb, who was in drama plays with me last year at Ewert Grant, and now is an actress in Hollywood.”


“A struggling actress in Hollywood,” Olivia corrected.


Olivia and I shook hands. You know the drill.


By the time Olivia said, “I am yours,” I’d checked the third finger of her left hand. So far, so good, I thought. Then I asked her, “Do you have a fiancé?”


“You mean, seriously date an actor? No.”


I told her, “I claim you. I’m going to fuck you in a minute, but first I’m going to walk Kimberly back.”


It turned out that the two little kids were sitting by a fire truck. By now the fire was out, and the firemen were inspecting things inside. Katie was clutching a black cocker spaniel.


Seeing me walk up with Kimberly, little Larry got to his feet, and said very solemnly, “Thank you for saving us, Captain America.”


I said, “You’re welcome.” Then I kissed Kimberly on the forehead, then I ran back to Gennifer, Olivia, Christi Ellen, and Brenda.


I’d already claimed Gennifer (TV reporter) and Olivia (Hollywood actress); that night I also claimed Christi Ellen and Brenda (the strippers) as touch-slaves.


Then I moved into Rhonda’s side yard (being sure to shut the front gate), and then four young women and I got ready for sex. I wanted Gennifer to get back to the news van quickly, so I had her stay dressed, and she started things with a quick blowjob.


I told Gennifer to stay dressed, but I was glad to see Christi Ellen get out of her Paula Sarin costume. Yes, Christi Ellen had a great naked body, but also I was glad to see her dis-costume because I had no interest in fucking Paula Sarin.


As soon as Gennifer swallowed my cum, I told her my cel-phone number, made her say it back to me (twice), then ordered her to leave me—but to call me Sunday morning.


Then I told Gennifer, “This is very important. I want you to break up with whoever you’re involved with, but other than that, you are to do nothing and say nothing to show that you are connected to me. Until I say otherwise.”


“But Mas—Marvin sir, how can I serve you then?” Gennifer asked.


“If there is any news about me that you’re going to report and I don’t know about, I want you to tell me on the sly. You’re my spy in the newsroom. And don’t worry, I will fuck you.”


“Thank you, Marvin sir,” Gennifer said. Then with clear reluctance, she opened the gate, walked through, and was gone.


And then I gave full reign to my alpha-male urges. Lying or kneeling in the grass beside Rhonda’s house were three beautiful and submissive young women, and I fucked them. Each to multiple sopping-wet orgasms.


By then, Rhonda’s stereo was blasting again. Mr. Carver had been right: that stereo certainly was loud. It was a little distracting, fucking while that stereo was blaring. On the other hand, nobody complained about Brenda’s or Christi Ellen’s or Olivia’s orgasmic screams, because nobody heard them.


Nobody had condoms except me, and my condoms were in my Captain America shield—and I didn’t feel like walking naked into Rhonda’s house. So as I had done this morning with Fatima, I “coped” with having to fuck a woman “bareback.”


Before Christi Ellen, Brenda, and Olivia fucked me, each woman sucked me hard. Or rather, poor Olivia tried to. Poor Olivia not only looked like a virgin, she sucked cock like one too. Whereas Christi Ellen and Brenda each had my cock dancing the Macarena.


Rhonda had a well-cared-for lawn; it was thick and vibrant green. And Reader, nothing makes a man appreciate lawn care like laying a naked woman onto the grass. Remember, men: If the grass is straggly and sickly, the woman is going to be uncomfortable while she’s getting fucked.


Though to be honest, I didn’t notice the lawn, or care about it, until after I’d enjoyed a blowjob and three fucks. To be even more honest, until after a blowjob and three fucks, I didn’t even notice that the lawn was green.


After a blowjob from Gennifer and three fucks, I was unhorny enough that I could carry on a conversation with my new touch-slaves. Or I would’ve talked to them, if the stereo hadn’t made such a thing impossible. So I shouted to the women about the party at the mansion on Sunday, the four of us got dressed, and we walked back into Rhonda’s house.


Was Olivia a virgin when I fucked her? I don’t know. When I first got between her legs, I was too horny to ask. And after fucking her to orgasm, does it matter?


****


Returning to Rhonda’s party, what I noticed immediately was Natasha holding Harold’s girlish body in a lover’s embrace. Harold’s back was to me. Even from twenty feet away, I could see Harold’s shoulders shake.


“Why, Natasha?” Harold sobbed.









Chapter 31

Life Is No Fun For Harold


AUTHOR’S NOTE: Characters Tim Hanson and Susie, and mentioned character Ashley, all are borrowed from my story Names Have Power.


****


My three well-fucked touch-slaves and I walked in through Rhonda’s front door. The first thing that I saw was Black Widow (Natasha) holding Ultragirl (Harold) close to her. I couldn’t see Harold’s facial expression, because his back was to me.


But clearly Harold was unhappy, because his shoulders were shaking with sobs.


“Why, Natasha?” Harold cried.


I felt a hand slap my shoulder, then Tim Hanson pulled me over to stand by him and Susie.


Tim looked at me with sympathy. “Your lesbian friend is unhappy, but I have no idea what you should say to her.”


“Do you know what’s wrong?” I asked.


“No, I don’t know what’s wrong,” Tim said. His expression told me, And you won’t like my guesses. Tim added, “But Susie and I are pretty sure it’s sexual.”


I shook my head. I was missing something. If Harold and Natasha had sex in Rhonda’s bed, why would that make Harold unhappy? Unless girlifying Harold kept his dick soft?


Shit, what if Natasha fucked another guy and made Harold watch? Yeah, that’s probably what happened.


Susie said hesitantly, “Um, if it is what we think it is, tell Helen that many women hate their first time. I know I did. But I don’t hate it anymore.” She smiled at Tim.


I shook my head again. I had no idea what Susie meant (clearly it wasn’t impotence), and I was sure I didn’t want to ask.


I squared my shoulders. “Thanks for the heads-up, folks. But now my friends need me.”


As I walked up, Natasha was trying to console Harold: “Lyubimyi, you is so sweet. I is this so much wantink, to years and years, and this you to me is givink. Spasibo, lyubimyi, spasibo!”


I stopped behind still-sobbing Harold and said quietly, “Hey.”


Natasha said, “You is like the barbecue smellink. You is big hero.”


I shrugged. “What’s going on?”


Harold, with his back still to me, snarled, “Nothing is ‘going on.’ Go away.”


I said, “I’m trying to help. You’re obviously unhappy—”


“Damned right I’m unhappy!”


“—and believe it or not, I want to help. Talk to me.”


Harold still would not face me. “Talk to you? If I told you what just happened, you’d blab it all over the school. Go away.”


I lowered my voice and said, “Look, Harold, I get that impotence is a sensitive topic—”


Harold whirled around to face me. “Motherfuck, you’re clueless. You’re two feet taller, and muscular, but you’re still a clueless nerd! Go away, damn you.”


Yes, I was still generally clueless. But I wasn’t as clueless as I was before Fatima granted my wishes last Sunday. During Harold’s rant, I noticed two things—


Firstly, Harold’s lipstick was smeared where it wasn’t completely gone—which could mean only two things. (And who sobs after a heavy make-out session?)


The second thing that I noticed while Harold was talking, was the smell of his breath—which I’d recently learned to recognize.


My realization must have shown on my face. Because Harold said, “Oh, god.”


Natasha said, “Helenka—”


Without looking at either Natasha or me, Harold said, “Natasha, please take me home. Now, please.”


Natasha gave me a questioning look, I nodded, and she then agreed to Harold’s request. I decided to leave the party then as well.


But Rhonda tried to persuade “Helen” to stay: “Go now, are you sure? Because my lesbian coworker Ashley will be getting here around two, and you’ll learn a lot if you talk to her. I’m sure she has tons of great advice.”


“Helen” shook “her” head. “It’s a long story, but I’m not a lesbian after all. It seems that guys are my future.”


****


Twenty minutes later, I was walking up the stairs of my mansion. As I walked to my bedroom at the end of the hallway, I smelled vomit. The smell wasn’t nasty-strong yet, but that would change. Five of Gregory’s Girls were well into their drug withdrawal by now.


I walked into my bedroom, shut the door, turned on the light—and discovered two young women in my bed.


Fatima was gesturing as she slid out of bed. When Fatima’s gestures finished, the other woman started snoring. Loudly.


I walked up close, and discovered that the snoring woman was Janice. She was wearing a spaghetti-strap top and nothing else. Whereas Fatima was wearing a G-rated green nightgown.


I gestured toward Janice. “What’s going on?”


Fatima said, “She wants to fuck you when you get in bed.”


“Huh. Up till now, the touch-slave spell has made the girls submissive. They don’t make a move till I tell them to.”


Fatima shook her head. “She isn’t here because of magic.”


“Oh?”


“Janice told me tonight that before you saved her, she felt like she was in a falling elevator—she would die soon, she couldn’t prevent it, and she couldn’t escape.”


“Wow.”


“Then today, you stopped the elevator and pulled her and the others to safety. Her devotion to you is not caused by magic, I’m sure.”


“Huh. And you, Fatima? Why are you in my bed? I gave you your own private bedroom.”


It isn’t often that a 2,600-year-old genie looks nervous. “Indeed I have my own bedchamber, and I deeply thank you. Do you want me to leave? Did I act above my place?”


“Depends. Answer the question—truth, whole truth, and nothing but the truth: Why are you in here now, and not in there?”


“I ... enjoyed touching you last night, while you fell asleep. I would like to do that again. I feel a thrill when I’m close to you.”


My eyes searched her soul. “A thrill always? What if I woke Janice up and we had hot sex? It would be awkward for you here.”


She smiled, more confident. “Not so, Master! It is the natural order that most men rule most women, and a few men rule everyone else. To see a woman submit to you and gush in desire for you—that would make me feel good, because I made you this way.”


“I’m your masterpiece?”


She smiled. “Too bad nobody awards blue ribbons to bound djinn.”


“Then why did Ali the Goat-Herder send you into the lamp whenever he bedded other women? I took that to mean that you were the jealous type.”


“Oh no, he started banishing me after he brought Aureae home. I wasn’t nice to her at all, mainly because she was interested only in Ali’s gold.”


“Go on.”


“Aureae was well named! But I also disliked her because she swept in with this attitude of ‘Bow before me, all other women, to acknowledge my great beauty.’ ”


“She was really hot shit, huh?”


“Well, she thought so. But I wouldn’t play her game. Because for one thing, I thought, ‘If I wanted to, I could shift my shape to be your twin. Then where would you be? For I have much more experience at pleasing a man than you.’ ”


“And that experience is fun to enjoy,” I said.


Fatima smiled at me. Then she continued: “Also, I was thinking, ‘True, today you have rare beauty. But tomorrow? Not quite as much. Ten years from now, you’re a has-been. Sixty years from now, you’ll be a hag, while I give erections to your great-grandsons.’ ”


“That’s true. I’m a great-grandson, and you definitely give me erections.”


She smiled at me, then said, “Anyway, after Ali figured out that a twit won’t fuck him wetly after I’ve sneered at her, he started banishing me to the lamp during his playtime. But Master, there’s a point to my story.”


“Oh?”


“Before Aureae, I acted nice to all of Ali’s playmates—I spoke to them pleasantly, I complimented their clothes and cosmetics, and I brought them olives and fruit juices between rounds of sex. Why? Because I approved of Ali fucking beautiful women.”


“And what has that to do with me?”


“My attitude hasn’t changed, I want you to enjoy many other women. That proves you’re virile. Anytime I see a way to get another woman into your bed, I’ll do it. And I guarantee that you’ll not fuck another Aureae—a woman might approach you because of your money, but I vow that always she’ll fuck and suck you for free.”


I nodded. “My sex life for the past six days has been legendary, and you’re to thank for that.” I kissed Fatima on the mouth.


When I broke the kiss, she remarked, “You smell like smoke.”


I laughed. “Want to know why? Touch my forehead.”


As soon as Fatima quit memory-reading me, her eyebrows went up. She said, “You’ve had a busy evening.”


“That’s one way to put it,” I said. Then I took her hand and said, “Let’s go check on Gregory’s Girls.”


But with my hand on the doorknob, I paused. I said to Fatima, “I’ve given you your own bedroom because you deserve the privacy. But also, I don’t want any human to see you or hear you do magic. Except for me and my parents. That’s an order.”


“Yes, Master.”


****


Before entering each girl’s room, I knocked on the doorframe—quietly enough to not wake a sleeper, but loudly enough to be heard by anyone who wasn’t asleep. In all five cases, my knock was answered with “Come in.”


None of the five could sleep, and each complained of aches and shakiness. Tiffani had a blotch of vomit on the carpet by the bathroom door. And Miriam?


As soon as Fatima and I walked into Miriam’s room, before I’d even spoken a word, she jumped out of bed, grabbed a set of keys off of the dresser, and shoved her clenched hand toward me. “Here, take my Honda keys,” she said.


I took the keys, but I asked, “What’s going on?”


“I crave the shit, Marvin sir. I crave it bad. If I didn’t need so much for you to like me, I would’ve already taken off and scored some dope.”


“The craving is that bad?”


She nodded fiercely. “So please, take the keys. I really don’t want you to dislike me.”


****


After checking on all my new housemates, Fatima and I went back to my bedroom. With Fatima’s help, I undressed out of the Captain America costume, and then the two of us climbed into bed.


Which woke Janice up. She snuggled up to me and, in a voice both sexy and sleepy, said, “Hey tiger, it’s time for me to thank you.”


I’d gotten so much sex lately, I was actually able to be choosy. I said, “No, Janice, I’m too tired. Get me in the morning. At seven, if I’m not already awake before then.”


“Mmm, you got it,” Janice said. “When the sun rises, so will you.” She gave me a long kiss.


Then I kind of spoiled the mood by turning my face from Janice to Fatima. “When I fall asleep, you’re Night Nurse for the rest of Gregory’s girls. Wake me if I need to decide something.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said.


Janice asked, “Marvin, why does Fatima always call you ‘Master’?”


“Shh, go back to sleep,” I said. “I’ll explain at tomorrow’s party.”


My hands went up and out, and I pulled Fatima and Janice close. I left a hand on each woman’s hip, and let myself get sleepy.


I stared up at the dark ceiling and I thought, What an incredible week! Eight days ago, I inherited Uncle Warren’s footlocker, and so much has happened to me since then.


My last thought on Saturday night was, But now the exciting times are over. Sure, tomorrow’s pool party will turn into an orgy, but then? Years and years of almost-boring routine.


Reader, I’ve never been more wrong.









Chapter 32

Am I Famous?


For the second morning in a row, I woke up to the pleasures of a handjob. Janice was stroking me two-handed.


“That feels super-nice,” I said, yawning.


Janice moved around on the bed so that I could see her face. “Whores give blowjobs, but lovers give blowjobs and handjobs. And I’m no longer a whore.”


“Which is good, because whores don’t kiss the guys they’re with,” I said. I kissed Janice for a while, then I pulled off her top, then I reached over to the night table. I got out a condom and sheathed my dick.


Once my tadpoles were blocked away from Janice’s babymakers, I pushed Janice’s shoulders down, so that her head laid on the pillow where my head had been. Seconds later, my hands were on the mattress alongside her tits, and the head of my cock was rubbing against her pussy lips.


Janice gave out a ragged gasp, and her light-blue eyes looked at me with lust. “I am sooo wet for you,” she said.


The surprise came seconds later, when I was fucking her: Her pussy was squeezing my cock somehow.


“Whatever you’re doing down there, it feels really good,” I said.


“Really, it does? I read about it in a magazine. But I never tried it with any of my johns.”


I smiled at her. “So I’m your first?”


She smiled back. “Yes, doing Kegel exercises on a guy’s dick, you’re my first.” Then she added, smiling, “Please be gentle.”


I thought that after all the sex I’d had on Saturday, I’d be slow off the mark. But between the flattery of a sopping-wet pussy, and the stroking that Janice’s pussy was giving me, I was having to concentrate on math problems and zombie attacks, in order to keep from spoiling the party for Janice.


Yeah, my dick was feeling way too good—it was a problem.


Janice, meanwhile, showed me that she was fully recovered from yesterday’s trauma with Gregory—she was climaxing like clockwork. Thrusting hips, moans, screams, back-scratches—the whole caboodle. And have I mentioned that her pussy was slurpy wet?


When we finally headed for the shower, I’d enjoyed two orgasms. And Janice? I’d lost count at eighty-seven. (I exaggerate.)


Just before we stepped into the shower, Janice asked, “Um, Marvin sir, why do you smell smoky?”


I told her why.


****


Thirty minutes later, Janice said, “Oh god, I’m starved.” She and I had just walked into the monster kitchen.


The house’s other six residents were sitting at the kitchen table. The human women gave Janice a look that said You die slowly. Each of them had a small bowl of cereal in front of her, which looked barely eaten.


Fatima had in her bowl some kind of grain that I didn’t recognize, which was topped with sliced-up figs. But Fatima’s attention wasn’t on her bowl, but on my face. When she saw my satisfied expression, she smiled like someone whose hand-fed colt had just won a race.


I went around the table, kissing each of Gregory’s Girls on the forehead (I wasn’t fool enough to kiss her on the mouth yet), and I said to her, “I’m glad you’re here.” Each gave me a weak smile.


When I got to Fatima, I picked up her chair (with her in it), pulled it back from the table, and turned it a quarter-turn before setting it down. I took each of Fatima’s hands in each of mine, pulled her out of the chair, and pulled her close to me. I kissed her, but not on the forehead. Then I said to her, “I’m very glad you are here.” She beamed, hearing that.


Janice and Fatima made me breakfast. And I suspect that Fatima had done some cooking research with her scrying ball—because I doubt that they had huevos rancheros in King Solomon’s time.


As Janice and Fatima were cooking, Janice announced, “Last night, Marvin rescued two children from a burning house. Our man is a hero!”


“Again,” said Erin.


“Twice in one day,” added Holly.


“You say what you doed, please,” said Matsuko.


I had just given everyone the Headline News version of my adventure, when my cel rang. It was Mom.


After we’d exchanged pleasantries, Mom asked, “Did you do something to get on the news last night?”


“You could say that,” I answered. Then I gave her the same recap that I’d given my harem.


Then Mom said, “Marvin, I don’t know if I did the right thing or not. But a reporter from NBC Channel Four just called, asking to speak with you. I told him that you’d just moved out, and I gave him your cel-phone number.”


Indeed, I heard the “second call” tone. I didn’t recognize the phone number.


I switched over, told the caller, “I’m talking to someone else, stay on the line, your call is very important to us, yada-yada.” Then I switched back to Mom.


I told Mom, “It’s an annoyance, having to talk to that reporter, but I can hardly say you ‘did wrong.’ ”


“Well, after I gave him your number, he asked for your new address. So he could interview you live on camera, he said. And I was distracted, getting ready for church, so I gave him the address of the mansion.”


I shrugged. “I guess there’s no harm in a TV reporter learning my address. But if a door-to-door salesman asks, catch amnesia.”


“Well, I’m glad you’re cool with it; I just thought you should know. Fatima doing okay?”


“Yeah, Mom, she and Janice are cooking me breakfast right now.”


(I pulled the phone away from my mouth and said to Fatima, “Mom asks how you’re doing.” Fatima gave a thumb-up, then waved at the phone.)


When I brought the phone back to my head, I heard, “...woman besides Fatima living at your house?”


“Actually, Mom, I have six women besides Fatima living in my house. But the other five are going through drug withdrawal, and aren’t in shape to cook.”


“And so it begins,” Mom said, in her “banter” tone of voice. “I guess you figured out why Uncle Warren built a house with twenty bedrooms in it.”


“The bedroom downstairs, I’m reserving it as a guest bedroom. So only nineteen are in play.”


“Such a relief, this convinces me that you’re not running wild with your new genie powers. By the way, I’m not telling your father about this. It would only make him envious.”


In the background, I heard Dad’s voice: “Not telling me what?”


****


I passed on Fatima’s greetings to Mom, Mom and I said goodbye, then I switched over to the on-hold NBC-4 reporter—


“Hello, Marvin—mind if I call you Marvin? I’m Todd Caloraero with NBC Channel Four Eyewitness News, your local news leader! How are you today?”


“I’m busy today. What do you need, Mr. Caloraero?”


“Yeah, you’re probably still unpacking. Your mom tells me you just moved into your own place. Wow, you’re eighteen and you’re living by yourself? It’s great, right, Marvin?”


“Yeah, it’s nice. Mr. Caloraero, I’m very busy this morning, so if you would—”


“You’re on Shadyview, that’s two streets south of Paradise Lake Boulevard. The first story I covered after Channel Four hired me was at a mansion on Paradise Lake—trophy wife shot her millionaire husband. Have you had a chance to drive along Paradise Lake yet, and look at the nice houses?”


I said, “Yeah, they’re pretty nice, big and expensive-looking.” I didn’t mention that I lived in an even bigger and more expensive house. “Mr. Caloraero, make your point or I hang up now.”


“Marvin, the whole city is amazed this morning, seeing the dramatic footage that CBS-10 got of you last night, rescuing those kids and their dog—”


“I didn’t save the dog’s life, she saved herself. I just opened the door.”


“So modest. That’s part of why you’re a hero, Marvin.”


“I’m not a hero. I’m just a guy who saw something that needed doing, with nobody else to do it, and there was no time to wait.”


“That’s a great line. Can I quote you?”


“Yeah, I guess so.”


“Marvin, I’d like to talk to you, on camera, about everything that happened. I want to get your thoughts in the cold light of day.”


“Mr. Caloraero, I’m sorry but I’m very busy today.”


“Marvin, please, help a guy out. My editor is royally pissed that CBS-10 got an exclusive with you on this juicy story, and he’s ordered me, ‘Don’t come back empty-handed.’ So even if you won’t talk to me, I’m coming out to 222 Shadyview and doing a stand-up in front of your house. Since I’m going to be at your curb anyway, why don’t you give me five minutes then?”


“Mr. Caloraero, I’m giving you five minutes now. Instead of arguing and pleading, ask your questions over the phone, or you’ll have even less to give your editor.”


The TV reporter sighed theatrically. “Very well, Marvin. Would you do it again, run into that burning house?”


“The next time, the Fire Department can be called, so I won’t be needed. Next question?”


“What were you thinking when you were walking around in that burning house?”


“I thought, ‘Boy, it’s sure hot in here!’ Next?”


“Were you scared?”


“Mr. Caloraero, that house was like a walk-in oven, and burning chunks of the ceiling were raining down. I was scared shitless! Next?”


“Damn, I’m gonna need to edit that one out. Ahem. You saved these children while dressed as Captain America. Did you do this because you thought it was something the comic-book Captain America would do?”


“No, I did it because the house was on fire, the kids were trapped, and there were no fire trucks around. Next?”


“Those are all the questions I have, Marvin—”


“Good. Now, if you’ll excuse me—”


“But as soon as I can borrow a cameraman, I’ll be filming that standup in front of your house. I figure ... oh, thirty minutes from now. And when I get there, I’m going to ask again for an on-camera interview with you. I really hope that you’ll be a buddy and do it.”


“Mr. Caloraero,” I said, “thirty minutes from now, I’ll likely be several miles away from my house. I have a lot of errands to run this morning.”


And indeed, thirty minutes later, Fatima and I were shopping for party food at Wal-Mart Supercenter. All the time that I was grocery-shopping, I didn’t once think about Todd Caloraero of Channel Four News.


But I should have thought about him. Because while Todd Caloraero was standing at my curb, staring at my mansion through the closed driveway gate, he was thinking about me. And his thoughts were going in surprising directions.


As I think back on it, maybe I should’ve done that on-camera interview that he wanted so badly. Then I would’ve blasted his brain with magic pheromones, and maybe my life wouldn’t afterward have been overfilled with the high drama that it actually was.









Chapter 33

Drat, I’m Famous


I turned off my cel phone as soon as Fatima and I walked into the Wal-Mart Supercenter. Anyone who’s ever tried to talk inside a Wal-Mart on a cel phone will tell you why I did this.


I’m a guy, so I approach shopping the same way that a Special Forces team works a mission: Make a plan, rush to the objective, work the plan, leave quickly. If I’d gone to the Wal-Mart Supercenter by myself to buy party groceries, I could have been in and out in twenty minutes. But instead, Fatima was with me.


So the trip to Wal-Mart took two hours. During that time, I was entirely out of cel-phone contact.


And it’s all my fault. If at any time I’d said, “We’re leaving,” Fatima would have walked away from shopping—magical compulsion to obey, and all that. But 99 percent of the stuff in that store, other than clothing, Fatima knew only from reading my memories. When she actually got to see and touch things for herself, she was a joy to watch. Who over the age of seven finds an eggbeater fascinating?


The only other thing worth mentioning about that shopping trip was that I bought five boxes of condoms. This wiped the bored look off the cashier’s face.


As I said, Fatima and I spent two hours in Wal-Mart. So it was only in late morning, when we finally walked out of Wal-Mart, that I got the voice mail from Almira: Bail for her and Elvira had been set at ten thousand dollars apiece.


Then after we got driving to the mansion, TV reporter (and my secret touch-slave) Gennifer Ashton called me. Hoo boy.


****


Since I was driving, Fatima answered my phone. When she put the phone to my ear, Gennifer was crying—


“Marvin sir, please tell me what I’ve done to displease you so. I need to know. Was the blowjob bad?”


“Why are you crying? You haven’t done anything to displease me.”


In a hopeful voice, she asked, “I haven’t?”


I said, “Tell me why you think you’ve displeased me.”


“You told that airhead Todd Caloraero that you inherited a big house, and cars, and billions of dollars from your rich uncle. And you told me none of that!”


I smacked the steering wheel in shock and frustration.


When I could speak (almost) calmly, I said, “I told Caloraero none of that.”


Gennifer asked hopefully, “Then it’s not true?”


“Oh, it’s very true. Every word of it.”


“Wow,” said Gennifer.


I asked, “Who knows about this? How did you find out?”


“If you tune in Channel Four, at the bottom of the screen you’ll see a picture of you, and a crawl about the ‘hero billionaire.’ If you go to Channel Four’s News webpage, they’ve got a big story about you. It’s been up for half an hour.”


“Shit, shit, shit.”


Gennifer said, “Marvin sir? Um...”


“Yes?”


“My boss just told me to go to your house and try and interview you. I’m probably not alone. If your doorbell isn’t already ringing, it will be, very soon.”


“I wouldn’t know about my doorbell. I’m out running errands.”


“Um, Marvin sir?”


“Yes?”


“May I interview you at your house?”


That was a good question. This afternoon was the party for my touch-slaves, and I was going to tell most of my touch-slaves to move into my mansion. Sunday night and Monday would be taken up with that, and I did not want camera crews noticing attractive women coming and going from my house. Hm...


“Gennifer, today is a very busy day for me. I wasn’t planning on holding a press conference, and I don’t have time for one. What would happen if you and those other guys showed up at my house and I didn’t talk to them?”


“Marvin sir, don’t do that! Then the press people would hate you, and then whenever your name came up, they’d slant the news to make you look bad.”


I thought hard, while Gennifer waited quietly. I toyed with Fatima shapeshifting herself to look like me, and then she-as-I bailing the twins out of jail. But so much could go wrong with that; I dropped the idea. Then I thought some more.


After a long silence, I asked, “Would you press people accept a press spokesman? Or would you still turn nasty on me?”


“No, we wouldn’t mind a press spokesman too much. Unless we thought that you were trying to hide something.”


Oh, you mean like the fact that I own a brass lamp with a genie in it, who can turn me into a sex god and make me be worth billions, literally overnight? Or the fact that nearly a dozen sexy women would be arriving at my house in a few hours for a party? Yeah, I guess I DO have something to hide.


Then I had a horrible thought: The news media showing up at my door wouldn’t be a one-time thing. I needed a long-term press strategy. Shit.


After further thought, I said, “Gennifer, you asked if you could interview me, and I never answered. You and your crew come by my house Tuesday afternoon. Come at four o’clock.”


“Thank you, Marvin sir!”


“And Gennifer, dress as attractively as you can get away with, without starting your coworkers gossiping.”


Gennifer’s voice dropped an octave: “I’ll give you a boner when you see me, Marvin sir.”


Five seconds later, I told Fatima, “End call.” As she was obeying that order with my cel phone, I updated her on what Gennifer had told me.


Fatima said, “Congratulations. You’re a Genie Master for only nine days, and you’re featured on local TV news.”


I sighed. “Tell me about it.”


She summoned her scrying ball and told me, “There are three television-news crews and two newspaper reporters outside the gates of your house. What do you want done?”


“Well, we need to get to the mansion and unload these groceries, without being detected by reporters.”


“I think I can—”


“Then I need to get twenty thousand bucks in cash out of my safe, then drive to the jail, without the reporters detecting me.”


“I’m sure I can—”


“Then I need to bring Almira and Elvira back to the mansion, without the reporters detecting this or the twins thinking that anything is strange.”


“Now it’s getting complicated.”


“And meanwhile, I or someone has to talk to the reporters, before they start saying that I poison drinking water for fun.”


Fatima raised an eyebrow. “You don’t ask for much, do you? All this should count as a seventh wish.” But she was smiling when she said this.


Fatima got thoughtful, then summoned her scrying ball. “Please pull the car into someplace where it can’t be seen from the street.”


I did, driving into a medical office park. Since physicians don’t want to work on Sunday, all the parking lots were vacant.


I pulled behind one building, but Fatima, while studying her scrying ball, said, “No, there’s a security camera covering that spot.” She looked up from the scrying ball and pointed. “Park over there, please, Master.”


After I moved to the assigned spot, Fatima consulted her scrying ball for ten more seconds, then vanished it. “No cameras see us here,” she said. I killed the engine.


Fatima gestured for a bit, took a deep breath, and made a final gesture. FOOM—suddenly the mansion was in front of us, and my nine-car garage was in my rear-view mirror.


As we were unloading groceries, I told Fatima, “That was impressive.” She grinned.


When I returned to the car, with twenty thousand dollars in a sealed envelope, Fatima was waiting for me. She said, “I’ll return you to the same spot that we left from. Then you drive to the jail and get those young women. Once you get in the car, I’ll wait five minutes and then I’ll put them to sleep. After they fall asleep, you say the word genie and I’ll foom the car here.”


I smirked. “Nah, not genie. Since it’s instant transportation, the activating word has to be Energize.”


Fatima smiled at my joke.


Then I said, “Come to think of it, I don’t know that I want the twins falling asleep as soon as we leave the jail. I’ve never bailed anybody out before; there might be errands we need to run. Tell you what: When I say Acapulco, put the twins to sleep over a sixty-second period.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said. Then she asked a seemingly trifling question: “What about the reporters out there?”


“You go talk to them,” I said. My answer seemed at the time to be a no-brainer.


“Me? Not a human girl?”


I waved it off. “You know enough from memory-reading me, you’ll have no problems. Be sure to tell them that Gennifer Ashton has dibs on me Tuesday. If they ask, ‘Did Marvin know that he was going to inherit Warren Harper’s billions?’, tell them, ‘It came as a complete shock.’ If they ask...”


During the next fifteen minutes, I came up with a complete “If they ask X, you say Y” script for Fatima to follow. Since neither Fatima nor I can foresee the future, that made planning the script be hard. On the other hand, reporters are lazy, and look for scandal over substance, so that made cooking up a script be easy.


Fifteen minutes after I started, I was saying, “...One final thing, Fatima. When you talk to the reporters, refer to me as Marvin, not Master. Otherwise, there could be complications.” She smiled at my joke. I said, “Well, I’m ready to go to jail now.”


She said, “Master, may I ask why you’re bailing the twins out of jail with your own money? From reading your memories, I see that they are wicked women. Why not leave them there to rot?”


I said, “I agree, they’re wicked to the bone. So they’ll each get justice; I’ll make sure they’ll both wear jumpsuits. But I think that they both can be rehabilitated. Or at least Almira can, and I intend to lead her back to the yellow-brick road. Energize.”


A split-second later, my clunker and I were back in the medical office park.


Were you paying attention, Reader? I spent over fifteen minutes planning out what should be said to the reporters, and I gave less than a second’s thought to whether Fatima should be who said those things. Ah, such is the value of hindsight.


****


I’d been clueless, just assuming that posting bail wasn’t much different than ordering carry-out pizza. Meaning, you hand over the cash, and twenty minutes later, you get the goodies.


Let me tell you, they ain’t the same—there’s no paperwork involved in receiving your pizza, but there’s a boatload of paperwork that you have to sign, in order to spring someone from jail.


But eventually I had twin fangs-less vampiresses standing by my car, each stroking and kissing her sister.


“Thank you for getting us out of jail, Marvin sir!” purred Almira (in black). “We are sooo grateful.”


“Yeah, whatever,” said the red-clad twin.


I looked at them and I said, “I bailed you out of jail when I didn’t have to. But now I’m on the hook for you showing up for your trials. So until you get jailed, you’re living with me.”


“R-i-ght,” said Elvira. “You just want twin college babes living with you as your personal French maids. But that’s not part of my plans, chump.”


You’ll recall that Elvira was immune to my powers of persuasion. But you’ll also recall that Elvira was nonstop horny for her sister Almira—just as Almira was nonstop horny for her. And you’ll also recall, I had a lot of magical control over Almira—


Last night, I’d discovered that my powers over my touch-slaves included the power of suggestion. So now I practiced my new-found ability: “Almira, you are no longer hot for Elvira, not in the slightest. You are, however, willing to pleasure your sister, in trade for your sister pleasuring you. Step away from Elvira now.”


Almira walked from where she was standing (right next to Elvira) to a spot six inches in front of me. Her eyes begged for permission to snuggle and grope me. Beyond Almira, I heard Elvira cry, “NO-O-O!”


I said, “Elvira, get in the back seat. Of course I’m getting in the front seat, since I’m driving. Elvie, should Almira sit in the front seat or the back seat?”


Elvira begged, “Please, Almie, sit with me!”


Almira turned to look at her sister, but put a hand on my chest. Almira said, “I’d really like to sit with Marvin. Can you make it worth my while to sit with you?”


