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Cast of Characters
 
   Main Characters
 
   Kyle Unmei: Half-Japanese/Half-Kurdish college student that awoke Aaliyah and inherited her mission to free the Djinn. Wielder of Earthbones, a magical katana given to him by Aaliyah.
 
   Aaliyah: A Djinn of the Jann Tribe sent to marry the mortal who would set the Djinn free. Kyle's first wife.
 
   Fatima: Kyle's childhood friend. After Kyle's parent's died, he lived with Fatima and her mother, Faiza. His second wife. Wielder of Fireheart, a magical yari (spear).
 
   Christy: Kyle's third wife. They were dating when he released Aaliyah. Unbeknownst to Kyle, she is a member of a coven of witches that are hunting for Aaliyah.
 
   Fumi: Kyle's girlfriend who just moved to the States from Japan. She is a type of succubus who's kills men she has vaginal intercourse with. She thinks Kyle is the one man for her that can survive her embrace despite the evidence.
 
   Britney: Kyle's best friend. She has sworn to protect him and believes Chrsity and her coven of witches are a threat that need to be killed. She is not all human.
 
   Concubines
 
   Chyna: Kyle's first concubine and classmate. A spell was cast on Kyle and Chyna, forcing them into a Master/Sex Slave relationship by Ms. Franklin.
 
   Shannon: Chyna's widowed step-mother. Kyle took her as a concubine.
 
   Alexina: Another classmate of Kyle's and the first submissive woman he dominated thanks to a wish. He can recognize a submissive woman by a pale-pink aura about them.
 
   Carla: An auburn haired coed Kyle claimed in gym.
 
   Ann: Fatima's friend turned concubine.
 
   Kayleah: Fatima's former bully, now her concubine.
 
   The Coven
 
   Ms. Franklin (Celestite): Leader of the coven of witches serving the dark goddess Hecate. She is a lesbian that enjoys using her witches for her pleasure. She also teaches biology at Kyle's college and serves a mysterious, dark master. Wants Aaliyah's power.
 
   Karrie (Onxy): African American member of the coven.
 
   Rashawn (Garnet): African American member of the coven.
 
   Sable (Tourmaline): Member of the coven and Christy's sorority sister.
 
   Phillipa (Jade): Half-Korean member of the coven.
 
   Christy (Amber): Jealous of Aaliyah, Christy has told her coven who the Djinn they're hunting is.
 
   Lorrie (Opal): Cheerleader, member of the coven.
 
   Other Characters
 
   Faiza: Kyle's mother-in-law and landlady.
 
   Dean Burke: The Dean of Kyle's college.
 
   Corey: One of Kyle's friends.
 
   Professor Skinner: Kyle and Christy's recently married math professor.
 
   Ms. Capello: Kyle's young English professor.
 
   Braiden: Kyle's former friend who desires to date Christy.
 
   Zaritha: An Ifrit hunting Aaliyah.
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Coven of Lust
 
   Monday, January 19th – South Hill, Washington
 
   “So this is the wife?” Britney asked when she opened the door of Kyle's car.
 
   “Yeah. Aaliyah, this is my best friend, Britney.”
 
   The Genie smiled, turning around and extending her hand into the rear seats where Britney squeezed in next to Chyna. Fatima was on the other side, crushed against the door. It was tight having three people in the back seat, and Fatima didn't seem pleased about the arrangement—Aaliyah had taken the front seat, claiming her rights as Kyle's first wife. Britney stared at the hand for a moment, then took it.
 
   “You are the cause behind everything that has happened?” Britney asked.
 
   “I am,” she answered with a smile.
 
   Then Britney sniffed deeply, and glanced at Chyna. “Is she a wife, too?”
 
   “No. Concubine.” Kyle answered.
 
   His friend just nodded, her eyes unreadable behind her thick glasses. “And you still intend to keep dating Christy?”
 
   Kyle thought Britney was taking this very well. She was a very placid, young woman, the type that preferred to go with the flow so long as that left her undisturbed to study. This morning, before they left for school, he had wished that everyone except Christy, Britney, and Fumi would accept Kyle's relationships with Aaliyah, Fatima, and Chyna as the most natural things in the world. He could have included those three, but he just didn't feel right messing with the minds of the two women he loved and his best friend. 
 
   “I am,” Kyle answered her question. “I love Christy as much as Aaliyah.”
 
   “And me,” chirped Fatima. “Right? Or were you lying about that as I sucked your cock.”
 
   “Yeah, I love you, too, Fatima,” Kyle grinned, glancing at Britney. He had grown up with Fatima. They were almost brother and sister, but you couldn't marry your sister and enjoy a threeway with her.
 
   Britney nodded, completely nonplussed. “I had sensed it on Friday. So three loves, Kyle?”
 
   “Four!” giggled Fatima. “He's sweet on this Japanese chick. They had a date on Saturday. She's so sexy!”
 
   Kyle flushed, and glanced back at his friend.
 
   “You should dump Christy,” Britney declared. “She is wrong for you. You have these other women, why do you need her?”
 
   “Have you ever been in love, Britney?”
 
   “No. I have yet to meet the right one.”
 
   He sighed, “Then how can I explain it to you?”
 
   “You have a point. But that does not change facts. Christy will break your heart.”
 
   Fatima laughed. “No she wouldn't. She's in love with Kyle.”
 
   “Yeah!” Chyna added. “She didn't have a problem with us. Master even shared me with her on Friday.”
 
   “Fine. Just be careful, Kyle. Trust me.”
 
   Kyle frowned, wandering just why Britney didn't like Christy. He liked his friend, but if she kept acting like this, there would be problems. As much as he liked Britney, he loved Christy, and he would choose his girlfriend over his best friend any day of the week. He opened his mouth, wanting to get to the root of her problem with Christy, but figured with the other women in the car, he wasn't sure he could pry it out of her.
 
   Christy was waiting when Kyle pulled into his college's parking lot, her face lighting up when he pulled up. Then she frowned as all the women piled out of his car. Kyle grabbed Aaliyah's hand, and walked over to her.
 
   Christy gave Aaliyah a single glance, her eyebrows tightened, then she took a deep breath. “Kyle, there's something I need...”
 
   “Let me just talk first, okay,” Kyle quickly said. “There's a secret I've been keeping from you the last few days that we need to talk about.”
 
   Fear paled Christy's face, her eyes flicking at Aaliyah.
 
   “This is Aaliyah.” Kyle's stomach roiled, and he forced himself to say the next part: “She's a Genie.”
 
   His girlfriend blinked. “A what?”
 
   “I'm a Djinn,” Aaliyah answered. “I can grant limited wishes for Kyle.”
 
   Horror filled his girlfriend's eyes for a moment.
 
   “There's more. When I freed Aaliyah from her bottle, I also entered into a marriage with her.”
 
   A strangled gasp escaped Christy's throat, then she froze. He reached out, squeezing her shoulder.
 
   “I fell in love with her, too.”
 
   “Oh, Goddess,” Christy gasped. “Oh, Goddess.” Her breaths came in ragged pants, faster and faster, and her face turned red.
 
   “Breath, Christy,” Kyle said. She wasn't taking this as well as he hoped. “Calm down. I still love you. I just learned there's more room in my heart to love other people.”
 
   “W-what?”
 
   “After Thursday, I was so relieved at how accepting you were of me and Chyna. And then on Friday, you even joined in.” He stroked her face. “I love you, Christy. And I love Aaliyah. I don't want to give either of you up. I know this sounds selfish, but I love you both. I want to be with you both.”
 
   Christy looked at Kyle, then at Aaliyah. “I don't know...”
 
   “I would be honored to share him with you,” Aaliyah smiled. “He has a generous heart. There's enough love in there to encompass the both of us. And I hope we can become close as well.”
 
   “You mean...” A blush suffused his girlfriend's lips.
 
   “Kyle tells me you're bisexual?” Fatima had explained the concept to Aaliyah last night.
 
   Christy nodded. 
 
   “Well so am I. We can satisfy each other whenever Kyle is dallying with others.”
 
   “Others?” Christy asked.
 
   “He is a great man with a powerful destiny,” Aaliyah answered. “And great men have appetites that must be satiated. There will be other wives, and women like Chyna. His concubines.”
 
   “How many wives?”
 
   “Four,” Kyle answered. “Four women I love, and who I hope love me and can share me with each other.”
 
   “Are you Mormon, Kyle? Do you want to move to Utah, or something?”
 
   Kyle knelt down and produced a ring that Aaliyah had conjured last night. The Genie and Fatima wore similar wedding rings. He took Christy's hand, and her expression became even more bewildered.
 
   “I loved you the first time I saw you. I want you to be my wife, to be my love. You were the first girl I ever loved, and I want you to be with me for as long as we live. I just ask that you find it in your heart to share me with Aaliyah and the others.”
 
   Christy's eyes teared up. She glanced at Aaliyah, then back at him. “I...I...Yes. I don't want to lose you, Kyle.”
 
   He slid the ring on her finger, then stood up and she kissed him, tears running down her cheeks. When he broke the kiss, Aaliyah swooped in and captured her lips. Christy tensed, then relaxed, and kissed the Genie back.
 
   “We should celebrate,” Kyle grinned. “Blow off morning class and have some fun.”
 
   “We'll get in trouble,” Christy gasped.
 
   Aaliyah laughed. “Just say the W word, and I'll make it happen.”
 
   “If it's about sex, Aaliyah's powers can accomplish miracles.”
 
   “Sex? At our college?”
 
   Kyle frowned. “We did it last Friday with Chyna in the closet. And don't tell me your shy after you pounced on me Saturday night outside on that street. You ladies have awakened desires in me that can't be bottled back up.” He grinned. “Hell, I don't want them ever bottled up. Aaliyah, I wish that no one notices our absence or notices us making love.”
 
   Aaliyah grinned, and knelt down, lifting up Christy's skirt. “Done,” she purred, then yanked down Christy's panties.
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Christy gasped, then leaned against the school building as Aaliyah devoured her pussy. “Oh, wow, she's good.”
 