“I’ll lick your pussy during the drive. If you’ll eat me out, once we get to his house.”


“Ten minutes, max,” Almira said.


Elvira asked me, “Is it a ten-minute drive to your house? Or more?”


I said, “It’s going to be more. Because I just realized, I need to stop by your house and you two get your clothes.”


Elvira said to Almira, “You do me for ten, and I do you for much more than ten? That’s not fair.”


“Suit yourself,” Almira said. She walked over to the passenger-side door and put her hand on the handle.


“Okay, okay, we have a deal!” Elvira cried.


Almira got into the back seat, and I started the car. Thirty seconds later, Almira gasped. “Oh, that’s nice.”


****


The LeClerc house was white, with pink flamingos in the yard. I looked at Elvira in the rear-view mirror and said, “Here’s the deal. You have twenty minutes to change out of your vampire costume, gather up other clothes, and come back here. Twenty minutes from now, if you aren’t in my back seat or standing by my open trunk, I’m driving off.”


Elvira smirked. “That’s a threat?”


“When I drive away, it’ll be with Almira in the car. And I’ll forbid her to talk to you on the phone, or stand within five feet of you. That’s the threat.”


Elvira gave me a raspberry. “Never happen. Almira’s my twin.”


From Almira: silence.


Elvira said nervously, “Back me up here, Almie.”


From Almira: silence.


Elvira asked me, “How long will you tell Almie to be like that? Staying away from me?”


I shrugged. “For as long as I think you’ll cause me problems, Elvira. Worst-case scenario: for years.”


Elvira said, “Almie, please say something.”


Almira said, “I’ll do whatever Marvin tells me to do. Whether it’s to suck his cock or to ignore my sister.”


“Why are you choosing him over me? I’m your twin sister!”


“Because I’m scared shitless of him not liking me. Plus, you’re often a bitch, Elvie.”


Elvira’s rear-view-mirror image looked at Almira in shock, then looked at me. “Start the clock. Twenty minutes,” she said in a quiet voice.


****


Nineteen minutes later, Almira and I were standing by my open car trunk. Almira was stroking my arm and saying, “If there’s anything you want, I have no problem giving it to you right here in front of my house. Anything you want; you’re strong.”


Distracted, I said, “Maybe later.” My attention was on Elvira, who was trying to hurry down the front walkway toward me, while managing a suitcase, a stuffed pillowcase, and an armload of clothes.


Moving alongside Elvira, unsuccessfully ordering her back into the house, was a brunette woman in her forties.


As Elvira was dumping stuff into my trunk, the older woman started verbally attacking me—


“Young man, you are not taking my daughters to your house to be your little pet sex slaves! I demand that you turn them over to me!”


“Ma’am, the name on my birth certificate is Marvin, not Young man. Speaking of names, what’s yours?”


“I am Mitchell Landrieu-LeClerc—”


“I’m sorry, did you say Mitchell?”


Almira said, “It’s really Michelle, but that’s too girly a name for running the local chapter of the Abzug Society. So Mother pronounces it weird.”


Ms. Landrieu-LeClerc was on a tear again: “Marvin, how I pronounce my name is not the important thing. I demand—”


I slapped Almira on the butt. “Go change, and bring your clothes out. The three of us leave in twenty minutes.”


“You will do no such thing!” the mom said. “You two are staying here!”


“Yes, Marvin,” Almira said, smiling sweetly at me. “Back in twenty minutes.” She hurried into the house.


By then, I’d decided that I was tired of playing defense. I said, “You want me to release your daughters to you? Fine. I put up twenty thousand dollars cash for their bail. Plunk twenty thousand in my hand right now, and you can have them. I’ll even unload the trunk.”


She looked at me like I was a cockroach. “I will give you the twenty thousand dollars when I have it. In the meantime, Elvira, go in the house.”


Elvira whined, “Mother, I can’t, he’ll—”


Ms. Landrieu-LeClerc snarled at me. “You will do nothing to her, do you hear?”


I looked around, and saw neighbors watching the show. I suspect “Mitchell” Landrieu-LeClerc wasn’t popular with her neighbors.


I turned back to face mother and daughter, and said calmly, “Elvira, get in the back seat.”


Elvira looked at my face, walked to the back-seat door, and opened it.


“No! Do not get in his car!” her mother ordered.


Elvira whined again: “Mother, I have to.” She got in the back seat and shut the door.


The mom-witch said to me: “I don’t know what kind of perverted, evil—”


“Let’s get one thing clear,” I said. I spoke as calmly as a hypnotist on tranquilizers. “These women are over eighteen. You have no say in what they may or may not do. Since I posted bail for them, I am responsible for them. I say again: I am responsible, not you. Because I am responsible for them, I have authority over them. I, not you. I’ve told you my terms: I leave with twenty thousand dollars cash in hand, or I leave with your daughters.”


“I can get the cash, but it’ll take me a few days. Or I can write you—”


“—a check?” I laughed. “Two words: stopped payment.”


By now, Almira was dumping a bunch of clothes into my trunk—or trying to. She ran out of trunk capacity before she ran out of clothes. So she dumped the surplus on the passenger seat.


Almira shut the passenger-side door, then sashayed back to me. Her new outfit was showing a lot of her skin, and a lot of her shape. (And a lot of copper on her forearms—way too much of her bare arm-skin was green.) Almira kissed me on the cheek. “We need to run, Mother,” Almira said cheerfully. “We’ll see you at the trial.”


Almira’s mom tried one last bluster at me: “I’m hiring an attorney to represent my daughters at their trial. And if she informs me that you are doing anything illegal or immoral to my daughters...”


I looked at her and said, “Tell me, do you enjoy hating half the human race? Has it brought you happiness? As for your threat—”


I imagined remarking to Fatima over breakfast, This woman is causing me legal grief for no good reason. Such a pity, nothing can be done.


“—go right ahead, Michelle LeClerc,” I said. “The results will be fascinating.”


A minute later, Almira was in the back seat, the car was moving, and Elvira had resumed licking clit. I remarked, “Your mother needs to loosen up, take a vacation, you know? Someplace like Acapulco.”


From the backseat, Almira yawned.


****


Amazingly, once we reached the mansion, Elvira never wondered how she could fall asleep while performing cunnilingus. Even more amazing, Almira never wondered how she could fall asleep while enjoying cunnilingus.


Fatima then surprised me as well as the twins: She “found in the attic” a matching set of gray French Maid outfits. They didn’t fit the twins perfectly, and the color wasn’t a perfect match for the twins’ eye color. (That would have been way too coincidental.)


Fatima pointed out that Elvira wasn’t invited to the party as a guest; but this way, she had the option to attend as a servant. No surprise, Elvira refused to be a French Maid. Then Almira, while looking at me with desire, volunteered to be a French Maid from now till the trial date. Then Almira “persuaded” Elvira to volunteer as well.


Belatedly I recalled that when Elvira had dissed me with her crack about “French Maids,” Fatima had been magically monitoring that conversation.


****


An hour before the party, Fatima went around to the five of Gregory’s Girls who were going through drug withdrawal; Fatima had a pill bottle in her hand. Each drug-addicted girl was given a dark-green pill with an ‘F’ stamped into it. Each girl was told that within twenty minutes, her nausea, “shakes,” and drug cravings would start dropping; by one o’clock, all that stuff would be gone. But alas, four hours from now, the effects would start wearing off and her discomforts would return.


Holly noticed that everything on the pill bottle was (supposedly) printed in Spanish.


Reader, I still don’t know if I did the right thing that day. To make those five girls go through days of suffering and agony in their drug withdrawal, with only three hours free of such—that strikes me as cruel. On the other hand, it strikes me as unwise and risky to let anyone, even my touch-slaves, witness Fatima cure a woman’s drug addiction, five times over.


So instead, Gregory’s Girls got convinced that Fatima masked their symptoms for three hours with Mexican over-the-counter medication. My secret was kept safe—but Reader, ever since the day of the pool party, I’ve felt like a prick about my addicts’ needless suffering.


****


At 12:58, with the arrival of car-pooling Kristin, Elena, Anna Kay, Stephanie, and Diane, the pool party started. By 1:12, all the guests had arrived, and the party was in full swing. (The latecomers were late not because they’d left their house late. Instead, they were late because when they got to the mansion, they couldn’t believe that I lived in such a grand house, and they were too intimidated at first to press the call button by the gate.)


Sherry and Virgilia were the last to arrive. I’d just finished a bathroom break when I heard the click-clack of high heels on the entranceway floor. When I looked down the stairs and saw the blond strippers, I told Almira, “I’ll take things from here, Almira. Thank you.”


“Tres bien, monsieur,” Almira said. She gave me a dazzling smile, curtsied, and headed for the poolside kitchen.


Virgilia watched Almira walk away; Virgilia wore a puzzled expression. “Jeez, that girl looks just like one of Mitchell’s daughters. Nah, can’t be,” Virgilia muttered.


I’d seen neither Sherry nor Virgilia since Monday, and they were whom I’d lost my virginity to, recall. But now in the entranceway, once I was within reach of those two, I gave each of them long, deep kisses. Each woman rubbed my cock as she was kissing me.


Then I said (only six days late), “I claim you.” Sherry and Virgilia, each in turn, replied, “I am yours.”


Then I got between the siliconed blondes, I linked arms with them, and we walked out to the pool.









Chapter 34

The Pool Party


AUTHOR’S NOTE: Mentioned characters Tim Hanson and Susan Cooper are borrowed from my story Names Have Power.


****


So, Reader, just as a friendly reminder, who was at the pool party? Besides Fatima and I, present were—


• The Plato Smith High School women—Kristin, Elena, Bellina Mott, Stephanie, Diane, Anna Kay, and Felicia. Kristin was the youngest of my harem girls (eighteen years and twelve days old). She’d also been 100 percent lesbian till I’d taken her virginity; this maybe explained Kristin’s interest in bodybuilding. Elena was the first touch-slave to be lesbian with another slave (Kristin); since then, Elena and Kristin had become very close friends. Bellina, Stephanie, and Diane joined my harem during the Home Ec Lab orgy. Bellina Mott was both my touch-slave and, for two more weeks, my English teacher. Bellina had been a member of the Abzug Society till I made her drop out. Diane had been so shy as to be invisible in class, but she’d become a lot more social in the last few days. Anna Kay was the only one to join my harem voluntarily, instead of after becoming a touch-slave; indeed, my magic didn’t work on her even slightly. On the other hand, a wish had molded me, both inside and out, into being Anna Kay’s “heart’s desire.” Another part of that wish meant that anytime I treated Anna Kay special, she had an orgasm. Felicia French was a model who lived up to her name while substitute-teaching trig class.


• The Monday Women, whom I met on the first day after Fatima had granted my wishes—Sherry, Virgilia, and Bridget. Sherry had been Uncle Warren’s “odd-days girlfriend”; Virgilia had been his girlfriend for even days. Both were fake blond, both artificially buxom, and both stripped at the Nimfo Club. Sherry was a true bimbo, brainless and clueless. But Virgilia, who’d taken on the role of Sherry’s big sister, was smarter than me. Virgilia once had been a feminist, to the point of handing out pamphlets at the Nimfo Club (where she’d been ensnared by Uncle Warren). But now she genuinely loved stripping and truly loved cocksucking. (Which probably explained Virgilia’s collagen-injected lips.) Sherry and Virgilia had taken my virginity. Bridget, my lawyer’s legal assistant, became my first touch-slave (accidentally), and she was the first to suck me off. I fucked her on Friday, in the same conference room where Aunt Esther had tried to cheat me out of my inheritance.


• Gregory’s Girls—Janice, Miriam, Tiffani, Matsuko, Holly, and Erin, all of whom were hookers till I rescued them. Janice was my Plato Smith locker-neighbor who I ordered to get clean from drugs, and then I had to rescue her from pimp Gregory’s foul clutches. Miriam owned a white Honda clunker, but didn’t know even simple stuff about how to keep it running. Erin had neon-orange hair and eyebrows. Matsuko was Japanese, and sounded it.


• The Women at Rhonda’s Party—Almira and Elvira, Brenda, Christi Ellen, and Olivia. Almira and Elvira were twins with blue eyes, big tits, and wicked hearts. The twins had party-crashed, and brought crack cocaine as a blackmail ploy, but Tim Hanson and I made sure that the evil twins got arrested for possession of that crack cocaine (plus arrested for public lewdness). Because of a magical whoopsy by Tim Hanson, Elvira got made permanently horny for her twin sister. Brenda and Christi Ellen were strippers at Babes Aplenty, a blue-collar strip club. Christi Ellen was a big fan of Senator Paula Sarin. Olivia looked like a virgin when I met her, acted like one, and was inept at blowjobs; but I never outright asked her what her experience was.


Bridget, Erin, and Olivia all were redheads. Does that say something about me?


****


Sherry and Virgilia, with me between them, walked from the mansion’s entranceway and through French doors to reach the pool in the back yard. As soon as we three stepped outside, Virgilia stopped with a jerk. She turned to me and said, “Marvin sir, may I go over there?” Virgilia was pointing at my (pink bikini-wearing) English teacher. “And talk to Bellina?”


I blinked. “You know Bellina Mott?”


Sherry said something similar: “You know her, Virgie? She looks smart.”


“Yes, Marvin sir, I know Bellina,” Virgilia said. Now she looked sad: “I just hope Bellina will admit that she knows me.”


“Permission granted,” I said.


Virgilia kissed me on the cheek, then click-clacked away, moving surprisingly fast in such high heels.


Seconds later, Virgilia said, “Hello, Bellina, how are you?” I saw that Virgilia’s shoulders were tense.


I saw the Plato Smith girls exchange glances—Why is this skank talking to Bellina?—as Bellina said, “I’m sorry, do I know you?”


By now, Sherry and I were standing next to Virgilia; I had my hand on Virgilia’s shoulder. I’m sure my touch comforted Virgilia, but she still sounded nervous when she said, “Don’t you remember me, Bellina? Virgilia O’Keefe. I was in the Abzug Society until two years ago.”


Bellina’s eyes went wide. Then she said stiffly, “Yes, Virgilia, I remember you. And I remember that Mitchell kicked you out of the Society. We caught you giving a blowjob to some geezer in the parking lot of a strip club.”


Virgilia choked. “ ‘We’? You were there that day?”


Bellina said, “It was Mitchell, Susan Cooper, and I who caught you in the act.” Then Bellina added nastily, “I’m sure you don’t remember me because your thoughts were clearly elsewhere then. But I must say, Virgilia, your current look suits you.”


I held up a hand to silence everyone. “Bellina, I know something you don’t. Virgilia, tell me about that day, starting with your arrival at the Nimfo Club, through meeting Uncle Warren, and ending with Michelle drumming you out of the Abzug Society.”


Bellina looked at me in surprise. “Wait, the old geezer was your uncle?”


I swept my arm around. “And all this used to be his. But let Virgilia tell her story.”


I made eye contact with Fatima and, with directed gazes and a small gesture, sent her a message of Come here.


Meanwhile, Virgilia took a breath, then said, “There were about a half-dozen of us there; Cuddles, a dancer, let us sneak inside a little after seven o’clock. We were there to hand out pamphlets—”


I asked, “What were the pamphlets?”


“Explaining how strip clubs exploit women, and that women deserve better than to be lusted-after by strangers.”


Bellina nodded in agreement.


Virgilia continued, “We knew we didn’t have long before the bouncers threw us out. I’d walk up to a man, say, ‘Please respect women,’ hand him a pamphlet, and move on. Then this camera flash went off, about ten feet away from me—”


I asked, “Uncle Warren, taking your picture with his digital camera?”


Virgilia nodded.


I said, “I’ve seen the photo—even in a shapeless wool skirt, you were pretty. So did you talk to him then? Or did he talk to you?”


“He said to me, ‘I don’t often see women in here who are covered up.’ I said, ‘What we’re doing here, it’s a paramountcy.’ He said, ‘You seem brainy. Are you a smart girl?’ I replied, ‘Yes, I’m in Mensa.’ Then he touched me and said, ‘I bet you know a lot, about lots of different things.’ That’s when I started craving to suck his dick.”


Bellina humphed. “Virgilia, you slut, there are impressionable girls here!”


I asked Virgilia, “When he touched you, was it on the back of the hand?”


She shrugged. “I suppose so. Maybe. I don’t remember. My memories of those minutes are very confused.”


I asked, “So what did you think of Uncle Warren? After he took your picture, but before you got the craving?”


Virgilia turned green—was she about to vomit? “Oh please, Marvin sir, don’t ask me that. Please take back your question. You won’t like the answer, you really won’t.”


I glanced at Fatima; Fatima mouthed the word Fear.


I realized that because Virgilia was now my touch-slave, she was terrified of displeasing me. I said, “Virgilia, I am pleased when you tell me the complete truth, no matter what that truth is.”


Virgilia relaxed noticeably and said, “Truthfully, I thought he was a wrinkled-up old creep—”


Bellina snorted. “Right, he was a creep. And yet five minutes later, you were slurping him like a ten-cent whore. What does that say about you?”


Virgilia sounded ready to cry. “I don’t know what it says about me. It’s something that, two years later, I still haven’t figured out. One minute, I thought he was the biggest creep in the room; the next minute, all I could think about was that I had to suck his cock, over and over, for as long as he’d let me.”


Bellina sounded totally disgusted. “Wow, you really are a total slut. And to think that I bought your act, how you were serious about feminism.”


“Enough, Bellina!” I commanded. “Any more trash-talk to or about Virgilia will displease me, do you understand?”


Bellina looked panicked, and nodded vigorously.


I continued, “Virgilia is a harem-slave, same as you. I like her as much as I like you, and I respect her as much as I respect you. Is that also understood?”


Bellina nodded again, her face glum. “Yes, Marvin sir.”


Virgilia laughed scornfully. “Bellina honey, too bad you haven’t spent two years consumed by sexual craving, because it’d give you a whole new outlook on feminism. Let me clue you in: Feminism isn’t about becoming the equal of men. It’s about us women browbeating men till they make us ‘equals,’ then we lead them around by their dicks because men are always horny, so we women go from being ‘equal’ to being on top.”


Bellina glanced at me; clearly she was choosing her next words carefully. Then she said, “Virgilia, I’ve seen Marvin’s uncle. From four feet away. You claim you were helpless with craving for him? I’d sooner believe that you watched aliens kidnap Elvis.”


I said, “Virgilia, Bellina, what neither of you understand is that Uncle Warren and I have something in common. Call it a talent, our attractiveness to women. The difference is, I try not to be an asshole. Whereas Uncle Warren obviously took a shine to Virgilia, and you saw what happened next. Virgilia wasn’t a slut before she met Uncle Warren, and she isn’t a slut in general.”


I glanced at Fatima. She looked worried. Perhaps she was thinking, Is it wise to be saying so much?


Meanwhile, Virgilia had been standing in front of me and facing Bellina. Now she turned around to face me. Stroking my chest, Virgilia said seductively, “But Marvin sir, I am a slut in general. Sort of. A little.”


I said, “Yeah?”


Now Virgilia was unfastening my belt. “I only sucked two dicks before Warren—hated doing it, both times—but now I crave sucking dick. When Warren ordered me to suck off the air-conditioning repairman, I didn’t want to stop for anything! And Warren twisted my arm to look like this, but now I love how I look. Since I look like a bimbo, I know that I’m making dicks hard, and I want to suck those hard dicks till they spurt.”


Then she looked in my eyes and smiled. “I’m getting your dick hard. It’s huge now.” Virgilia dropped to her knees.


I remembered very well what Virgilia could do to my cock with her mouth. So it took lots of self-discipline for me to say, “Don’t start, Virgilia. Stand up.”


Bellina said to everyone listening, “SEE? MARVIN DOESN’T LIKE SLUTS.”


I said, “Nothing of the kind, Bellina.” I raised my voice: “Everyone, Virgilia was about to give me a ‘gift blowjob,’ a blowjob that I hadn’t already ordered her to give me, and that wasn’t a warm-up for a fuck. Here’s a new rule: The first gift blowjob of the day will be by Anna Kay—raise your hand, Anna Kay—whenever she chooses, and nobody may give me a gift blowjob that day till after Anna Kay has done so. And if Anna Kay chooses to not gift me that day, the rest of you are S.O.L. It will displease me greatly if any of you say anything to Anna Kay like ‘Get going, girl, you’re holding up the train.’ ”


Anna Kay was beaming, at me and everyone. Her face was red—I suspect she’d just had an orgasm. Virgilia looked nervous—clearly she was worried that she’d displeased me. But then I give Virgilia a slow kiss on the mouth. When I broke the kiss, Virgilia was smiling with relief.


Then I put my pants back on. Though not for long, I was sure.


****


Now it was time to introduce Fatima to everyone. I raised my voice and said, “Everyone, please come here. Almira, this includes you. Fatima, come stand by my side.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said.


“Oh, honey, don’t say that,” Olivia said. “Marvin hates that. Call him ‘Marvin.’ ”


“Or ‘Mr. Harper,’ ” said Bridget.


In seconds, everyone except Elvira was gathered-in close around me.


I looked into every beautiful face and said, “I have some announcements to make. First of all, let me introduce Fatima. Only a few of you have met her, and I haven’t mentioned her to most of you, but she and I have an unusual relationship. But exactly what that relationship is, is our secret. Unlike the rest of you, Fatima I permit to call me ‘Master’—in fact, I expect this of her. I give Fatima orders and she gives me sex, but she is not a harem slave like you are. Fatima, do you have anything to say?”


Fatima raised her voice: “Marvin Harper, Master, I obey you because of You-Know-What. But I would obey you anyway, because you’ve earned my respect.” Then she turned to look me in the eyes. “My respect, and my affection.”


“Times two,” Janice said.


After that, I held a business meeting for Fatima and my harem slaves. Since nothing exciting happened then, and nobody got sucked or fucked, I’ll skip all that. Because I know what you’re saying, Reader: “C’mon, Marvin, tell us the good stuff!”


****


Some minutes later, I looked around at nearly two dozen beautiful woman. “Any other questions?” I asked.


“I’ve got one,” said Virgilia. “It’s for Fatima: Have you ever met Warren Harper, Marvin’s uncle?”


Fatima gave me a look of surprise: Where did THIS come from?


I shrugged: I don’t know.


Fatima answered, “Yes, I met Warren back in—I met Warren once.”


Virgilia nodded, as though a theory was confirmed.


“Any other questions?” I asked.


Tiffani asked, “Is the pool clean?”


“I truly don’t know,” I said. I walked to the lip and looked down. “Seems a little murky, but not nasty yet,” I said.


I walked back to where I’d been standing. “I’ve only lived here two days, and I haven’t cleaned the pool. I haven’t gotten a handle yet on Uncle Warren’s paperwork, so I can’t say when he had it cleaned. That leaves only one way to tell if the water is clean.”


“What’s that?” someone asked.


“This!” I said. I rushed over to Virgilia, grabbed her under her armpits, rushed to the lip of the pool, and pushed. I was showing off my upper-body strength, so I not only pushed her away, I pushed her upward. I gave her a 45-degree upward trajectory, like a cannonball. Virgilia shrieked in surprise as she flew through the air.


What goes up must come down. SPLASH! Virgilia disappeared for a second or two; then her bikini-top surfaced, then she surfaced.


Instead of putting her top back on, Virgilia draped it over her shoulder as she climbed up the ladder, giving me a clear view of her augmented tits. She smiled at me, while also wagging her finger. “Lover, if you want to see my boobs, all you need do is ask.”


Everyone laughed at that—except Fatima. Fatima’s expression, I couldn’t read.


****


Then I looked around at my babes. “Okay, I’ve introduced you to Fatima, ordered most of you to move into the mansion, shook pom-poms for getting a good education, and put Kristin in charge of buying gym equipment. Olivia’s told us about her life in Hollywood, and we’ve heard Anna Kay’s fascinating tale. Now, is there anything else that needs to be discussed?”


Crickets.


I smiled. “If not, I’m going to bring my king-sized mattress outdoors now.”


That got a loud cheer. I wonder what my neighbors thought?


I’ve mentioned, haven’t I, that I can bench-press the back of my clunker? This superhuman strength of mine is the only way to explain how I, by myself, carried my king-sized mattress from my bed, outdoors to the back yard. It is one of the mysteries of the universe that a bed mattress’s weight increases ten-fold, as soon as you lift it even an inch.


When I got my big mattress outside, Almira and Elvira were ready with painter’s plastic. Elvira laid her plastic down on the grass, I put the mattress down on the plastic, and then Almira laid her own plastic atop the mattress. Almira tucked the ends of the plastic sheet under the mattress.


When Almira stood up and nodded at me, I looked around at the multitude. “The Love Shack is open for business!” I said. “Who goes first? ... Anna Kay. Friday, I promised her a fuck.”


Anna Kay looked like she was climaxing, standing up. She kept that orgasmic look even as I told her to take off her flip-flops and kneel on the mattress.


As soon as Anna Kay’s knees touched the mattress, I was reaching for the top of her bikini.


“They’re magnificent,” I said, seconds later. I started sucking on a nipple.


“That stripper who you walked out with, her boobs are bigger than mine,” Anna Kay said. She sounded worried.


“Virgilia’s are bigger, true, after surgery,” I replied. “You’re not a consolation prize, Anna Kay. And Captain America down here doesn’t think you’re second-place, either.”


(Tutoring Anna Kay in Trig had been sweet torture for me, and I can’t tell you how many times I whacked my wiener in bed to fantasies about her. And now I was actually about to fuck Anna Kay? My cock was an iron bar.)


“Ooh, I’ve never seen a cock that big,” Anna Kay said, breathless. “It’s as tall as your shorts. Can I touch it?”


“You may touch it anytime. Even during trig class,” I replied. Seconds later, I gasped, “Feel how hard I am? Imagine how this will feel in your pussy.”


“I am, I am! Forget foreplay, Marvin, get me naked and fuck me with this hard monster.”


And Reader, I did, I fucked her. Believe me.


After Anna Kay and I finished our fuck, I ordered French maid Elvira to bring me a linered trash basket, so that I could dispose of the first of many used condoms. When Elvira returned with the trash basket, I pulled the condom off and trashed it; sullen Elvira eyed my huge dick with obvious ambivalence.


After I fucked Anna Kay, I kept my other promise, by calling Felicia French over. Felicia was the second harem slave that I fucked on Sunday.


****


After Anna Kay and Felicia, I planned to fuck my eighteen other harem slaves by lot. I had Fatima bring a twenty-sided die downstairs, along with a clipboard, and she assigned the remaining women’s fuck-order. (I’ll bet, Reader, that you’re not a bit surprised that I own twenty-sided dice, are you?)


But before I started on Fuck Number Three (Matsuko), I took a break.


****


I wasn’t trying to make the sex assembly-line—that struck me as demeaning. So I’d screw one or two girls, stand up, eat, talk, flirt, piss, then hit the mattress again.


What I had done to Virgilia by surprise, I started doing by request: tossing a young woman up and into the pool. Maybe the reason that so many women were asking for this was that they were fondly remembering long-ago days when their fathers did similar things with them. Or maybe they found it sexy, their man demonstrating that he was strong. In any case, after Virgilia’s shriek of surprise, I started hearing many shrieks of delight.


Not that it stopped me from surprise dunkings. I didn’t want Sherry to think that I preferred Virgilia; so when I found Sherry talking to Christi Ellen and Tiffani, Sherry suddenly got scooped up and tossed in the pool. Likewise, I tossed Almira in the pool, fully clothed as a French Maid. (I did, however, let her kick off her shoes before she got pooled.)


When I came up to Kristin, she was talking with Virgilia. Virgilia was asking, “So when did you join Marvin’s harem?”


Kristin said, “Tuesday evening after school. I was actually the first one who Marvin claimed. Elena”—Kristin pointed her out to Virgilia—“was second in the harem.” Kristin asked me, “Right?”


I waggled my hand. “I had sex with Sherry and Virgilia before I had it with you and Elena, but I didn’t think to claim them.”


Kristin looked at me. “Really? Usually you have a mind like a filing cabinet.”


I could feel myself blush. “I, uh—I gave my virginity to them. So, um, I was a little scatterbrained that day.”


Virgilia looked surprised to hear that—but unfortunately, not surprised enough. I guess I’d been sort of inept, that first time.


Meanwhile, Kristin was saying, “Whoa, hold on! Looking how you look, with that voice and those muscles since junior high, you were a virgin till Monday?”


“How curious,” Virgilia said.


Kristin started stroking my chest. “Lover, you sure learned a lot in that one day.” Kristin looked at Virgilia and explained, “I was a pure lesbian before Marvin and I had sex. But after one night with him, Marvin’s cock definitely gets me juiced up!”


I smiled at her. “So guys never got you wet, but now I get you wet often?”


“Very often,” Kristin said, rubbing my chest again. “I’m wet for you now.”


I replied, “Guess what, Kristin. You’re about to get wetter!”


“EEEE-EEEE-eeek!” Splash.


****


Back on the mattress, I was caressing Sherry’s very toned body, and she was writhing underneath my hand. “Ooh, Marvin, that’s nice, you’ve come—” Then suddenly Sherry looked panicky.


I’d noticed her and Virgilia speaking briefly. So I said, “Did Virgilia tell you that last Monday...?”


“That you were a virgin? Yeah. I was just about to say—yeah baby, my clit loves that, oh yeah—about to say, you’ve learned a lot since then.”


“I was bad in bed, huh?”


“Even with you a raw virgin, I enjoyed it, y’know? Because—” Now Sherry’s face looked panicky again.


This time it was easy to guess what had Sherry worried. I said, “You please me whenever you tell me the whole truth, no matter what you say.”


Both of Sherry’s eyes were on mine; both of Sherry’s hands were on my cock. She said, “All the time I was with Warren, he never fucked me, or ate me out, or stroked my clit. At times you weren’t good at that stuff, but you did it all. You made me feel like a woman again, y’know? Not like a blow-up doll.”


Then Sherry grabbed my head and kissed me on the mouth. Hard.


Then she said, “Is that okay? I never kissed Warren like that. Not ’less he told me to.”


“Yeah, Sherry, I like it a lot that you did that.”


Sherry beamed, hearing that.


I stuck a finger in Sherry’s pussy. She was wet. She thrust her hips to meet my finger and she gasped.


“Take me, Marvin sir!” she said. “Please, sir!”


Virgilia walked up then, to stand by the mattress and watch. “Do it, fuck Sherry,” Virgilia urged me.


I reached for a condom packet, but Sherry said, “Please, Marvin sir, let me.” As Sherry was putting the condom on my erection, she looked up at her friend. “I’m about to get fucked, Virgie. Second time in ... how long? Jeez, I’m hot for it.”


“Less talking, more humping, Sher,” Virgilia said.


I stuck my condomed dick in Sherry’s pussy. Her pussy was tight, but it was also wet, and my cock slid right in.


Sherry gasped, wrapped her legs around my ass, and her hands gripped my shoulders. She started thrusting her hips. “Oh yeah, this is it,” she said. “Gimme, gimme.”


Sherry’s body didn’t feel like other women’s. She was muscle-toned, and so, as I lay on top of her and she embraced me, I felt a tightness and hardness in her legs, arms, and stomach. Sherry almost felt like Kristin. But Sherry’s tits were as big as Anna Kay’s. I hadn’t noticed all this stuff about Sherry the first time I’d fucked her, but I was sure enjoying her body now.


“Your body pleases me, Sherry,” I said. “You’re a hottie.”


Sherry’s reply was to arch her back, clutch my shoulders, and yell, “Oh my gawd, NNNN!”


****


Fatima was wearing cork-and-green-denim wedge heels, green denim shorts, a tight, light green t-shirt, and a green-lace wisp under the t-shirt. She was still holding the clipboard.


I sauntered up to Fatima, a mischievous smile on my face. Several steps away, I started doing a countdown: “Five ... four...”


But Fatima’s face looked utterly terrified, and she started shaking her head “no.” As I got closer, and the countdown number got smaller, the fear on her face increased, and her head-shaking got more intense.


What can frighten a 2,600-year-old genie? I wondered.


I was no longer striding now, no longer smirking, but I was still coming at Fatima. As soon as my hands gripped her shoulders—


“PLEASE, MASTER, PLEASE, DON’T THROW ME IN THE POOL!”


The gasping sounds as Fatima hyperventilated became the only sounds I heard. No one else in my back yard made a sound.


By now, of course, I’d let go of Fatima’s shoulders. “Fatima, come with me, please,” I said, as I walked into the house.


I marched us into the computer room. I said, “Nobody will bother us here, I’m sure. But just in case, can you create a Space of Silence or something, so that nobody listening at the door can hear us?” I was so rattled still, I forgot to say please.


Fatima gestured, and green-smoke lines and transparent green-smoke walls appeared, to enclose the two of us in a cube.


Fatima sighed with relief, looked at me, and said, “Thank you, Master.”


I said, “Fatima, what’s going on? You’re immortal! Why are you scared to death of a little toss in the pool?”


She said, “Because my death is what would happen if you threw me in, the same way you threw the others in.”


“What? Explain.”


“We djinn are shapeshifters. So we can’t die by being stabbed or shot, we can’t be killed in a crash, and we can’t be poisoned. Disease can’t get a grip on us. We each are the age we choose to be, so we can’t die of old age. To you humans, that makes us ‘immortal.’ But we can die—though as far as I know, only one djinni ever has.”


“How? How would be being thrown in the pool kill you?”


“You humans are creatures of dust, mixed with water. We djinn are creatures of fire, in the form of smoke. What kills a fire, kills us: prolonged cold or complete immersion in water.”


“And if I’d tossed you high up, like I was planning to, you would have fallen below the surface of the water. Which would have killed you.”


“Unless I disobeyed you and did public magic to save myself.”


I nodded. “What can you safely do with water, and what will kill you? Yesterday morning, you took a shower with me, and you weren’t nervous.”


“I can shower, bathe, sit in a hot tub, or swim laps. So long as part of me is out of the water, everything’s okay. But if I’m in the pool with you and you decide to dunk me underwater for a sec, then it’s Game Over.”