   Kyle gave her a kiss on the lips. She didn't resist as he slid his hand under her shirt, and gently groped her breasts. “I love you, Christy.”
 
   She melted against him, moaning slightly, then whispered back her love. Her hand slid down his stomach, and rubbed against the bulge in his crotch. She smiled. “I missed this yesterday. Meeting with my sorority just wasn't as satisfying.”
 
   “I want you to live with me, Christy,” he whispered in her ear, as her finger drew down his zipper. “I want you to be my wife tonight.”
 
   “Yes!” she gasped. He pushed up her bra, and thumbed her hard nipple. “Tonight! But my sorority! I'm supposed to live with them. I'm only a Freshman. I could get in trouble if I move out.”
 
   Her hand reached in, pushing down his boxers and pulling his hard shaft out. “Aaliyah will take care of it right now. I wish it.”
 
   “Done!” Aaliyah's response was muffled by Christy's thighs and skirt.
 
   Her hand stroked him. “I want this in me. I missed your cock. If I have to share you, I guess I have to take any opportunity to feel it in me.”
 
   “I want to fuck your ass.”
 
   She hesitated, eyes fluttering with desire. He pinched her nipple between his finger, bringing a gasp. “Yes. Do it. I wish my ass is lubed.” Her eyes widened. “Oh wow, that felt weird.”
 
   “She's all ready, my husband.”
 
   Christy turned, and he lifted her skirt and saw Aaliyah's dusky hands spreading her pale cheeks apart. Her brown asshole glistened with lube. He smiled, and pressed his cock gently inside her. She arched back against him.
 
   When he buried all the way inside her, he whispered, “Look at all of them. They can't see us, they don't know we're fucking just a few feet away.”
 
   The area was still busy as students arrived, but thanks to Aaliyah, none paid attention to them. Kyle watched them, his eyes lusting after pretty girls as he pumped his cock inside his newest wife's ass. He wondered which of them were submissive, open to being dominated by him and forced to be his concubine.
 
   “Yes, it is!” Christy moaned. “Are you staring at the coeds.”
 
   “I am,” he answered. “They're so pretty. I love you, Christy, but there are going to be other women I fuck. Other women I keep like Chyna.”
 
   “Other women you love?” she asked, a bit bitter.
 
   “No. I think four's enough women to love. But even if it's a thousand, I would love you all the same. I want you and Aaliyah and the other two to be happy. The other's I just want to fuck. And you can fuck them, too. Pick a woman walking by, and Aaliyah can make her yours to play with.”
 
   Christy turned her head, watching their classmates stream by. Kyle kept pumping her ass, Aaliyah's hands massaging his balls as she licked at Christy's pussy. He could feel her ass tighten on his cocks as she stared at leggy Patricia Mathewson, star of the school's volleyball team. A gorgeous blonde, with a tight, athletic build and small breasts.
 
   “We could share her,” Kyle whispered. “You could eat out her pussy while I fuck you, then I could kiss you and taste her pussy on your lips.”
 
   “Did Aaliyah turn you into this, Kyle?”
 
   “No.” He slowed his thrusts, savoring the feel of her tight ass. “Deep inside, I always had these thoughts. Aaliyah merely showed me I didn't need morality's restraints anymore. I don't want to hide my true desires from you, and I don't want you to hide yours.”
 
   “So you'd be okay with me fucking another guy?”
 
   He licked her ear. “As long as you don't love him, you can have all the fun you want. Just remember who your heart belongs to.”
 
   “Oh, fuck!” Christy gasped. “Her tongue, your cock! Oh shit! Oh, Kyle!”
 
   Her ass felt wonderful as she came, squeezing and massaging, milking the cum out of his balls. He sped up; the soft cheeks of her ass slapping into his groin. She gasped and panted, another orgasm trembling through her.
 
   “So you want to hear my deepest fantasies?” gasped Christy.
 
   “Yes!” Kyle answered. “I want to fuck Fatima's mom. She's practically raised me. Half the time I think of her as my mom, and the other half...she has a gorgeous body.”
 
   She glanced over her shoulder. “Wow! That's so fucking nasty, Kyle!”
 
   “I want you to fuck her, too!” He captured her lips in a kiss. “What's yours?”
 
   “I want a woman to lick my ass...after you've cum in it,” she gasped. 
 
   Aaliyah let out a muffled, “I can do that.”
 
   “Then cum in my ass, Kyle! I want the bi...Aaliyah to lick my ass clean! I want her tongue buried in my dirty asshole!”
 
   Kyle pictured Aaliyah's lush lips pressing into Christy's brown asshole, sucking his cum out. It was such a filthy thought. He plunged faster into her, his balls bursting into overdrive. He erupted in her ass, burying himself deep and holding her tight.
 
   “Oh, Christy!” he groaned. “You nasty, wonderful woman!”
 
   He pulled out of her ass and watched as his Genie buried her dusky face between Christy's pale ass cheeks, licking out his cum. He held Christy's body, still squeezing her small breasts, and felt her cumming a third time, calling Aaliyah a filthy whore as she rubbed her asshole across the Genie's face. She bucked and gasped, then slumped in his arms. He held her, supporting her, as her orgasm left her week kneed.
 
   Aaliyah popped her head out. “That was delicious.”
 
   “Did you like it?” Kyle asked.
 
   “I kinda did, my husband.” A blush darkened her cheeks. “Your cum had such a wonderful flavor Would you drink Kyle's cum from my ass, Christy?”
 
   Christy glanced at Aaliyah, her eyes wide. “Yes, I would,” she answered, sounding surprise. “I think I would like that. Do you...?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   Christy watched as Kyle buried his dark cock into her dusky ass, Aaliyah moaned and arched her back into him, her ass as tight as Chrsity's. Her bubbly cheeks jiggled every time Kyle buried into her, pushing her against the brick building.
 
   “Do it!” his Christy moaned, her hands frigging her pussy. “Cum in the little slut's ass! I want to drink it so bad, Kyle.”
 
   Kyle's fucked his wife's ass harder, staring at Christy's pussy as she reamed her fingers in and out of it. She was so beautiful. They both were. He leaned over and kissed Christy on the mouth, moaning into her lips as he erupted into Aaliyah's ass.
 
   He pulled out, his cum leaking out of Aaliyah's gaping asshole. Christy fell to her knees, still reaming her pussy, and buried her face between Aaliyah's cheeks. Both women moaned as Christy cleaned her up. It was so hot. Kyle felt his cock stir back to life.
 
   “All clean,” Christy purred, pulling her mouth away, smeared with cum. She saw his hard cock, dirtied by both women's ass, then she swallowed it into her mouth.
 
   “Suck his cock,” Aaliyah smiled, leaning against Kyle. “I guess it all worked out.”
 
   Kyle grinned at her. He couldn't remember the last time he had been so happy.
 
   Kyle knew the only thing that would make him happier was including Fatima and Fumi. He pictured all four of his women kneeling before him: gorgeous Christy, graceful Fumi, impish Fatima, and sultry Aaliyah, each ready for his cum. Christy was the last obstacle to his dream. On Wednesday, after his second date with Fumi, he'd bring her home and introduce her to his other wives and ask her to join.
 
   As he erupted into Christy's mouth, he knew what Fumi's answer would be. 
 
   Yes.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Chrsity didn't know what to do.
 
   That bitch Genie had ruined her boyfriend, transforming him into some out-of-control sex-fiend. She couldn't focus at all during her next two classes, her mind drifting to the debauchery she had participated in. What was she going to do? She couldn't lose Kyle. She loved him, and needed him to rescue her from the coven. But she couldn't share him. That was just wrong. She barely tolerated his relationship with Chyna. And that one wasn't his fault.
 
   And neither is this one. It's that damn, slutty Genie's fault! She wanted to claw the bitch's eyes out, but she had controlled herself. She sensed she would lose Kyle if he forced him to choose. Thanks to Ms. Franklin's molestation, she had become quite adept at hiding her true feelings. Though she had loved it when Kyle fucked her ass, and she had to admit, the woman's mouth on her pussy felt nice.
 
   But that was just Ms. Franklin's corruption.
 
   Christy knew she could share a woman with her...what was Kyle now? Her fiancee? Her husband? She could share a woman with her husband—in fact, she burned to share other women with him—but she wanted his heart all to herself. But he couldn't love these other women. Aaliyah had to go, then he'd go back to his old self and love only her.
 
   When her third class ended, she knew what to do, and headed for the biology department.
 
   On the way, Braiden accosted her. “Hey, Christy. I need to talk to you.”
 
   “What?” she demanded. “I'm busy. DECA stuff can wait.”
 
   “It's about your sack-of-shit boyfriend. I saw him Saturday night on a date with another girl. She was blowing him in the theater.”
 
   Aaliyah was the sort of slut that would blow a guy in the middle of a theater. Braiden had a disgusting grin on his face, and she knew exactly why he was telling her this. She sighed, getting really tired of  Braiden's constant passes at her. The asshole used to be Kyle's friend, until he started hitting on her. She loathed him so much. “I don't care, Braiden! I love Kyle, and I don't care what skank sucked his cock! And I'll never go out with such a loathsome toad as you! So stop trying to get in my panties!”
 
   His face paled, then red suffused it. She didn't care, and just pushed past him. 
 
   “I love you, Christy!” he shouted.
 
   “Well I loathe you!” 
 
   She rounded a corner, and left the disgusting creep behind, bursting into Ms. Franklin's classroom. The redheaded professor smiled at Christy from her desk. The coed shuddered, that smile was full of possessive ownership. She so wanted free of the coven, but that could wait. She needed the coven right now.
 
   “I need to speak to you in private, Ms. Franklin.”
 
   The professor glanced at the students filing in. “Let's go in to the lab, okay.”
 
   The biology lab was adjacent to the classroom. Made of rows of work benches, each with a built in sink and natural gas spigots for the Bunsen burners. Ms. Franklin locked the door leading to the classroom, then looked concerned at the coed. Christy realized that she most look like a sweaty mess after practically running here.
 
   “What's wrong, Amber?” The teacher always used her coven name.
 
   “I found the Genie!” she blurted out.
 
   “Where?” Greed burned in Ms. Franklin's green eyes.
 
   “She's here at the college.” Christy took a deep breath. Once Aaliyah was gone, everything would go back to normal. “Aaliyah Unmei.”
 
   Ms. Franklin frowned. “The new Freshman transfer? I just had her last period. She's your boyfriend's wife, right?” The professor's look became incredulous. “No, you're his wife now, right?”
 
   “Yeah.” Christy frowned. How did she know that?
 
   “That girl couldn't be the Genie,” the redheaded professor dismissed. “I sensed no power from her.”
 
   “She is!” Christy insisted. “Don't you think it's weird that Kyle has a wife and a fiancee? And let's not forget Chyna, his concubine. When did you last hear of anyone having a concubine? This isn't bible times!”
 
   “What's so strange about that? Kyle is a great man, and they're allowed to have more than one wife, and all the concubines they wants. I can understand that you're jealous. So just break up with him, but don't try and tell me that slip of a girl is a Genie.”
 
   “How did you know we're engaged? He just proposed to me this morning. And I haven't told anyone?”
 
   The professor frowned. “Someone must of told me.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “I can't remember.” The professor's eyebrows furrowed. “How odd. I'm sure I heard one of your friends...but you said you didn't tell anyone.”
 
   “And is there any other person in the world that you think should have more than one wife?”
 
   Ms. Franklin frowned, thinking. “Well, no.”
 
   “Then what makes Kyle so special?”
 
   “I...I don't know. He just is a great man.” The professor frowned more. “Why do I keep saying that?”
 
   Christy slammed her fist on the table. “Because Aaliyah is his Genie! He made a wish that everyone would accept his relationships!”
 
   The leader of her coven stumbled back, slumping onto a lab stool. “I'm under her power? She messed with my mind? But...but I didn't feel a thing!” For a moment, she sat there, staring at Christy, her jaw hanging open, and then the greed returned to her green eyes. “I didn’t feel a thing. Oh, Goddess, she has that much power. We need to plan. Tonight.”
 
   “Yes,” Christy nodded. The sooner Aaliyah is gone, the sooner I can have Kyle back to myself.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Kyle was on cloud nine when third period ended. Christy was willing to share him! 
 
   Between that happy news, and the knowledge he could have any girl he wanted, made focusing in class a lot harder. Sure he could have any girl, but he didn't want to force them. He wanted them to be willing; he wanted them to submit. Just like Shannon Coel had yesterday. A submissive girl he could dominate and fold into his harem.
 
   It was far more satisfying that way.
 
   But which coeds were those? He stewed about it all through gym and English.
 
    Since and he and Britney shared English, they walked to the cafeteria together. They didn't get far when Aaliyah appeared out of nowhere, hooking his arm and leaning her head on his shoulder. “How's your first day going?”
 
   “It is an adjustment,” she answered. “Though Ms. Franklin seemed nice.”
 
   Kyle grinned; he had the beautiful, fiery-haired professor last semester. “Yeah, I liked her when she taught me last year.”
 
   His wife laughed wickedly. “I bet you more than liked her.”
 
   “Fine. I jerked off thinking about her.”
 
   “Husband!”
 
   Fatima ran up and threw her arms around his neck and kissed him with fiery passion. A few passing students sniggered, but none seemed to think it was inappropriate that he was kissing one girl while another clung to his arm—Aaliyah's wish in action.
 
   “So how did she take it?” Fatima demanded, bouncing on her heels like she was standing on hot coals. “Did she says yes? Please say she said yes!”
 
   “She did.” Kyle's grin was broad as his wife whooped for joy.
 
   “I'm going to eat her pussy so well!” she exclaimed. That prompted a few more sniggers and looks from the other students. “I'm so happy. Christy is the best!”
 
   “Come on, she usually beats me to the cafeteria.”
 
   A wife on each arm, Kyle threaded through the hallway. A few of the guys gave him thumbs-up, and a few of the girls had bright cheeks and slight smiles. That gave a Kyle an idea. “Aaliyah, is there a way I can see which women are submissive. Ones that aren't in love, or have boyfriends or girlfriends.”
 
   “The type of young woman you can dominate, like Shannon?” Aaliyah asked, her lush lips pursed in a naughty grin as she brought up his latest concubine. Chyna's hot step-mom had submitted to Kyle yesterday and joined the harem.
 
   “You're such a horndog, Kyle!” Fatima laughed
 
   “Yeah. I want to add a few more concubines, I guess.”
 
   Aaliyah nodded. “I'm glad you are taking this serious, my husband. You will be a powerful man one day, and powerful men need to prove their strength by having a large harem.”
 
   “Well, that's my wish.”
 
   The auras appeared around every girl. They ranged from the deepest maroon to the lightest pink, with every shade of red between. “The pinker the aura, the more willing to be dominated the woman is.” Aaliyah pointed out a slightly chubby coed that Kyle didn't know. “See how pink her aura is, it's almost white. You could easily make her yours. But that woman over there with the bright red aura, she'd be very difficult. Anyone darker would be impossible.”
 
   “You are the best, Aaliyah.” Kyle gave her a quick kiss.
 
   They reached the cafeteria, and it was bustling. Chyna waved at them from a table that already had trays of food. She knelt before Kyle and his wives when they arrived. “Master! I have gotten you and your wives their food.”
 
   “Thank you,” Kyle answered. More eyes were on them, and he noticed the coeds that seemed to be blushing and smiling were the ones with pink auras, while the women that looked disgusted had the red ones.
 
   “You are such a lucky guy,” Corey, one of his friends, said as he sat down at the table. “How did you get so lucky to have two hot wives and a sexy slave.”
 
   “That's three hot wives,” Christy chimed in, her face a little flustered. “So this is your other wi—” Her eyes widened when she realized it was Fatima—the one fight he ever had with Christy was over her jealousy of Fatima.
 
   “Christy!” squealed Fatima. His little sister let go of his arms and enthusiastically kissed Christy. That brought a lot of cat-calls and wolf-whistles from the guys in the cafeteria. “I'm so glad you accepted.”
 
   “Y-you're one of his wives?” Christy gasped, choking on her words. “B-but, Kyle said you two were just good friends!”
 
   “So?” Fatima asked. “I've loved him longer than he's known you. And thanks to Aaliyah, I get to share him with you.”
 
   “I...what...”
 
   “And I hear you like to eat pussy” Fatima continued. “Just ask Kyle, I have a great tasting snatch! Me and Aaliyah will double your pleasure, double your fun!” She paused, like she was waiting for someone to say something. No one did—she sighed in disappointment. “Anyway, I can't wait to eat your pussy. Thanks to Aaliyah, I've grown to love it, and Kyle says you taste delicious.
 
   Christy flushed, and Kyle pulled her down onto the bench next to him. “She came on to me,” he whispered into her ear. “I guess I've always loved her deep down, I just never wanted to admit it.”
 
   “But you said she's like your sister, Kyle.” She still sounded like she was choking on a fish bone.
 
   “It's love!” declared Fatima, her voice full of fire. “I love Kyle, and he loves me. You accepted his proposal, you're willing to share him, so what's the big deal?”
 
   “I...” Christy looked helpless, then sighed. “I do love him. I can't lose him so...”
 
   “So you'll let me eat your pussy?” Fatima asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
 
   Christy collapsed under Fatima's stare. “Yes. I guess I can find out if you're as good as you Kyle.”
 
   Lunch was a lot of fun. Kyle had Aaliyah on one side and Christy on the other, both smelling sweet, and their bodies warm as they pressed against him. Fatima plopped herself on Chyna's lap and made the concubine feed her. Britney sat next to the pair, reading from a text book. His other friends laughed and joked, and bemoaned their lack of beautiful concubines.
 
   Soon it was time for them to go to their afternoon classes. Kyle had drafting, another class he shared with Britney. As they walked, his eyes kept falling on coeds with pink auras. He wanted to find the next girl for his harem. A blonde. None of his wives or concubines were blonde.
 
   He spotted one as they neared their drafting class—Alexina.
 
   “I'll catch up,” Kyle muttered to Britney, his attention focused on the blonde girl and her lovely face set with green-eyes and red lips. Her aura was a light pink, not as light as the chubby girl, but still someone looking to be taken in hand.
 
   Britney glanced at Alexina and shook her head. “Do you not have enough women, Kyle?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “You should dump Christy, and marry Alexina. She will not break your heart.”
 
   He wanted to ask Britney why she seemed to hate Christy so much and pry that secret out of her, but Alexina walked by, and her rear was quite shapely beneath her tight jeans. He reached out and grabbed her hand. “I need to talk to you, Alexina.”
 
   “Oh, what?”
 
   Britney just shook her head, and headed into the classroom. Kyle made his wish; no-one would interrupt them. He took her and pushed her up against the locker. She squirmed, opening her mouth to object; he silenced her with a kiss. She froze, then struggled harder.
 
   “Stop resisting,” he whispered when he broke the kiss. “You know you want this.”
 
   “Please, stop!”
 
   “I can look at you and tell. You're a submissive slut that wants some strong guy to make you his toy.”
 
   She shook her head, curls of blonde hair—streaked with pink highlights—danced about her head. “No. Please, Kyle.”
 
   He froze for moment. Maybe Aaliyah was wrong? What if the girl doesn't want this? He stared into her green eyes. She blushed, licking her lips. Her struggles seemed to lessen and her eyes went downcast. No, he could see how much she really enjoyed this. Her hips wiggled, pressing her groin against his hardening cock.
 
   “Please. Someone will see us.”
 
   Kyle slid his hands down her side and unbuttoned her jeans. They were tight, and it took some work to shove his hands into her crotch. Her panties were cotton, and damp around her pussy. He grinned, and rubbed her.
 