Then I got a horrible thought. I said, “Fatima, what would happen if I ordered you to swim to the bottom of the pool? Would you disobey, or would you die?”


Fatima’s look of horror matched mine. “Master, I hope I never find out.”


****


Seconds later, I looked at Fatima, sick with guilt. “I am so sorry. I feel awful, scaring you so bad.”


She kissed me on the cheek. “Which is another reason why you have my loyalty. All that King Solomon required me to give you is my obedience.”


Fatima stretched, no longer looking tense. Then she gestured, and the green-smoke cube disappeared. She smiled at me, and gestured to the door, as she said, “The pool party awaits.”


As we walked through the house toward the back doors, Fatima said, “Master, you granted my heartfelt request, and I thank you. May I do you a favor, to show my gratitude?”


“What kind of favor?”


“Soon you will have many women living in those upstairs bedrooms, and the hallway will be getting lots of traffic. May I buy you a rug to lay on the hallway floor?”


“You’ll have to buy it by yourself,” I said. “I can’t begin to advise you about shopping for a rug.”


She laughed. “Remember where I’m from, Master. I’ve been out of the loop, but the Green Tribe knows a little about rugs.”


****


While I was fucking naked Almira, her twin sister Elvira (who was still dressed as a French Maid) glared daggers at me.


“Mmm,” Almira said at one point. “I’ve been arrested because I’m bad to the bone. But right now, the bone is being so good to me.”


“Mother is right,” Elvira said. “Sex with men is demeaning.”


“Kiss my ass, Elvie,” I said.


“That’s a good idea,” Almira said. “If you keep trash-talking Marvin, my dear sister, I’ll make you kneel down and tongue Marvin’s asshole.”


I couldn’t see Elvira’s expression, but she got quiet then. Seconds later, she picked up her serving tray and stomped off toward the poolside kitchen.


****


As soon as I got Virgilia on the mattress and naked, she asked me, “Is it okay if I suck you now, or is fellatio still off-limits?”


I replied, “It’s not off-limits, but I want to get you in the mood.”


Virgilia replied, “Trust me, sucking your cock till it’s hard gets me in the mood.”


“Very well,” I said. “Virgilia, suck my dick.”


****


[image: Pool Party]


Pictured (left to right): Kristin, Elena, Sherry, Felicia, Virgilia, Fatima, Almira, Olivia (purple one-piece), Bellina (bare-breasted), Erin (neon-orange hair), Bridget (redhead in pool), Elvira (serving drinks), Christi Ellen (fist up, in lounger), and Anna Kay (wet-haired brunette).


As Tiffani was getting dressed, Fatima walked up, clipboard in hand. She told me, “Congratulations, you’ve now fucked every name on the list.”


I replied, “Then you missed one. I have one more woman to fuck.”


Fatima said, “Who?” Then she looked around. “Elvira. I didn’t write her name down, because I wasn’t sure she’d cooperate.”


“Here, hand me the clipboard,” I said. After Fatima did so, I tossed the clipboard onto the grass. I said, “Elvira wasn’t the woman I meant. Fatima, pull your t-shirt over your head. Slowly.”


“Yes, Master.”


Seconds later, I said, “I like what I see, Fatima. Your breasts are so big. Now unsnap your green, lacy bra and remove it. Slowly.”


“Yes, Master.”


Seconds later, I said, “You have nice, large tits, Fatima. Well-shaped, and they don’t sag at all. I’m enjoying looking at them.”


“Thank you, Master.”


“Roll your nipples between your fingers, Fatima....Oh, that looks hot. Does it feel good?”


“Oh yes, Master. Very good.”


“Now takes your shoes off....Your nail polish is a different shade of green. Avocado? That is new since this morning, right?”


“Yes, Master.”


“That shade goes good with your skin color. Did you put it on for me?”


“Yes, Master, I hoped to please you. But um, I also did it because I knew that women here would be judging me.”


I laughed. “Thank you for being honest. Now Fatima, unsnap those shorts and slowly pull them down till they touch the ground.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said. Her cheeks were getting flushed.


“Now kick your shorts away.” Seconds later, I said, “Now you’re wearing only green panties, Fatima. This ‘obedience striptease’ that you’re doing, it really excites me. See my boner pushing out the front of my shorts?”


“Oh yes, Master. May I stroke it?”


“Only if you kiss me while you’re stroking my shorts.”


A minute later, I broke the kiss. I said, “Mmm, your hand rubbing my cock feels wonderful. I want you, Fatima.”


“I want you too, Master.”


I stood up. “Pull my shorts and briefs down, Fatima. Then you have discretion after that.”


Fatima, you recall, was wearing only green panties and one green hair-cincher that secured her waist-length black ponytail. Kneeling in front of me as she was, she looked sexy as hell.


Fatima unsnapped my shorts and pulled them down to the ground, as one hand “accidentally” rubbed against my white-cotton-covered hard-on. I stepped out of my shorts.


Fatima got both hands inside the elastic band of my briefs, and pulled them down. No sooner had I stepped out of my briefs but Fatima’s mouth attacked my cock.


I stood there in my back yard, naked, getting an enthusiastic blowjob from my green-pantied genie. Meanwhile, all twenty of my harem girls were watching me get pleasured. Sure, they were doing other things: serving food, eating food, drinking, talking, and listening. But except for Elvira (who was serving drinks with her back to me), every woman at the party was facing me (whatever else she might be doing), and she was smiling at me.


When I was feeling very nice, I said, “Fatima, stop. Get your butt and your head on the mattress.”


“Yes, Master. I await your next command with eagerness.”


Seconds later, she was lying on the mattress, and I was between her legs. “I’m pulling your panties off, Fatima. Tell me, do you want sex now?”


“Yes, Master, very much so.”


Seconds later, she was naked, and I had moved up to look in her eyes. “Tell me what your pussy ... wishes,” I said.


“Oh Master, my pussy wishes you’d give it attention. It needs attention and pleasuring, Master.”


“One wish made, one wish granted, Fatima,” I said. Then I moved down her body and started tonguing her pussy.


When I had Fatima hot and bothered, I rolled off her and onto my back. “Get on top. Your choice, Fatima: facing my head, or facing my feet.”


“Master, I want to see your face while I fuck you.”


“Good, I was hoping you’d say that—because I want to feel your big tits.” But before I let Fatima mount me, I tore open another foil condom packet. “First, this word from our sponsor,” I said, as I rolled the latex baby-stopper on my dick.


Yes, I know what you’re thinking, Reader: With Fatima, I needn’t worry about either VD or pregnancy. But after fucking twenty women with a condom, someone might get curious if I suddenly skipped a step. But then I got an idea—


I gestured for Fatima to lean forward, so that I could murmur in her ear (which she was able to do; Fatima is very flexible). I said, “Please make the condom disappear until I’m about to spurt.”


Fatima made the magic-making gestures. Then she smiled at me, saying, “Oh, yesss! Very clever, Master!”


Fatima had shape-shifted herself a very muscular body—now this proved useful, because female-superior requires a lot from the woman’s thigh and abdominal muscles. But Fatima was up to the challenge—and her wet pussy made sure that I was “up” to the challenge myself.


I knew she was having fun when she started babbling in a language that wasn’t English.


It was my twenty-second fuck of the day. Somehow (magically?) I was not sore or chafed, but I was no longer hair-trigger. Still, Fatima had a tight pussy, and she was riding me hard. No more than ten minutes after we started, I was saying, “I’m gonna come!”


(Which made the magically-disappeared condom reappear on my dick. Oh well.)


Suddenly, Fatima’s hips started moving at supersonic speed, as she arched her back and threw her head back. She screamed something foreign.


A second later, I spurted into my condom. And this orgasm felt every bit as good as my first climax of the day (with Janice) had felt.


When I was no longer feeling stars dancing in my brain, and Fatima had slumped down on top of me, I became aware of something—


Twenty harem girls were applauding Fatima and me.









Chapter 35

Another Genie Master


In the back yard minutes later, Anna Kay walked up to me smiling. She said, “So the deal is, Virgilia, or Felicia, or any other of your blowjob nymphos—none of them can just walk up and slurp your dick today till I do it first, right?”


I answered, “Or I order someone to blow me, or I tell someone I will fuck her. So that makes you special.”


Hearing me say that, Anna Kay had an orgasm. (That happens whenever I do something to treat her special.) Anyway, I waited till she was calm again, then I said, “The kicker is, you and all the girls after you, you may only suck me for ten minutes. And you’re not allowed to bring me off till I tell you to.”


Anna Kay looked at me with a raised eyebrow. She asked, “I can’t make you cum, but it’s okay to get you so close that your eyes cross, right?”


“Right. I permit you to drive me batshit for ten minutes.”


Without asking my permission, Anna Kay stuck her hand in the pocket of my shorts, and pulled out my cel phone. She pointed to the changing current-time display, saying, “Here’s a challenge for you. You just stand right here, or you sit in that chair there, and you keep telling me the current time.”


I walked over to a white plastic lawn chair. Then Anna Kay yanked down my shorts and briefs. With my shorts and briefs around my ankles, I sat down.


I called out, “It’s 4:26 and thirty seconds...”


Anna Kay jammed her lips onto my cock. Slurp, slurp.


“It’s 4:26 and—and it’s, uh, forty—”


Anna Kay picked up the pace.


“Whoa. No, it’s fif—it’s fi-fifty ... seconds.”


Sl-sl-sl-slurp, lick, slurp.


I had to fight the urge to stare at the sky. “It’s 4:27 exac—oh, wow.”


****


“...Alaskans, the time now is 12:27. We close now with interesting news from the Lower Forty-Nine...”


Senator Paula Sarin was meeting with her staff in the basement of her house in Lawissa. Working out of her house (when she could manage it) was great public relations with Alaska voters—not to mention the Form 1040 advantages of using part of your house for business. The TV was droning while Paula was holding her meeting.


The news announcer continued: “Marvin Harper has to be the luckiest man in the U.S.A. Not only is he a true hero—here you see him rescuing children from a burning house—not only is he young, tall, and muscular, but he has just inherited billions of dollars from his uncle.”


Bert Fowler, Paula’s chief of staff, pointed to the TV. “Senator, did you hear that? Maybe you can hit this kid up for campaign contributions.”


Paula replied, “He’s dressed up in some kind of patriotic costume, right? I’m sure he cares about a better tomorrow for America.”


But while Paula was talking high-sounding jibber-jabber, she was thinking, Just let me get close enough to touch him, and give me a few seconds alone with him to make Suggestions, and my presidential campaign will be well set.


Then in an instant, Paula’s whole thinking changed.


The Anchorage TV station had borrowed video footage from Marvin’s hometown, replacing the original audio track. The Anchorage announcer was talking about how Alaska ladies maybe could lure this rich hunk into visiting their state, but what the TV was showing was a young woman talking.


Paula startled, because the young woman had black hair, brown skin, and glowing green eyes. And she kept company with a kid who was supposedly showered with blessings? Yeah, right, Paula thought.


Paula’s hand snapped out, pointing to the TV. “Who is she?”


Bert glanced at the TV. “The kid’s press flack, I suppose.” His expression and tone of voice said She’s a nobody. Why are you asking about her?


Paula commanded, “I want every bit of video you can find on this kid, Marvin Whatzisname. And make sure you include every video you find of this green-eyed spokeswoman. Also, I want Marvin’s street address. Bert, you work the phones, and Sheila, you hit the internet. I want the address and video now, people! Chop-chop!”


Paula had no doubt that she’d have both her ordered video, and Marvin’s home address, very soon. Bert was a very capable chief of staff, and Sheila? Sheila was young, energetic, computer-savvy and—thanks to a well-worded Suggestion—eager to do anything that Paula asked of her.


A little after three in the afternoon, Alaska time, Bert handed to Paula a slip of paper on which was written Marvin Harper’s street address and a phone number. Meanwhile, Sheila was holding out a USB stick.


“This his cel phone?” Paula demanded.


Bert shrugged. “It’s his house phone. If he’s got a cel, I can’t find out the number.”


“Then it’s back to work, you two. Get me the number for his cel, or prove to me that he hasn’t got one. Sheila, I hope you won’t disappoint me.”


Sheila stood straight. “You know I always give you my best, Senator!”


Paula had to work her face carefully, not to show a sexy smile. Young Sheila had become a sheer delight at cunnilingus.


Two hours later, Sheila looked ready to cry, and Bert looked annoyed at the world. “Sorry, Senator,” Bert said. “I talked to Marvin’s parents, asked for his cel number, gave them the old ‘You’re helping your country’ routine, but no cigar. And everyone else tells me, ‘Rules are rules.’ ”


Paula looked at the young blonde. “Sheila?”


“I’m so sorry I’ve let you down!” the girl wailed.


Paula was pissed, but couldn’t blame anyone but herself. She hadn’t done much campaigning in Marvin’s part of the USA, so she didn’t have a cadre of Suggestioned thralls whom she could order around. And considering how much bribe money that the phone companies handed to politicians, they could afford to laugh at any bluster of Paula’s. Bottom line: Marvin’s cel-phone number was a lost cause.


Paula put on a fake smile. “People, it’s Sunday, it’s after five, and you tried your best. Go back to the motel and have a good piece of a weekend. Sheila, call your boyfriend and make him glad to hear from you.”


Sheila stood there, hands at her side, with head bowed but eyes looking at Paula—Sheila’s “I’m available to be used” pose, in other words. Sheila said, “Senator, I could stay here a little longer, and—”


Paula smiled. “Thanks, but no. Everyone, back to the motel. That’s an order.”


Two minutes later, Paula was alone in the house except for her husband. Paula walked upstairs and into the master bedroom, where Ted was lying there naked, waiting to service her.


With the slip of paper and the USB stick in her right hand, Paula pasted on another fake smile. “Ted, honey? It’s your lucky day. Get dressed, and go visit Bucky. Shoot some pool, drink some beers, have fun. And if you meet some tourist girls who recognize you as Senator Sarin’s husband—well, sometimes a husband can’t help himself, but a wife loves him anyway.”


Ted looked like he’d won the lottery. Needless to say, he moved fast to get dressed and get gone. He was so moved by Paula’s generosity, he even kissed her on the cheek without a Suggestion.


After Ted drove off, Paula watched the bedside clock for five minutes, just in case Ted forgot something and came back. After the five minutes, Paula put the paper and the USB stick on the master bedroom’s computer desk, then she walked out of the bedroom and upstairs into the attic.


In the attic was a steamer trunk that had belonged to Paula’s great-grandmother. It was filled with 1920s and 1930s clothing for a very tall and very thin woman, and so was of no interest to anyone.


In short, this trunk was the perfect hiding place.


Paula Sarin walked over to the steamer trunk’s front-right corner, and stuck her right hand down inside, as far as it would go.


Seconds later, Paula was standing up straight again, holding a tarnished and dented brass bottle, its glass stopper now pearlescent with age.


Paula couldn’t help but smile. During a long-ago travel through the Lower Forty-Eight that she and Ted had made, she’d bought the brass bottle at an estate sale in Florida. Paula had paid only $2.50 for this ugly old bottle and a NASA drink coaster. And to think, Ted had called it “wasted money”!


Paula carried the brass bottle downstairs, into the master bedroom, and over to the computer. She pulled out the bottle’s stopper, and laid it by the keyboard.


She rubbed the brass bottle.


The brass bottle shook in her hand as if a frantic rat were trapped inside of it. Then pink smoke came out of the top of the bottle—lots and lots of pink smoke.


****


Jerngert sent a quick BDIM saying, “I’m summoned. PLEASE let it be a new master.” Jerngert wasn’t hopeful, though—always before, she had sensed her master’s death while in her bottle, and she’d received no such intuition in the years since she’d last seen Paula Sarin. But Jerngert couldn’t delay her summons any more, and so she smoked herself out of her bottle.


Twenty-six centuries as a bound djinni had taught Jerngert how to make her face expressionless in front of a master. So Jerngert showed no distress when she came out of the bottle and saw Paula Sarin holding Jerngert’s brass bottle.


“Good afternoon, Master,” Jerngert said.


“Fix your eyes, dammit!” Master commanded.


“No,” said Jerngert. “That order is for something magical, and King Solomon said—”


“Liar!” cried Master. “Don’t try to deceive me with one of your lies. Your eyes are pink, make them blue!”


“No,” Jerngert said again. “It’s my choice when to obey your magical order, and I like my pink eyes—”


“YOU STILL LIE TO ME, AND YOU STILL DEFY ME?” Master yelled. “I’VE HEARD LIES ALL MY LIFE, AND I KNOW WHEN I’M BEING LIED TO.” With that, Master gave a loud, inhuman scream that hurt Jerngert’s ears.


“I obey, Master,” Jerngert said. She gestured, and her pale-pink irises turned pale blue. Jerngert managed not to sigh.


This was typical of Master, Jerngert thought. All the djinn of the Pink Tribe thought their pink eyes made them look distinctive—no other person, whether djinni or human, had the Pink Tribe’s combination of blond hair, pale skin, and pale-pink irises. But to Master, Jerngert’s eyes made her “a freak,” and Master would not be convinced otherwise. A habitual liar herself (as a memory-reading had revealed), Paula Sarin was certain that any statement that she didn’t like was “a lie.” Master had also deemed as “a lie” Jerngert’s statement that a bound djinni didn’t have to obey a master’s commands of a magical nature. Heck with it—for Jerngert, it was easier to say yes to whatever the harpy wanted, than to say no and listen to her tantrums.


Jerngert hoped that whatever Master wanted wouldn’t take long, so that Jerngert could soon return to her bottle. Jerngert was wearing pink- and rose-colored Persian clothing, which wasn’t at all suited for Alaska in May. Not to mention, a djinni is more sensitive to cold than a human is.


Master interrupted Jerngert’s musings with an impatient beckoning gesture. “Come here. Watch this. Tell me what you think.”


Master stuck what looked like a black pack of chewing gum, into what had to be a computer. Then Master typed on the keys, and it seemed as though Jerngert was watching a videotape of a television news broadcast.


“He’s very tall,” Jerngert said a few seconds later. “He’s unusually strong,” she said a few seconds after that.


“Keep watching!” Master commanded.


Jerngert obeyed. She began to suspect that the young man was a magic-user. How else to explain those huge muscles of his? The name “Marvin Harper” meant nothing to her.


Then in the videotape came pictures of another man, an old man who had fought in a war in his youth. Then were shown pictures of a palace that the old man had owned, and which now belonged to young Marvin. And then Jerngert saw, as seen through the bars of a wrought-iron gate, a young woman who stood just beyond the bars, and who read from a paper. She looked so much like—


Jerngert gasped. That’s Fatima!


Now Jerngert remembered that Fatima’s master’s name was ‘Marvin’. What Jerngert remembered easily was that Fatima had written much on BDIM about what a wonderful master she had.


Jerngert’s evil master, Paula Sarin, had video of both Jerngert’s friend Fatima and Fatima’s much-admired master, Marvin Harper. This was not good.


****


Paula Sarin had been watching the genie closely. Paula needn’t have worked so hard. It was obvious that Jernie recognized the green-eyed woman.


Paula said, “You told me once that there are three kinds of genies: blue-skinned genies, your kind of genie, and genies who look like Arabs, except that they have bright-green eyes. Is she one of those genies?”


Jernie tried to wiggle out of answering: “That screen is small, it’s hard to see details—”


Paula wasn’t going to give Jernie the time to cook up a lie. Paula pressed her: “Are you really, truly not sure whether that woman is a genie or not?”


Pink-covered shoulders slumped. “That woman is a djinni of the Green Tribe, Master.”


“Do you know her name?” Paula asked.


The genie clearly struggled not to answer. Then she gave Paula a small smile. “Yes, Master, I know her name.”


“Smart-ass. Tell me her name.”


Jernie shivered and shook, and made faces, in her efforts not to obey. Then she said, “The name of that djinni is Fatima.”


“So where does Marvin keep Fatima’s bottle?”


“Master, I can’t tell you where Marvin Harper keeps Fatima’s Vessel.”


“Liar, you mean you won’t tell me. You’ve cheated me out of two wishes, and now you want to keep on thwarting my happiness.”


“Your second wish was to become President of the United States. By King Solomon’s rules, wishing this meant that I couldn’t grant you this wish or your third wish. But I granted you one wish—be happy with that.”


“I’ll be even happier when Fatima grants me three more wishes. But meanwhile, you are refusing to find Fatima’s bottle for me?”


Jernie gave Paula a very cold stare. “Paula Sarin, Master, if it were within my power to tell you what you want so much to know, believe me that I’d laugh in your face instead. But the truth is, Master, that there is no spell by human or djinni that can find a bound djinni’s Vessel. King Solomon set it up that way.”


“Bullshit. You’re lying again.”


“Use your head, you stupid cow. My previous master, Antonio, found my bottle on a deserted island, on a beach, where it had laid for centuries. If someone could cast a spell to locate my bottle, do you think it would’ve stayed on that beach for Antonio to find?”


Paula needed to think, and Jernie was making Paula too angry to think. “Back in your bottle,” Paula ordered. Seconds later, Paula shoved the stopper back into the brass bottle, with more force than was necessary.


As Paula Sarin was climbing the attic stairs, she said, “I will get Fatima as a second genie, to grant me more wishes. Ha, that boy master of hers won’t know what hit him. But if he gets in my way, I know how to handle goody-goody types.”


****


Back in her brass bottle, Jerngert was worried and frustrated.


She needed to send a message to Fatima, to warn Fatima that Marvin was in danger from Paula Sarin.


But a bound djinni who was stuck in his (her) vessel was cut off from the rest of the world; Jerngert couldn’t send a message out. The only persons whom a Vesseled djinni could talk with were the other Vesseled djinn, through BDIM (Bound Djinn Instant Messaging).


Normally, Jerngert getting a message to Fatima was no problem. What normally happened was that a new master rubbed a brass Vessel, this Vessel’s djinni smoked out, the master hurried to make his wishes, the bound djinni granted them, the djinni went back in his Vessel in less time than it took to toast bread, then that djinni remained in his Vessel for decades. (Kharmesh had not been out of his lamp since 1742.)


But Friday evening, Fatima had sent a BDIM, “Summoned now. Expect it’s non-Wish summons by current master Marvin,” and then the five Vesseled djinn had heard nothing more from Fatima. Had she really spent the last two days out of her lamp?


Jerngert was happy for her friend, that Fatima had lucked into a nice master. But now this same nice master was in danger, and Jerngert couldn’t warn Fatima.









Chapter 36

Virgilia Asks Questions


When the party had been going for a while, I said, “Everyone, you can stay here and have fun, but Fatima and Janice, come with me. Sherry, Virgilia, and Bridget, you’re invited to come too.”


“Where are you going?” asked Sherry.


“I want Janice to get her high heels from the trailer tonight, and her mom is the only person with a key now. Also, I want to visit Uncle Warren’s grave, and so Sherry, Virgilia, and Bridget are invited to come along for that.”


Virgilia made a rocking-hand gesture, then said, “Yeah, I’ll visit his grave.”


Sherry said, “If Virgie’s going, I’m going.”


Bridget said, “I’ll pass, Mr. Harper, if you don’t mind.” When I nodded, Bridget looked like she’d escaped a tax audit.


****


First we went to the restaurant where Shirley (Janice’s mom) was working, to hit Shirley up for the housekey. Fatima and I met Shirley, Janice got handed the key, and then we went to the trailer. We got Janice’s high heels, then we went back to the restaurant.


As Janice was handing back the key, Shirley looked up at me and said, “Now I don’t have to worry about that evil Gregory stealing her back.” That made me feel good.


From Shirley’s restaurant, I drove the women to Uncle Warren’s cemetery. We left Janice in the car, while Sherry, Virgilia, Fatima, and I walked toward Uncle Warren’s grave.


As soon as we stepped out of the car, Virgilia asked, “So Fatima, why are you visiting Warren’s grave?”


I answered quickly, “Fatima is here because I ordered her to come.”


Virgilia pressed on: “Just because you met Warren once? Was it a big event?”


Fatima glanced at me, then told Virgilia, “I met Warren once, for five or ten minutes. It didn’t change my life, and it was a long time ago.”


“How long ago?” Virgilia asked.


Fatima laughed. “Are you asking me to count off how many years, months, days, hours, and minutes?”


“So you were never one of his suck-slaves?”


“That’s right. I did not have sexual relations with that man, Warren Harper. Not a single time, never.”


“So whatever you talked to Warren about, long ago, was it business-related?”


“How old do you think I would have been, a long time ago?” Fatima retorted. “Do good little girls talk business with old men? Well, other than Girl Scout cookies?”


“Is that how you met Warren? Selling Girl Scout cookies?”


“Ahem!” I said. “Virgilia, Fatima didn’t have sex with Uncle Warren, and no money changed hands. Let it drop for now, got it?”


“Yes, Marvin sir,” Virgilia said.


Less than a minute later, all four of us were standing by Uncle Warren’s grave.


Staring down at the grave, Virgilia remarked, “It’s weird. For two years, my every waking thought was how I craved to suck his dick. I agreed to anything so he wouldn’t send me away. I dyed my hair, got the lips, and got the boobs, all so he wouldn’t send me away. That’s how strong the craving was.”


Sherry said, “Same here. Except Warren never told me to get my lips done.”


Virgilia said, “Marvin, you can’t imagine how fierce the craving was. Those women of yours, going through drug withdrawal? I know the shit they’re feeling. But then Friday a week ago, the craving stopped. Like flipping a switch. And less than a minute later, my cel got a call. And before I even punched the button, I knew why Sherry was calling me.”


“Did you hear my voice?” Sherry asked. “I felt so good when I called you. Like I’d won a vacation to Acapella in Mexico.”


Minutes later, as we were walking back to the car, I heard Virgilia say to Sherry, “You know what’s also weird? Warren died on Friday, and for three days I had no craving for anybody. Then Monday, I shook Marvin’s hand—bada-bing.”


Sherry said, “Huh. Me too. Virgie, what does this mean?”


Virgilia murmured a reply to Sherry, but I couldn’t hear the words.









Chapter 37

A Genie Murdered


SUNDAY NIGHT, PART OF MONDAY



Sunday, 10:00 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


The pool party had wound down, but not stopped.


Those who had to work on Sunday night (Sherry, Virgilia, and Christi Ellen) had left hours ago. Most of the women who had work or school on Monday had left already, while five of Gregory’s Girls had felt their drug-withdrawal symptoms return and had fled back up to their bedrooms.


But while the French Maid Twins cleaned up the back yard, high-school senior and former hooker Janice, legal assistant Bridget, model Felicia, and Hollywood actress Olivia all were carrying on an earnest conversation near the pool. Olivia announced that she’d starred in a TV pilot, a drama about World War II, and she was anxiously awaiting to see whether ABC had picked up the show.


And what about me? I was feeling like I’d run a marathon.


Without being obvious, Fatima had led me up the stairs of the mansion and down the hallway to my bedroom. Once inside, she shut and locked my bedroom door.


I presumed that she wanted to seduce me. I was wrong.


“Master, I have a favor to ask you. I ask you to send me back into the lamp.”


I blinked. “Why, did somebody say something to upset you? Was it Elvira? Because once I send you back into the lamp—”


“Master, you misunderstand. I can go into the lamp whenever I choose. Yes, once I am in the lamp, I can only come out when the lamp gets rubbed. But if you send me into the lamp, it means you’re here to bring me out soon.”


“But why do you want to go back into the lamp? Isn’t that like asking to be thrown in jail?”


She said, “We bound djinn have our own instant-messaging system, but it works only when each djinni is in his or her own Vessel.” She smirked. “Normally, that’s not a problem. But I’ve been out of my lamp for a little over forty-eight hours, and I have so many tales to tell my friend Jerngert.”


I pulled out my ring of house keys, found the key that was marked with a dot of green nail polish, and unlocked the footlocker. I asked, “You probably want to spend hours online, right? I send you into the lamp tonight, and pull you out tomorrow morning?”


“No need of that, Master. Ten minutes is enough—”


“Huh? I can barely type my name in ten minutes.”


“Once in the lamp, I’ll go into Hyperspeed so that I can type everything that I want to say in under ten minutes. You remember that I was able to memory-read eighteen years of your life in five minutes? I used Hyperspeed.”


“Wow. You amaze me again, Fatima.”


Fatima gave me a hot look. “I want to instant-message with my friend Jerngert, but I also want to touch you tonight. That’s why I’m not asking to be jailed for all night, only ten minutes.”


“Into your lamp, Fatima,” I said. Fatima smiled at me, then green smoke rushed into the lamp. Somehow the footlocker lid slammed shut.


I realized that I was still holding my key ring, with the padlock key stuck in the padlock. I pulled the padlock off its key, and tossed the padlock onto the dresser. The key ring, this I dropped back into my pocket.


I glanced at the bedside clock. The time was 10:00 exactly.


I pulled my shoes and socks off, and sat on the bed.


By 10:05, I was feeling sleepy. I went from sitting on the bed to lying on it.


At 10:08, my bed felt like the most comfortable, delicious bed in the world. Still, I was awake. I glanced at the clock and thought, Just two more minutes till I rub the lamp.


****


Jerngert, in her bottle, received a BDIM from Fatima—


“I’m back for ten minutes, with tales to tell! I told Master Marvin that I’ll only need ten minutes in here, because I’ll be text-shaping in Hyperspeed. But I will need Hyperspeed, in order to text-shape everything worth telling since Friday night, in only ten minutes. Expect soon a L-O-N-G message-post. All of you (even Kharmesh) will be envious of the brave and kind master whom I have. Got to go, ‘talk’ to you in ten minutes!”


As soon as Jerngert read that, she started text-shaping her own message: a warning to Fatima. Jerngert felt no loyalty at all to Master Paula, and so Jerngert held nothing back. Everything known or suspected about Master Paula’s plot to steal Fatima’s Vessel away from Marvin, Jerngert text-shaped in detail.


Jerngert sent her BDIM message to Fatima; then only 8.7 seconds later, Jerngert was Summoned out of her bottle.


****


“ARRGH!”


Paula Sarin screamed in frustration, alone in her house in Lawissa where nobody could hear. She’d been trying to plan how to get to Marvin’s city, then to his house, then to his bottle. But her brain was spinning in circles.


Getting to Marvin’s house would be no picnic. But the nightmare part of the plan would be once Paula was in Marvin’s house. She might well come against armed guards who would try to kill her. And she couldn’t Suggestion someone if she couldn’t touch him. The bottom line was this: Every minute that she spent blundering around in Marvin’s house, lowered her chance of bagging the bottle and increased the chance of Disaster.


And all because that pink-dressed tramp refused to tell Paula where the green genie’s bottle was, when she knew full well!


Why does everyone always lie to me? Paula whined. Why am I always surrounded by liars?


Fuck this. Paula would make Jernie spill the beans.


Paula rubbed the brass bottle. As soon as Jernie de-smoked, Paula said, “Follow me.” Paula led the genie right out of the house and into the garage.


Paula stopped with her hand on the handle of the walk-in freezer. She looked at Jernie and said, “One last time: Where does Marvin Harper keep his genie thingy? Tell me.”


Jernie said, “I cannot tell you, Master. I don’t know, and I can’t find out.”


“So you say,” Paula replied. She opened the freezer door. “Lucky for you that it isn’t winter now. Because you bet, Alaskan winters get colder than any freezer. You wouldn’t like standing outside in January.”


“Master? I do not understand,” Jernie said. But she looked worried.


“I am your master, and I order you to walk into that freezer and stay there till I let you out. You are not to leave the freezer till I say you can, and you are not to make yourself comfortable.”


Jernie looked horrified. “You want me to go in there, where it’s freezing?”


“Until you tell me where Fatima’s bottle is. Then I’ll let you out. In the meantime, no magically turning the freezer off or otherwise cheating.”


“I obey, Master,” Jernie said. She walked into the freezer with the face of a prisoner walking to his hanging.


But Paula didn’t shut the freezer door yet. She looked at Jernie and asked, “Anything you care to tell me?”


“Just what I’ve told you before: I don’t know where Fatima’s Vessel is.”


When Paula heard that, she slammed the freezer door.


****


Within the walk-in freezer, Jerngert summoned her scrying ball, in order to see when her master had left the garage. But as soon as her scrying ball appeared, it fogged up.


Jerngert grabbed the ball away from its floating place, wiped it on her clothing, and set it back afloat in front of her face. But it fogged up again. Muttering Proto-Germanic curse words, Jerngert sent her scrying ball back to its holding dimension.


Command from her master or not, Jerngert had no intention of remaining in this deadly freezer. She started to make the finger-gestures to foom herself to Marvin Harper’s house—


—and her hands paralyzed. Her hands stayed paralyzed till she quit trying to work her djinn spell.


Centuries ago, Jerngert had overheard the words of a spell by a human witch, to switch the places of any two objects. In the garage was a workbench, by which was a stool—Jerngert intended to work the witch’s spell to swap herself and that stool. But Jerngert only spoke two words of the spell before her voice spasmed and she couldn’t speak.


Like a minute earlier, when Jerngert quit trying to work magic to get herself out of the freezer, her voice paralysis went away.


Jerngert went back to moving her hands, this time to make a fireball to warm herself with. Again, her hands paralyzed before she could complete the spell.


Master had told Jerngert not to leave the freezer. She couldn’t leave it. Master had told Jerngert not to make herself comfortable. Jerngert couldn’t make a fireball.


Jerngert had one last trick to try, and it was hardly worth mentioning. By the workbench in the garage, hung a blue flannel shirt on a hook. If Jerngert couldn’t go out, she would try to bring the blue flannel shirt in.


Jerngert shook her head. I must be very desperate indeed, to think of wearing BLUE.


She started her magical gestures. Foom.


Then she realized why she’d been allowed to complete the spell: Because it made no difference. All that the blue flannel shirt did was to lessen her misery; it wouldn’t keep her warm.


And if she couldn’t stay warm...


Djinn of the three tribes hadn’t believed that they could ever die, until three thousand years ago. That’s when Lodmand of the Pink Tribe froze to death, in what the humans now call Norway. After Lodmand’s death, the Pink Tribe moved from Northern Europe to Persia, thinking that they would be safe.


And so they were. It would take three thousand years before another djinni of the Pink Tribe would freeze to death.


When the time comes, will I be brave? Jerngert wondered.


****


Fatima was still in her lamp, and her master was in danger. For the first time since the awful day when she’d been bound into her lamp, Fatima felt helpless.


She had gone into Hyperspeed to text-shape all the words about what she and Marvin had done. So many words she’d text-shaped! Had she written everything the old way, she would have filled most of a scroll.


As soon as she’d sent off her BDIM, Fatima had discovered two BDIMs from Jerngert waiting for her. Each message, in its way, horrified Fatima.


The first message informed her that Jerngert’s evil master knew what Fatima looked like, knew what Marvin looked like, probably knew where Marvin lived, and was planning to steal Fatima’s Vessel.


The only good news in that message? Paula Sarin thought that she should look for a brass bottle, not a brass lamp.


The second BDIM from Jerngert was sent out to everyone, and it read only, “Summoned again by Master Paula??? This does not sound good. Because I think I know what she wants.”


Jerngert had sent that second message almost twenty minutes ago, and she wasn’t back in her bottle. Fatima needed to know what Paula Sarin was up to!


Then too, it was seventeen minutes past the time when her master, Marvin, had promised to rub the lamp. She had no idea why he was late, just as she had no idea why Jerngert hadn’t returned. Fatima hated not knowing!


The odd thing was, Fatima would be overjoyed, most of the time, to learn that a prospective master was plotting against Fatima’s current master. Because with any luck, the lowlifes would kill each other and leave Fatima alone.


But it was different now. Because Marvin was Fatima’s master now, and Fatima loved him.


****


Paula Sarin had a buzz on when she walked back into the garage; she actually fell against the freezer door in trying to open it. After Paula had sent Jernie into the freezer, Paula had spent over an hour doing some serious drinking alone.


When Paula opened the freezer door, she saw Jernie standing in the freezer, just like Paula wanted—but the genie was wearing Ted’s blue flannel shirt.


“Did you walk out of the freezer to get that shirt?” Paula yelled.


“No, Master, I conjured it into here.”


Paula was disappointed that she’d just been denied a good excuse for a tantrum. So Paula said instead, “Are you ready to tell me where Fatima’s bottle is?”


Jernie replied, “My toes have frozen solid. If I knew where that Vessel was, I maybe would be telling you now.”


Paula glared at Jernie. “Or you maybe would still be bullshitting me. Stay in there longer.” For a second time, Paula slammed the freezer door shut.


As Paula walked through the garage to the kitchen door, she thought, Jernie must think I believe anything. “My toes are frozen solid”? Already? Alaskans know a thing or two about frostbite, bitch.


****


Jerngert felt a small sense of relief when Master Paula slammed the freezer door shut. Yes, it would have been nice if Master had let Jerngert leave the freezer, but Jerngert hadn’t expected that.


In fact, Jerngert’s relief was because her small secret had stayed undiscovered.


Jerngert had discovered that she was allowed to conjure a small fireball. The fireball that she was allowed to conjure was only hot enough to keep her hands warm, but as long as she could make magical gestures, she could stay alive.


Good luck had let the little fireball stay Jerngert’s lifesaver. The thump noise against the freezer door had been warning enough (“Master Paula is here”) for Jerngert to kill the fireball.


Because had Master Paula seen the puny pink fire, she might have banned it outright, out of sheer spite.


Jerngert didn’t want to think about what would happen if she could no longer keep the feeble fireball burning.


****


Still stuck in her lamp, Fatima worried.


Marvin still had not summoned Fatima out of the lamp, almost two-and-a-half hours after he had sent her in. Fatima still could only guess why. Meanwhile, Jerngert had been out of her own Vessel for a little more than two hours; and again, Fatima didn’t know why.


Meanwhile, Fatima had gotten a snarky BDIM from Kharmesh: “Poor baby, stuck in your lamp for over two hours. Try being stuck in your lamp for 3,318 lunar cycles!”


****


When Ted came home, he was drunk. He was surprised to see that Paula also was drunk. She was drunk, yes, but now she had a plan about getting Marvin’s genie.


“Don’t go into the walk-in-freezer till I tell you it’s okay,” Paula ordered Ted. Paula knew that because of an earlier Suggestion, Ted wouldn’t even think of disobeying her.


Ted finished undressing, then climbed into bed and passed out. Paula was herself close to passing out; instead, she made herself walk through the house and into the garage.


That genie bitch was still straight-faced lying to Paula, claiming that she didn’t know where Fatima’s bottle was. But at least Jernie was getting a little karma payback for her lying: Paula noticed that Jernie was walking strangely, like she was wearing stiff ski boots.


****


Monday, 7:00 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


BAM-BAM-BAM! I was awakened by someone pounding on my bedroom door.


“MARVIN?” a young woman’s voice called. “YOU’LL BE LATE—”


By now I had unlocked the door. Standing beyond the door was Janice. She said, “It’s 7:00, Marvin sir. Are we still all going to meet at school at 7:15?”


“Shit, I overslept!” I said. Then I told Janice, “Be at my car in five minutes.”


Janice gave me a dubious look, and I realized that I was still wearing yesterday’s clothes. But what she said was, “Yes, Marvin sir.”


Then Janice glanced past me to my bed and asked, “Have you seen—?”


But I held up a hand. “Janice, I need to get ready for school.” Without waiting for her to answer, I shut the door.


Showering was out. I dragged a razor over my face, brushed my teeth, yanked my old clothes off my body, jammed myself into clean clothes (almost forgetting to swap out comb, wallet, and keys), and grabbed my book bag. I was strongly tempted to slide down the bannister, just to get to my car a few seconds earlier.


****


Minutes later, on our way to Plato Smith’s front doors, Janice and I spotted Stephanie Eklund and we waved to her. Stephanie walked over to us and gave each of us a hug. Janice looked relieved to see her, since Stephanie’s I-serve-Marvin outfit nuked the dress code as much as nervous Janice’s own clothing did.


As I said, the three of us walked through the doors at 7:18. I expected to see waiting ahead, a teacher and four girl students. Or fewer than that, if someone was running late.


Instead, waiting for me was a teacher and five girls. Anna Kay said, “Marvin, it’s same song, second verse. Kelly Brown wants to join your group.”


Reader, I’ve mentioned Kelly Brown a few times. The PSHS joke about her is this: Does Kelly Brown have standards? Certainly! She won’t fuck a guy whose dick is less than three inches, and she draws the line at forty guys in one night.


Now I noted how Kelly was dressed: Slutwear with a capital S. Maybe she fully expected to be allowed into my harem today. On the other hand, what she was wearing wasn’t much different than outfits she’d worn in the past.


Kelly had larger-than-average tits, puffier-than-average lips, and suicide-blond hair. Meaning, even if she were forced to wear a choir robe, she’d have sex appeal. But Kelly Brown was much more than a sexy body. If the Wicked Witch of the West were to dress like Kelly dressed, and move like Kelly moved, even the Tin Man would get an erection.


So you can imagine my body’s reaction when Kelly sashayed up to me. “Hiii, Marvin, you’re looking big and strong this morning.”


“Stop, Kelly,” I commanded. “Stand right there, hands at your side.” I did not want Kelly touching me unasked, and becoming my touch-slave accidentally. Kelly obeyed me, because of my magic pheromones.


I stood out of her reach and asked, “Why do you want to join my harem?”


She said, “Because it’s one group I’m perfectly qualified to join. In fact—”


“Do you have any other reason to want in my harem?”


“Ooh, ‘harem’, such a sexy word. I have another reason, Marvin sir, but I don’t want to tell it.”


“Too bad. Tell it anyway.”


Kelly looked at me with anger, then fear. She made several faces, and twisted her hands together; clearly she did not want to answer the question. But then she said, “People have asked me the last few days, ‘How come you’re not in Marvin’s harem? Are you so skanky that he doesn’t want you?’ ”


“No comment,” I said. “Now I know why you want in, but my next question is: Why should I take you?”


Kelly gave me a dick-stiffening smile. “Well, I’m sure I could teach your other girls a thing or two.”


“Pfft,” Janice said. “Tell us, Kelly sweetie, do you do Kegel exercises?”


Kelly didn’t look cocky anymore. “Um ... I guess not. What are those?”


“I’m not sure what a ‘Kegel’ is. But you know when your bladder is full, but you don’t want to pee in your panties, there’s a muscle inside you that you squeeze?”


“Yeah,” said Kelly, with a Where are you going with this? look of puzzlement.


Janice said, “Well, in a Kegel exercise, you voluntarily squeeze that muscle as hard as you can, then you keep squeezing, then release. Then you do that ten times. Then it’s just like gym class: three sets of ten reps, do that every day. And after a while, you have a pussy that can crush rocks into gravel.”


I added, “And I can tell you, Janice’s pussy feels great.”


Kelly looked deflated now. “Well, can I just straight-out ask to join your girls? Anna Kay did that Friday, and you let her join.”


I sighed. “The thing with Anna Kay was, I’ve had a crush on her since tenth grade—”


“Really? Wow,” said Anna Kay. Then she moaned and shook with orgasm.


“—and so when she asked, of course I said yes,” I said.


Anna Kay said, “Yeah, right. Marvin, tell Kelly about all the pussy I had to lick before you said yes.”


I’d delayed giving Kelly an answer. But now was answering time. I said, “Kelly, for guys it’s really hard to walk up to a girl and ask her for a date, or ask her for sex. Rejection is scary! And most girls haven’t a clue what agonies the guy suffers. But you know that, you’re being very brave—”


“Oh shit,” Kelly said, “you’re turning me down, aren’t you?” She started to cry.


I said gently, “With the exception of Anna Kay, who’s a special case—”


“Yeah, you had a crush on her! But nobody gets a ‘crush’ on Kelly Brown—if a guy wants me, he gets me. God, I’m pathetic,” Kelly sobbed.


“—any girl or woman who asks me before I ask her, will get turned down. Of that group of Marvin-rejects, potentially numbering billions, you’re the bravest, and so you’re the first.”


She looked at me with hope. “So that’s the only reason you’re turning me down? Because of ... because of...?”


“Policy,” Bellina suggested.


“Policy is some of it,” I said. “But also, Kelly, I want to feel special. Whatever girl I’m with, I want to be the only man in her life. Whereas you—”


Kelly said, “This is so unfair. You fuck lots of girls; I fuck lots of guys. We’re the same.”


“Not so. A teacher here has made it clear that she wants me for fun on the side. She’s married, you see. But I don’t do married women, and I don’t do ‘fun on the side.’ Can you say the same, that the guys you fuck, don’t fuck anyone but you?”


“No,” Kelly said in a small voice.


Then I raised my voice. “My ladies, each of you give Kelly a hug, to show no hard feelings.”


As Kelly got surrounded by girlflesh, she looked at me, clearly hoping that I too would hug her. I shook my head. “Kelly, I think it best that I not touch you.” She nodded, as tears ran down her face.


When the hugs were done, Kelly looked at me and stood straight (while still sniffling). She said, “You don’t respect me, Marvin. This hurts ten times worse because you haven’t called me nasty names. Hell, you’ve bent over backward to be nice. But I swear, I am gonna bust my ass so that one day, I have your respect.”


And with those words, Kelly Brown moved away from me and strode straight toward the school office.


By second period, the school was abuzz with the gossip: Kelly Brown, after she’d talked to me, had ambushed Mr. Bender, and had told him that she was going home and changing clothes. Without Mr. Bender ordering it first.


During class change after third period, I passed Kelly Brown in the hallway. She was wearing non-tight jeans, and a sweater draped over her low-cut top. She actually looked normal, if genetically blessed. I gave her a thumb-up; she gave me a weak smile in return.


****


“Fuck!” Virgilia said. She threw the covers off and climbed out of bed, even though her body craved sleep.


Virgilia, newbie dancer Pepper, and Yuri had been the last to leave Nimfo Club. Which meant that Virgilia had gotten only three hours of good sleep, before sunlight and noisy motel guests started disturbing that sleep this morning. And yet here she was, five hours after she’d gone to bed, unable to ditch the thoughts that were blocking her sleep.


From the motel room’s other bed, Sherry said sleepily, “What’s wrong, Virgie? Why you up?”


Virgilia said, “I need to talk to someone at the mansion, Sher.”


“Marvin? He’s at school.”


“No, not Marvin. It’s no biggie, Sher, go back to sleep.”


“Okay,” Sherry said in a trusting voice. Seconds later, she was indeed asleep.


Virgilia showered, did her face and hair, and threw the plastic bags that contained almost all of her worldly possessions into the back seat of her car. (The diamond necklace and Virgilia’s mink jacket were in a bus-station locker.) Then Virgilia headed off to the mansion where she had lived for the last two years, and which would soon be her residence for the next however-many years.


But Virgilia wasn’t headed to the mansion merely to move her stuff back in. She needed to talk to Fatima. Virgilia needed to know. Was Fatima a genie? Had Warren, and then Marvin, ensnared Virgilia through wishes granted?


Minutes later, Virgilia and her car were just outside the entrance gate to the mansion. Virgilia heard a young woman’s voice parroting through the speaker, “Can I help you?”


That must be Elvira, Virgilia thought. Nobody else at the mansion works so hard at sounding so bored.


Virgilia identified herself, and two minutes later, she and all her trash bags were at the front door of the mansion. Sure enough, it was French-Maided Elvira who answered the door.


As Virgilia walked in, while struggling with the heaviest trash bag, she casually asked, “Know where I can find Fatima?”


Elvira’s smile was catty. “Nobody’s seen her since last night. Know who had to help Janice with breakfast? Almie and me.”


“No shit? Fuck!”


Minutes later, Virgilia had carried the three trash bags up the stairs and into the bedroom that had been assigned to Sherry and her. Virgilia’s calf muscles burned, and she was sweaty. But she needed to find Fatima.


Virgilia needed to talk to Fatima. Maybe Fatima would lie, maybe she would refuse to answer Virgilia’s questions—hell, maybe Marvin had ordered Fatima to clam up. But what was Virgilia’s alternative to asking her questions and getting shot down? Not asking, and so going through life always wondering.


Thus with her ass on fire, Virgilia searched the mansion for Fatima, as only someone who’d lived there for two years could search. Virgilia walked through the garage, the pool shack, and the poolside kitchen; she walked through the billiards room, the electronic recreation room, the computer room, the ballroom, and the library; she checked the monster kitchen and the laundry room; and she peeked into every bedroom, including the guest bedroom downstairs. No Fatima.


When Virgilia got to Fatima’s own bedroom, Virgilia did more than peek in: She actually walked into the bedroom, looking for some sign of where Fatima might be. Not only was there no clue to Fatima’s whereabouts, the bedroom itself had a blank, not-lived-in look. Fatima’s bedroom reminded Virgilia of a vacated motel room after the motel maids had finished.


Then Virgilia went up the stairs to the attic, CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP. The attic was huge, not well lit, and already hot, but Virgilia walked it all anyway.


By now Virgilia had realized that if Fatima wasn’t a genie, then Fatima was now likely to be dead or dying somewhere on the property. And it would be Virgilia who found her body. Yeep.


SLAP! There was one walkway board near the attic stairs that wasn’t nailed down properly; anytime someone stepped on it, it made a loud noise. Virgilia never remembered to avoid it till too late.


A second later, Virgilia thought, I’m an idiot. She realized that she hadn’t checked the bathrooms. The mansion had twenty-two of those: one each for the monster kitchen, the poolside kitchen, and the guest bedroom; and nineteen for the upstairs bedrooms. Virgilia decided that she would search the upstairs bathrooms last, and Marvin’s bathroom would be very last.


So Virgilia headed for the attic stairs—SLAP! CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP-CLUMP down she went—then she walked across the second-floor hallway to the main stairs.


Twenty minutes later, Fatima still had not been found anywhere, alive or dead. Now Virgilia stood before the door to Marvin’s bedroom.


Fatima didn’t own a car; and she hadn’t taken Marvin’s car, Miriam’s car, the Mustang convertible, or any of Warren’s cars. And Virgilia was certain that Fatima wasn’t anywhere else on the property. So Fatima must be here, in Marvin’s bedroom, Virgilia figured.


****


In my second-period French IV class, I noticed that a girl Andrea was wearing green nail polish. Seeing this made me think of Fatima, who’d worn shiny green nail polish when we’d gone on our dinner-and-a-movie date, and she’d worn green nail polish every time I’d seen her thereafter—


Fatima, jeez! I left her in her lamp!


Note to self: Apologize to her when I finally let her out. She deserves better.


I tried to remember what I’d done with the padlock. Had I left the footlocker unlocked? Was it obvious that the footlocker was unlocked?


Ah, I’m probably obsessing over nothing.


****


The door for the Master Bedroom had a key slot; but fortunately for Virgilia, Marvin hadn’t locked the door. Virgilia opened the door to Marvin’s bedroom and walked in.


Inside the master bedroom, Virgilia noted that Marvin’s clothes from yesterday were thrown on the floor, and the bed was unmade.


Also, there was an open padlock on the dresser.


How curious.


Virgilia walked into each of the two walk-in closets; each were as big as Sherry’s and Virgilia’s motel room. Of course Virgilia checked the master bedroom’s enormous bathroom. Still no Fatima.


Maybe she called a cab? But where in town would she want to go? And if she IS a genie and Marvin sent her away, why didn’t he tell anyone?


Virgilia felt stumped: She had absolutely no idea what to try next, or where to look next.


As Virgilia walked out of Marvin’s bathroom, her eyes fell on a recliner, a standing lamp, and a green box that all were by a window. These three things hadn’t been here when Warren was alive.


Still, two items she recognized. The standing lamp had come from one of the upstairs bedrooms, As for the recliner, Warren had bought it in the 1960s and he’d claimed it was “the most comfortable piece of furniture ever made,” and so he’d refused to replace it.


But the green box? She’d never seen it before. Virgilia would swear in court, under threat of perjury, that this green box had never been in Warren’s bedroom, in his bedroom closets, in his garage, or in his attic during the two years that she’d lived here.


The dark-green box had “HARPER W G” stenciled on the top, so this obviously was Warren’s Army footlocker. Then why had Warren hidden it away? Warren had shown his combat medals to her and to Sherry, but he hadn’t shown his women what was inside his footlocker? How odd.


Then Virgilia noticed that the footlocker had a hasp for a padlock, but no padlock was there. Meanwhile, on the dresser lay an unlocked padlock.


Virgilia grabbed the lid of the footlocker, and lifted.


Staring down into the footlocker, Virgilia’s first thought was Now all my questions are answered. Including the question, Where the hell is Fatima?


Virgilia’s second thought was Jeez, that hunk of metal completely changed my life, and it looks like something dragged out of a junkyard.


Then Virgilia was hit by Temptation.


I just need to pick up the lamp, rub it, and I can be free of all this mind control. And then I can make myself as rich as Marvin. And then I’ll have one wish left!


But then she thought, This lamp is Marvin’s. If I took it and rubbed it, that would be stealing. No matter how nice my life got, Marvin, Fatima, and I myself all would know me as a thief.


But my mind would be free! the first part of her mind argued. I’d no longer be any man’s slave.


But look at what you’d lose, the “status quo” part of her mind argued. No matter how you tried, you couldn’t keep being friends with Sherry. Nor would you stay friends with all the new friends you made at the pool party yesterday. In fact, you wouldn’t have any friends at all—look at Warren, suspicious of everyone’s motives.


That point hit home; Virgilia did not want a life like Warren’s.


Virgilia remembered the time when Warren had shown her and Sherry his combat medals. The women had gotten excited—“You’re brave, Warren, you’re a hero!” It was the only time that Virgilia had felt respect for Warren. And yet he’d acted like the medals were junk, no more brag-worthy than if he’d won stuffed animals at a county fair.


Warren’s reaction had puzzled Virgilia then, but now she understood it. Just as Warren had wealth that he hadn’t earned, and sexy girlfriends that he’d “won” only by magical cheating, perhaps his medals were undeserved too.


What would it be like to go through life, knowing that you’d earned none of the good things that you had? Virgilia realized that Warren had been miserable at the end of his life, despite all his goodies.


But while Warren was surrounded by undeserved rewards, Virgilia had a bragging right: She was one of the three highest-tipped strippers at Nimfo Club. So what if her former friends in the Abzug Society didn’t consider this worth boasting about? She was proud of what she’d done, because she’d had to learn a lot, unlearn a lot, and bust her ass (literally!) in order to achieve as much as she had.


Virgilia didn’t want to lose that pride. But she knew that if she touched the lamp, she’d be wondering for the rest of her life, Is this great accomplishment MY doing, or Fatima’s?


Plus, right now Virgilia had a purpose in life: serving and pleasing Marvin—a purpose that she shared with twenty other women. So what if her devotion was artificial? Fatima and Anna Kay were devoted to Marvin too, of their own free choice. Perhaps Fatima and Anna Kay were devoted because in the last week, Marvin had rescued six exploited hookers and two endangered children. So there, imaginary feminist critics!


Bottom line? Virgilia right now was happy. But if she rubbed this lamp, she’d become rich, and famous, and desired by men, and loved (perhaps), and admired (perhaps)—but this day would be the last happy day of her life. Plus, every morning she’d see a thief, an impostor, and a lonely woman in the mirror.


So the right choice was a no-brainer, really.


Virgilia shut the lid (without touching the old lamp), padlocked the footlocker, and walked out of Marvin’s bedroom.


As she walked down the stairs, Virgilia thought, Now I know how Pete Ross felt.


Downstairs was a French Maid who smiled at Virgilia (so this had to be Almira). “Find Fatima?” the French Maid asked.


“Nah,” Virgilia replied, “but I found her note; it was on the floor. She’s out running errands. If she’s not back before Marvin returns from school, she’ll be home soon after.”


****


Mr. Spinelli dropped the chalk in the chalk tray. He started to turn away from the blackboard, to face the class. As he was moving, he said to us, “However, the Supreme Court overturned—”


And then Mr. Spinelli stopped moving.


At that moment, almost all the sounds in the class stopped. Outside I heard someone hurrying down the hall (it was three minutes after the bell), and overhead I heard the hum of fluorescent lights. But the scratching of pens? The shifting around of chairs and books? The tapping of feet? Inside Mr. Spinelli’s classroom, all those sounds were gone.


I looked around. Everyone in class was a statue. They were breathing, but Joe Blake didn’t blink when I waved a hand in front of his face. Behind me, the face of Jorje Rodriguez was locked into eyeing Harold and smiling mischievously. Jorje was holding something; I’m guessing he was about to throw it.


“Greetings, Marvin Harper of the Six Wishes,” said a woman’s voice from the front of the class.


I faced forward. Standing by Mr. Spinelli’s desk was the semitransparent image of a young woman. She was wearing pink and rose-pink Middle Eastern clothing, but over this she was wearing an unbuttoned blue flannel shirt. Her hair was blond and pinned-up braided, so that she looked like a Danish milkmaid, but she also was wearing a gold-embroidered, rose-pink brimless cap.


The woman’s eyes were a vivid color, even being semitransparent. They weren’t brown, green, or blue; her irises were Barbie pink.


The most shocking thing about what I was seeing: Most of her clothing, and also her bare midriff, were covered with frost. This was despite a tiny pink fireball that did a figure-eight orbit around her hands and lower face.


The ghostly, pink-eyed woman said, “Marvin Harper, I am Jerngert, bound djinni of the Pink Tribe; Paula Sarin is my Master—”


“Paula Sarin, the senator?”


“Yes. I don’t have much time left, before I die, to warn you. You are in danger from my master, who intends to steal your ‘bottle,’ and Fatima with it.”


I don’t know what it says about me, but I replied first to the most unimportant part of her statement: “Fatima isn’t in a bottle, she’s in a lamp.”


“I know that, but Master doesn’t. I let her be misled.” The genie’s image smiled. “Call it payback for freezing me to death.”


“She really is trying to kill you?”


“She is killing me, Marvin Harper. My Master ordered me into a meat freezer, and then ordered me to stay here. All because she won’t believe that I don’t know where Fatima’s Vessel is.”


Jerngert slowly unbent one elbow and rapped her knuckles on her frosty hip; the result was a tink-tink-tink sound.


Jerngert explained, “Most of my body, I cannot move it now, or shape-shift it. When all of me turns solid, I’ll die. That will be soon, because my fingers are almost frozen.”


Then Jerngert spent the next minute telling me what I needed to know.


To which I replied, “Well, shit. Why is she doing this? If she already has you, why does she want Fatima?”


Jerngert said, “Paula Sarin only got one wish from me, but owning Fatima gets her three more wishes.”


“What wish did you grant her, exactly?”


“That once a day, she can touch someone and speak a sentence, and after that, he will believe or feel or do everything in that sentence. But she cannot give that person another Suggestion unless she touches him again after midnight, local time.”


“Which confirms the rumor about the Canadian War. Jeez, she’s a U.S. senator with mind-control powers. That’s a problem.”


“Here is another problem, Marvin Harper: Fatima is forbidden to enchant her Vessel or anything around her Vessel, to block a human from touching it—”


“Yeah, she’s told me as much.”


“To stop my Master from owning Fatima, you must protect the lamp, by human means. As Fatima’s friend, I beg you, protect her lamp. Fatima doesn’t deserve to have Paula Sarin as her master, she deserves you.”


Jerngert’s nearly straight right arm bent at the elbow, and the motion was even slower than minutes earlier. “My time is short,” Jerngert said.


“Do you have anything else to say to me?” I asked.


“Oh, I have much to say. But it is difficult now to move my hands and fingers—I cannot ‘broadcast’ much longer. Please, Marvin Harper of the Six Wishes, when Fatima learns of my death, comfort her; she will grieve fiercely. Tell her that she was the best friend I’ve ever had.”


“I will. Jerngert, I wish I could’ve met you under other circumstances.”


“Same here, because Fati—”


The pink fireball sputtered, then vanished. Jerngert’s face looked doomed as she said, “Help her, Marvin Harper, you’re her only hope.”


With that, the pink genie’s image vanished, and the classroom woke up.


****


Paula Sarin gave Ted a list of groceries to buy, and walked him out to the garage. As soon as he’d driven away in his truck, Paula went to the freezer.


She didn’t find Jerngert there. Instead, on the sheet-metal floor, she found a pile of pink gravel.


Paula fetched a foxtail and dustpan, and (being careful not to touch bare flesh to the subfreezing metal) she swept up the pink gravel.


When Paula brought the pink gravel into the garage, the gravel gave off pink smoke, while the pile got smaller.


A few minutes later, the dustpan was empty, and there was a pink mist filling the garage.


By then it was obvious that Jerngert wasn’t going to re-form from the pink smoke.


The bitch got what she deserved, Paula thought. Jernie should have told me what I wanted to know, instead of holding out on me.


****


Monday, 3:30 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


I had Janice drive my clunker home; otherwise I maybe would’ve gotten a ticket—or maybe even hurt someone. But it was oh so hard, not telling Janice to go faster, or to run that stoplight.


As soon as I got inside my mansion, I dashed up the stairs, three at a time. (When you’re very tall, very strong, and very motivated, you do that.)


Fortunately, the footlocker was locked. Good, one worry unrealized (though I didn’t remember locking it).


As soon as Fatima de-smoked, she looked at me worriedly and started to say, “Master, you need—”


I threw my arms around her and said, “Fatima, I will not let Paula Sarin take you away! And I am so, so sorry for oversleeping and forgetting about you. Please forgive me.”


Fatima kissed me on the cheek, but then she looked at me in confusion. “How do you know that Jerngert’s master wants to steal my Vessel?”


“She appeared to me at school this afternoon. She said she had to warn me before she died.”


Fatima stared. “Jerngert is dead?” Fatima’s scrying ball appeared, and Fatima worked it for five seconds, then she looked at me. “My scrying ball isn’t working right. Jerngert must be alive!”


Fatima gestured, and a green lightball appeared between her hands. She shoved it away, and it sped off in a northwest direction—


—and quickly stopped, not even hitting the wall. Then the lightball started moving around and around, and up and down, its path describing a sphere.


Fatima gasped. “My message ball can’t find Jerngert! But I know she isn’t in her bottle.”


Then Fatima dropped to her knees, wailing.


I hurried to the bedroom door, locked it, then I rushed back to Fatima. I dropped to the floor, put my arms around Fatima, and held her as she sobbed. I didn’t say a word, I just held Fatima.


“Oh my smoke, oh my smoke, Jerngert froze,” Fatima kept saying.


Fatima’s lightball danced in the air, forgotten.









Chapter 38

I Warn; Paula Plots


THE REST OF MONDAY



Monday, 3:38 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time, 11:38 a.m. Alaskan Daylight Time


Fatima had pretty much cried herself out when there was a knock at my bedroom door. “Marvin sir?” said Almira or Elvira through the door.


Fatima green-smoked her face, then de-smoked it, which made her eyes not red or puffy anymore. She vanished the green lightball, then nodded at the door.


I unlocked and opened the door. It was Almira, who told me, “Mom’s lawyer is at the gate, demanding to see Elvie and me. She’s been bugging us since ten this morning. But we told her we won’t let her in till you’re home from school.”


I said, “Wow, Almira, I’m really pleased, you not letting her in before now.”


Almira beamed.


I continued, “Being as A, I’m a Testosterone Person, and B, I’m a prosecution witness, she could really have made trouble for me if she’d had the run of the place. You done good.”


Almira beamed again.


Fatima said, “Master, may I handle this?” Almira looked startled, hearing Fatima’s voice.


I nodded. “Almira, let Fatima handle the gate intercom and the front door.”


Fatima then asked Almira, “Could you and your sister stay upstairs, or stay in the kitchen, till the lawyer and I come find you?”


“No problem,” Almira said, giving Fatima a smile (and me an even bigger smile).


Almira left. As I was making damned sure that the footlocker was locked, I asked Fatima, “What are you up to?”


She said, “You have a big problem to think about: Paula Sarin. Some parts of your problem, I’m forbidden to help you with. But you don’t need to also worry about a bunch of little problems caused by some ogress.”


Once we got downstairs, Fatima asked me, “Master, may I ask that you go to the computer room now? The lawyer and I will be there shortly.”


I made productive use of my time on the computer, deleting spam—do you have any idea how much spam a billionaire gets? About three minutes after I’d turned on the computer, Fatima and a woman in her forties walked into the computer room.


“...wiser than me,” the woman said in a monotone.


Fatima was stroking the back of a lawyer-hand. “Marvin Harper is a good man,” Fatima said. “He has a good reason for everything he does.”


“Marvin Harper is a good man. He has a good reason for everything he does,” the woman repeated dully.


“You trust Marvin Harper absolutely, always to keep his promises and never to lie to you.”


“I trust Marvin Harper absolutely, always to keep his promises and never to lie to me.”


The programming went on like that for another minute, then Fatima broke touch with the woman’s hand. The woman blinked, and seemed surprised to be in the computer room with me.


Fatima said, “This is Victoria Allblue, defense attorney for Almira and Elvira.”


Victoria smiled at me and took a step forward. “Mister Marvin Harper, I’m so glad to meet you! You’re not at all what I expected.” She was looking at me like I was a rock star.


I said, “Ah, so you recognize me. That’s good.”


When I said good, Victoria gasped.


I said, “So what did you expect me to be like?”


She blushed. “The twins’ mother had me convinced that you’re holding them prisoner.”


“But you no longer think that?”


“No. Because meeting you, I realize that you’re a good man, and you have a good reason for keeping them here.”


I smiled. “Michelle LeClerc is a lost cause, but at least you can be convinced of my good heart. That’s good.”


Victoria gasped again, and blinked.


I glanced at Fatima, whose smile showed mischief.


“So what are your plans here?” I asked Victoria.


“I shouldn’t tell you, because of attorney-client privilege, plus you’re a prosecution witness—”


“But?”


“But I’m going to meet with Almie and Elvie, and hope that they can tell me something about that night, or about them, or about you, that I can use to win an acquittal.”


“Victoria, I know it went against your lawyer ethics code to tell me that, but you did anyway. That’s good.”


Victoria quietly moaned for five seconds.


Then I frowned at her. “But an acquittal? They shouldn’t be acquitted, and as their lawyer, you shouldn’t get them acquitted. What you’re planning is bad.”


Fatima had done a good job. Victoria should have ripped my head off then; but instead she whimpered, then asked with worried face, “Why do you say I’m doing bad?”


I said, “Because Almira had crack cocaine in her purse, and Elvira had a latex glove in hers. Each of them admitted as much, and I saw the baggie when the cop opened Almira’s purse. They broke the law, so they should get jail. Keeping them out of jail is bad.”


Victoria whimpered again. Then she got as nervous as Oliver Twist asking for seconds on the gruel: “Would I—would I be a good lawyer if they pled guilty but got a suspended sentence?”


“Almira and Elvira need to stamp out at least one license plate, Victoria, or else I can’t believe that you’re serious about justice.”


“But is a plea bargain good?” she asked hopefully. “They plead guilty to a lesser charge, in return for lesser jail time?”


“Yes, a plea bargain shows you’re a sharp lawyer. I respect sharp lawyers.”


Victoria smiled with relief.


I continued, “Three years apiece in jail is a good minimum.”


Victoria quit smiling.


“But, um, Elvira too?” she asked me. “Almira had the drugs, Elvira was only the accessory before the fact.”


I said, “Those two are bookends. That night, it was only a coin-flip that the drugs were in Almira’s purse. Those two should walk into jail together and they should walk out together, no matter how much or little time they get. That might not be the law, but that’s justice.”


Victoria nodded like a student in lecture. “Okay, that’s how I’ll play it. No acquittal, identical sentences, three years minimum.”


I nodded. “You understand what justice requires, Victoria. That’s very good.”


For fifteen seconds or so, Victoria moaned and trembled. Then she opened her eyes and said, panting, “Mitchell will not like my sending her twins to jail.”


“Michelle. In my house, the twins’ mother is Michelle.”