   “I know you want this,” he hissed. “You're a naughty slut that just wants to be told what to do.”
 
   “I'm a good girl,” she protested. “I don't want that.”
 
   “Then why are you so wet?”
 
   “No I'm not!”
 
   He jerked his fingers out, moisture beading on them. She smelled tart. He shoved his finger under her nose; nostrils flared as she inhaled. “Then what's that on my finger. Smells like pussy juices to me.”
 
   “Please!” she moaned, her lips smiling. “Don't do this.”
 
   He shoved his hands down her jeans and into her panties. Her bush was soft and damp. She gasped as he shoved a finger inside her warm depths. “If you really want me to stop, then say, 'Kyle, I'm not a submissive slut, please remove your finger from my cunt.' Say that, and I'll stop.”
 
   His thumb pressed on her clit, she moaned a second time.
 
   “Say it, and I'll stop making your naughty cunt feel this good.”
 
   “Kyle,” she whispered. “I'm not a sub-submissive slut, p-please remove....” He slipped a second finger inside her, pumping them rapidly in and out of her juicy sheath.
 
   “You didn't finish. You have to say the whole phrase.” He paused, kissing her neck. “Unless you are a submissive slut.”
 
   “No, I'm not!” she moaned.
 
   “Then just say the phrase!”
 
   “Kyle, I'm not a sub-sub...oh, god!” Tears glistened in her green eyes. “Please, stop!”
 
   “You know how to make me stop!”
 
   His other hand slid under her purple top. Her breasts were tiny, even though she was a Senior, and her little A cups didn't need a bra for support. Her nipple felt tiny beneath his fingers, a little pebble for his fingers to play with.
 
   “You're a submissive slut, aren't you?” he demanded, pinching her nipple. “Just admit it. Ask to be my concubine, and I'll treat you just like you've always fantasized about alone in your bed. I'll make you my slut. I'll degrade you, humiliate you. I'll make you mine!”
 
   “Yes!” she moaned, bucking against the lockers as she came. “Yes! I'm a submissive slut! Oh, god! I've always thought about it! It makes me so hot just thinking about being used by a strong man.”
 
   “Then you'll be my concubine?”
 
   “Yes! Do whatever you want to me!”
 
   “Get on your knees and suck my cock like the bitch you are!”
 
   She dropped to her knees and unzipped his jeans with great haste. Her green eyes shone with lust, and she kept licking her red lips. She stared in awe at his cock, then engulfed it with her mouth and sucked him like her life depended on it. He leaned back against the locker, stroked her blonde hair, and savored the girl's mouth.
 
   “That's it, dirty whore!” he groaned. “You're a good cocksucker!”
 
   Her tongue swirled around his tip, and then she bobbed her head. Her hand shoved into her pants, rapidly frigging herself. He enjoyed her blowjob for a few minutes, until he felt his balls boiling. He roughly shoved her off his cock.
 
   “On your knees, then beg for me to fuck you like the dirty bitch you are!”
 
   She shoved her jeans down her hips, followed by a pair of white panties. Her ass was flat and pale, and her pussy was easily visible through her downy, gold pubes. She had fat lips that, dark red, surrounding the pink of her gash.
 
   “Fuck me like the dirty bitch I am!” she moaned, looking at him. “Please, Kyle!”
 
   “You're my bitch forever, right?”
 
   “Yes!” She wiggled her ass at him. “I'm so horny! Please! I've never been so horny in my life! Use me as your fuck toy! Cum in me or on me, I don't care! Just fuck me!”
 
   He knelt behind her and shoved his cock into her tight hole. He savored her spongy flesh as he pounded her cunt. His balls slapped against her clit, and she howled like a wild animal. He grabbed a lock of her blonde hair, pulling on it as he rode her tight ass.
 
   “Fucking whore!” he groaned. “I want to feel you cum on my cock. I love feeling a dirty bitch cum on me.”
 
   “Yes!” she moaned, slamming her hips back. “Fuck me harder! I'll cum! I'm so close! Oh, god! I've never been fucked this hard!”
 
   The empty hallway echoed with the slap of their flesh, and their animalistic grunts. He fucked her hard, just like she begged, and she quickly arched her back and came hard on his cock. Her cunt squeezed down on him, making her canal a wonderful paradise to plunge into.
 
   “That's it, my dirty, little whore! You came because I treated you like a bitch!”
 
   “Yes!” she screamed. “I'm your dirty bitch!”
 
   He pulled out of her and yanked her hair until her cheek rubbed against his cock. Then he jerked his fist furiously up and down his greased shaft. The pressure grew and grew and grew, then he erupted on her face. White strands streaked across her cheek and and forehead, dripping thick down her face. Another blast landed in her blonde hair, and the final one landed on her purple blouse.
 
   “You're going to wear my cum all day, bitch!” he grunted—with Aaliyah's wishes, he felt invincible. He could live out whatever perverted fantasy filled his mind. He didn't have to bury them in the depths of his soul because of society's judgmental rules.
 
   “Oh, god, everyone's going to see.” Her lips curled into a slight, pleased smile.
 
   Kyle grinned at her. “And you'll tell them exactly whose cum it is, won't you.”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   He nodded. “After class, I'll speak to your parents and have them sign a concubine contract so it'll be official.”
 
   “Yes, Kyle.”
 
   “Master,” he corrected. 
 
   “Yes, Master. But, um, my parents live down in California.”
 
   Kyle winked at her and pulled her to her feet. He helped her pull up her jeans, then they walked into their drafting class; Professor Wilkie was not pleased that they were late. “Miss Kendrick, you will wash your face clean this instant!” he bellowed.
 
   “I can't do that,” she answered, wilting beneath the professor's demands. “I'm Kyle's now. And he wants me to wear his cum proudly.”
 
   Professor Wilkie's face went red and he spluttered. “That's it! We're going to see the Dean this instant!”
 
   Kyle gave the professor an insolent grin. “Will we?” Aaliyah, I wish to be out of trouble with Mr. Wilkie.
 
   I can't change that now, my love, her worried thought sent back. It's too late. You've been caught.
 
   Kyle groaned, he was learning all about Aaliyah's limitations as he marched behind the professor. So I have to make a wish not to get in trouble before I have my fun?
 
   Yes. Oh, I hope it's not serious?
 
   Kyle had a sinking feeling it would be as he looked at the glowering face of Professor Wilkie.
 
   Dean Burke was a distinguished looking man, his black hair just graying, and in great shape for a guy in his fifties, or even his thirties. And he did not look pleased, especially when he saw what decorated Alexina's face.
 
   “I'm surprised to see you here, Kyle,” he spoke.
 
   Kyle flushed. “Sorry. Alexina and I...well, she's my new concubine. And I'm afraid we got carried away.”
 
   “And that's why your semen decorates this young woman's face?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “He won't let her clean it off,” Professor Wilkie interjected. “The little degenerate—”
 
   Dean Burke cut him off with a wave of his hand. “I'll take care of this Brooks. Get back to your class.”
 
   “Fine.” Kyle could hear the professor muttering under his breath as he left. “Kids these days.”
 
   Dean Burke's eyes fell on Kyle, and he shrank in his chair. “I'll have Alexina clean herself up. She shouldn't be in trouble, she was just obeying me.”
 
   “Of course. Go clean up and head back to class, young lady.”
 
   She gave Kyle a fond look, then retreated out of the class.
 
   The Dean stared at Kyle, his brown eyes felt like augurs boring into him. Kyle squirmed, running a hand through his black hair. Finally, Burke spoke: “Kyle, I know it's hard at your age to resist your hormones. And having women at school with whom you have a sexual relationship can be quite a distraction, but you can't do those sorts of activities at school.”
 
   “Of course, Dean Burke. I'm sorry.”
 
   “These activities should be saved for the privacy of your bedroom, not our school.”
 
   “I am really sorry, sir,” Kyle muttered. “It won't happen again.”
 
   The Dean nodded. “I should put you on academic suspension, but you've never been in trouble before. So I'll let you off with a warning. This time.” His voice grew hard.
 
   Kyle nodded, “Of course, sir.”
 
   “You're a good kid, you have a fine future. And it starts in College. So keep those hormones under control.”
 
   “I'll do better, sir.” Next time I'll make sure I don't get caught, Kyle blinked, realizing he missed what the Dean just said. So he nodded, and took the Dean's proffered hand, wincing; The old man had an iron grip, and he felt a warm flush of shame. All those years of martial arts, and the fifty-year-old had a better grip.
 
   “How's your wife settling in?” the Dean asked.
 
   “Aaliyah seems to be fitting in fine, sir.”
 
   “Good, good. She seems like a great girl. I'm thrilled to have her at the school.” A sly grin appeared on the older man's lips. “Just keep it in your pants, okay.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Okay, you can head back to class.”
 
   Alexina waited outside for him, her face still damp. She hugged him, and he felt a little better. “I'm sorry,” she whispered.
 
   “It's not our fault. I just got carried away.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Christy walked into the biology lab after school. Ms. Franklin and the rest of the coven waited. They stood in a circle, and she took her place between Opal and Sable.
 
   “What's going on?” Sable asked. “I thought we weren't supposed to meet on campus.”
 
   “Amber has news,” Ms. Franklin answered, looking at Christy.
 
   “The Genie is the new girl,” Christy said. 
 
   “Really, Lexie?” Onxy asked.
 
   Christy blinked. “Who?”
 
   “Lexie Lyndon, I think. She's a brunette with curly hair. She transferred in today. I have chemistry with her.”
 
   “No. Aaliyah. Kyle's wife.” She grimaced, hating to say to call the Genie that. The stupid slut is stealing my Kyle and I am not going to stand for that!
 
   “Oh her?” Garnet piped in, running a hand through her thick, black hair. “She's in my gym class. She seems so...normal.”
 
   “Amber has convinced me,” Ms. Franklin added. “So we need to figure out how we're going to capture her. Ideas?”
 