“Yes, sir.” Victoria began twisting her fingers together, then she said, “Um, Marvin sir? Mitch—Michelle expects me not only to get her daughters acquitted, but to get the goods on you. So I can ‘sue him up the wazoo,’ to use her words.”


“Be honest: Were you planning to do that before you met me?”


“Honestly? Yes, I was planning to destroy you on the seven o’clock news. I figured that it would help my career.” Victoria was looking at the floor as she spoke.


I said, “You are honest with me, when it’s hard for you. That’s good.”


Victoria’s mouth flew open, and she grabbed the edge of the computer desk.


When Victoria was no longer internally distracted, I asked her, “Can I hope that you’ve decided not to ‘get me’?”


She shook her head fiercely. “That would be wrong, Marvin sir! And I promise, if she hires a detective, I’ll let you know!”


I said, “We both know that you could be disbarred if Michelle told the local bar association about this. And yet you plan to do the right thing? That’s good, Victoria, very good. You’re doing a good thing for me. You’re a good woman.”


Victoria screamed, and dropped to her knees. From her knees, she rolled onto the floor, spasming and gasping. Her face was red.


Fatima asked, “Master, does she have your permission to touch herself in front of you?”


“Yes,” I said.


It took Victoria a full minute to recover enough. Then she knee-walked to where she was beside my chair, then she jammed her hand down inside the slacks of her pantsuit. “Thank you, thank you, Mister Harper, sir—ooh, this feels so good!”


I let the lawyer jill herself for two minutes, then I told Fatima to help Victoria Allblue get presentable for meeting with the twins.


Just before they walked out of the computer-room door, Fatima touched Victoria’s hand. “After you talk to the twins, you crave to talk to Marvin Harper again. You will make up an excuse.”


Victoria repeated this, then Fatima broke the trance, and the two women left.


Ten seconds later, foom—atop a corner of my computer desk appeared a candy dish filled with breath mints.


I thought, Gee, I wonder if Fatima has further plans for subjugating Victoria?


****


Fifteen minutes later, I was still at my computer. I was reading a fresh email from Olivia, the formerly virgin Hollywood actress now in my harem—


Subject: OMG!!! I GOT THE PART!!! ABC BOUGHT “CALL OF DUTY”!!!


Here’s the show’s description: “Cynthia Smith and David Jerome Pendergast III eloped on December 6th, 1941. Pearl Harbor happened on December 7th. David joined the Marines on December 8th. Now Cindy has to move back in with her parents. Her husband’s brother Peter is stalking her, and her new in-laws are calling her pregnant white trash who trapped their son. Meanwhile, David is training for the days when he’ll have only two choices: kill or be killed.”


And I’m cast as Cindy, the star! OMG!!! The script describes me like this: “Cindy loses her virginity on her wedding night, but she never loses her innocence. She remains affectionate and trusting, and is always shocked when people act mean or evil. And though Cindy never flaunts her looks, she is well worth looking at.”


My first costume fitting is next Monday, and we start shooting episodes June 15. The very first scene of the very first show is us getting married in a J.P.’s office. OMG!!!!!


I wrote back: “It sounds like a perfect match between the character and the actress who plays her. Congratulations. When you get an Emmy nomination, I dibs being your date.”


Just after I sent Olivia’s email, Fatima foomed into the computer room and smiled at me. Seconds later, there was a knock at the door.


Fatima opened the door, and Victoria stepped into the room. Fatima spoke quietly while touching the lawyer’s hand, then Victoria quietly repeated Fatima’s words. I couldn’t hear those words.


Victoria walked over to where she was standing by my computer chair. She stood straight and said formally, “Mister Harper, both of my clients have agreed to plead guilty after I negotiate a suitable plea bargain. So I’m here now to tell you, a prosecution witness, that you will be spared from me questioning you in or out of court.”


“Great, I’m glad to hear that,” I said.


I waited for Victoria to go ballistic about the fact that her clients were dressed as French Maids and were dusting furniture while she talked to them. But she didn’t mention that.


Instead, she just stood there.


“Is there anything else?” I asked.


She looked at me hungrily. “I want to initiate an act of oral copulation upon your penis, with intent to arouse and hopefully gratify, thus meeting the definition of ‘sex’ in Jones v. Clinton. Do you give uncoerced consent?”


I unfastened my belt, unsnapped my jeans, and pulled the zipper down. “Caveat fellator,” I warned her. “It’s kind of big.”


Sure enough, her face showed amazement.


****


Ted, Paula Sarin’s husband, was overhauling a snowmobile engine in the garage of the couple’s Lawissa house. Bert, who was Paula’s chief of staff, was using the house’s basement bathroom. All of which was good news for Paula: Nobody was within earshot at the moment.


Paula walked over to Sheila, Paula’s young computer expert (and enthralled lesbian submissive). Paula had a question that she didn’t want anyone else overhearing. (Even though her family and her Senate staff supposedly all were her Suggestioned thralls.)


Sheila sat up straight. “Yes, Senator?” the young woman said eagerly.


Paula said, “Marvin Harper’s house—can you hack into the burglar-alarm system? Turn it off, on command?”


“I know a few tricks I can try,” Sheila said, “but it’s probably not possible.”


“Try. If it’s not 100 percent impossible, try till your brain melts.”


“Understood, Senator. So is this high priority?”


“The highest. Higher than all your Senate duties. And not to be discussed with anyone, even Ted or Bert.”


Sheila’s eyebrows went up, then she turned back to the computer. Her face looked determined.


****


Victoria Allblue had left the house just before dinner, having pleased me with a tantalizing, hour-long blowjob. When she’d finally stood up, I’d told her “Let’s just be friends,” but I don’t think those words un-slaved her much. Fatima had done too thorough a job of magically hypnotizing Victoria.


Victoria’s hour-long blowjob was the first reason that I was in a good mood when I’d sat down to dinner. The second reason was that seven harem girls had moved in at least a suitcase this day, so I’d sat down to eat dinner with fourteen women. (Brenda and Sherry had already gone to work.) We filled up all three tables in the monster kitchen, and I had to roll my twenty-sided die to decide who would sit with Fatima and me at the “master’s table.”


Now I was loving that moment—being in the same room with fourteen women, each hot to look at, and each eager to please me. It was like, “Pool Party, Part 2.”


But there was a big difference between Sunday afternoon’s pool party and Monday night’s dinner—


Now I was aware that the good times for me could end very soon.


After dinner, I stood up and said, “I have an announcement to make.”


I walked to a work counter in the kitchen, where earlier I had laid a sheet of letter-sized paper face-down. Now I returned to my seat, and held up the paper for all to see. It showed a large official photo, posed in front of an American flag.


“Cool, that’s Paula Sarin,” Christi Ellen said. “The people’s senator.”


This could get complicated, I thought. Fatima and I shared a glance.


“That’s right,” I said, “this is a picture of Paula Sarin. I know that she intends to come to my house soon. When that happens, don’t let her in my house, and don’t let her touch you.”


Elvira said, “Uh-huh, Senator Paula Sarin. Of Alaska. Coming to this house, which is close to neither Alaska nor D. C. You’re kidding, right?”


I replied loudly, so that all could hear: “I’m deadly serious. She intends to come here to do me harm, and she will hurt any of you who gets in her way. I repeat: If she asks to come inside the house, don’t let her in; if she gets close to you, don’t let her touch you, not even to shake hands.”


Elvira said, “R-i-ght. Marvin, you’ve gone over to the tinfoil side. Almie, do we have to stay here and listen to this rant?”


Almira replied, “Elvie, I believe whatever Marvin says. And yes, we will stay here and listen. Or else.”


Normally, the implied threat of being sex-starved made Elvira obedient. But not this time—


“But you’ve said yourself, Almie, it’s okay if he lies to you.”


I made an effort to keep my voice calm. “Elvira, why would I lie about this? If I were going to cook up a story, wouldn’t I use a bigger name? The president? Queen Elizabeth? Aliens?”


Elvira stood up and looked around to every face. “It sounds paranoid, admit it. Off-the-wall crazy paranoid.”


I was surprised that Sarin-fan Christi Ellen spoke up: “Marvin is a good man, so I trust that he has good reasons for most of what he tells us to do.”


Bridget added, “And the rest of the time, Mister Harper deserves to act selfishly sometimes. So if he yanks our chains to amuse himself, I’m fine with that.”


Elvira gave a snort. “Does nobody see what I’m saying? Or are you all love-struck pod people?”


Almira said, “You’re pushing my patience, twin.”


Five seconds later, Elvira dropped loudly into her chair. She crossed her arms and turned her face away from me.


But the other twelve human faces looked at me trustingly.


“One more thing,” I said. “If you see Paula Sarin inside this house, don’t attack her or try to fight for me. If you’re holding anything that might possibly be a weapon, put it down as soon as you see her. Even a paring knife.”


“Does everyone understand Master about this last part?” Fatima asked.


Twelve heads nodded. Elvira didn’t react.


“Good,” I said, “because I want to prevent someone’s misfortune.”


“Elvie?” Almira prodded.


Elvira whipped her head around, giving her twin and me both angry looks. “Whatever,” Elvira said.


****


After giving my “Beware Paula Sarin” speech to my harem slaves, I went to the computer room and called my mom’s cel. I told Mom what I’d just told my harem; but to Mom I told the Why, not just the What. Mom gasped when I told her about Jerngert’s murder, and Mom sniffled when I told her about Fatima sobbing over the death of her friend.


I made very sure that I told Mom about Paula Sarin’s power of Suggestion and its limitations.


I’d called Mom with the intent that she put the phone on speaker, so I could talk to both my parents at once. But Dad wasn’t there—once again, he was working late on a project.


Fatima had walked into the computer room during the conversation, so I put her on the phone to Mom. I think Mom was able to give Fatima some comfort.


After I turned off my cel, I asked Fatima to summon her scrying ball; I wanted to know where Paula Sarin was. “In her house in Lawissa, Alaska,” I was told.


I relaxed, hearing that. For now, I had nothing to worry about.


****


Monday, 7:23 p.m. Alaskan Daylight Time


Paula Sarin was talking into her phone. “And the plane’s fueled up? Great. How long will the flight take, if we leave at 7 a.m.? ... Does that include time on the ground refueling? ... You’re great, Charlie, thanks.”


Charlie Cassidy was an Anchorage man who was rich enough to own his own six-passenger jet. So within two days of Paula deciding to enter politics, she had Suggestioned Charlie to be generous with his Cessna.


Running for Senator, Paula had flown all over Alaska in that jet. Later on, when she was trying to make her name known in the Lower Forty-Nine, she used Charlie’s jet to get her to many political rallies and speeches.


Tomorrow morning, Paula would be flying in Charlie’s plane again. But this time, Paula wasn’t intending to give a speech. No, she was intending to burglarize Marvin Harper’s house and steal his brass bottle.


Sheila walked up to Paula then. Sheila was clutching a quarter-inch-thick stack of papers and was looking nervous. “Senator, I have good news and bad news.”


“Bad news first, Sheila.”


Sheila swallowed, then said, “I only halfway got in the system. And that’s only because I emailed a ... friend of mine who now works at the Defense Investigative Agency, and she gave me a few tricks to try.”


“What does ‘halfway got in’ mean?”


“I went to the burglar-alarm company’s computer and tried to make it think I was Marvin Harper. I finally hacked a password that worked, but then I got a different error message: ‘Non-local IP address detected.’ ”


“English, Sheila.”


“The burglar-alarm company’s computer won’t let Marvin Harper reprogram his burglar alarm from Lawissa, Alaska. He has to be near home to do that.”


It took Paula two seconds to decide. She told Sheila, “Go home now. Pack a bag, get some sleep, and be here tomorrow morning at 6:20. I want to be at Merrill Airport by seven. Don’t forget your laptop. And don’t tell anyone where you’re going.”


“I’ll leave right now, Senator. Um”—Sheila was blushing—“should I pack that lavender teddy that you like so much?”


As Paula watched Sheila drive off, she smiled. This problem with the burglar alarms was a setback, but Paula was confident that Sheila could outsmart whatever obstacle the alarm company sent her way.


Ooh, I can’t wait! Paula thought. Her plan was solid, and now it was in motion. By the time the sun rose on Marvin’s house on Thursday morning, he would be without his genie.


Paula walked away from the window, la-la-la-ing “Hail To The Chief.”









Chapter 39

Paula Works Her Plot


TUESDAY



Tuesday, 2:10 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


I am hurrying through the mansion, asking everyone, “Have you seen Fatima?” But nobody has seen her.


Finally, I ask Elvira. She sneers and tells me, “Fatima said something about trying to protect a footlocker.”


I sprint for my bedroom. But before I get there, the second-story hallway vanishes from beneath my feet. I fall twelve feet—onto bulldozed dirt.


The mansion’s lot is vacant—no mansion, no garage, no pool or pool shack. No electric gate at the end of the driveway. None of my touch-slaves are around. I see nothing but bulldozed dirt, the still-paved driveway—and a big wooden sign on the lawn, which faces the street.


One of my knees hurts when I stand up. I’m so distracted by the pain that it’s several seconds before I notice that I feel different, and the world looks different. I realize: I’m 5′2″ and puny again.


It turns out that the sign says, “To be built soon: THE EISENHOWER LIBRARY, WARREN HARPER BRANCH.”


I am still staring open-mouthed at the sign when the gold Mustang convertible comes up the driveway. Paula Sarin is driving the car. Fatima sits next to her; Harold (I guess he’s back to being “Hank” now), Anna Kay, and Virgilia sit in the back seat.


Paula stops the car and holds up the lamp. “I un-wished everything that you wished for, Marvin. It cost me a wish, but seeing your face now, it was worth it. By the way, your Aunt Claire is dead, your mom kicked your dad out for ‘working late’ so much, and Janice is sucking-off a married accountant for thirty bucks.”


Fatima looks at me sorrowfully. “I’m sorry, Marvin.” Fatima has never once called me ‘Marvin’ before; always it was ‘Master’.


Hank gets out of the car, and strides straight up to me, his fists up. I put my own fists up, ready to defend myself with martial-arts moves, but now I can’t remember them well, and they’re all mixed up in my head. In my moment of confusion, Hank gets through my defenses and punches me in the jaw. Down I go.


As I’m trying to stand up (my knee still hurts), and I’m rubbing my jaw (it hurts too), I say to Hank, “Why did you do that?”


Hank replies, “Because you didn’t stop Natasha from making me suck that guy’s dick.”


I look at Anna Kay in the back seat, and I ask, “Why are you back with him, when he’s such a jerk?”


Anna Kay says, “Because, Marvin, now you’re nobody again.”


Virgilia says, “You’re still welcome to visit ME, Marvin. I love fellating even deficient dicks.”


I woke up from my dream, determined that Paula Sarin would not get Fatima’s lamp.


****


Tuesday, 7:02 a.m. Alaskan Daylight Time


Such was May in Alaska: The sun had already been up when Paula’s alarm had gone off. (“What’s going on, Paula?” Ted had asked sleepily. “Shh, go back to sleep,” Paula had said.) School buses had just been starting to rumble through the streets of Lawissa when Paula and a yawning Sheila had rolled out of Paula’s driveway. Forty minutes later, Paula and Sheila now were inside a Cessna that was lifting off the ground in Anchorage; and yet the sun had been up for two hours.


There were many advantages of flying south by private jet, rather than by a regular flight. No crying babies, nobody kicking the back of your seat, plenty of leg room, and no embarrassing cel-phone snapshots put on the Web when your assistant has lapped your pussy during the flight.


Also, on a private flight, there were no security checks. Always that was a good thing—security checks were such a time-waster. But on this flight, Paula had some metal tools in a satchel, and a Chekhov 9-mm semiautomatic pistol in her purse, and she didn’t want any government official noticing them.


By the time the jet was over the Yukon Territory, Paula was relaxed and enjoying the flight. And perhaps Sheila was also enjoying the flight—the girl had never mentioned not enjoying licking clit.


****


Tuesday, 3:58 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Gennifer Ashton, TV reporter (and secretly my touch-slave) interviewed me at the mansion.


I had rushed home and had taken a quick shower so that I would look good on-camera. Judging by the I want to fuck you right here vibes that Gennifer was giving off, I’d made the right choice.


Her questions were easy; so it was easy for me to answer so that I seemed like a great guy. A much bigger challenge to me was hiding my harem from the TV cameras; America needs only one Hugh Hefner.


I’d promised Gennifer a fuck after the interview, and she’d definitely earned it. But alas, this whole thing with Paula Sarin had me distracted. Feeling like a Grade A cad, I told Gennifer I was rescheduling our sex-date to Sunday afternoon.


And this time, no camera crew.


****


Paula and Sheila stepped off the airplane, roughly ten miles from Marvin’s house. Each woman was carrying her own gear, because onlookers would remember one woman treating the other like a servant. Also, Paula was wearing no glasses and was wearing a long red-haired wig.


Right now, only the pilot, copilot, and Sheila knew that Paula Sarin was in the same city as Marvin Harper. And Paula intended to keep the final list as barely longer than those three.


Because whoever Paula couldn’t touch, she couldn’t Suggestion to keep quiet about this little quest of hers.


Paula turned to Sheila and said, “I want us to be impossible to track by any computer, even the FBI’s. So sometimes you’ll take the lead here.”


Sheila said, “Then I hope you brought enough cash. Because ATMs or using your credit card are both flashing neon signs.”


Paula nodded. “I brought cash enough. But I figured we could use your credit card—”


Sheila shook her head. “FBI would figure you’d think that way.”


Paula shrugged. “I need to rent a car, and we need to get to that motel you Googled. Thoughts?”


Sheila shook her head again. “If you’re wanting to stay off the grid, you can’t rent a car. Period.”


“Why? I can be charming when I want to be. I’ll just persuade the manager to let us have the car without showing ID.” Of course, it would be Paula’s Suggestion power, not “charm,” that would persuade the manager to make an exception for Paula.


Sheila shook her head. “It’s out of the manager’s hands. The software in those places won’t rent you a car unless you show them a driver’s license. And then the rental-car computer talks to Alaska’s DMV computer, to make sure your license isn’t fake.”


“So you’re saying, if we went to Hertz or Avis, they’d force us to rent a car in either your name or my name.”


Sheila nodded.


“Shoot a moose!” Paula said. Then she asked, “Got a Plan B?”


“Yes, we go to the motel first, check in, then go over to Gorshin University and make a deal with a college student to rent his car.”


Paula and Sheila took a taxi to the motel that Sheila had Googled: a motel that was near (but not suspiciously near) to Marvin’s house. Paula used her Suggestion power to rent a room without having to show ID. They put their stuff in the motel room.


Then Paula and Sheila walked three blocks before hailing a cab. This was Sheila’s idea again: “If the taxi company keeps GPS logs, nothing connects the taxi to the motel.”


****


I was sitting at one of the kitchen tables with Anna Kay, Kristin, and Kelly Brown. At the moment, I was explaining to Kristin, “Yes, if it has an O-H attached to a Carbon atom, it’s some kind of alcohol. Doesn’t mean you can drink it, though.”


At the pool party, I had given a speech about how education was so important to me that I insisted that all the dropouts in my harem go back to high school next August (if Mr. Bender would let them return); otherwise, they were to home-study for their GED’s. As for my six harem girls who were already in high school, I required for them to study hard from now till the end of Finals. (Which started in two weeks.)


You recall, Reader, that I was tutoring Anna Kay in Trig. At the pool party, Kristin had asked for help in Chemistry. And earlier today, ex-slut Kelly Brown (modestly dressed, whodathunkit) had asked me to critique her Government term paper.


Which explained how I was now close enough to three babes to smell their perfumes, each hottie wanting to fuck me, and it was their brains that I was stimulating.


While I was instructing Kristin, I realized that it had been over twenty-four hours since Fatima had told me where Paula Sarin was. I made a mental note to ask Fatima to update me today.


But after I finished the tutoring. Education was important.


And one more hour probably wouldn’t make a difference.


****


Tuesday, 7:51 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Talking to students at Gorshin University took the red-wig-disguised Paula Sarin a long time, because she couldn’t Suggestion a kid into handing-over his car when that would alarm his friends and roommates. Eventually Paula and Sheila found a sophomore girl who didn’t have an off-campus job, and who’d let them use her car for three days, for seventy-five bucks. Paula Suggestioned the girl only to make her trust Paula and to forget to ask for ID.


Paula drove Sheila back to the motel room and ordered her, “Get on your computer, and figure out how to hack Marvin Harper’s alarms. As for me, I’ll be gone for a while.”


“Yes, Senator,” Sheila said meekly. Then she added with more confidence, “You know we can’t use the cel phones we brought.”


Paula nodded. “Then we’ll need to buy prepaid ones. Find out where they’re sold here.”


“Yes, Senator.”


“Don’t call me ‘Senator’ here, or even ‘Paula.’ Call me—this city has lots of Frenchies, doesn’t it? Call me ‘Tina Le Fey.’ ”


“Okay ... Tina, I’ll hunt up prepaid cel phones, besides hacking Harper’s security system.”


Paula had overlooked bringing a computer printer; but fortunately, Sheila had brought an inkjet. Sheila printed-out driving directions, from the motel to (the house next door to) Marvin’s parents’ house, and from that house to (the house next door to) Marvin’s house. Once again the FBI would be thwarted. Hopefully.


As Paula drove away from the motel room, she smiled to herself. Only three people knew she was in this city, nobody else had spotted her here, nobody suspected she was here, and Marvin Harper had no idea she was gunning for him.


Then Paula realized that there was a problem in her paradise: She couldn’t see to drive. She stopped the car in the parking lot, reached into her purse, pulled out her bifocals, and put them on.


The frames had a harlequin shape, just like those worn by biddies in “Far Side” cartoons. Indeed, Paula Sarin didn’t own any glasses that weren’t harlequin-shaped.


Paula glanced at the sun. She had about a half-hour of sunlight left.


****


Tuesday, 7:59 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Muscular Marvin was stretching at one of his kitchen tables, and recovering slut Kelly Brown was enjoying watching his body ripple and flex. Kelly wondered if Marvin’s dick was as hard-muscled as his chest.


It’s hard to choose Abstinence when Marvin looks so hot, Kelly thought. Jeez, I could climax just by stroking those biceps.


Marvin stood up and smiled. “Now I need to start my own homework.” Then he looked at his women, Anna Kay and Kristin. “Kelly needs a ride home. Would one of you help her out?”


Kristin gave Kelly a warm, friendly smile. “I’ll be glad to take you, Kelly.”


It occurred to Kelly that it had been elementary school since she’d gotten a warm smile from another girl her age. Maybe giving up sluttiness won’t be so bad after all.


As Kelly was walking away from the tutoring table, she spied a printout laying on the kitchen counter. She recognized the picture.


She held it up. “Someone here is a fan of Paula Sarin?”


Anna Kay looked embarrassed. Marvin said, “I think Paula Sarin is coming to my house to mess with me, and I printed that out to tell my women to not let her in the house.”


Kelly said, “Um...” She didn’t say what she was thinking, which was Do you know how crazy you sound?


Anna Kay shrugged. “Marvin really believes that Senator Sarin wants to sneak into this house.”


“He really believes it,” Kristin agreed. “Me, I believe whatever Marvin says. Anyway, Kelly, you ready to go?”


Just before either Kelly or Kristin got into Kristin’s car, Kelly turned around to eyeball the mansion. “Wow, must be nice, inheriting lots of stuff from your uncle.”


Seconds later, Kristin started the car. Then she replied, “Well, I kind of wish Marvin had been living here last week. I’d much rather have lost my virginity here, rather than at that scummy motel.”


“Do you remember which one it was? The motel?”


“I can show you, if you want,” Kristin said. So saying, she made an abrupt right turn. “I don’t remember the name, but it was on Woodrow Wilson, and the neon sign was a palm tree.”


Kelly replied, “That’s the Palms Motel, and the neon sign is two palm trees, making a V shape. Um, Kristin, could we skip going there? I get that it’s where you lost your virginity. But I’m trying to forget that part of my life.”


“Change of plans,” Kristin said cheerfully (as she made another abrupt turn). She continued, “I’ll show you where Marvin was living till Friday. Last Tuesday, I stood on his porch and basically asked him to choose which I-fuck-Marvin shoes I should wear to school.”


Kelly said, “I envy you. Whatever you hear about me is at least a little true, so I can’t shut up nobody. Whereas the rumor about you, you just say ‘I’m fucking Marvin’ and people have to shut up.”


Kristin laughed. “You mean the rumor I’m a rug-muncher? But it’s true!”


“Shit, really?” Kelly replied. She was thrilled that Kristin, a girl she admired, had taken Kelly into her confidence.


(And Kelly wasn’t worried that Kristin was about to hit on her. After as many threesomes as Kelly had been in, she knew that she wasn’t lesbian.)


Meanwhile, Kristin was saying, “...I get near Elena and I get so horny that I can’t think straight. So to speak. But no woman’s tongue can beat Marvin’s dick.”


Kelly sighed. “Got to take your word on that. Marvin doesn’t like me.”


“What, because he won’t fuck you? He likes you, Kelly, believe that.”


“Yeah, right.”


“Didn’t he pay for your taxi ride to the mansion this afternoon? Didn’t he invite you to dinner with us? If he didn’t like you, he’d still tutor you, but forget him paying for the taxi and forget dinner.”


“Really, he likes me?”


“He doesn’t like women who bed anybody. But now you’ve given up acting like a slut, and he’s impressed with you. At dinner tonight, he called you ‘maturing’—I don’t know if you noticed.”


Kelly’s voice was filled with wonder: “I impress Marvin Harper.” And it wasn’t for my deepthroat!


By then, Kristin’s car was turning onto John Tyler Drive.


****


Paula parked the rented car in front of 2225 John Tyler Drive, checked that her wig was on straight, and then walked toward the front door.


Seconds later, Lucy Harper answered the doorbell. She had the lines in her face of someone who often smiled. She’s gullible then, Paula thought.


However, Lucy Harper was gullible only to a point: She left the screen door locked. Meaning that Paula couldn’t Suggestion her till she opened that door.


“Yes, can I help you?” Lucy Harper asked.


Paula put on her most I’m harmless smile. “Mrs. Harper, I’m Tina Le Fey, and I have important information about Marvin. May I come in?”


Lucy Harper’s face lost its smile. “No, you’re not! You’re not Tina Somebody, you’re Paula Sarin. Get away from my house!”


You could have knocked Paula over with a dog-sled team. She was not prepared for this, that Marvin’s mom would instantly recognize her.


What does this mean? Does Marvin already know that I’m in town? Did he warn his mom and dad to beware of me?


But then Paula realized that there was a simpler explanation: Paula Sarin was a political celebrity, and Lucy Harper had recognized her.


After all, everyone in the U.S.A knew three things about Paula Sarin—


• That she had once claimed, “I can see Russia from the roof of my house.” Even though Alaska was a big state, Russia was west of Alaska, and Lawissa was on the east side of the state, Paula had still claimed that.


• That Paula Sarin talked like everyone in the movie Fargo.


• That Paula Sarin always wore glasses, and the glasses always had harlequin frames.


Now Paula said, “Mrs. Harper, I’m not Paula Sarin, though I sound like her. I’m ... I’m an office worker at the high school—”


“Oh? Marvin’s high school, what’s its name?”


“It’s ... it’s—”


“Paula Sarin, get away from my house!”


“Mrs. Harper, I just want to come in and talk to you, without alarming your neighbors. You don’t want your neighbors to wonder about you, do you?”


“What my neighbors wonder is, Why don’t you go away after I’ve told you to leave? Paula Sarin, get away from my house!”


Paula was stymied; she couldn’t think of another thing to say. But before either Paula got clever, or Lucy Harper shut the front door, Paula heard an r-r-r-r sound.


One of the house’s two garage doors went up. Seconds later, a Prius drove into the garage. Paula thought, A PRIUS? No wonder Lucy Harper hates me, they’re both Liberals!


Paula expected the garage door to shut then. But instead, Lucy Harper repeated her get-away-from-my-house yell, and a few seconds after that, Steve Harper (a smiling man in his forties) walked out of the garage and up to the front door.


Steve Harper stood by Paula, but his eyes were elsewhere. “Lucy, what’s going on?” he asked.


Before Lucy Harper could say more, Paula whirled around and grabbed the man’s hand. “Steve, you—”


Steve Harper’s eyes had already gone blank.


“Shit!” Lucy Harper said.


****


Kristin guided her car in behind an old Ford that showed a purple and yellow “Go Cossacks” bumper sticker. Kristin pointed toward the house, telling Kelly, “That’s where Marvin lived till Fri—whoa, what’s going on?”


Kelly saw a red-haired woman on the doorstep sidewalk, talking to a soccer-mom-looking blonde who stood behind a screen door. But even though the windows in Kristin’s car were rolled up, Kelly clearly heard the soccer mom yell, “Paula Sarin, get away from my house!”


Kelly was wondering if Marvin had gotten crazy-thinking from his mom, when a man walked out of the open garage door. He stopped by the red-haired woman and spoke to the woman inside.


Kristin said, “That’s Marvin’s dad—”


Things happened quickly then.


The red-haired woman whirled around and grabbed Mr. Harper’s hand.


Mr. Harper froze. The redhead started talking to him, though Kelly couldn’t hear her words.


The screen door flew open, and Mrs. Harper dived off the doorstep, knocking the redhead to the ground. Mrs. Harper jumped up and grabbed the man-statue’s hand.


Mrs. Harper was trying to drag her husband into the house. But to get from the sidewalk to the front door, Mr. Harper needed to step up two steps, but he was too brain-fried to lift a foot.


The redhead had been knocked onto her belly. When she stood up, Kelly saw that her red hair was askew: Long hair covered her right shoulder, and the left side of her head had bangs.


The woman grabbed her red hair and, with a frown, threw it on the ground. She stood thirty feet away from Kelly, but she was facing the Plato Smith girls directly. Kelly saw that the woman was tall, brunette, trim and shapely, and she wore harlequin eyeglasses.


Kristin said, “Is that—?”


Kelly gasped. “Shit, it’s Paula Sarin.”


“Maybe it’s someone else?” Kristin said. “Why would Paula Sarin be here?”


“Don’t know,” Kelly replied. “But wearing those Sixties glasses, who else is it?”


Then Kelly nodded at the CD player. “Would you mind turning that off?” Kelly wanted to hear what the Harpers and their visitor were saying.


As Kristin was turning off the music, Kelly was rolling the passenger-side window down. Then Kristin turned off the idling car engine. Now the two teen girls could hear everything clearly.


By now the Harpers had made it up one step. Mrs. Harper was pulling on Mr. Harper’s arm, trying to either yank him up to the top step, or to show him where he should go. But he was still befuddled.


Mrs. Harper had taken too long. By now, Paula Sarin had spun around and had hurried up to the Harpers. Sarin laid a hand on the back of each Harper neck; both husband and wife froze.


Kelly heard Paula Sarin’s words clearly: “Steve and Lucy, you trust me, you believe me, you’ll answer any question that I ask with the whole truth, and you’ll help me achieve my goals.”


Kelly heard the man and woman’s voice say, “This is true.”


Paula Sarin dropped her hands from Marvin’s parents’ necks. Then she suddenly spun around, locked eyes with Kelly, and said, “Hold on, please let me talk to you.”


Paula Sarin walked quickly to Kristin’s car, taking long strides.


“GO, KRISTIN! HURRY!” Kelly yelled.


Kelly hit the switch to roll the window up. But the window moved up by a motor, at a set speed, and Paula Sarin was closing the distance too quickly. Kelly did not want Paula Sarin touching her and making her a mindless slave!


Paula Sarin actually got her fingers in through the gap in the glass.


But by then, Kristin had started the car again, and had put the car in Reverse. Before Paula Sarin could enslave Kelly, Sarin had yanked her hand out of the window to save her hand.


As Kristin was zooming her car away from the Harpers’ house, Kelly pulled out her cel phone. “Tell me Marvin’s number,” Kelly said.


****


“Thanks, Kelly, for the heads-up,” I said into my cel phone.


As I was sticking my cel phone back into my pocket, I told Fatima, “Paula Sarin is in town, and she’s Suggestioned my parents. How can that be?”


Fatima sighed. “Anyone who is exempt from your pheromones, and is not giving off pheromones himself, is open to another person’s mind-control. Anna Kay also can be enslaved by Paula Sarin.”


“Shit,” I said.


My cel phone rang. It was Mom calling. Double shit, I thought.


“Hey, Mom,” I said. It took all of my acting ability to make my voice sound stress-free.


“Hey, Marvin, how are you? I haven’t talked to you in a while.”


Actually, Mom and I had talked yesterday, so she didn’t “need” to call me yet. And Mom’s voice sounded distorted. So I asked, “Mom, why is your cel phone on speaker?”


I heard, “Um, so your dad can talk to you too. Say hi, Steve.”


On the phone, Dad said, “Hello, Son. Just want you to know that everything’s normal and boring and routine here. Oh, Son?”


This conversation was creeping me out. For one thing, Dad never called me ‘Son’.


“Yeah, Dad?” I replied.


“You know, we haven’t seen the mansion since you’ve moved in. And we’ve just made a new friend—we’d really like you to meet her. Why don’t the three of us swing by?”


It was true that the folks hadn’t toured the mansion since I’d moved in. But last Friday was what, four days ago? It was hardly like I was dissing my parents.


I replied, “Sorry, Dad. Sorry, Mom.” I almost added Sorry, Paula. I continued, “Janice and I are busting our asses on end-of-semester projects, and then come Finals. Plus, it looks like I’ll be tutoring two or three girls nearly every night for the next two weeks. After I graduate, then I’ll be glad to give you and your friend the tour. But now? No way, sorry.”


I heard words whispered in a Fargo accent. Then Dad said, “Well, Butler owes me lots of comp time. Why don’t I take tomorrow afternoon off, then an hour before you get out of school, you tell your maid to let us in. That way, we three can look around the mansion without hurting your schedule.”