   “I have a plan.” All six other members of the Coven looked at Christy as she explained how they were going to capture the Genie and drain her powers. Christy wasn't sure what would happen to Aaliyah after that. They wouldn't kill her, right? She'd just go back to being a human.
 
   And then Kyle will go back to his normal self and love only me!
 
   To be continued...
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Genie of Lust
 
   Tuesday, January 20th – South Hill, Washington
 
   Kyle, his three wives, and three concubines piled into his mother-in-law's SUV. The college had called Faiza at work about what had happened with Alexina yesterday. Kyle had been shocked that they would call her. He was nineteen, an adult, they didn't need to call Faiza. She had been his legal guardian after his parents died when he was in Junior High and the college seemed to think having “a parental figure” involved would help to keep Kyle on the straight and narrow. She had been furious last night when she had returned home. Kyle had been sat down on the couch, Aaliyah on his right, Christy on his left, Fatima on his lap, and his three concubines—Alexina, Chyna, and Shannon—sat on the floor.
 
   “What were you thinking, Kyle?” Faiza had demanded, slipping into her role as his surrogate mother, her dusky face dark with anger. “Fooling around with a girl at school. Even if she is your concubine.”
 
   “It's my fault...” Alexina had started to say. 
 
   “I very much doubt that, dear.” There was no anger when she addressed the blonde concubine.
 
   “Sorry, Faiza,” Kyle answered. It had been a long time since he had been in trouble, and he felt like a mouse before the owl, trying to cower into the couch.
 
   “Just sorry?”
 
   “I...I let myself get carried away.”
 
   “And has there been any other messing around at school?”
 
   Kyle and his harem all claimed no, shaking their heads emphatically. She frowned at their attempts at innocence. “I don't want to hear about any more hanky-panky. You keep that stuff to the privacy of your bedroom.”
 
   “Yes, Faiza.”
 
   “You can't drive my car any longer and I won't be giving you money for extra. You're a grown man, you can get your own money.” She fixed her eyes on the women. “I expect you to keep him on the straight and narrow at school.”
 
   “But...” Aaliyah started to say, then shrank back. “Yes, ma'am.”
 
   “He needs money to buy food at school,” Fatima pointed out. “And, to, eh, pay for concubine dowries.”
 
   “Don't you have enough concubines, Kyle?” Her eyes had flickered to the three sitting on the floor. “I'm mean, Shannon's my age. Isn't this a little much? How many women do you need?”
 
   Kyle had shrugged, not sure how to answer his mom and tell her about the desires Aaliyah had unleashed in him.
 
   “Kyle is a great man,” Aaliyah had stated. “And great men need lots of women.”
 
   “Great men don't think with their cocks! They don't break the school's rules and almost get expelled from college! You could have messed up your entire future, Kyle! I know I'm not your mother, but I do love you, Kyle. How would you find a good job and take care of my daughter if you are expelled?”
 
   “Kyle will be great regardless of college.” Aaliyah had reached over and had squeezed his hand.
 
   “Well you can be a great man without my help from now on. No car, no extra money. So I guess you won't be getting any more concubines for a while.”
 
   “He has enough money,” Shannon had piped in. “He has my savings now, that should be more than enough to cover any new concubines.”
 
   “Fine.” Faiza had eyed everyone. “You will all be in trouble if I hear there's any hanky-panky going on at school. I was a young woman once, and I know just how much your hormones are raging. Kyle is not the only one guilty in this mess.”
 
   Her lecture had gone on for another fifteen minutes, and then she let them stew while she cooked dinner. After dinner, Kyle and his harem had retired to his room, and that had quickly devolved into an orgy. His bed had grown large enough to fit Kyle and his three wives, and a group of pillows covered the floor for the concubines to lounge on.
 
   When he had come down for breakfast this morning, Faiza was still mad, moving stiffly around the kitchen, and not saying much. She had confiscated his car keys, “It was just a loan, remember,” she reminded him, and ushered them out to her SUV, leaving Shannon to get ready for her own job.
 
   It was silent in the car ride to Rogers College. Britney showed no reaction when they pulled up at her house and she climbed into the passenger seat, calm as always. “Hello, Faiza.”
 
   “Hi,” she smiled. “Kyle has lost his car privileges and will be taking the bus home tonight. Sorry.”
 
   “I understand. Kyle needs to be more discriminating about where he sticks his penis.” Britney glanced back and Kyle thought her gaze lingered on Christy for a moment. 
 
   “I want you to keep a close watch on him. Keep him out of trouble.”
 
   “I will, Faiza.” His best friend looked Kyle in the eyes and, for a moment, her eyes seemed to reflect light like a cat, glowing green. “I will see that no harm comes to him.”
 
   “I knew I could count on you,” Faiza cheerfully said. “Unlike some girls in this car. And I'm talking about you, Fatima.”
 
   “Hey,” his wife, Faiza's daughter, protested with mock indignity. “I'm a perfect saint.”
 
   “As perfect as me,” purred Chyna, who pulled her skirt up to flash Kyle her naked pussy.
 
   “Exactly,” Fatima nodded, grinning—she had gotten an eyeful of concubine snatch, too.
 
   When they arrived at the school, Faiza dragged him off to the college's office. “I want you to apologize to the Dean and thank him for not suspending you.”
 
   “This isn't necessary, Faiza,” he muttered. “This isn't grade school. You didn't have to come.”
 
   He felt like every one of his classmates was smirking at him as he followed his mother-in-law through the hallways. It was humiliating, he felt like a child instead of a grown man. All his wives and concubines had abandoned him, claiming the need to get to class. It was probably true, but it still felt like he was being abandoned. 
 
   “What's your mother-in-law doing here?” Braiden sneered as he walked by. “And where are all your concubines? Did she take them away?”
 
   Kyle's fist clenched and he wanted to just deck the asshole.
 
   “If you're grounded,” he laughed, making Kyle feel even more like he was in high school all over again. “I bet Christy is going to need someone to date.”
 
   “That's quite rude, young man,” Faiza snapped. “That's my daughter-in-law you're talking about.”
 
   Kyle groaned. “Come on, Faiza. Just drop it.”
 
   “You used to be a nice, young man, Braiden.” Faiza leveled a gaze. “Very polite when you came over to hang out with Kyle. What happened.”
 
   “Geez, you need your mother-in-law to defend you?”
 
   “Come on, let's go see the Dean,” Kyle muttered. “Braiden's just jealous because no girl will date him while I got more women than he could ever handle.”
 
   Braiden's face turned red as Kyle and Faiza walked off.
 
   Faiza marched him into the office and past the secretary, knocking on the Dean's open door. “Come in,” he called. “Mrs. Unmei?” he asked, stepping up from his desk and walking around. “It's so nice to see you.” 
 
   “Oh, no, I'm not Kyle's mom,” Faiza smiled. “I cared for him when his parents died. His mother and I were good friends growing up. And now he's marred to my daughter, Fatima.”
 
   “Ah, I see,” Dean Burke smiled.
 
   Kyle didn't like that smile. Then the Dean took his hand and crushed it as he shook. The man was a fit looking guy in his fifties, and his hand had the strength to prove it.
 
   “What can I do for you today, Mrs., um?”
 
   “You can call me Faiza.”
 
   “What a lovely name.” Kyle was surprised to see his mother-in-law blush. “Is this about the incident yesterday?”
 
   Faiza nudged him. “I just wanted to apologize for my behavior yesterday,” Kyle muttered. “And thank you for not expelling me.”
 
   “You're a good, young man,” Dean Burke answered. “You just let your hormones get the best of you. And it isn't like a...sexual relationship isn't to be expected between you and Miss Alexina. Just use better judgment in the future about where you two...express your love.”
 
   “I will, sir.” I'll make my wish with Aaliyah better next time.
 
   “Good lad.” The Dean flicked his eyes back to Fatima's mother. “Why don't you head to class while I have a few words with your mother-in-law.”
 
   Kyle glanced at Faiza, her cheeks still flushed, and she nodded. “I'll see you tonight. And no hanky-panky!”
 
   “Yeah,” he muttered, giving her a quick peck on the cheek. “Later, Faiza.”
 
   “Bye,” she smiled. It seemed her anger had finally burned out. He didn't like the look she flashed the Dean one bit.
 
   He arrived at his first class, Math, and took his seat beside Christy. He didn't hesitate to give her a kiss on the mouth. Everyone in the school knew she was one of his wives now, and though many snickered, Aleah Buckley had a dreamy look in her eyes—her aura was a bright pink, easy to dominate.
 
   “Okay, settle down class,” busty Professor Skinner said, giving Kyle an amused smile. “Let's try and save that for after class. I know your wife is cute, but let's not distract your classmates.”
 
   “Yes, Mrs. Skinner,” Christy answered, flushing. “You know how being a newlywed is.”
 
   A fond smile crossed the teachers lips. “I do.” Last semester, Professor Skinner had been Professor Simmons, but then she married a computer science professor over the winter break.
 
   Kyle focused on math and not on Aleah and her oh-so-pink aura. He decided hanky-panky could wait for breaks, and he and his harem should focus on their schoolwork. In fact, after kendo practice tonight, he'd insist that they spend the night studying and doing homework, and not let another orgy develop. Those could wait for the weekend. As it was, Kyle had to copy Christy's math homework before breakfast this morning because he didn't get it done yesterday.
 
   Kyle's new-found resolve didn't last one class. It was his friend Corey's fault. “Who are you gonna take for your next concubine,” his friend asked, running his hand through his shaggy, red hair.
 
   Sexy Carla Tyler was in his gym class, and she had a pink aura. The coed had coppery-brown hair and a nice pair of tits that bounced beneath her tight, gray sweatshirt. And her ass filled out her blue sweatpants wonderfully. 
 
   Corey grinned. “You going for her?”
 
   “I think so.”
 
   “You dog, Kyle.”
 
   “You'll get in trouble,” Braiden sneered. “Your mommy's not here to hold your hand and keep you out of danger.”
 
   “Fuck off, Braiden,” Corey shouted. 
 