“Dad, that’s not a good idea. I have four women living here who come home after midnight, and they all sleep late. Do I really want you running into Virgilia when she’s wearing only a towel? I’m sure you don’t want to see her nearly naked. Sorry, Mom and Dad, you’ll have to wait till after Finals.”


“But Son—”


Mom whined, “Maaarviiin—”


“Sorry, folks, can’t do it. And since I mentioned semester projects, I need to hang up now. Love you guys.”


Then I called a meeting in the monster kitchen, talking to every one of my housemates who wasn’t out working. I told the assembly, “Paula Sarin got to my folks. So now add my parents to the blacklist; neither Mom or Dad may come in my house.”


Fatima answered, “I obey, Master. I won’t let them in.”


Ten other housemates, all touch-slaves, answered, “No problem, Marvin sir.”


Elvira sneered, “So now your parents are part of the plot too? Have you considered seeing a shrink?”


“Twin, stop dissing Marvin,” Almira said.


“Why? I’m talking sense,” Elvira said. “Which nobody else here will do, because you’re all crazy-horny to fuck Marvin. And speaking of ‘crazy,’ Marvin has a doodad, and none of us knows what it is or where in the house it is, but some senator knows? Cuckoo, cuckoo!”


Normally I would patiently explain myself. But now I wasn’t in the mood. “Shut your trap, Elvira. My parents are ... not themselves right now, and I’m tired of your troublemaking blabberings.”


“Aw, Marvin wuvs his Momsy and Daddy, but now they is as cwazy as Marvin is. Poor widdle Marvin.”


“ENOUGH!” I yelled. “Say one thing more, Elvira, or even roll your eyes, and I’ll order Almira to put you into a chastity belt for a week! Do you back me, Almira?”


Almira said, “I’d get one week of cunt-licking without paybacks? You bet I’m with you, Marvin.”


Elvira glared at both of us, but wisely said nothing.


After I dismissed everyone, I wrote four notes (“Don’t let my parents in”), left the notes on four strippers’ pillows, and then I returned to the monster kitchen.


I walked up to the refrigerator, and pulled two bottles of Kirin Beer out of the fridge. As I was popping their tops, Fatima remarked, “You’re drinking beer? Before, you’ve always avoided alcohol, because you aren’t legal.”


“Yeah, well, I feel like shit right now,” I said. “And one’s for you, because I don’t want to drink alone.”


I gestured for Fatima to follow me, and then I carried the beers into the Computer Room.


Just before I took my first sip of beer, I said to Fatima, “You know why I’m the luckiest bastard I know? Is it because I have bigger muscles than what Arnold once had? Is it because I can buy Latvia? Is it because sex with huge-breasted strippers is mine for the asking? No, none of those are why I’m so very lucky.”


“Go on,” Fatima said.


“I’m lucky because I had such good parents. Uncle Warren died with a secret that he didn’t trust anyone with, but I could tell Mom and Dad about you. And my trust was right: Once I told my folks, they didn’t go to the Dark Side.”


“You keep using the past tense,” Fatima said. “Your folks aren’t dead.”


I took a big swallow of beer. “Not dead, true. But Paula Sarin took something rare and beautiful, and rolled it around in vulture shit. Fuck that bitch.”


Fatima walked up behind me and, unasked, began rubbing my shoulders.


****


Tuesday, 8:53 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Paula felt content as she drove into the motel parking lot. She hadn’t gotten the lamp yet, but she’d gotten the next best thing: lots of good information.


(Such as the fact that Fatima was kept in a brass lamp, not a brass bottle like Jernie. Another wonderful info-nugget: Fatima’s lamp probably was stored in a World War II green footlocker.)


Driving up to the motel-room door, Paula felt content, but she also was horny. Marvin’s mother Lucy had never done cunnilingus before, so she’d managed only to arouse Paula, not bring Paula off. Well, that’s part of why I brought Sheila here, Paula thought.


When Paula got inside the motel room, she discovered Sheila reading a porn-site story on her computer, “Tiffany the Robot.” Sheila’s cheeks were flushed, and she was rubbing herself.


Paula said, “I don’t mind you having fun, Sheila, so long as you did what I told you to do. What have you found out?”


Sheila replied, “I discovered that his house has three alarm systems. The first covers the security gate, the doors and windows of the garage, and does motion-detection of the grounds. The second alarm circuit is for the house: It covers the house’s windows and doors. The third alarm is for one door and two windows, which I’m guessing belong to the master bedroom.”


“So what did you find out?”


“The outer two alarm systems come back on when dropped, but the alarm system for Marvin’s bedroom stays off.”


“What do you mean, the systems ‘come back’? Make them go off and stay off, instead of you reading porn!”


Mousy Sheila was trembling, which she did every time she had to contradict Paula. Panting from hyperventilation, Sheila said, “Don’t you think I’ve tried, ‘Tina’? I’ve done everything short of walk into that house with a soldering iron, but no cigar. I turn off a circuit, I blink my eyes, and the circuit turns back on. I suspect that the house has battery-operated duplicate circuits.”


Paula thought, Or maybe Fatima did something magical. After all, somehow Marvin and Fatima knew I was coming.


Aloud, Paula told Sheila, “Turn off your computer, then come lick me till I say ‘Stop.’ I need to sleep well tonight—”


“I obey, Senator,” Sheila said with downcast gaze (and a throaty voice).


“—because tomorrow will be a busy day for me. Tomorrow I go to Marvin’s house.”









Chapter 40

Paula Meets Elvira


WEDNESDAY



Wednesday, 6:15 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Ten minutes before my alarm went off, I woke up with ideas in my head. I shut off the alarm, kissed Sherry on the cheek (we’d had sex three hours earlier), jumped out of bed, jammed on my pants, and rushed through the mansion to the monster kitchen.


I had to find Fatima now.


I had figured correctly: Fatima was in the monster kitchen. I grabbed her by the wrist and dragged her into the dishwashing room, saying, “I need to talk to you!” Unfortunately, we weren’t alone there: Matsuko and Tiffani were working at the deep-sink.


As soon as Fatima and I got to the computer room, I requested that she create a soundproofing box. Fatima made the box, while giving me a raised eyebrow and an amused smile. Then when nobody could possibly hear us, I asked Fatima to summon her scrying ball.


As soon as the scrying ball was afloat in front of her face, I said, “I have either two or three questions to ask you. I know that these questions are requests, and you can refuse to answer, but I really, really hope that you’ll answer me. I need to know.”


Her eyebrow, which had come down, went up again. “What are your questions?”


With great anxiousness I asked my first question. Three minutes later, Fatima gave me her answer.


That answer made us both smile.


Then I asked my second question. Fifteen seconds later, Fatima answered.


This time, both our smiles were bigger, and it immediately led to my asking my third question. Fatima instantly answered.


In response to her words, we both grinned.


I was still grinning when I said, “Everything you’ve told me, it simplifies things. I was worried that I’d need to make the girls move out of the mansion, when they’d just moved in. Now I can let them stay.”


Fatima frowned. “Master, just because—”


“It’s decided, Fatima. Nobody’s evacuating, nobody leaves. For one thing, Gregory’s Girls have no place to go.”


Fatima frowned again, then said, “Your choice might be unwise.” It was the closest that she’d ever come to saying Master, you’re a fucking idiot.


Then I changed the subject, asking her about magical defenses against an attack by Paula Sarin. I learned that if I was attacked directly, Fatima would defend me (if I were unable to defend myself). I also learned that the house and grounds had three security-alarm circuits, and that Fatima already had magically strengthened two of them.


My eyebrow went up. “Just two? Why not the third one?”


Fatima shrugged. “You don’t keep anything valuable in your bedroom, Master, except for my Vessel. And by King Solomon’s rule, I’m not allowed to magically hamper theft of the lamp.”


I said, “Semi off-topic: How did Paula Sarin get here from Lawissa? Can she teleport? Can she foom around like you can?”


Fatima said, “She can’t ‘foom around.’ As for how she got here...”


Fatima hit her scrying ball. Soon she told me, “Paula came here in a Cessna jet that is registered to Charles Cassidy of Anchorage, Alaska.”


I clapped my hands. “Then there’s no problem! She can’t teleport, right? So the only way for her to get from the curb to my bedroom is by moving her feet, right? If she tries anything during the day, people here see her and stop her. If she tries anything at night, alarms go off that she can’t silence. She can’t get close to the lamp! Which means, the safest place for the lamp is still my bedroom.”


Fatima’s look said again, Master, you’re a fucking idiot.


****


Wednesday, 9:34 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


The pawnshop owner brought a cardboard box from the back room. By a quick glance, Paula spotted twenty cel phones in the box. Each of the phones was prepaid and ready to use.


The pawn-shop man had three days’ growth of beard, and looked like he’d slit Paula’s throat for five bucks. But looks were deceiving—for Paula, the guy was a pussycat.


“Sell me two phones for what you paid for ’em,” Paula ordered.


“Yes, Tina,” the man replied. He put a yellow phone and a black phone on the counter. “That’ll be six bucks.”


“One of ’em needs a charger.”


“That’s five bucks more.” The man walked out onto the sales floor, grabbed a phone charger off a shelf, and put it on the counter next to the phones.


Paula paid cash. As she was putting the cel phones and charger in her purse, she said, “Wait five minutes before you turn the security cameras back on.”


“I obey, Tina.”


At the door, Paula stopped and turned around. “And if you’re questioned by cops or feds, don’t mention this little sale at all. You’ve never seen me before, you don’t recognize my picture, and ‘Tina’ doesn’t ring a bell. Got me? Even if keeping quiet means you get more jail time, keep your mouth shut.”


The man swallowed. “I obey, Tina.”


Paula drove back to the motel, gave the yellow prepaid phone and phone charger to Sheila, and then Paula and Sheila set course for Marvin’s house.


****


Wednesday, 10:06 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Paula Sarin was near Marvin’s house. But Paula wasn’t in Marvin’s house; she was balked by a large wrought-iron gate.


“May I help you?” Paula heard a young woman’s voice say. That young woman sounded bored to death.


Paula leaned against the car door to get her face closer to the intercom speaker. “My name is Tina Le Fey, and I got a package for ... let’s see, ‘Marvin Harper.’ ”


“Sure, whatever,” the voice replied. A second later, the front gate opened.


Paula drove in, and stopped the car in front of a truly impressive mansion. She popped the trunk. But instead of shutting off the engine, Paula stepped out of the car and gestured for Sheila to get behind the wheel.


“When you see me ring the doorbell, drive off,” Paula said. Sheila nodded. Paula continued, “Then go back to the motel and keep your phone on.” Then Paula gave Sheila further instructions.


Paula grabbed the heavy satchel out of the trunk, and struggled to carry it to the front door. Just before Paula rang the doorbell, she unzipped the satchel long enough to remove the Gideon Bible she’d taken from the motel room.


With Gideon Bible in her left hand, Paula rang the doorbell; she heard the rental car drive away.


The door was opened by a blue-eyed brunette with a truly impressive chest, and it made perfect sense that Marvin had her wearing a French Maid costume. White embroidered script revealed the woman’s name as Elvira.


“Yeah, whattaya got?” Elvira said. She gave only a glance to Paula’s face and red wig before turning her eyes to the book in Paula’s hand.


Paula’s right hand shot out, snake-quick, and she laid her hand on Elvira’s arm. “Elvira, you trust me, you want to—”


Elvira jerked her arm away. “What the fuck?”


This shocked Paula, because she’d never met anyone immune to Suggestion before.


“Who the fuck are you?” Elvira demanded. “What’s going on?”


Paula pasted on an I’m harmless smile. “I’m Tina Le Fey, and I’m supposed to deliver this book to Marvin.” Meanwhile, Paula reached out again and touched Elvira’s hand.


Elvira didn’t go blank-eyed this time either. Instead, she glared. “Touch me again, lezzie, and I’ll break bones.” Then the sullen French Maid looked at Paula.


“Shit, I was sure he was crazy,” Elvira breathed. Then her own hand shot out, grabbing a handful of Paula’s wig-hair. Elvira yanked.


While holding Paula’s red wig in one hand, Elvira sneered, “I think you’re lost, Senator. Alaska is a ways from here.”


Paula felt like someone had stuck her own semiautomatic pistol in her face.


****


A second later, Elvira, while still clutching Paula’s wig, looked Paula up and down. The French Maid held the high cards here and, since Paula couldn’t Suggestion Elvira, there wasn’t a damn thing that Paula could do about anything.


Clearly, Elvira was thinking hard. Eventually she said, “Normally I’d kick the decision upstairs to Fatima the housekeeper, even though I can’t stand the green-eyed bitch. She’s Marvin’s toady.”


Paula felt raw panic then. No good could come from Jerngert’s killer being at the mercy of another genie.


Paula choked out the words: “You said ‘normally’ you’d ask Fatima. What’s different now?”


“Oh, she’s out of the house. Something about buying a rug. So you’re my decision, lucky you.” Paula recognized Elvira’s evil smile.


Then Elvira continued her evil smile. “So Paula—mind if I call you ‘Paula,’ like we’re good friends? What’s in this house that you want so bad?”


Paula said imperiously, “I don’t have to answer that.”


Elvira’s look was scornful. “And I don’t have to let you in.”


Paula glared at Elvira. Elvira glared at Paula. Neither broke eye contact—


—until Elvira burst out laughing. “Shit, if we’d met any other way than this, we’d be buds. We aren’t neither of us goody-two-shoes types.” Then Elvira eyed Paula and said, “Okay, you won’t tell me what you want? Here’s a question you gotta answer: How bad do you want it?”


“Bad. I want it bad, you bet.”


Elvira replied with a frown and crossed arms, and she moved to block the door.


Well, the joke was worth a try. Paula unzipped the satchel. Besides the hardware, 9-mm Chekhov pistol, moose jerky, bottled water, and Gideon Bible, inside the satchel were wads of twenty-dollar bills. Paula filled her voice with reluctance: “I can spare you five hundred bucks.”


“Triple it. Fifteen hundred,” Elvira said in a bored voice.


“There’s no fifteen hundred dollars in here. I can’t give you what I don’t—”


“Fifteen hundred in my hand, or you dump out the bag and we both count the cash, or you turn around, walk out the gate, and call a cab. Or maybe a police car could give you a ride? I can arrange that.”


Walking away was not an option for Paula. Neither was letting a woman whom she couldn’t Suggestion, see the Chekhov and the bolt cutters. That left only one option.


Seconds later, and fifteen hundred dollars poorer, Paula Sarin and her satchel were climbing the attic stairs. Just before Elvira shut the attic door, she muttered, “Fuck Marvin, and the chastity belt he rode in on.” Paula had no idea what Elvira meant by that.


Now to hunt for Fatima’s lamp. It’s in an Army footlocker, and that footlocker has to be in the attic. It MUST be, Paula thought.


****


Wednesday, 3:44 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


I was in the computer room when Fatima walked in. “Master, I’m back. I brought the hallway rug that I promised you at the pool party.” Oddly, Fatima looked sad. This morning she’d been happy—what had changed?


I tried to joke her into smiling: “Okay, so tell me about this rug. Is it magic? Can I fly on it?”


She briefly smiled. “Sorry, it’s made by a computer and human-made machines.”


I asked, “But it’s 6 feet wide and 209 feet long, right?” She nodded. I continued, “If djinn didn’t make it, how did you make something so big, so fast? Surely the place had other customers.”


“I paid the owner with a sack full of authentic Roman gold coins.” Her hands described a big sack. “Five minutes later, my design was loaded into one of the floor computers.”


I realized that I was hearing noises coming from the staircase. I went out to investigate.


The hallway rug was rolled up into a cylinder six feet wide and six feet in diameter. The cylinder kept its shape due to tight ropes. Two workmen were trying to roll the rug-cylinder up the stairs.


Both workmen had brown skin and black hair, and they wore matching green coveralls.


I called up the stairs, “Need some help?”


One of the workmen turned around—he was Ashnadim. “Certainly, sir. Can you take my place, holding up the rug?”


As soon as I put my shoulders to the rug, Ashnadim dashed down the stairs and out the front door. Minutes later, he’d brought in two chain pulleys and an eight-foot-long four-by-four of wood. The wood went into the “donut hole” in the center of the rug roll.


Fifteen minutes later, Ashnadim and his green-eyed assistant had moved to the top of the stairs and had pulled the rug up, while I pushed it up from underneath.


As soon as we’d gotten the rug-roll up off the stairs, I remarked to Ashnadim, “Whew, that was work.”


Ashnadim pointed with his nose to the bottom of the stairs. “Sorry for doing it the hard way,” he said in a low voice, “but you have an audience.” Gathered at the bottom of the stairs were Fatima, Almira, and five other of my women, who clearly had enjoyed the all-male show.


We three males pushed the rug-roll to the end of the hallway, then Fatima walked up with a big kitchen knife to cut the ropes. She was back to looking sad.


I said to Fatima, “I’m sure this is a very nice rug, Fatima, but you didn’t have to bust your ass on it. You promised me this—what, only three days ago?”


Sad Fatima shared meaningful looks with Ashnadim; I couldn’t read their faces. Then Fatima asked me, “Master, may we talk in your room?”


Seconds later, I was shutting my bedroom door and was walking up to the three Green Tribe djinn, who were standing by my bed. Fatima immediately conjured a Silence Box to surround us.


The mournfulness of the three djinn was creeping me out. If Fatima hadn’t already told me that I’d live at least ten more years, I’d be convinced now that I was about to die.


The other “workman” djinni, who’d spoken not a word to me till now, asked me, “Fatima’s Vessel is in this room?”


I pointed to the footlocker. “In that box.”


Ashnadim asked me, “May we see it? Her Vessel?”


“Sure, no problem,” I said.


Fatima expanded the Silence Box to include the footlocker. Seconds later, I was walking up to Ashnadim and the other djinni, brass lamp in my left hand.


“It’s old and ugly,” the workman djinni said.


“This is the first time I’ve seen your lamp since the day you were bound,” Ashnadim said to Fatima. “We miss you.”


Instead of replying to that, Fatima looked intently at Ashnadim and said, “Marvin Harper is a friend of the Green Tribe, agreed?”


“Agreed,” Ashnadim said. His stare back at Fatima was just as intense.


Fatima nodded, as if something had been settled between them.


“Ahem,” I said. “Would someone please tell me, Why the sad faces?”


Fatima said, “Master, I was always planning on presenting the rug to you. But ... not this soon.”


Finally, I realized what everyone else was dancing around. “If Paula Sarin becomes your master, you won’t be allowed to gift me with a rug then.”


“Yes, Master. Exactly,” Fatima said. She looked miserable.


“Where is Paula Sarin? Right now?” I demanded.


“I’m sorry, I’m not allowed to tell you now. King Solomon’s rule.”


Fuck, I’m flying blind now?


I asked Fatima, “But you could answer that question a few days ago. Why not now?”


“I’m truly sorry, Master, but I may not tell you that, either. King Solomon again.” Tears were running down Fatima’s face.


I looked at Ashnadim. “Do you know where Paula Sarin is?”


Ashnadim sighed, and looked at the ceiling. “I know exactly where she is. And unlike Fatima, I can tell you. But I won’t.”


“Why?”


“Did you know that there hasn’t been another war of djinn since the day that Fatima was bound? Can you figure out why? Sigvard of the Pink Tribe hasn’t turned Paula Sarin into an ice sculpture—can you figure out why?”


“You’re all scared of God. Afraid he’ll bind more djinn.”


“Yes,” Ashnadim said. He looked at the ceiling again. “I want very much to tell you where Paula Sarin is. But I won’t say a word.”


****


Wednesday, 10:27 p.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Paula turned on her prepaid cel phone and punched in the number for Sheila’s own prepaid cel.


Sheila’s first words were “Did you find it?”


Paula swore. “No. I went around you-know-where twice, looked everywhere, and looked in everything. It isn’t here.”


“Sorry,” Sheila said.


“So much for the easy and safe plan. Now we have to go with the other plan. Be ready after midnight—sometime between two and four.”


“I’ll be ready when you call.”


“Goodnight then,” Paula said. Barely had she pressed the END button when the cel phone rang.


“Dammit, Sheila!” Paula snapped. “Don’t call me here. You’re smarter than that.”


But an unfamiliar woman’s voice said, “Aw, Paula, are you worried about someone in the mansion hearing your ringtone? Sorry about that.”


“Who the hell are you? And how did—”


“How did I get your number? I’m a bound djinni. Which also answers your first question, since Jerngert is dead now.”


Paula wanted to scream in fear. But she’d gotten to be a famous senator partly through acting unbothered by her enemies’ jabs. So now she worked at keeping her voice calm. “Nice to meet you, Fatima. Not the way I’d planned on, though.”


“That attic was hot today, ‘you bet,’ ” Fatima said. “And all that time, effort, and sweat for nothing—no Vessel in the attic.”


Paula decided to brazen it out. “What do you want, Fatima?”


“Well, murderess, you’re in luck. The rules forbid me to tell Marvin that you’re in his house, and I’m forbidden to stop you from trying anything.”


“Oh goody, you called to give me good news. Thanks, Fatima,” Paula said sarcastically. “I’ll enjoy owning you.”


“You don’t own me yet,” Fatima said. “Why did I call you? To tell you: I hope I see you die. Marvin has the biggest muscles of any man alive.”


“And I have bullets, and Marvin has defenseless girlfriends living here. Talk to you later, Fatima.”









Chapter 41

Who Will Own The Lamp?


JUST BARELY THURSDAY (PART ONE)



Thursday, 2:17 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


It’s time, Paula decided.


Paula Sarin punched a number into her prepaid cel. The phone was answered on the second ring.


“You awake? You ready?” Paula asked.


“I am, ‘Tina,’ ” Sheila replied.


“Kill it.”


Two seconds later, Paula was told, “It’s down now.” Paula ended the call.


Paula put her purse (with pistol inside) on her left shoulder, picked up her satchel, and headed across the attic for the stairs.


Just before Paula got to the attic stairs, she felt her foot sink down, as if she’d stepped onto a see-saw. Thrown off-balance, Paula grabbed the stairs’ handrail, and stepped off the treacherous board. An instant later, Paula heard SLAP!


Shit! Wake the whole house, why don’t we?


Without thinking, Paula stepped onto the top step. CLUMP!


Paula quickly changed her plans. As much as she wanted to rush down the attic stairs and into Marvin’s bedroom, not waking-up anyone came first. Which meant: Move s-l-o-w-l-y. (Then if someone heard her in the attic, they’d figure that a possum made the noise.)


Paula waited thirty seconds. Then she stepped down again, going only as far as the next step. CLUMP.


Paula counted to thirty before taking another loud step. Again she counted to thirty, then again she stepped down only once. It took her ten minutes to work her way down the stairs.


****


Thursday, 2:17 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Virgilia was yawning as she climbed the stairs inside the mansion. She’d just come home from a prosperous night of stripping. Brenda and Christi Ellen had already given notice at Babes Aplenty, and Sherry was on the fence about quitting Nimfo Club, but Virgilia loved her job!


Not to mention, all the cash it brings in, Virgilia thought.


Ordinarily, when Virgilia stepped up to the second-floor hallway, she would turn right, toward her and Sherry’s room. But somehow the hallway floor had received a new rug since Virgilia had left for work. It looks Middle Eastern, she thought. Duh, how did Marvin get it?


The rug was like a large-sized oriental rug, somewhere between five and six feet across. The near side and the far side each had a tan-and-black border, and black-thread and tan-thread tassels. Framed by the tan/black borders were a lot of green designs, with an overall asparagus-green color. But whereas a deluxe oriental rug was about eight feet long or so, this rug extended on and on, both right and left, to cover the length of the hallway.


Virgilia was still standing on the top step of the stairs. As she was admiring the many different designs in the ornate rug, she heard a loud SLAP! sound. This was followed a few seconds later by a different sound: Clump!


Virgilia’s memory twitched. That pair of sounds was familiar, and yet it wasn’t.


The sounds seemed to be coming from in front of her. Virgilia’s eyes searched the second-floor lounge, but didn’t see anyone talking or reading in the lounge. Virgilia didn’t give the attic door, which was to the right of the second-floor lounge, anything more than a glance.


Maybe one of the other harem girls fell asleep with her TV on. Virgilia walked to Marvin’s door (which was closed, of course), then about-faced and walked to the other end of the hallway. Virgilia heard no TV.


But Virgilia did hear another Clump.


“Weird,” Virgilia said.


Virgilia walked into the bathroom that her (and Sherry’s) bedroom shared with Christi Ellen’s bedroom. Virgilia cleaned off her makeup and brushed her teeth, all the while trying to place those sounds she’d heard. She was having no luck.


Virgilia climbed in bed. In minutes she was asleep, despite her puzzling over the Slap-Clump puzzle.


****


Paula had worked her way down the attic stairs, and now was just outside the attic door. She stopped to listen.


Paula heard no excited footsteps, and she heard no talking. So far, so good.


As quietly as she could, she moved from the attic door to the door to Marvin’s bedroom. Even if Elvira hadn’t pointed Marvin’s door out, Paula would have known that this was his door because of the alarm keypad nearby.


(The keypad currently showed a green light—“Alarm off.”)


Paula was jumpy. This hallway was about half the length of a football field, with plenty of doors for people to step out of, and there was no place for Paula to hide if someone looked around. Until and unless Paula got on the other side of Marvin’s door, she could be caught in the act—an instant disaster.


Paula was kneeling down, searching (slowly and quietly) for a picklock in the satchel, when the door on her right opened up. Paula almost screamed.


Fatima stood in the open doorway, glaring at Paula.


Fatima whispered, “If it were up to me, I’d blast you into ash here and now. To avenge Jerngert.”


Paula smirked. “But it isn’t up to you,” she whispered back. “Be nice to me, or I might kill you too.”


Fatima glared Death at Paula. But the green-eyed genie spoke nothing else, and didn’t interfere with Paula’s lock-picking. Two minutes later, Paula had Marvin’s door open.


Once inside Marvin’s bedroom, Paula decided to leave the door open a half-inch, to be sure that the night-vision goggles got enough light to work well. Never having worn night-vision goggles before, Paula hoped that this was enough.


Once inside Marvin’s bedroom, crawling on her belly like an Army soldier, it took Paula only a minute to find a box with “HARPER W G” painted on its top. And the box had a padlock! And Marvin was snoring! And no little slut was in bed with him!


Oh joy, oh joy, Paula thought.


Paula quietly (meaning slowly) opened up the satchel, then took out the bolt-cutters.


To fit into the satchel, the bolt-cutters had to be small—not quite as long as Paula’s forearm and hand. Since the bolt-cutters were small, they couldn’t “bite” the padlock’s U-shaped bolt well. Paula had to settle for nibbling at the bolt. This required several rounds of “nibbling.”


Paula was about ten seconds away from that last, glorious “nibble” when a crazy woman burst into the room. She was yelling for Marvin to wake up.


****


Virgilia was having a dream—


Virgilia is watching as a black-masked, flashlight-carrying burglar is walking around in the attic. He looks into every box. Then he heads for the stairs. Just before he gets to the attic stairs, he steps on the loose board. SLAP! Then the black-masked man starts down the stairs.


And that’s all the burglar does: He STARTS down the stairs. He steps onto the top step (CLUMP!) and then just stands there. Still on the step, he turns around and looks at Virgilia, with a finger to his lips. After fifteen seconds, the burglar steps onto the next lower step; Virgilia hears CLUMP. Again, the burglar shushes Virgilia.


Virgilia woke up with the thought clanging in her head, Someone’s sneaking around in the attic!


Virgilia jumped out of bed, took time only to pull on a bathrobe, then sprinted from her bedroom to Marvin’s bedroom door—


Which was open slightly.


Virgilia burst into the bedroom. She saw Marvin asleep on the bed (fully clothed???); Marvin was thus unaware of the woman who was attacking the footlocker’s padlock.


Virgilia clicked on the bedroom light. “MARVIN, WAKE UP! SOMEONE’S TRYING TO STEAL YOU-KNOW-WHAT!”


****


Paula didn’t know who the woman was, why she was here, or how much she knew. But Paula did know that the time for nibbles was over.


Paula put the deep V of the bolt-cutters around the uncut part of the bolt, grabbed each arm’s black-plastic handle, and pushed her hands together.


Or tried to.


Muscles that she didn’t even know she had, were burning with the effort. Then all resistance ended—Paula had cut through the padlock bolt!


Paula didn’t even have time to smile before she was knocked onto her back. Her night-vision goggles went flying.


Struggling to grab Paula’s wrists was the crazy blonde. “Bitch, you’re not getting his lamp!” the blonde said.


Paula’s attacker was a long-haired, puffy-lipped blonde in a bathrobe. That blonde was astride Paula, trying to grab her wrists; Blondie already had captured one of them.


“Damn, Virgilia, you already know about the lamp?” Marvin asked from the bed.


“Explain later?” Virgilia replied.


By now, Paula had noted that Virgilia’s chest bulged with ridiculous boobs. Paula’s free hand rubbed against the bathrobe, feeling for the opening, then it shot inside. Paula grabbed an oversized nipple and twisted.


“Bitch!” Virgilia said. Paula moved her hand to Virgilia’s shoulder, pushing up and sideways. Paula rolled to the right just after she shoved Virgilia to the left, with Paula’s captive hand breaking free of the blonde’s grip.


Paula grabbed the cut-through padlock and threw it away. She grabbed the footlocker lid and yanked it up; the lid banged against the bedroom wall—


“Oh no you don’t!” Virgilia said. Arms wrapped around Paula’s chest from behind, as muscular legs appeared on either side of Paula’s hips. Virgilia’s arms were pulling, and Virgilia’s feet were pushing, Paula away from the footlocker.


Paula bent her forearms ninety degrees, spun her shoulders around, and punched backward to either side of her head. Paula’s left fist hit only air, but her right fist hit something solid.


“Fuck!” Virgilia said. “Bitch almost got my eye. Marvin, why isn’t Fatima joining the party?”


Paula, meanwhile, had used Virgilia’s distraction to lean forward and break free of the blonde’s grip.


Marvin said, “She isn’t allowed. It’s a rule—”


Paula rolled onto her knees. Now she was able to look down into the footlocker and see a tarnished metal thing, about the size of a duck. Paul’s left hand dove down into the box, she wrapped her fingers around the lamp’s handgrip—


“—so we need to solve this ourselves,” Marvin said. A thick arm slid around Paula’s waist, she was lifted off the ground, and then a big man’s hand captured Paula’s left wrist.


As Marvin’s thumb pressed into the soft underside of Paula’s wrist, he said, “Let go, Paula. Virgilia, grab her other hand.”


Virgilia quickly did as ordered. Meanwhile, the pain that Marvin’s thumb was causing was awful; Paula screamed.


Paula’s hands were captured, and she was being held off the ground, but her legs were free. Paula’s right leg zoomed forward, then around; Paula’s heel whammed Virgilia’s shin.


“Shit!” Virgilia said. “You slut, cease that!”


Meanwhile, Paula managed to pull her right hand free by a few inches. Virgilia tightened her grip again, but too late. Slowly Paula’s fist and arm were pulling free of Virgilia’s grip.


Virgilia said, “Marvin, she—her hand, it’s—”


My hand is free!


****


Thursday, 2:47 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Virgilia tried to hold on. But that worthless bitch Paula Sarin had balled her hand into a fist, and Virgilia didn’t have a good grip.


Then Paula pulled her hand free.


Up till now, Paula had fought by attacking her attacker. But now, she didn’t try to step on Marvin’s instep, or punch his balls, or poke out his eyes, or pull his left hand off of hers. Paula didn’t bother with Marvin at all.


Instead, Paula’s right hand zoomed sideways, to sideswipe the lamp.


FOOM. Virgilia saw Fatima appear in a flash of green. Fatima was wearing green Middle Eastern clothing, with green ribbons tying up her long black hair into a waterfall ponytail.


“He’s hurting me!” Paula said.


Green light flashed from Fatima’s hands, and Marvin flew five feet through the air, to land on his back atop the bed.


Marvin’s martial-arts knowledge kicked in: In less than a second he was on the floor again, standing on the balls of his feet. But instead of attacking Paula again, Marvin said, “Fatima?”


Fatima’s face was sad. “You may not harm my master, Marvin. I can’t allow that.”


“Sweet,” Paula said. “This is so sweet, you bet!”


Then Paula’s right hand reached into her purse (which now was lying on the floor). Paula’s hand came out of the purse holding a pistol.


Paula Sarin was holding the genie lamp in her left hand, and a pistol in her right hand, and she’d tamed Fatima. Life didn’t look good for either Virgilia or Marvin.









Chapter 42

The Date Of Fated Death


JUST BARELY THURSDAY (PART TWO)



Thursday, 2:48 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


Marvin said, “So how did you get in my house, without alarms going off?”


Paula smirked at him. “I don’t have to tell you shit.”


Fatima said, “Yesterday while you were at school, she gave fifteen hundred dollars to Elvira, who then took her straight to the attic. And Master was in the attic from before you left school, till a few minutes before Virgilia came. Her assistant hacked your bedroom alarm.” Fatima gave Marvin an I told you so look.


How dare she! Paula thought. She serves ME!


Paula glared at Fatima. “Why are you talking to Marvin, and why are you telling him things I don’t want him knowing?”


“But Master, you didn’t tell me not to talk to him.” Now it was Fatima smirking.


Marvin asked Virgilia, the big-breasted bathrobe blonde, “How did you find out about the lamp?”


She said, “Monday, you went to school with the footlocker unlocked. I peeked inside, then I locked it.”


“Without rubbing the lamp?” Marvin, Paula, and Fatima all said.


Lippy Blonde shrugged. “It would have been stealing from Marvin. I don’t steal.”


Paula didn’t buy that for a second, not from this woman with the porn-actress body.


Marvin looked at Bathrobe Bimbo and said, “I apologize, I blew it. I really underestimated Paula Sarin. I’m sorry about all the hurt she gave you.”


The blonde didn’t reply, she just smiled at Marvin and squeezed his arm.


Paula said, “Aw, isn’t that sweet? We’re wasting time.” She gestured with the gun. “You two, get out in the hallway.”


Marvin snorted. “No. We’re not your trained seals. We don’t do tricks for you.”


Paula snarled, “Fatima, get those two into the hallway.”


Fatima walked up to Marvin, with her hands as high as his chest. He countered by putting the palms of his hands on her collarbones, which kept his chest beyond her reach.


Fatima said, “Master, I can’t make Marvin go out into the hallway.”


Paula crossed her arms. “Are you messing with me? Or are you stupid? Use your magic!”


“So it’s your wish that I magically move Marvin and Virgilia into the hallway?”


Paula gave a long-suffering sigh. “Yes, Fatima, that’s my wish.” Then she realized what she’d said. “Wait, d—”


Paula’s ears popped, and then the group was standing in the middle of the second-floor hallway, near the staircase.


Fatima said, “One wish made, one wish granted. You have two wishes left, Master.” Fatima’s face said Ha, beat you, bitch!


Paula Sarin felt like shooting the genie. “You tricked me out of a wish!”


Fatima’s eyes were laughing. “Sorry, all sales are final, no refunds or exchanges. King Solomon’s rule.”


Then Marvin yelled as loud as he could, “EVERYONE, STAY OUT OF THE HALLWAY! IT’S DANGEROUS!”


Paula said, “For you it is.” She smirked at Marvin.


Then she made it clear what she meant. “Fatima, I want you to whammy Marvin for good. Kill him in a way that won’t leave forensic evidence.”


“No. That’s a magical request, and I don’t have to grant those if I don’t want.”


Paula swelled up. “Don’t tell me ‘No’! I AM YOUR MASTER, AND—”


Suddenly a smoky green box appeared around the lower half of Paula’s face; her mouth was inside the box, but her ears were outside. She yelled and screamed, but her ears heard nothing, and everyone else was grinning at her like she were a dancing monkey. She yelled for Fatima to get rid of her magical muzzle, but of course Fatima didn’t hear the order. When Paula tried to pull the magic muzzle off her face, nothing happened.


When Paula quit mute-yelling and closed her mouth, she figured that Fatima would vanish the magic muzzle. But instead, five minutes crawled by. During that time, Marvin, the blonde, and Fatima all smirked at Paula.


Then Fatima spoke. “Jerngert told me how you bullied her into granting all your magical requests. I can’t kill you or hurt you, but I still have options that you won’t like. I decide whether I grant your magical requests, ‘Master.’ I decide.”


Only then did Fatima un-mute Paula Sarin.


Paula’s first words were, “Did you enjoy that, Fatima? Playing with me? Now it’ll cost you. I wish that you kill Marvin in a way that leaves no forensic evidence.”


****


Virgilia gasped when she heard the evil woman’s wish. Which Virgilia heard clearly, since she stood ten feet away from Paula and Fatima, with Virgilia’s back to someone’s bedroom door.


Fatima and Paula were standing side by side in the hallway, facing toward Marvin and away from Marvin’s bedroom door. To Virgilia, Fatima looked as frightened as Virgilia felt. Only Marvin looked calm. But then, men are big on the whole “stoic” thing, Virgilia thought.


Fatima said, “Master, please change your wish. Please change your wish. If you take it back, it won’t count against you—”


That bitch Paula said, “You’re dawdling, and jabbering, and you haven’t granted my wish! Here’s an order: Kill. Now. Otherwise you go into the freezer tomorrow, Fatima.”


Fatima’s shoulders slumped. “Yes, Master.”


Virgilia could only watch helplessly as Fatima turned to face Marvin straight-on. Fatima’s expression became serious, and her hands came up. She began gesturing with both hands, while Marvin stared at her.


Fatima had been gesturing for ten seconds or so, when Marvin’s expression changed. For the first time since Virgilia had known him, he looked afraid. “Fatima, don’t,” he said. “I love you.”


“I’m sorry, Marvin,” Fatima said. “I don’t want to freeze to death like Jerngert.”


Marvin backed away from her. He stretched out his arms to her, beseeching.


“I love you too, Marvin,” Fatima said, as she continued to gesture with both hands.


Four tiny green fireballs appeared, chasing each other around her hands. As Fatima gestured, the fireballs got bigger—to golf-ball size, then apple size, then grapefruit size, then to volleyball size.


As Fatima continued to gesture, the fireballs’ rotation stopped, so that they floated in place, above, below, and beside Fatima’s hands. And then all four fireballs flew straight toward Marvin, as fast as rockets.


One fireball hit him in the groin, two hit him in the chest, and one hit him in the face. Instantly Marvin was head-to-toe covered with green fire, making the hallway as hot as an oven.


Marvin reached out with his green-burning arms. “Fatima, I ... love...”


Burning Marvin swayed on his feet like a drunk, then dropped to his knees. “It hurts,” Marvin said. “Oh fuck, it hurts.”


Marvin’s flesh popped and sizzled. A green-flamed jaw dropped in a silent scream. A few seconds later, he fell limply forward onto the new rug, his arms still outstretched toward Fatima.


As soon as Marvin’s body hit the ground, the fire instantly went out. The hallway was instantly cool again.
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Virgilia stared horrified at the burned, smoking, forest green corpse that had once been Marvin Harper. The hallway smelled like cooked pork.


Paula said, “Did you see how cowardly he was? Whereas I’ve shot wolves from a helicopter. Who’s the real man here?”


Fatima said, “I loved you, Marvin.” Then she turned to Paula, squared her shoulders, and said, “You wished for me to kill him. You see he is dead.”


For Virgilia, this was an awful day. Bad enough to see a man she admired be cruelly murdered in front of her, but then to still feel the magical craving to serve him—


Wait a second, thought Virgilia. Something doesn’t add up. Her craving for Warren had ended on the second he’d died.


But how can Marvin be alive? All of Virgilia’s senses told her that Marvin couldn’t be even barely alive.


Virgilia wrenched her eyes away from Marvin’s charred body to look at Fatima—only to find Fatima already looking at her. Fatima’s nose was pointing toward Marvin’s smoking remains, but Fatima’s eyes were staring sidelong into Virgilia’s. And as soon as Virgilia made eye contact, Fatima’s eyebrows went up.


What is Fatima trying to tell me? Virgilia wondered.


And then Virgilia realized: Her own eyes were lying to her, Marvin wasn’t dead! For some reason, Fatima didn’t grant the wish, but only pretended to. Then it’s a whole new game, thought Virgilia.


Paula Sarin spoke then. “Bathrobe Bitch, I thought of shooting you. But I’d much rather have you beg to lick my asshole.”


Paula turned to Fatima and said, “I wish that everything that Marvin owns, now becomes mine. This includes all his slaves and girlfriends becoming worshipfully devoted to me.”


Virgilia saw Fatima start her wind-up—even as the genie’s eyes were boring into Virgilia’s.


“Fatima, please! Spare me,” Virgilia cried, with soap-opera overacting.


From Fatima’s hands came an expanding sphere, transparent green. Virgilia dashed for the steps, seemingly trying to escape the growing ball. She’d gone down two steps when the wall of the sphere passed through her and beyond her.


And yet Virgilia’s feeling for Marvin and for Paula were each unchanged.


Virgilia stopped on the stairs. She turned around, to climb the stairs again. Once Virgilia’s feet were on the rug, she turned and began sashaying toward Paula Sarin, a bedroom smile on her face.


Virgilia said, “Oh Paula, you are so pretty, you are so hot, I want to give you money. My fingers are yours for your pleasure, my mouth is—”


By now, Virgilia was two feet away from Paula and closing, with her hands out at chest height. Anyone watching Virgilia would think she planned to hug Paula.


“—yours for your pleasure, I serve—”


Both of Virgilia’s hands swerved to grab Paula’s left forearm and twist it. Surprised, Paula bent sideways right, in order to lessen the sudden pain. Virgilia made a fist and hammered on the lamp that Paula was still holding; Virgilia knocked the lamp free of Paula’s pain-loosened grip.


Then Virgilia dropped to the floor to capture the lamp.


Virgilia’s hands closed on the lamp.


Virgilia heard a quiet click. A trigger safety being released?


FOOM. Fatima now was standing to the left of Virgilia, who was still on her knees.


Looking up, Virgilia saw that Paula was holding her pistol in a teacup grip, and the gun was aimed at Virgilia’s chest that was only two feet away.


“Cute trick,” Paula said. “Now give it back.”


Fatima said, “Murderer, if you pull the trigger, I’ll hand you the hot lead slug with my name already carved on it. Then I’ll send you to the North Pole. Naked.”


For fifteen seconds, nobody moved and nobody spoke.


As Paula lowered her weapon, she glared at Virgilia. “So much for not stealing.” Then Paula glared at Fatima. “And so much for protective genies. That’s twice tonight I’ve been hurt.”


Fatima shrugged. “Two of King Solomon’s rules conflicted, so I got a choice. Next time, don’t piss me off.”


Virgilia gave a smile of fake sympathy to Paula. “I happily steal from thieves. I’m sorry, did I forget to mention that?”


“How did you beat Fatima’s spell?” Paula said. “Why aren’t you my slave?”


“Quote, I don’t have to tell you shit, unquote. Fatima, don’t tell her.”


Fatima said, “I wasn’t planning to, Master. Let her wonder.”


Virgilia looked at the burned corpse(?) of Marvin on the floor, then looked into Paula Sarin’s eyes. “You’re despicable,” Virgilia told Paula.


Then Virgilia said, “Fatima, what’s this about magical requests? You can do magic for me and it doesn’t count as a wish?”


Fatima explained the rules. Then Virgilia said, “How about you paralyze Paula while I’m holding the lamp. Change that, make it only below the neck. It’s okay if she talks.”


“Certainly, Master, no problem,” Fatima said with exaggerated cheeriness. Paula frowned, probably because this was right after Fatima had refused Paula’s one magical request.


Fatima’s gestures surrounded Paula with glowing green bands, from toes to shoulders, and from Paula’s right elbow to her pistol-gripping right hand. To Virgilia, Paula looked like she was wrapped in a green neon cocoon.


Virgilia nodded with satisfaction. Then she said, “Fatima, I’m ready to wish.”


“Do you want to hear the rules beforehand?”


“Yes, and I know I’ll have questions. I request that you take us someplace private.”


Virgilia’s ears popped, and then she found herself with Fatima in Marvin’s bedroom. Less than five minutes later, both Virgilia and Fatima were laughing in scorn at Paula Sarin.


But the big, giant question on Virgilia’s mind (So Marvin is alive, right? You DID pull a trick on Paula, right?), Virgilia couldn’t bring herself to ask Fatima.


Instead, Virgilia said, “Fatima, I’m ready to go back. Same spot in the hallway.”


Seconds later in the bright hallway, Virgilia was saying, “I wish I was free of all enthrallment, whether by Warren, Marvin, or her.” Virgilia pointed at Cocoon Woman. “Can I include my being free of future enthrallment too?”


“No, sorry,” Fatima said. “But after I grant your wish, your mind will be magically marked. Which means that in the future, unless someone makes a wish to enslave you by name, you can never be mind-controlled ever again.”


“Cool,” Virgilia said.


Paula spit on the rug. “You better hope I never get my hands on that lamp again, Blondie. I’ll make you as brainless as you appear to be, and tonguing my asshole daily.”


But meanwhile, Fatima had made a green-lightning ball between her hands. The lightning-ball flew through the air and hit Virgilia in the chest.


Virgilia felt all her compulsions toward Marvin vanish, and the parts of her brain that were stupid about Marvin got smart again. For the first time in a week and a half, she could think of Marvin Harper as an ordinary man.


Virgilia could think of Marvin so, but she didn’t. She remembered that Marvin had risked his life to rescue hookers he didn’t know, and he’d risked his life to rescue children he didn’t know from a burning house. Virgilia’s de-magicked brain decided that Marvin was just as wonderful a man as her magicked brain had thought he was.


“What do you know?” Virgilia said to Fatima. “My opinion of Marvin hasn’t changed any.”


“One wish made, one wish granted,” Fatima said, smiling. “What is your second wish, Master?”


“Right now, I have fake blond hair, fake big lips, and fake humongous boobs. I wish that I look the same, but now all these things are real—are me.”


“Vain much?” Paula said. “You’re using up a wish to look like a porn star. Stupid.”


Again, Fatima magically smacked Virgilia with a green-lightning ball. Virgilia’s boobs immediately felt different.


Fatima said, “One wish made, one wish granted. The next time that you get your hair wet, Master, you’ll see that your hair isn’t dyed-blond anymore. Are you ready for your third wish?”


“World peace, is that okay?”


Fatima shook her head. “Sorry, Master, King Solomon strikes again.”


“In that case, I waive my third wish, I give it up, pass on it, I decline it. I relinquish, forgo, and disclaim my third wish.”


“What?” said Paula. “Are you an idiot?”


Virgilia smiled at Paula. “I spent two years living with a man who got three wishes, and he was miserable and lonely. Whereas I’m happy and I have friends; what more do I need to wish for? Too bad you’ll never understand.”


Fatima said, “Master, are you sure? I’ll give you fifteen seconds to change your mind.” Sometime later, after Virgilia had stayed silent, Fatima sighed. “Two wishes made, two wishes granted.”


Paula said, “Good, now I don’t have to listen to Fatima’s smart mouth anymore. Back into your lamp, girl.”


During this time, Virgilia had been walking toward Marvin’s corpse(?), with lamp in hand. As she got closer, the reek of burned pork got stronger, and now she could see cracks in the burned(?) and naked flesh. Only a few weak tendrils of smoke still rose from the body.


Paula called after Virgilia, “You should’ve thought of Marvin before you gave up your third wish. I told you you’re stupid.”


Virgilia didn’t reply. Instead her right hand reached down, coming closer to forest-green charred flesh atop a shoulder blade.


Jeez, for a thousand different reasons, I hope I’m not wrong about this, she thought.


Virgilia touched that loathsome, burned flesh—


—and the burned-pork smell stopped. There on the floor lay Marvin, healthy and fully clothed.


Marvin lifted his head and looked at Virgilia. “Sorry, guess I fell asleep after you grabbed the lamp. I miss anything important?”


“What the fuck?” said Paula.


Fatima told her, “When you wished for me to kill Marvin, you forfeited that wish and the third wish after it. But rather than refuse to grant your wishes, I pretended to grant them, trusting you to get careless. That’s how Virgilia played you.”


Marvin said, “Wasn’t that an impressive death scene? Next time you see George Lucas, thank him.”


Virgilia shook her head, confused. “How does George Lucas fit in?”


“His 3-D CGI effects. What you saw, that’s how Malmajj killed the king at the beginning of Rubert’s Village.”


Fatima sniffed. “Except his fireballs were blue. I don’t do blue.”


“You tricked me!” Paula said. “I was your master, and you tricked me!”


Fatima shrugged, then said, “If you’d bothered to listen to the rules, either from Jerngert or from me, this little trick wouldn’t have worked so well. Or if you’d asked me, ‘Did what I just see really happen?’—then I would’ve had to tell you the truth.”


Virgilia smiled, then turned back to Marvin. “Did you miss anything important? Let’s see, I made my wishes. I’ll tell you about them later.”


Then Virgilia lowered her voice. “I came here to give you the lamp. But the second I let go of it, Paula Sarin will try to shoot you. If I request Fatima to save you, will she do it?”


Marvin quietly replied, “Then don’t hand it to me. Put it on the rug, then step back fast.”


“But what about Fatima? Shouldn’t I—?”


“Trust me. I have a plan.”


Marvin turned his eyes from Virgilia to his green-cocooned enemy. “Want my wishing lamp, Paula? Here it is, come get it.” Then he nodded to Virgilia, who reluctantly bent down to put the lamp on the hallway rug.


Marvin was still lying on the rug on his stomach, his long arms still out in front of him. Even as Virgilia was moving the lamp down toward the rug, Marvin’s hands were moving away from each other, toward the edges of the rug. Then Virgilia let go of the lamp.


Virgilia saw things happen fast then—


• The glowing green bands around Paula disappeared. The pistol, which had been pointing at the floor during Paula’s paralysis, came up.


• Marvin’s hands grabbed the edges of the rug. Marvin yanked, even as Paula fired.


• To Marvin’s left, a decorative post at the top of the stairs made a metallic Dink! sound. Even as a doorknob to Virgilia’s right made its own Dink! sound.


• Paula exclaimed, “URK!”


Paula Sarin had had the rug literally pulled out from under her, so she had fallen down. But oddly, she was staying down.


That’s when Marvin reached around for the lamp, took hold of it, and rubbed it, all with leisurely slowness.


FOOM. Now Fatima was standing by Marvin, who still was lying on the rug.


“Master,” Fatima exclaimed, “I’m reset! You get three more wishes!”


“Not fair,” Virgilia heard Paula say.


As Marvin finally pushed himself up, he calmly said, “Fatima, that’s good news. But right now, please send whatever weapons that Paula Sarin has, inside the crater of Mount Kilauea.”


Foom. Paula’s pistol disappeared in a flash of green light.


Marvin held out his hand. “Give me her cel phone, please.” Foom. Marvin stuck Paula’s cel phone in a pocket.


Meanwhile, Virgilia was sure she was missing something. Marvin had just been shot at! Okay, so he’d been lucky and survived the shooting—still, he should have been babbling from fear. But no, he was acting as calm as if he were reading the Sunday paper.


Once Marvin was standing, he reached a hand out to Virgilia. “Come, let’s see how Paula is doing. I do believe she’s fallen and she can’t get up.”


Virgilia gasped when she got close to Paula Sarin. Paula had both hands on her stomach, trying to stanch the bleeding from a gunshot wound.


“I’m going to die,” Paula gasped. “Help me.”


Marvin shook his head. “You know, Paula, I was never worried about my life. Fatima told me that my fated death wasn’t till 2020 or later, so I wasn’t worried about you killing me. But I got worried that you might kill someone in my harem.”


“Shouldn’t we be doing something?” Virgilia asked. “Call an ambulance?”


Marvin said, “Trust me, it wouldn’t help her. Anyway, Paula, yesterday I asked Fatima if any of my housemates has her fated death within the next six months. Fatima had to really work her scrying ball, because I have lots of women here. But eventually Fatima said, ‘No, none of them die within the next six months.’ ”


Virgilia said, “Marvin, I haven’t known you long, but you’ve never struck me as cruel.”


“This isn’t cruelty. Paula tried to kill me twice, remember. And she did kill Jerngert.”


“Who’s Jerngert?”


Fatima glared at supine Paula. “Jerngert was another bound djinni, and my best friend. This one was Jerngert’s master.”


Marvin continued, “Anyway, Paula, it made me feel good to know that you wouldn’t kill anyone in my harem. Then I asked Fatima to find out if your fated death was within the next six months. Soon Fatima said yes. And while I don’t think I’m a bloodthirsty man, I have to admit that learning you would die soon—well, it made me smile.”


Virgilia asked, “Shouldn’t we at least try to make her last minutes comfortable?”


“I don’t have any painkillers,” Marvin replied. He looked a question at Fatima.


Fatima shook her head hard. “Master, I’ve never refused one of your requests. But easing the pain of Jerngert’s murderer? No way.”


Marvin looked at Paula, then shrugged. “Anyway, Paula, I then asked Fatima when the date of your fated death was, and she told me, ‘May 20th.’ Which is good news in a way: Theoretically you could live till midnight.”


Paula said, “You’ll call an ... ambulance if you ... know what’s good ... for you. People ... know I’m here.”


Marvin asked Fatima, “Who does know she’s here?” He frowned. “Besides Elvira.”


A volleyball-sized glass ball popped into existence in front of Fatima’s face, and stayed floating there. Fatima gestured, and Virgilia saw images appear and disappear in the glass ball.


A few minutes later, Fatima vanished the glass ball and looked at Marvin. “Besides Virgilia here, and Elvira, only Paula’s personal assistant Sheila Johansson knows that Paula Sarin is in your house. Besides your parents, only Vincent Carlino and John Clement know that Paula is in this city—they’re the pilots who flew Paula and Sheila here from Anchorage.”


“Nobody else knows?” Marvin said. “Doesn’t Paula have a husband?”


“Paula’s husband Ted, her daughter Crystal, and her Chief of Staff Bert—none of them have a clue. Sheila Johansson doesn’t have a roommate, and she told nothing to her boyfriend.”


Marvin laughed. “Paula, obviously you planned to whack me and nobody would pin the murder on you. But now your own secrecy will bite you in the ass.”


Then Marvin turned to Fatima. “It’s wishing time. Wish Seven: I wish that—”


“Wish Seven?” Paula gasped.


“—Paula Sarin’s Suggestion power be canceled, and all of her minions be freed from her ensnarement, so that I then can make them thralls of mine when I choose—”


“NO-O-O!” Paula yelled.


“—Except I want my parents to still be immune to my magical charms.”


Fatima’s smile at Paula Sarin was cruel. Fatima made another exploding semitransparent green ball, then flashed Paula another fuck you smile. Then the genie told Marvin, “One wish made, one wish granted.”


Paula had tears running down her pale face.


Marvin nodded, then said, “Wish Eight: Of the people who have interacted with Paula Sarin since Sunday, I wish for everyone’s memories to be altered, and physical evidence altered, so that no investigation of Paula Sarin’s disappearance can connect her to me, or even to my city. The only exceptions to this memory alteration are to be myself, my parents, Virgilia O’Keefe, Elvira LeClerc, and Sheila Johansson. As for Paula Sarin, I want her to forget how she came to my mansion, or where in the world my mansion is. However, Paula is to otherwise remember everything about killing her genie Jerngert.”


Fatima made her third exploding semitransparent green ball of the night. Then the wounded senator looked at the genie. “I’ve ... forgotten things,” Paula said.


“Yes, you have,” Fatima replied.


Then Fatima turned to Marvin. “A certain airplane, and its pilot and copilot, all are back in Anchorage. Those two men now have false memories. Various computer records and video recordings have been altered. All the women in bed here are back asleep, with no memories of anything they heard in the past hour. One wish made, one wish granted.”


Marvin looked at Paula. “Now you’re stranded here. And you don’t even know where ‘here’ is, do you?”


Paula shook her head. She looked scared.


Marvin said, “Wish Nine: I wish that you postpone Paula’s fated death by 120 lunar cycles, by giving her the healing powers of Prometheus for 120 lunar cycles. This is a selfish wish.”


“What?” Virgilia exclaimed. “Are you a batty, bonkers, brain-boiled bedlamite? You’ll let Paula Sarin, who just tried to whack you twice, live and be healthy?”


Virgilia looked at Fatima, to find out the genie's reaction. Fatima wasn’t speaking words, but her face spoke volumes.


Marvin said, “Fatima, grant the wish and then I’ll explain.”


Scowling Fatima granted the wish. Then she said to Marvin, with gritted teeth, “One wish made, one wish granted, Master.”


Marvin said, “Fatima, please don’t be angry with me. Instead, please find Sigvard, tell him what’s happened, and invite him here.”


Virgilia didn’t know who Sigvard was, but she saw that mentioning him turned Fatima’s frown into a smile.


“I’ll be back as soon as I can, Master,” Fatima said. “Count on it.” FOOM.


By now Paula Sarin was standing. She took one wobbly step, and then one strong step, and then she was standing in front of Marvin. She looked like a healthy woman who’d stolen clothing from her zombie twin: Her top had a hole in it, that showed healthy skin; and her top and jeans both were drenched with still-wet blood.


Paula’s hand snaked into Marvin’s pocket; her hand came out holding her cel phone. “Here’s the deal, sweetie,” Paula said. “Call me a cab, and give me twenty bucks, or I call 9-1-1 and—”


Whap! Virgilia didn’t see Marvin’s hand move; but the cel phone got knocked into a wall hard enough to break it into pieces.


Marvin told Paula, “Don’t push your luck before Fatima gets back. Or else.”


Paula laughed in his face. “Sweetie, you can’t bring yourself to kill me. So go ahead, threaten anything, it’s just jibber-jabber.”


And then Virgilia saw Marvin’s face change into something frightening. “You’re right, Paula. Without a weapon in your hand, I won’t kill you. But that doesn’t mean that you won’t be killed.”


FOOM.


Fatima was back. But with her, Virgilia saw a man with long blond hair, a trimmed blond beard and moustache, a black cast-iron helmet with rose-pink horns coming out of its sides, Barbie-pink rawhide leather boots, and rose-pink leather clothing with Barbie-pink wolf-fur trim. Except for his pink eyes(!), the newcomer looked like a swishy Viking.


Fatima said, “Master, this is Sigvard, Chief of the Djinn of the Pink Tribe.”


Virgilia saw Paula’s face go pale. Paula made a dash for the staircase. She took only one step before Marvin had her in his grip.


Sigvard thumped his clenched fist against the ribs in front of his heart. “Greetings, Marvin Harper of the Six Wishes. I thank you for inviting me here. So this is the human master whose order killed Vessel-bound Jerngert?”


“She’s the one,” Marvin said. “But before you—”


“LET GO OF ME!” Paula ordered Marvin, as she tried to pull herself free. “Unless you call the police, you have no right to hold me. I demand—”


And then Paula’s jaws moved apart, and a bright-pink ball gag appeared in her mouth.


Marvin said to Sigvard, “As I was saying. Before you take Paula away, let me explain something to her.”


Marvin turned to Paula and said, “In Greek mythology, Prometheus stole fire from the gods and gave it to humans. As punishment, Zeus had him chained to a rock, and every day an eagle ate out his liver. But every night, his liver grew back. Same with you, now. For 9-2/3 years, no matter what the Pink Tribe does to you, their tortures won’t kill you. You’ll heal each night, so that they can hurt you that much more each day.”


“MMMMMP!” Paula said.


Sigvard flicked a hand—


FOOM.


—and both he and Paula were gone.


****


Thursday, 3:36 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


I stood outside the door and asked very quietly, “Where is it?”


Fatima (who was now dressed in American clothing) consulted her scrying ball, then quietly told me where “it” was.


I didn’t knock on the door of the LeClerc twins’ bedroom. I threw the door open, rushed into the room with Fatima following close behind, and then I flipped the light on.


“WAKE UP, ELVIRA!” I yelled.


Both Almira and Elvira, in their respective twin beds, gasped and sat up.


Almira said in a puzzled voice, “Marvin, what the fuck?”


Meanwhile, Elvira looked like she was facing Judgment Day.


I grabbed the sheets and bedspreads that were covering Elvira, and threw them on the floor.


Then I grabbed Elvira’s wrist. With much less force than I wanted to use, I pulled her out of bed and moved her to stand by Fatima.


Then I grabbed the mattress of Elvira’s bed, lifted it free of its box spring, and threw it on the floor. WHUMP!


Laying on the box spring was an unsealed tan envelope. As I grabbed it, I heard Elvira mutter, “Oh, shit.”


I looked at Almira and said, “You asked, ‘What the fuck?’ Here’s the fuck. While I was at school yesterday, Elvira brought Paula Sarin into the house and straight to the attic. But not for free—Elvira shook down Senator Sarin for fifteen hundred bucks.”


I turned the envelope upside down and shook it. Twenty-dollar bills rained onto the floor.


Almira glared at her twin. “You betrayed Marvin? You broke your promise to keep this woman out of his house?”


Elvira said, “Hey, I never actually promised. And Paula Sarin tried to pull some hypnosis shit on me, so no way was she getting in for free. Besides, she had money and I needed money.”


Then Elvira turned to me and asked nervously, “So where is Paula Sarin now?”


I answered, “Doesn’t matter. Because you’ll never see her again.”


I turned back to Almira. “Paula Sarin came here with a 9-mm pistol. Not only did she endanger Fatima”—okay, that was a lie—“and me, but that gun was powerful enough to punch through drywall. Paula Sarin could have killed one of my housemates while she slept in her bedroom, and your twin sister brought that witch into my house.”


“I didn’t know about the gun, Almie, I swear!” Elvira said. “I thought she was here just to steal stuff, right? Jeez, he’s a billionaire, so what’s the harm in her stealing from him? C’mon, he’s younger than us, and he’s a fucking billionaire!”


I said, “Elvira, I have good news, more good news, and bad news. The first good news is that I’m not going to take your money, or tell you how to spend it. Nor will I let Almira take your money, or tell you how to spend it. Because in a sick way, you’ve earned all this. You can bank it, or spend it however you want.”


“Um, okay,” Elvira said. Then she nervously asked, “What’s the other good news?”


“I won’t punish you. I won’t hit you, rape you, take your money, ban you from meals, or take you back to jail.”


Elvira was sweating now. “What’s the bad news?”


“Almira will decide your punishment, and Fatima will enforce it,” I said.


I gestured for Fatima to leave with me, then I looked at Almira and said, “Make Elvira regret this.”


Almira said, “When Elvie could’ve gotten you killed by that Alaskan windbag? And come to think of it, I still owe my twin for dipping my Barbie in black paint. Oh yeah, I’ll make Elvira very regretful, just you wait.”


Elvira went pale.


****


Thursday, 3:52 a.m. Eastern Daylight Time


By now, Virgilia had changed into (what was for her) modest clothing. Meanwhile, I’d requested for Fatima to change back into her Middle East duds.


Back in my bedroom, I looked at Virgilia and Fatima and said, “I’m nervous about this. Up till now, I’ve told only two people about Fatima being a genie. But I knew I could trust my parents.”


Virgilia nodded. “Whereas Sheila Johansson is a stranger, and you don’t know her mind at all.”


I nodded. “But here’s what I do know: Paula Sarin will disappear from human society, so Sheila Johansson must disappear too—nobody sees her, and she doesn’t talk to any of her relatives, friends, or coworkers. Because if the Feds can find Sheila, Paula will get traced to me.”


Fatima said, “And the only way to completely cut Sheila off from her old life is to kill her, enslave her, or bribe her.”


“Exactly,” I said. “Those are my only choices.”


“Master, may I say something? Paula was right—you’re too nice to kill anyone. Even if killing Sheila were the only way to keep her quiet, you would wait too long.”


“Even though I was Paula Sarin’s one-man ‘death panel’?” I asked. “But you’re right, ‘You know too much, so now you die’ isn’t my style.”


Virgilia said, “As good as you are to your slaves, I’m glad I’m not one of them anymore. Besides, any former thrall of Paula Sarin’s deserves not to be enslaved a second time.”


I nodded. “So that leaves only bribery. I buy Sheila Johansson’s eternal silence with either cash or magic. But for magic to be an option, Sheila must know that it’s an option. Hence, my spilling the beans about Fatima.”


I looked at Virgilia and Fatima. “No more talking. Let’s do this.”


****


Fatima stepped between Virgilia and me, and took our hands. My ears popped, and then the three of us were standing in a dark motel room.


The room TV showed two young women talking in a diner—a sexless scene, but the corner of the TV screen declared that this was part of the Sapphic Love Channel. The TV’s light showed Sheila in bed; she lay propped up with pillows but was asleep. She held the TV remote in one limp hand, with her other limp hand resting between her legs. By her bed was a night table, and on the night table lay a cel phone.


So this was Sheila, who was about to be told a secret about Fatima that only five humans knew. Looking Sheila over, she was shorter than Fatima and Virgilia by several inches. Sheila was pear-shaped, with small tits and wide hips. She had an ordinary face, hair-colored hair, and eyes-colored eyes. The only thing attractive about her was that she was in her twenties.


“Sheila, wake up,” I said.


Sheila’s eyes flew open, she gasped, then she looked wildly around the room. She looked at Virgilia in puzzlement—What’s a stripper doing here?—but Sheila looked at Fatima and me in fear.


“You’re Marvin and Fatima!” she said. “How’d you get in our motel room? Where’s, um, Tina?”


“Who’s Tina?” I asked.


“Paula’s alias here in town,” Fatima said.


I said to Sheila, “No human will ever see Paula Sarin ever again, which is why we’re here. As for how we got in? Magic. Notice, the chain is still on the door.” I gestured toward the door behind me. “Fatima, please turn off the TV.”


Fatima didn’t even look. She made a gesture over her shoulder, and the TV went off. The room went dark. (Whoops.)


Sheila immediately turned on a reading light. “Bullshit,” she said, “there’s no such thing as magic. Oh jeez, you killed Paula?”


Sheila grabbed the cel phone off the night table—


“Foom the phone!” I said.


—and the cel phone disappeared out of Sheila’s hand and appeared in Fatima’s. Fatima handed me the cel phone (which I turned off and pocketed), as Sheila looked panicky.


I muttered to Fatima, “Silence Box. Now, please. She’s about to scream.”


The Silence Box appeared from nowhere. It enclosed Sheila and all three of us visitors, and all outside sounds got silenced. Both Sheila and Virgilia looked startled.


“What just happened?” Sheila asked, her voice shaky.


“It’s a Silence Box,” I said. “If you scream, nobody hears.”


Sheila studied Fatima’s construct, a box with green-smoke walls and bright-green smoky edges, which shouldn’t be keeping its shape, but was. Sheila said, “Oh crap, it really is magic, isn’t it?”


****


Minutes later, the negotiations were going poorly—


Sheila glared at me, her arms crossed. “You’ll have to kill me. Because I’m not about to become your sex slave.”


Virgilia said, “And I don’t want you be made into any man’s sex slave. Been there, done that, got two t-shirts. I don’t want to see you die. So let’s figure out an offer that you can’t refuse.”


“Stripper Girl, weren’t you listening? Marvin wants me to disappear, to be completely off the grid, right? Okay fine, he gives me money. Say Fatima geniefies a million bucks cash, right here on this bed. How can I spend it without the FBI kicking my door in, sooner or later? I can’t.”


“So that leaves magic,” I said. “What can I do magically for you, to buy your silence for a lifetime?”


Sheila’s chin jutted out. “There is nothing I want that you can give me, Marvin Harper.”


I wanted to put my fist through the nearby cinderblock wall. “Maybe you’re overlooking something, or forgetting something. Fatima has a way to read your memories—”


“How like a man, to think you know my mind better than I do. You’ve been fawned-over by your girly-slaves too—”


“SILENCE, SHEILA HEATHER JOHANSSON!” Fatima yelled. “STAND UP, BE QUIET, DO NOT MOVE, AND LET ME TOUCH YOU!”