   Braiden's words were almost a challenge as he turned his attention back to sweet Carla's rear as she bent over to stretch. Aaliyah sidled up to him. Gym was the first class he shared with his Genie, and she followed his stare.
 
   “She is quite beautiful, my love.” Her voice was smoky and full of desire.
 
   “Yeah,” he nodded, his cock tenting his gym sweats.
 
   “Kyle's gonna make her his concubine,” Corey laughed.
 
   It wouldn't hurt to mess around in gym class, right? It's not an academic class, and we will be getting plenty of strenuous activity. “Aaliyah,” he whispered, leaning over to her, “I wish that no one would care if I took Carla behind the bleachers and fucked her brains out and that there could be no bad consequences for me, her, or any other party.”
 
   Her grin grew. “You have covered your bases well, my love.” Approval danced in her dark eyes. “Done.”
 
   “Time to have some fun, Corey.”
 
   “Right now? You dog.” His friend gave him a high-five.
 
   He walked over to Carla and seized her arm. “What's going on?” she asked as he pulled her back to the bleachers, walking past Braiden, smirking at the asshole. His former friend didn't object, but Kyle could see the jealousy burning.
 
   So satisfying.
 
   “Kyle?” She didn't resist much. “What are we doing, Kyle?”
 
   He turned, grinning at her as he led them deeper behind the bleachers, his eyes admiring her hot body.
 
   She blushed. “Are you going to...like with Alexina?”
 
   He didn't answer, only smiled more.
 
   “She told everyone in our English class this morning that you took her in the hallway and made her yours.” Color spotted her fair cheeks. “Are you going to do that to me?”
 
   Kyle stopped when they were deep enough, reaching out to stroke her cheek, his cock at full mast, pressing against his sweatpants.
 
   Her brown, does eyes glanced down at his cock and her blush brightened. “Do you want me to be your concubine?”
 
   He grinned at her, and she shivered.
 
   “I'll be yours,” she whispered. “You're making me so wet. Make me yours, Kyle. I've been thinking about it all night. I want to be one of your women.”
 
   She knelt, and pulled his sweats down. She looked up at him, trembling, then pulled his boxers down. His hard cock popped out and smacked her in the face. She flinched and let out a squeak. She stared at his throbbing dick for a moment, a drop of precum beading at the tip, then she engulfed him. Her technique was sloppy, unsure, but enthusiastic.
 
   Kyle wondered if it was her first time. It didn't matter. It may not have been the best blowjob, but it still was a woman sucking his cock. 
 
   “Enjoying yourself, my husband.”
 
   “Yes,” he answered, grinning at her. His wife looked sexy in her gray sweater and blue sweatpants. Instead of being baggy, the garments fit the Genie like a second skin—she had read his thoughts again. “Shouldn't you be out there with the others?” His wish hadn't covered Aaliyah.
 
   “I am,” she giggled. “Or, at least, my illusion is.”
 
   He held out his arm and pulled his wife to him and kissed her on the lips. She grabbed a handful of Carla's hair and forced the girl to bob faster. Kyle kissed Aaliyah again, slipping his tongue into her mouth, while he slipped a hand under her sweatshirt and groped her bare breast below. Aaliyah didn't like bras, so she didn't wear them. Kyle didn't mind; those sweet melons looked so delicious as they swayed and jiggled beneath her tight top.
 
   Aaliyah purred into his lips as he played with her hard nipple. His hips started thrusting, his balls boiling with lust. His wife held Carla's head, and he fucked her mouth harder and harder. She didn't resist. His balls tightened, his body tensed, and then that mind-numbing moment when all his pleasure erupted out of him.
 
   He panted. Carla sucked a few times, then popped his dick out of her mouth. “Am I yours, Kyle.”
 
   “Yes,” he answered. “Aaliyah, I'll need you to visit her family during lunch and deal with all the paperwork. I'm grounded, after all.”
 
   “They're in Colorado though,” gasped Carla.
 
   “Did I tell you to stop sucking?” Kyle asked.
 
   “Sorry, Master.”
 
   He groaned as she sucked his cock into her mouth.
 
   Aaliyah grinned, “My illusion is taking care of it as we speak.”
 
   “That is a handy ability,” Kyle groaned.
 
   Aaliyah nodded, then grabbed Carla's head. “You seem to know how to handle a cock, so let's see what you can do with a pussy.”
 
   “I've done that a few times,” Carla admitted.
 
   “Really?” Kyle asked. “With whom?”
 
   “Maricruz,” she answered. “She likes to make it with girls at her slumber parties.”
 
   The Spanish beauty was in Kyle's drama class, and he never knew she was a lesbian. She also had a dark-red aura, one of the strongest he's ever seen. I bet she's like me, seducing the submissive coeds. The thought of Maricruz going down on her friends at a slumber party made his cock hard. He was glad he made that wish for sexual stamina, and knelt behind Carla and yanked her sweatpants and pink panties down. Her cunt was surrounded by a thick bush of red hair matted with her passion.
 
   Carla groaned into his wife's pussy as he fucked her cunt. She was tight. No hymen, but Kyle would bet she's had nothing bigger than a pencil inside her. He enjoyed her tight sheath for the rest of gym class. Gym wasn't math; fucking was a form of physical activity after all.
 
   She made Aaliyah cum twice. Then his Genie wife got on all fours and had Carla eat her ass out and came a third time. Carla popped off twice like a firework, and enjoyed eating his wife's ass out as much as her pussy. Carla's pussy grew tighter as she rimmed Aaliyah's ass, filling the air with a wet, sloppy sound as she slurped and moaned her enjoyment.
 
   “Dirty bitch!” Kyle grunted, his passion gathering in his balls, then he erupted into her sweet cunt. “Dirty...fucking...bitch!”
 
   “Is that what I am now?” Carla asked after he pulled out, her pussy dripping with his cum.
 
   “You wanted to be my concubine, right?”
 
   She nodded her head. “I've always fantasized about being treated this way. I just...”
 
   “Never thought it would happen?”
 
   “Yeah.” She swallowed, licking her piss and pussy stained lips. “I'm your dirty bitch.”
 
   “I want you to tell everyone of your friends how I treated you behind the bleachers and how much you loved it!”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Fatima found third period gym to be her new favorite subject. Aaliyah had turned her on to girls in a big way, and she had quite the feast when she walked in and saw her fellow Freshmen undressing. Every girl was different. Some had the tiniest breasts, and others were developing quite nicely, jiggling as they moved about. And their nipples! None were the same. Small, pink ones. Thick, dark ones. Fat, dusky ones.
 
   Her mouth watered.
 
   “What are you looking at?” Ann asked her. Ann was one of her many friends. Fatima had grown a clique of girls since starting college. Some, like strawberry-blonde Ann, were her friends from Rogers High School, deciding to go to a local school, and others she had met at the beginning of the school year.
 
   “Girls,” Fatima grinned, then fixed her eyes on Ann's bare tits. They were so cute, perky, and topped with mauve nipples. They were bigger than her own little mosquito bites.
 
   Ann blushed almost as red as her strawberry-blonde hair, and she quickly pulled on her sports bra. Niomi, another friend, threw back her head and laughed at blushing Ann. She didn't flinch as Fatima fixed her eyes on the Black girl's budding tits.
 
   “I thought you were married, Fatima,” Niomi grinned. “Why you checkin' out the ladies.”
 
   “Kyle's the only man for me. But that doesn't mean I can't have all the hot chicks I want.”
 
   Ann's blush grew.
 
   “You've been with girls?” Ann asked. 
 
   Is that curiosity I hear in her voice? “I have!” Fatima pulled her blouse off. She didn't bother with a bra; her breasts had barely sprouted. Niomi's dark eyes flashed down, and a tingle passed through Fatima's pussy. “My husband has two wives and three concubines, and I've sampled all of their juicy pussies.”
 
   Ann's mouthed “wow.”
 
   “You little slut,” giggled Niomi. “I wish I could get my boyfriend to go down on me. He begs and begs for me to suck him off, but will he return the favor? Nope!”
 
   “You should hold out,” Fatima declared. “Trust me! Getting your pussy licked is wonderful.”
 
   Niomi shuddered, squeezing her thighs. “You are so lucky!” A sly smile appeared on her ebony face. “Is it true your husband fucked Alexina at school and gave her a facial?”
 
   “A facial?” Ann asked.
 
   “He shot his cum all over her face,” Niomi answered. “So, is it true?”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” I giggled. “And Mom freaked out when she found out.”
 
   “Alexina just let him...do that to her?” Ann's blue eyes were wide.
 
   “She's a submissive slut. My husband dominated her and made her beg to be his.” She threw her arm around Ann's neck. “Do you want to be his little slut.”
 
   “We need to get going or we'll get in trouble,” whispered Ann, looking down.
 
   “Would you like me to lick your little cunny?” she whispered in her friend's ear.
 
   “That sounds fun,” Niomi grinned. “My pussy is so wet. I need a nice cum.”
 
   “Come on girls!” Mr. Benjaminson, their gym teacher, yelled from the entrance.
 
   Fatima pulled on her gray sweatshirt and grinned at her friends. “I think we're going to have some fun!”
 
   Today was indoor volleyball. Hey, Aaliyah!
 
   What are you up to? Aaliyah asked in her mind, amusement tinging her thoughts.
 
   Me and my friends are going to go have fun in the storeroom. I wish that Mr. Benjaminson doesn't care!
 
   I can't do that.
 
   “What?” she screamed out loud, bringing a startled glance from Ann.
 
   That's not part of the hearth or harem. I don't have the power to help you.
 
   If it was Kyle, you'd do it!
 
   That's why I'm here, Fatima. I'm from the twelfth century. They were not nearly so progressive. I can only help Kyle out or you if will benefit him in some way. Is he with you?
 
   No. Fatima sulked.
 
   She stewed as the class went through their stretches, not even taking the time to admire Kayleah's cute ass as it wiggled in her face as the blonde girl did her stretches. It is not fair! I'm Kyle's wife! What's his is mine!
 
   The weather was nasty, so the class had to jog around the perimeter of the gym instead of the track outside. Fatima barely paid attention as she jogged, her thoughts burning with an idea. What's his is mine, and what's mine is his. If I phrased my request to benefit Kyle...
 
   Aaliyah! I need to fool around with my friends in the mat room because I'm testing out if they would make good concubines for Kyle. And I need Mr. Benjaminson not to care.
 
   Aaliyah didn't respond right away; Fatima took that as a good sign.
 
   Hmm. Yes. I think that satisfies the requirements nicely. Have fun! I want to hear all the dirty details later!
 
   She let out a whoop of joy, and half the class stared at her. She didn't care. Oh, thank you, thank you! I love you, Aaliyah!
 
   You're welcome. You and Kyle sure have a lot in common.
 
   Oh?
 
   Kyle and I had gym earlier, and he decided he'd rather entertain a new concubine than participate in gym class!
 
   That's our husband!
 
   Fatima, giggling, broke out of the ranks and found her two friends. Ann was lagging behind. She wasn't the most athletic girl despite her petite figure. And Niomi hated to run, so she paced Ann. Fatima grabbed both their hands and started leading them across the gym towards the store room where the gymnastic mats were housed.
 
   “What are we doing?” Ann asked. 
 
   “I'm going to lick your pussy, Ann.”
 
   “We'll get in trouble!” the strawberry-blonde girl gasped.
 
   “Mr. Benjaminson, we'll be fooling around in the storeroom!”
 
   “Sure, sure,” the short man answered, waving a wrinkled hand. He blew his whistle. “Okay. Volleyball. Divide up into groups of six.”
 
   “See. We'll be fine.”
 
   Niomi gaped at Fatima. “How did you do that?”
 
   She winked back. “I have my ways. Now let's have some fun!”
 
   The moment the door was closed, Fatima peeled out of her sweats. Niomi shrugged at Ann, and striped as well. She had a curvy body and a rich, dark skin that looked so yummy. Ann just blushed, leaning against the wall.
 
   “C'mon, Ann,” Fatima cajoled. “Let's see that cute cunny!”
 
   She shook her head.
 
   Fatima walked over to her, stroking her cheek. “You're so beautiful. I just want to see you in all your naked glory. I want to kiss every inch of your body, until you cream all over my face.” 
 
   Ann stiffened as she kissed her lips. Fatima fluttered her tongue against her friend's lips, gently teasing. Ann parted, and Fatima darted in, exploring every inch of her friend's mouth. When she broke the kiss, Ann breathed heavily, her blue eyes shining with awakened passion.
 
   “See, wasn't that nice? Why don't you get naked so we can see your cute body.”
 
   “I can't,” she whispered. “This is too much, Fatima.”
 
   “Fine,” Fatima smiled. “You can watch while I make Niomi scream my name.”
 
   “Ohh, that sounds like fun!” Niomi purred, stretching out on a blue gym mat. Her legs spread; her pussy a pink gash surrounded by her dark skin and neatly trimmed, black pubes.
 
   “Doesn't she look yummy, Ann?” Ann didn't answer, so Fatima shrugged and fell to her knees, ready to feast.
 
   “Holy shit!” Niomi gasped as Fatima dove right into her spicy snatch. “Oh, my god, that feels so much better than my fingers!”
 
   Fatima laughed, then ran her tongue around Niomi's fat clit. Her friend's hips jerked as she swirled around the pink nub, then her new lover's hips really jerked when she sucked Niomi's clit into her hungry lips. 
 
   “Keep doing that! Oh, my god! I'm going to cum! Don't stop! Oh, fuck! Please don't stop!”
 
   Fatima hadn't planned on it, and kept feasting on her friend's tasty snatch. She slipped a finger inside her friend, probing in deep. She nibbled at her clit. Niomi erupted. Her pussy convulsed about Fatima's probing finger, and she screamed Fatima's name as her body writhed on the gym mat.
 
   Movement flashed in the corner of Fatima's eye. Ann knelt down beside her, and Fatima was pleased to see Ann's hand shoved down her sweatpants, diddling her pussy.
 
   “Do you want to taste?” she asked Ann with a big grin. Pussy juices dripped off her chin, landing with a splat on the vinyl gym mat.
 
   Ann nodded, her cheeks red. Fatima took her hand and pulled her between Niomi's legs.
 
   “Oh, eat me, Ann!” Niomi begged. “I need to feel that again! It was wonderful!”
 
   The shy eighteen year old licked her lips—Fatima thought she looked so adorable, her cute face framed by strawberry-blonde curls—and looked down at Niomi's juicy twat. Taking a deep breath, she knelt down and took a hesitant lick.
 
   “Umm, that felt nice! Do it again, Ann.”
 
   “You liked it?” Ann hesitantly asked.
 
   “Hell yeah, I did! Keep licking me! Please, please, please!”
 
   Ann's smile grew more confident, and so did her tongue. Fatima beamed like a proud mother hen watching her chick. Her gaze slid down Ann's body to her tight ass wiggling in the air as she knelt down and feasted on Niomi's cunt.
 
   Fatima slid around her friend, and hooked her fingers into the waistband of her blue sweatpants, and yanked them and her white panties down with a single pull. Fatima gasped; Ann had a beautiful cunny. Wisps of red hair sprouted around the tight, wet slit. Not a hint of her inner pink could be seen. Fatima licked her lips, and spread open Ann's, and shoved her tongue deep into her sweet depths.
 
   “Oh, wow!” Ann gasped. “Oh, my Lord!”
 
   “Right?” grinned Niomi.
 
   “Yeah! Oh, stars, yes!”
 
   Fatima burned with happiness as she shared her newfound passion for pussy with two of her friends. And she had so many others to share it with. I'll go home with Marjorie after martial arts practice tonight, and sex her up!
 
   Humming happily, she found Ann's tiny clit and sucked the little bud into her lips. Ann's slit was tight and her hymen was still intact. She pressed her finger against it, feeling the thin membrane stretch. Ann squirmed, and Fatima swiped her tongue through Ann's pussy.
 
   “Oh, fuck, Ann!” gasped Niomi. “Your tongue is fucking amazing!”
 
   “I can't wait for my turn!” Fatima giggled.
 
   “If you taste as great as Niomi does, I'll be happy to.”
 
   Fatima gave Ann's pale ass a slap. “I taste heavenly! You'll love it!”
 
   “Oh, keep licking me, Ann! I need to cum again! Your tongue feel so sweet on me!”
 
   Fatima buried her face back into Ann's delicious cunny, licking furiously. Ann moaned into Niomi. The room echoed with youthful pants, sucking lips, and girlish sighs. A symphony to Fatima's ears. She sucked every little crevice of her friend's slit. Ann's moans grew louder and louder, and then she screamed her orgasm into Niomi. Juices flooded Fatima's mouth, and she relished their creamy texture and sweet flavor.
 
   “You little slut!” moaned Niomi. “Keep moaning into me! You're vibrating my clit! Oh, yes, oh, fuck yes!”
 
   Fatima licked her lips, and watched her ebony friend writhe and buck. She was so beautiful, her dark face twisted in passion. She was thrilled to introduce her two friends to the fun girls could have, and couldn't wait to share this with all the others in her clique.
 
   “Who wants to eat me out?”
 
   Ann looked up at her, face sticky. “Umm, I would—”
 
   The door banged open. “Look at all the dykes!” sneered Kayleah. “Wait until the school gets a look at this.”
 
   A light flashed; Kayleah pointed her smart phone at them.
 
   Ann covered her face and scrunched up into a ball. Fire burned in Fatima, and she rose up, facing the older girl. Kayleah snapped another pic, grinning like a vindictive bitch. 
 
   “The boys are going to love jerking off to you dykes!” 
 
   “Do you like what you see?” Fatima demanded. “Did you sneak in here because you really want to get a peek at my cunt?”
 
   “That's disgusting!” Kayleah's pretty face twisted in outrage, quickly turning red, contrasting with her bleach-blonde hair.
 
   Fatima stepped up to her. “Then why do you keep looking at my snatch? I bet you're just salivating to get a taste.”
 
   “Fuck you, bitch!”
 
   She reached out, and stroked Kayleah's face. “Just get down on your knees and lick my pussy. I can see the lust in your eyes.”
 
   “Get away from me!” Uncertainty had crept into the girl's voice. She took a step back, bumping into the closed door. 
 
   Fatima grinned, boldly stepping up and grasping the taller girl's hair, yanking her face down; their lips were inches a part. “Beg me, and I'll let you eat my juicy, delicious cunt.”
 
   “No,” Kayleah whimpered.
 
   “Beg to be my little, dyke bitch!” She twisted her harder and pulled her just a little closer to her lips. “Just give in to your desires and be mine.”
 
   “Please, I'm sorry. I'll delete the pics.”
 
   Fatima kissed her lips, thrusting her tongue in roughly. Kayleah tried to pull away, but Fatima would have none of that. Kayleah was her bitch now. Fatima pressed her body against the older girl, grinding her damp pussy against her sweatpants. 
 
   “Please,” Kayleah begged when Fatima broke the kiss.
 
   “Beg to be my dyke bitch!”
 
   “Please.”
 
   “Please, what?”
 
   The older girl trembled against Fatima. “I can't.”
 
   Fatima gave her a second kiss. This time Kayleah kissed her back. Fatima squeezed the Kayleah's round tit through her sweatshirt and bra. I can't wait to see these puppies. They feel amazing!
 
   “Please.”
 
   “Are you begging to leave, or begging to be my dyke bitch?”
 
   “Imbaygintobeyurdykbeetch,” Kayleah mumbled.
 
   Fatima dug her fingers into the coed's tit as hard as she could. “What was that?”
 
   “I'm begging to be your dyke bitch!” she screamed, then dropped to her knees. “Oh, my god! I can't fight it any longer! You're so beautiful! I've dreamed of you for weeks!”
 