Sheila jumped out of bed and came to attention, fast enough to amaze a Marine drill instructor.


I had volunteered myself several times for memory-reading, but I had never seen it done to anyone else who was awake. As soon as Fatima touched Sheila’s forehead, Sheila’s eyes shut tight. But rather than act “trance-y,” Sheila’s fingers twitched and her eyeballs rolled around behind her eyelids.


Six and a half minutes after Fatima had started, she pulled her hand away.


“Wow,” said Sheila. “Intense.”


Fatima looked at me and she was smiling. “I know how to solve this.”


Once Fatima shared her idea, Sheila was overjoyed.


Virgilia, however, took persuading.


But soon Sheila and I made a deal, and Fatima fulfilled it. I got what I wanted, and Sheila was clearly joyous about her side of the deal—but it sure wasn’t the deal I expected to make when I was foomed into Sheila Johansson’s motel room.









Chapter 43

Epilog: 2013


Redmond, Washington

March, 2013


I walked into the hotel restaurant of the Redmond Hilton. I was looking for Harold and Natasha. I didn’t see them.


A little over two and a half years after my battle with Paula Sarin, I had figured out why Uncle Warren had attended stockholder meetings several times a year, instead of merely signing and mailing back each proxy form. The reason that I discovered? I love my city and I love my women, but every once in a while, I want to see someplace new! And stockholder meetings gave me a tax-deductible way to see someplace new. This was the only way, other than when I took Fatima and the harem on our annual exotic vacation, that I got away from my city.


Correction: Once a week, I visited Almira and Elvira at the state women’s prison. But the drive there and back was boring, and my time at the prison was depressing. But visiting the imprisoned twins once a week was something that I felt that I should do. Besides, there was entertainment value in watching Elvira struggle to stay bitchy toward the only person to visit her in prison. (When Michelle had learned that her twin daughters had supposedly “volunteered” to be French Maids, she’d quit visiting the prison.)


Second correction: “Call of Duty” had become a popular TV show by 2011, and I’d escorted Olivia Robb twice to the Emmys in Los Angeles. The second time, she’d won.


Anyway, now it was an hour after I’d checked into the hotel in Redmond; my evening was free, but in the morning, I would attend Microsoft’s stockholder meeting.


And before I forget to mention it: Former school slut Kelly Brown was monitoring Microsoft and my other stocks as an ongoing project. Kelly now was a junior at Gorshin University, majoring in Finance, so her project with me was helping her education. Also, Kelly kept assuring me that she attended Sexaholics Anonymous meetings. (A claim that Fatima regularly confirmed.)


Anyway, why was I about to meet Harold and Natasha here at the Redmond Hilton for dinner? To explain this, I must back up a month to my twenty-first birthday. Which was celebrated in the Nimfo Club. The same Nimfo Club that was owned by Natasha’s father Yuri, you recall.


It was a wild party. All you need to know is One, I walked into the place with ten strippers or former strippers; and Two, Nimfo Club’s V.I.P. Area was very dark. But skipping through the times that I was getting sucked or fucked (by harem slaves or former harem slaves), or envied (by other men there), let me tell you about the conversation that I had with Dimitri.


Dimitri was a bartender at Nimfo Club. Like many immigrants’ kids, he spoke to me in unaccented American English, and then he and Yuri could carry on a private conversation right in front of me. Dimitri was in regular email contact with Natasha, and so was able to keep Virgilia well informed about Natasha’s and Harold’s doings; likewise, Dimitri always was pumping Virgilia for information about me, which he then passed on to Natasha.


That’s how Virgilia had informed me that Natasha and Harold were going to college in Cheney City, American Columbia (known as Victoria, British Columbia before the Canadian War).


Anyway, the previous month at my birthday party, I had mentioned to Dimitri that I would be in Redmond “next month.” Two days later, I had gotten a call on my cel: “When is will you in Redmond beink? I and Helenka, we do down to you drivink.”


So the plan for tonight was to meet Harold and Natasha at this restaurant. But evidently they were running late.


I looked around the restaurant again, and I couldn’t help but notice the porn-tits blonde who was sitting at the bar.


Her tits were gigantic, as big as Virgilia’s—which is to say, as big as cantaloupes. Her long hair was piled up on her head in an elegant beehive, with not even a hint of dark roots. Her fingernails were a full inch long and were bright red. She wore very-high-heeled blue shoes, a velvet dress in matching blue that was slit up to the hip, a pearl choker necklace, and dangling blue earrings. That blue dress revealed that the blonde had toned arms and shoulders, and it gave glimpses of well-shaped, muscular legs. She wore “sophisticate” makeup, all carefully color-chosen and understated, except for her lipstick. Her lipstick sent a definite message.


The blonde was elegance itself; she also was sex on a stick.


Feeling my gaze on her, the stacked blonde turned around, and her eyes met mine. She put a big smile on her face as she slid off the bar stool, then she started walking toward me.


At the blonde’s crotch area, I saw that the blue-velvet dress sported a blue-velvet rose.


It’s very seldom that I’m out in public without Fatima or one of my thirty-three harem slaves. But when I’m out in public and alone, always I’m approached by women or girls. Such women/girls fall into three types.


If she approaches me with hesitant voice and downcast gaze, the magic pheromones have pushed her to offer herself to me. Such encounters don’t usually happen till ten minutes after I’ve sat down near the woman, or she’s sat down near to me.


In which case, unless the girl or woman is exceptionally attractive, I say to her, “Let’s just be friends,” and then I send her back to her seat.


But the blue-velvet blonde had stood up within seconds of my walking into the restaurant. From this I deduced that she wasn’t pheromone-addled.


Which meant, the blonde either intended to get together with me for “fun,” or else she was a hooker about to solicit me.


Over two years after Fatima had granted my wishes, my policies remained the same: I didn’t pay for sex, I didn’t have sex with women who were married or committed to someone else, and I didn’t do one-night stands unless I was the person who was starting the party.


That was in my home city. When I traveled more than a hundred miles away from the mansion, I often went celibate (unless I’d brought harem girls or Fatima along to cool my blood, or Fatima foomed over to my hotel room till I fell asleep).


I, celibate even briefly? Does that surprise you? At the mansion, I now had my computer schedule my daily sex: a wake-up blowjob, a late-night blowjob, and four fucks a day; plus Fatima and I had a standing fuck-date for Saturday afternoon. Not to mention, Anna Kay made sure that I got plenty of gift blowjobs! So I wasn’t going to die of blue balls if I spent up to three days away from the mansion, getting no sexual relief.


On the other hand, when an out-of-town girl fucked me or sucked me, she instantly got made into my harem slave, and I then had to decide the rest of her life. I didn’t want to screw up the life of someone whom I barely knew, and the only way to avoid that responsibility was to avoid the sex.


And so it was decided: If the blue-velvet blonde offered to fuck me for free, I’d politely turn her down. If she solicited me, I’d politely turn her down—unless I sensed that she was being abused by her pimp.


In which case, I’d rescue her. By this time, I’d rescued four prostitutes already (not counting Gregory’s Girls).


As the blue-velvet blonde walked toward me, I began to wonder whether she were a showgirl instead of a call girl.


The woman was wearing five- or six-inch heels, which I knew from first-hand observation, women couldn’t walk in easily without lots of practice. And yet moving across the floor was no more of a problem for the blue-velvet blonde than if she’d been wearing bunny slippers. If she’d had a book on her head, that book wouldn’t have wobbled even slightly.


Then too, the blonde was walking with one foot directly in front of the other, which really shook her ass. Only tightrope walkers and runway models walk like that.


But the blonde was no runway model. Have you ever seen a runway model wear any expression other than bored scorn? Well, the blonde had pasted on a beauty-queen smile as she sashayed toward me. That smile was well-practiced, so I figured that the blonde had spent her teen years entering pageants (when she wasn’t cheering the quarterback).


The only thing out of place, to make me be less than convinced that this woman was in fact a casino showgirl, was her height. By now I had plenty of first-hand observations of women wearing very high heels, and this woman was too short to be a showgirl. I guessed that in bare feet, she was somewhere between 5′5″ and 5′7″.


A man intercepted the blue-velvet blonde’s walk toward me. He wanted something from her. His manner was aggressive.


The man and the blonde were too far away for me to hear most words, but I’d spent enough time around Natasha to recognize the words that I did get. The man was speaking to the blonde in Russian-accented English.


The blonde’s body was still facing me, and she glanced my way when the man wasn’t requiring her immediate attention. Yet though she had to find it unpleasant to talk to this man, her beauty-queen smile never flickered.


Then he put his hand on her arm, not actually holding her in place but making a clear threat. The blonde stepped away from his hand—while continuing to smile pretty at him.


Natasha barreled up to the man, putting herself between him and the blonde. Natasha began speaking loud Russian. When Natasha yelled the name “Yuri Vasilivich Ludmenkov,” the man got nervous.


But only for a second. Then the Russian’s manner got cocky; clearly he was thinking, “Your father is scary, but he’s not here to help you two.”


Meanwhile, I was wondering: How does Natasha know the short showgirl, and why is Natasha sticking up for her?


Then the blue-velvet blonde said something to Natasha. Natasha looked around the restaurant till she saw me. Natasha pointed me out to the Russian man.


****


As before, the man got nervous for a second, then he got cocky. Just from his body language, I could tell what he was saying—


“You’re bluffing, Natasha. You don’t know that big man at all!”


Natasha said something, and the blue-velvet blond showgirl resumed her trek toward me. Now she was covering distance quickly, and yet that imaginary book on her head didn’t wobble.


She stopped at my table and said, “Hello, Marvin. Natasha asks if you’ll help her out. That guy doesn’t think you know us.”


It was the us that stopped me dead. I looked at the beautiful blond person in front of me and said, “Harold? You’re Harold?”


Only then did I notice that the blonde’s elbows were “wrong” for a woman’s body.


She (I couldn’t think of the blonde as “he”) replied, “Yes, except I go by ‘Helen’ now. Um, not to rush you, but Natasha really needs your help.”


Reader, remember what Arnold Schwarzenegger looked like in his young days, when he was winning bodybuilding awards? Well, that’s what I looked like on the second to last day of my transformation. For the almost-three years since that day, I’d been clearly the strongest man in the group, any group. I’d been stronger than every bouncer I’d met, every bodyguard I’d met, and every professional athlete I’d met.


In the almost-three years after my transformation, I hadn’t met a man as strong as me, and I hadn’t seen a photo of a man as strong as me. (Although some of those weightlifters in the 2012 Olympics came close.)


Men as strong as I was now, existed only in artwork. And those men were either superheroes, supervillains, or gay-male fantasy.


Besides being strong, the transformation made me tall. In the almost-three years since my transformation, I’d met only three men taller than me.


So now in 2013 in Redmond, Washington, it was no surprise that when I stood up and walked away from my table, the entire restaurant went silent.


When I got close to Natasha and the Russian man, he said to me, “Anya is sayink, you do know she and Helenka. Is child story, yes?”


I answered, “Sorry, it’s all true. Natasha and I and—and Helen all graduated from Plato Smith High School in May 2010. Now, I have to tell you...?”


“Nicolai,” Natasha said.


I said, “I have to tell you, Nicolai: Leave my friends alone.”


Two guys walked up to Nicolai, and there was a quick conversation in Russian. Then the two guys moved to stand at either side of Nicolai, and facing me. Their “smile” at me reminded me of wolves.


Nicolai gave Natasha and me a wolf-smile of his own. “You do let we have Helenka for playink, no things do get hurtink.” He ran his fingertips along a bulge in his front pants pocket, which I’m guessing meant he had a knife.


“Shit!” Helen/Harold said.


I didn’t give the three Russian men a wolf-smile back. I just flicked my fingers, and my sports jacket was unbuttoned. I pulled my sports jacket off, handed it to Natasha, and unknotted my tie. Seconds later, my shirt collar was open, and Natasha was holding my jacket and tie. Now only a tailored cotton shirt covered my bulked-up upper body.


To my right, I heard a man exclaim, “Look at the lats on that guy!”


Another man’s voice agreed: “He’s got a chest like a steel safe!”


Meanwhile, the three Russian men were staring at me. They looked worried.


Since fighting Gregory the pimp, I’ve been in three more fights to the death. (Why do pimps always want to fight me?) Thanks to Fatima’s wish-grant, I’ve won every fight that I’ve been in. Still, I try to avoid fights. And I’ve found that the best way to avoid a fight is to convince the other man that you want to fight more than he does.


And so, while eyeing the three Russian men, I said, “Translate this. ‘We go outside. Now.’ ”


I was surprised that it was Helen/Harold, not Natasha, who translated. He spoke the words in the womanly voice that Fatima had given him, in the same soothing tone as flight attendants use.


Soothing tone or not, Helen’s words clearly frightened the Russians.


Nicolai said, “I want to mop ground with you, but I do remember I have appointink. Giorgi, Ivan? [Russian words],” and then the three men hurried away.


“Spasibo, Marvin,” Helen/Harold said. “Oh, by the way, ‘Natasha is in the bathroom.’ That’s what I originally went over there to tell you.”


****


Dinner with Natasha and Helen was interesting (though not as interesting as what had happened before dinner). I found out that up north in Cheney City, Natasha was studying Russian Literature. And Helen?


Helen/Harold had dropped out of college to work full-time as a cocktail waitress at a strip club that an uncle of Natasha owned. Helen/Harold worked as a cocktail waitress because apparently Natasha has no intention of Helen ever getting “the Surgery,” and it’s a lot harder to hide male genitals when you’re a stripper. But Helen, even as a “mere” cocktail waitress, made scads of money. Enough to afford two augmentation surgeries.


It was how Helen made all this money that floored me.


As Natasha explained it, “Men is the big boe-soams liking, yes? So pretty blonde with the big boe-soams is drink brinkink, then man is tip givink. Big boe-soams, big tip. And Helen do rememberink, who did how much tip givink. Then one night in week—is nobody is knowink if is the day, before I is comink—I is in club, one hour before is closink. And I do Helen asking, ‘Who is goodest tipper?’ And Helen is pointink, ‘Is him.’ When club does closink, Helen is to the goodest to tippink a blowjob givink.”


Helen/Harold added nonchalantly, “And the five runners-up get to watch me blow the winner, if they want. But they have to stand behind Natasha.”


“Wait, hold on,” I said, remembering the night of Rhonda’s party. Harold hadn’t liked dressing as a slut, and really hadn’t liked giving his first blowjob. Now I said to Harold, “Natasha tells you to work as a cocktail waitress—bada-bing, you do it. Then Natasha tells you to suck off some guy after the club closes, and you do it, just that simple? In front of an audience? How do you feel about that?”


Helen/Harold gave me the beauty-queen smile. “The men I suck off, they love it, I know for a fact—I’ve been swallowing and deepthroating for at least two years. And Natasha says such nice things to me afterward, every time a guy cums his brains out in my mouth. I can’t tell you how good Natasha makes me feel just by saying, ‘You doed good, lyubimyi.’ Plus, Natasha only takes half my tip money as rent, so I make tons of money!”


“You’re avoiding the question. I asked you, Harold, ‘How do you feel about giving a blowjob to the high tipper of the night?’ Not Natasha, not the guys getting deepthroated, you.”


Helen/Harold still had the beauty-queen smile. “Life is wonderful when Natasha likes me. Sure, sometimes I don't enjoy giving the blowjob, if the guy's dick stinks or he's a jerk, but Natasha’s smiles make life wonderful.” Choosing his words, Harold added, “That night at the costume party, I was thinking like a starting quarterback. Do I look like a starting quarterback?”


“Is good, what I is hearink, Helenka,” Natasha said with a smile. Helen/Harold’s pasted-on smile became genuine.


Then Natasha turned to smile at me. “Is I lucky? I is boyfriend-girlfriend havink, who is the entire of what my heart is did wantink since I was child. And Helenka is do so much agreeink! Marvin, I is glad you as friend havink, you brave American with the big muscles and bold heart of Cossack havink. Is it true, you is called ‘Batman,’ back in—?”


“Well, kind of,” I said. “I’ve rescued a lot of prostitutes, and their pimps never let the girls just walk away. So I always seem to find myself in armed-versus-unarmed combat on a city street, in front of onlookers.”


“With you being the ‘unarmed,’ ” Helen said. “Yet you’ve won every fight.”


“Up till now,” I said, smiling. I didn’t mention that I had a big edge over normal men, even normal men with weapons.


“And liquor store?” Natasha asked me. She was referring to another of my escapades that had been YouTubed. “What doed you at liquor store?”


I shrugged. “Two morons decided to rob a liquor store that had a surveillance camera. Their bad luck, they tried to rob the liquor store near my mansion, the Friday after I turned twenty-one.”


“Each guy, you broke his wrist,” Helen said.


I shrugged again. “They were pointing guns at the liquor-store clerk, and one of them pointed his gun at me. My housekeeper says I should have almost killed them.”


“I agree, I would’ve beat the living shit out of them, or even killed them,” Helen said. “Um, that is, if I were a big, strong man.”


I looked straight into the eyes of the shapely blond transgender who had once been my bully. “To quote Uncle Ben,” I said, “ ‘With great power must come great responsibility.’ ”


Natasha, of, course, was missing the subtext between Helen and me. Now Natasha smiled at both of us, and laid a hand on one of our arms. “Ah, livink is good. Only one zink is me happier makink, as to now.”


I said, “Oh, what thing would make you happier than now?”


Natasha said, “We do is to your hotel room goink, and I do seeink, Helenka to you Olympics-golden-medal blowjob is givink.”


I politely declined Natasha’s offer. The beauty-queen smile of Helen/Harold made it impossible for me to guess whether he was pleased or disappointed that I’d said no.


****


Then I said, “Can we change the subject, please? Do either of you have any interesting news to share?”


Helen said, “Paula Sarin supposedly was seen in Cheney City last month.”


I said, “Really? I thought that last month, Paula Sarin was in Graceland’s attic, hanging out with Elvis.”


We had fun, sharing Paula stories—


• Ted had caught Paula having sex with Sheila, and had murdered both women. (Disposing of the bodies with a wood chipper.)


• Paula Sarin was an amnesiac, and was wandering alone through the Arctic tundra. (No mention of what became of Sheila.)


• Paula and Sheila were kidnapped by a UFO from a supermarket parking lot in Lawissa. Five people had witnessed this.


• Paula (and innocent bystander Sheila) were kidnapped by an unholy partnership of liberals and terrorists, to prevent her from being elected president and keeping America strong.


When we’d each shared the “greatest hits” of Paula stories, I said, “Want to know the weirdest Paula story I’ve ever heard? Paula Sarin is being held prisoner and tortured, in some house in Cocoa Beach, Florida that once belonged to a dead astronaut.”


Natasha’s eyebrows furrowed. “I have that not hearink. Where is you hear?”


“Oh, I think my housekeeper mentioned it. She heard it from a friend of a friend.”


****


The next afternoon, I arrived at my home airport. Meeting me at the gate were my fiancée, Anna Kay, plus Fatima and SJ-1. I kissed Anna Kay and Fatima in greeting, as SJ-1 looked at me without expression. (As SJ-1 always did.)


“What’s going on?” I asked. Fatima didn’t usually bring SJ-1 out in public. Because SJ-1 confused people. She had the height and shape of a lingerie model; but she wore a cowled and high-heeled silver bodysuit, plus silver makeup; and she acted robotic.


Anna Kay laughed. “Fatima’s decided that SJ-1 needs blowjob practice. And I’ve missed you. So Fatima and I cooked up an evil plot that involves SJ-1, me, and your cock.”


“Sounds good. What’s the ‘evil plot’?”


“As Fatima is driving us home in the Humvee, the rest of us will sit in the back seat, and SJ-1 and I will take turns giving you a hummer in a Hummer.”


“And how do you feel about that, SJ-1?” I asked.


She replied robotically, “If this is what Mistress Fatima commands, then this unit will comply.” Whether SJ-1 liked the idea, hated the idea, or truly didn’t care, it was impossible to guess from her expression.


I looked at Anna Kay and Fatima, and smiled. “That sounds like a wonderful ‘plot.’ But first I have to pick up a suitcase at the baggage carousel. Let’s hike it, ladies.”


As we walked away from the arrival gate, I noted that all four of us were drawing stares from onlookers.


Part of the reason was me. As I’ve said before, I’m very muscular. (Virgilia calls me “the incredible pink hulk.”) So I’m watched wherever I go, even by people who don’t know I’m a billionaire.


But let’s face it, the main reason we were drawing stares was because of my greeters. All were beautiful of face, and bountiful of breast. Plus one had startling green eyes, and one looked (and acted) robotic.


On the way to the baggage carousel, we walked past an airport gift shop. Right in front, impossible to miss, was a rack of Weekly World News tabloids. A big headline read, “PAULA AND SHEILA WERE TAKEN TO ATLANTIS.”


SJ-1 turned her head as we passed the gift shop, and she had to be looking at that headline. But when SJ-1 faced forward again, she showed no expression. As always.


“Master, don’t forget that your parents and Aunt Claire are coming over for dinner,” Fatima reminded me.


“Don’t worry,” Anna Kay said to me with a mischievous smile, “SJ-1 and I will make sure you’re a very mellow host.”


“Else SJ-1 will be punished,” Fatima said, glancing back at her robotic slave.









Chapter 44

Epilog: 2068


San Diego, California

April 16, 2068


The House Voice said in Spanish, “Juanita, you have visitors at the front door.”


Juanita Gutierrez went to the nearest speaker panel, which was in the hallway outside of Hernando’s bedroom. Juanita asked, “How many visitors, and who are recognized?”


House Voice replied, “Three visitors. Face-recognition software returns zero matches for three searches.”


Meaning that all three visitors had briefly turned their faces toward the porch camera. So they probably weren’t skulking around.


Then House Voice added, “Error! Contradiction. The life-force detector registers only two humans.”


Juanita thought, Great. I pay a fortune for the thing, and now it’s going bad? Aloud she said, “Unlock the front door. But turn on auditory pickup in the living room and my bedroom, just in case.”


“Understood. Front door unlocked.”


As Juanita walked to the front door, she wished that Manuel would pay the stupid child support more often. Hernando had outgrown his pants and shoes, and if the life-force detector needed replacing, where was the money for all this going to come from? In this neighborhood, leaving the life-force detector unrepaired and unreplaced was foolish.


Juanita opened the front door. There she saw an old Anglo man, an old Angla woman, and a nurse. The nurse was pushing the old man’s wheelchair.


The nurse was pretty, in an exotic way. She had braided waist-length black hair that Juanita envied—thick, as shiny as fresh paint, and with no split ends. Beyond the quarter-sleeves of her green-on-green disposi-scrubs, the nurse had muscular brown arms. Her facial features said she was Middle Eastern—except that her eyes glowed green like a traffic light.


The old woman leaned on a walker. She was dressed affluently, as was the old man.


The old man had been very tall in his youth, and even in old age, his shoulders were as wide as a bull’s. Though his face was pale, his eyes were alert, and they were locked on Juanita’s eyes.


Under the wheelchair’s seat, and between the wheels, hung a sling for carrying cargo. Juanita caught a glimpse of a green box.


“Good morning, Juanita Gutierrez,” the old man said in English, in a raspy voice. “I am Marvin Harper. Please invite us into your house.”


It seemed so natural to say: “Please, all of you, come in.”


Despite the man being old and sickly, he was the most magnetic man whom Juanita had ever met. A man to be respected, and obeyed, and served. Juanita had laid eyes on him only seconds earlier, but she decided that if he wanted to fuck her, she would make sure to melt his socks. Even with his wife right there.


****


“Please, all of you, come in,” Juanita said to us.


I gestured for Virgilia to go in first. When Virgilia and her walker had cleared the doorway, Fatima pushed me in.


I said to Juanita, “Let me introduce my companions. This is my wife, Virgilia.” I didn’t mention that Virgilia was my second wife; I’d married her a month after Anna Kay had died. Continuing the introductions, I said, “Pushing my wheelchair is Fatima.”


Juanita said, “Um, Mister Harper, sir? You forgot to say her last name.”


Fatima said, “Oh, I don’t have a last name. The last fake last name I used was ‘Delaverte’, and that was back in 2010. But Juanita, soon you can choose a last name for me, if you want.”


Juanita had no idea how to react to that.


Virgilia smiled at the young woman. “Don’t worry, Juanita honey. What Fatima said, I know it sounds delusional. But in a few minutes, you’ll comprehend.”


By now my magic pheromones had made Juanita lovestruck and submissive. While gazing at my face, she asked, “Where are my manners! Can I get you people anything?”


I said, “No, thanks. This will be only a short visit, and we have important business to discuss.”


Her eyes went wide. “So you are the Marvin Harper? The Harper Foundation gave fifty thousand dollars to Hernando’s school ten years ago. And the school hadn’t even asked for it!”


“Yes, fixing up broken-down school buildings is part of what the Harper Foundation does. It’s not glamorous, but it’s necessary.”


“Um ... So are you here to give money to the Sacred Heart Inner City Mission? Because I only cook there, and that’s one day a week. So you need to talk to—”


“Yes, I know that you ‘only’ cook at the homeless mission, and for ‘only’ one day a week. But when you’re the mother of a six-year-old son and you’re struggling with money, to do any kind of charity work at all? It shows me that you’re unselfish.”


Juanita looked uncomfortable at praise from a stranger. So I changed the subject. “Fatima, pull the footlocker out of the sling and lay it on the floor in front of me, hinge-side facing me.”


Fatima said, “Yes, Master.”


Hearing that, Juanita gave Fatima a puzzled look.


When Fatima had done what I’d ordered, I said, “Fatima, reach into my breast pocket, get the key, use it to unlock the padlock, and hand the padlock and key to Juanita.”


“Yes, Master,” Fatima said.


Hearing Master again, Juanita blinked.


When Fatima handed the padlock and key to Juanita, Virgilia started to sniffle, and I felt pretty emotional myself. Juanita looked at the padlock, then at almost-crying Virgilia, with a look that said I’m missing something.


Why was I emotional? Fatima looked young enough that she got carded at any place serving booze, and yet she’d been with me for fifty-eight years. Almost every single day. (The only days she hadn’t been with me? When I was away from home for stockholder meetings, and during my two honeymoons. Oh yeah, there was that time in January 2020, when Fatima asked for a personal day so she could foom over to Cocoa Beach, Florida.)


But now in Juanita’s living room, I was about to end those years with my genie. “Fatima, open the lid on the footlocker. Juanita, come over here, please. I’ve brought you a gift.”


Judging by her expression, Juanita’s first thought upon seeing the lamp was the same as mine had been: THIS piece of junk is what you’re giving me? Then clearly, realization hit.


She gasped. “This is real? Aladdin’s lamp is real?”


Fatima said, “This isn’t Ala ad-Din’s lamp. But his lamp and this one were both made by the same brass-smith.”


I said, “Juanita, we came here so that you’ll reach into that box, grab the lamp, and rub it. Please do so now.”


She bent down, and when she stood again, she was holding the lamp. But instead of rubbing it, she asked, “Why are you doing this?”


I said, “Because as my time grows short, I am magically compelled to either give the lamp to someone I trust, or to hide the lamp where theoretically nobody will find it. Why today? I’ll let Fatima explain that later.”


Then I looked at the lamp and said, “Juanita? Please.”


Juanita rubbed the lamp.


FOOM. Now Fatima was standing next to Juanita, wearing her “greet the new master” Middle Eastern ensemble.


Virgilia looked at me and asked, “I’m choked up right now. How about you, Popsicle?”


I said, “I’ll be losing it soon. But there’s still work to do.”


Meanwhile, Fatima was saying, “Good morning, Master, I am able to grant you three wishes. Do you choose to make wishes now, or do you wish to hear the rules first?”


Before Juanita could answer, I said, “Ask to hear the rules. Trust me, you might spare yourself lots of grief later on, when you make your wishes.”


My magic pheromones were still affecting Juanita, so she did as I’d told her.


Fatima gave her canned spiel about forfeited wishes, killing, gaining a throne, and so on. As best I could remember, it was word-for-word what Fatima had said to me in 2010. (This time, however, Fatima didn’t talk in an “I’m bored out of my skull” tone of voice.) After reciting the rules, Fatima asked Juanita, “Are you ready to tell me your wishes now?”


Before Juanita could answer, I said, “Say ‘Not now, later.’ ”


Juanita said, “Yes, sir. But when is ‘later’?”


“Sometime between 9 p.m. tonight and 9 p.m. tomorrow night, California time.”


“And how will I know when the right time is?”


“You’ll know. Before Fatima tells you, in fact.”


Virgilia said, “You’ll feel like you woke up from a dream. Suddenly your mind is different.”


As Juanita was looking puzzled at that, she turned back to Fatima and said, “Not now, later. Gracias, Fatima.”


Virgilia turned to me and said, “Popsicle, you’re forgetting the envelopes.”


“Duh!” I said. “Juanita, inside the footlocker are two envelopes. They’re both for you.”


She bent down, to stand up holding the little envelope. She opened it and pulled out three single-spaced sheets. “ ‘Genie Owner’s Manual’?”


“Yeah, it’s an owner’s manual for Fatima. But here’s the short version: Fatima will be the best friend you’ll ever have, if you play straight with other people and with her. But if Fatima decides you’re a scumbag, then she becomes one tricky bitch!”


As Fatima was laughing, Virgilia said, “You-Know-Who certainly found that out.”


Juanita laid the Genie Owner’s Manual on a table, then she reached into the footlocker for the big envelope. When she opened that envelope, she choked.


“There’s thousands here!”


“A little over a million, in fact. It’s worth the same as $66,340 in 2010 dollars—which I realize, doesn’t mean anything to you. Don’t worry, I can spare it, so don’t be afraid to spend it.”


“Oh, I’ll definitely spend this. The life-force detector on the front porch counted only two of you out there, so obviously I need a new Chinese one.”


I said, “Your life-force detector is probably fine. I have a deluxe life-force detection system, and I can tell you how many birds and squirrels are on my grass. I know when a cat jumps off the wall into my yard. But my fancy system never notices Fatima.”


Then I realized what the situation was. “Juanita, you’ve opened all your Christmas presents, so it’s time for Virgilia and me to leave. I ask two favors of you now.”


“Are you kidding? Anything!”


“My first request: Fatima sends Virgilia and me back to our bedroom. Yes, I have cash enough to take a taxi to San Diego Airport, and then buy two first-class tickets back home, but somebody might notice me leaving your house.”


Juanita shook her head. “Why is that bad?”


Virgilia answered, “Because you don’t want anyone noticing lots of weird little things about you. If people tell enough weird stories about you, somebody will figure out what the truth is.” Virgilia pointed to the brass lamp.


I added, “People you love will be in danger if someone thinks that Fatima is a genie.”


Juanita said, “Okay, I’ll have Fatima send you home. In fact, Fatima?”


“Yes, Master?”


“When they’re ready to leave, go home with them. Take thirty minutes to say goodbye to Marvin.”


That generosity on Juanita’s part showed why I was right to pick her.


Juanita said, “And your second request?”


I said, “That you let Fatima come to my funeral.”


Juanita’s face showed realization. In a serious tone of voice, she said, “Both of us will come. I want to hear what your friends say about you.”


I said, “Take a photo of Fatima wearing black. You’ll never see the like again.” Virgilia laughed, Fatima wagged a finger at me, and Juanita looked puzzled.


Virgilia and I shared a look. I said, “It’s time to go. Good luck, Genie-Master.” I shook hands with Juanita—not claiming her as a touch-slave—then I nodded to Fatima.


“Hold on, Popsicle,” Virgilia said to me. She looked at Juanita and said, “Call me anytime, I’d love to hear from you. Plus, I was Fatima’s genie-master once—for three minutes.”


Virgilia looked at Fatima and said, “Energize.”


Fatima foomed Virgilia and me back to our bedroom. Fatima magically changed back into her disposi-scrubs. Then with Fatima pushing my wheelchair one last time, we left our bedroom for the upstairs lounge, intending to ride the elevator down.


Fatima leaned toward Virgilia, and spoke quietly so that nobody in the harem could hear. “Do you plan to invite Natasha and Helen to the funeral? Will you tell them about the wishes?”


Virgilia looked at me. I said, “Up to you. I trust you.”


Virgilia said to Fatima, “I’ll definitely invite them. I admire Natasha, she’s like me—feisty.”


Virgilia added, “But spill the beans about the two wishes? No way. Natasha would be crushed that her wife had been obeying her all these years due to magical compulsion, not devotion. Meanwhile, I’d never convince Helen that turning him into a shemale sissy had been your idea, Fatima, instead of Marvin’s.”


By now, we were on the first floor of the mansion. Fatima said her goodbyes to the 2068 harem. Eyebrows went up when Fatima referred to me, and addressed me, as Marvin, not Master.


When Fatima had said goodbye to everyone else, she had three minutes left. We three took the elevator up to the second floor—but Fatima foomed Virgilia and me back to our bedroom while the elevator was between floors.


In the master bedroom, I worked to move myself from the wheelchair to the edge of the bed. Virgilia walkered herself to the edge of the bed and sat down next to me. While we old people sat on the edge of the bed, the ancient ingénue stood in front of us. We three held hands.


I said, “Thank you for your thousand-times-a-thousand kindnesses to me, Fatima. Every good thing in my life came from your generosity.” I turned and smiled at my wife. When I looked forward again, Fatima was giving me a soft smile.


I added, “In my life, I have found three women whom I truly love: Anna Kay, and both of you. Three women, with minds free of magical control, have known me and loved me back: Anna Kay, and both of you. Where Uncle Warren was truly poor, I am truly rich.” Virgilia squeezed my hand.


Then we all fell silent.


Minutes passed. Then Fatima pulled her hands free. To my wife, Fatima said, “Virgilia Harper of the Declined Wish, you were brave that day.”


Fatima looked at both of us. “Goodbye, former masters.” Then she leaned forward and kissed me on the mouth. “Marvin Harper of the Six Wishes, indeed I love you.”


FOOM.


THE END
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