   Kayleah's mouth glued to her pussy. Fatima gripped her bleached-blonde hair, and moaned as her delightful tongue wiggled up inside her. There was such fire inside Kayleah, burning as hot as Fatima's own passion. Pleasure blazed inside her, her back arching as an orgasm crashed through her. She leaned back, losing her balance, her body out of control with pleasure.
 
   Ann grabbed her arm, stopping her fall. Fatima grabbed her strawberry-blonde hair and pulled her friend in for a passionate kiss. Ann's body pressed against her side, her hot, little cunny pressing against Fatima's hip, wet with passion. Ann humped, rubbing her hard bead across Fatima's skin.
 
   “Fuck that is hot!” gasped Niomi. 
 
   Fatima laughed, “I have two sexy, dyke bitches! Of course it's hot.”
 
   Ann whispered, “Am I your dyke bitch now?”
 
   “Do you want to be?”
 
   “I think so,” she answered. “I've kinda been masturbating for months to lesbian porn. Particularly stories about women being forced to eat other ladies' pussies.”
 
   “I knew you were a little submissive slut!” Fatima grinned.
 
   Ann nodded shyly.
 
   “Then get down on your knees, spread my ass open, and tongue my asshole!”
 
   “Y-yes!” Ann moaned.
 
   Having two submissive sluts tonguing her was amazing. Ann wiggled her tongue deep into Fatima's ass, while Kayleah sucked on her clit and worked two fingers in and out of her cunt. Her pleasure burned hot and fast, an inferno that burst through her, wiping away any thought, leaving only searing rapture. Fatima gasped and moaned and screamed both of their names as she came.
 
   Class was almost over as Fatima fell onto the gym mats, her two submissive sluts cuddling with her. Niomi sat nearby, furiously masturbating. Fatima's orgasm slowly fading away. She took turns kissing her sluts, savoring the tart flavor on Kayleah's lips and the sour on Ann's.
 
   “So what now?” Ann asked.
 
   “You're my concubines,” Fatima declared. 
 
   Ann blushed and Kayleah giggled, while Niomi came in the background.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Kyle blinked in surprise when Fatima showed up at lunch, a pretty girl on each of her arms. One was her shy friend, Ann, and the other was a Sophomore with bleached-blonde hair that Kyle had seen walking the halls. Both had pink auras.
 
   He had been introducing Christy and the other concubines to Carla when Fatima walked up, grinning broadly and bouncing excitedly between her two friends, her arms around their waists and her friends' nubile bodies pressed against Fatima's.
 
   “Look at what I own!” she declared. Ann blushed, and the blonde girl giggled.
 
   “What?” Kyle asked.
 
   “That's hot!” blurted Corey, Kyle's friend, while Britney kept calmly reading from her text book.
 
   “These are my concubines! Aaliyah, I need you to make the arrangements so it's official.”
 
   Kyle gaped and Aaliyah was startled so much she fell from her seat. “You can't have concubines,” Aaliyah protested, getting to her feet. “You're a woman. Only a man can have concubines!”
 
   Fatima dark eyes flared. “This isn't the dark ages! Women can marry women! So I can have concubines!”
 
   “But...but...” spluttered Aaliyah.
 
   “She has you there,” Alexina giggled.
 
   “That's interesting,” Christy said, looking at Fatima, her eyes growing distant and Kyle wondered what she was thinking about.
 
   “That's right!” Fatima hotly declared. “And I'm going to own them!”
 
   “Well, I can't help you!” Aaliyah huffed. “I'm Kyle's Djinn, not yours!”
 
   “Well, I'm Kyle's wife, so what's his is mine, and what's mine is his. Ann and Kayleah will be more than happy to spread their legs for our husband.”
 
   “Really?” Kayleah asked, raising her eyebrows. “But he's a guy.”
 
   “You're my dyke bitch, right?”
 
   Kayleah sighed, and nodded. “Okay. I will for you.” Then she gave a smile. “I'll do anything for you, Mistress.”
 
   “Good!”
 
   “Not good!” The Genie's face was dark with anger. “I only helped you fool around with your friends so you could find concubines for our husband, not for yourself!”
 
   “Oh, let her have them,” Christy smiled, patting Aaliyah on the wrist. “It's perfect. They're so cute together. And it's important that Fatima's allowed to explore her sexuality.”
 
   Fatima fixed her eyes on Kyle, almost daring him to deny her. He stood up, cupped her face. “How can I deny you anything?”
 
   An impish grin appeared on her lips and she enthusiastically, and noisily, kissed her husband. Aaliyah stewed, giving Fatima dirty looks. Fatima ignored the Genie, and took great delight in kissing one of her new concubines whenever she felt Aaliyah's eyes on hers. Kyle sighed, hoping his wives would get along better.
 
   After school, they had to wait for the Pierce Transit bus. It was crowded on the way home. Kyle, his three wives, his three concubines, and Fatima's two took up the entire rear of the bus. The bus driver kept yelling at them to be quiet. It was embarrassing to have to ride the bus. He had been driving Faiza's car since he was sixteen. He had begun to think of it as his after all these years. 
 
   Everyone gawked at Kyle and his harem. The guys with envious looks, and the girls with judging eyes. He heard a few “sluts” muttered.
 
   “And proud of it,” Chyna had called back once, then promptly began kissing Carla. If the bus ride was longer, Kyle would have made a wish or two and had some fun. The bus stopped at the mouth of the cul-de-sac Kyle lived on and they only had to walk a few houses down.
 
   Aaliyah stalked ahead, bursting into the house.
 
   Kyle pulled his second wife aside. “Did Aaliyah grant you a wish?”
 
   Fatima shrugged. He gave her a rocky stare. She tried to look innocent, then began shifting. “Yeah.”
 
   “You need to apologize to her. You hurt her. She thinks you took advantage of her.”
 
   “I didn't mean to,” she mumbled. “I was only planning on having fun with Ann and Niobe. But then Kayleah burst in on us and...” She shrugged again.
 
   “Apologize and make things right.”
 
   “I guess...” She screwed up her face. “It was so much easier to ignore you when you were just the dorky guy staying with me and Mom.”
 
   “I love you, too,” he grinned.
 
   Fatima darted upstairs, pulling Ann along behind her. Kyle followed them into the extra-dimensional suite's master bedroom where Aaliyah was curled up on the bed. Fatima led her slim concubine over to the Genie, pushing Ann forward. “Ann is still a virgin. I would like you to have her cherry.”
 
   Aaliyah frowned. “That should be Kyle's.”
 
   “Look, I'm really sorry, okay. I didn't mean to take advantage of your wishes. I just got carried away.” She beamed then stroked her concubine's strawberry-blonde hair. “Besides, look at her. Isn't she just gorgeous? How can you pass up the opportunity to pop her cherry?”
 
   Aaliyah bit her lip then looked at Kyle. “Do it,” he grinned, his cock hardening. “I want to see that.”
 
   “Then I accept your apology.” A smile crossed Aaliyah's dusky face. “She is so cute.”
 
   “I know. How could I resist making her my concubine?”
 
   Aaliyah nodded, pulling the trembling girl to her, their lips meeting. Kyle's cock was at full mast and he looked around, wondering which woman he should use to satisfy himself. Christy sat in the corner, clutching something dark in her hand, maybe a pencil box, her eyes distant. What's wrong with her?
 
   “Kayleah, this is the perfect time for you to get acquainted with Kyle's cock.” Fatima pushed the bleached blonde towards him, her round breasts jiggling.
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” she smiled, falling to her knees and pushing down his pants. Her mouth was warm and Kyle forgot all about Christy's problem. 
 
   Aaliyah maneuvered Ann over to the bed, yellow dust swirling around her naked form, coalescing into a slim dildo strapped about her hips. Ann swallowed, her blue eyes wide as Aaliyah crawled between her thighs.
 
   “I'll be gentle,” the Genie whispered, stroking Ann's face, then she leaned in and kissed her, dusky flesh pressing against pale.
 
   “Take her cherry,” Kyle grinned, holding Kayleah's head as he slowly fucked her mouth.
 
   “Let's make her a woman!” clapped Fatima. “Come on and watch, Christy.”
 
   “Oh, yeah.” Christy put the object away, and smiled. Fatima snuggled into her lap and gave Christy a kiss.
 
   “I'm ready, Mistress,” Ann purred as Aaliyah rubbed her dildo up and down her tight slit. “Take me fully.”
 
   The young woman gasped as Aaliyah buried the dildo in to her virgin snatch. Kyle's dick throbbed, and he almost shot his wad into Kayleah's hungry mouth. Aaliyah kissed Ann, not moving for a minute until Ann began moaning, her hips twisting, and then Aaliyah's thrusts were slow and gentle, working up her speed and depth.
 
   “Oh, yes!” Ann gasped. “Oh, wow! That's so wonderful!”
 
   “Wait until you feel the real thing!” Fatima laughed. “You'll love it!”
 
   “It's better?”
 
   “Definitely,” Aaliyah purred, her ass clenching as she fucked Ann harder, her breasts brushing against the eighteen year old's pale flesh. “You'll cum so hard the first time Kyle fucks you.”
 
   “I'm going to cum hard from you,” Ann moaned. “That's it!” Her pale hands reached down to Aaliyah's dusky ass, pulling the Genie in deeper. “Oh, wow! I'm gonna cum! Fuck me harder!”
 
   “She's a hot, little slut!” groaned Kyle, pounding Kayleah's mouth as hard as Aaliyah fucked the former virgin. His cock pressed down Kayleah's throat, his balls slapping her chin. “Make her scream.”
 
   “I will, my love!” Aaliyah flashed him a smile. “And you flood that slut's mouth!”
 
   His cum boiled and he listened to his wife's suggestion. His cum flooded Kayleah's mouth. The concubine swallowed his thick load and panted when he pulled his cock out of her, his cum staining her teeth. Carla fell on the girl, kissing her, eager to get a taste of his cum, as Chyna pouted.
 
   “I wanted some.”
 
   Alexina grabbed his cock, licking the drop beading at the tip. “You should have been quicker,” she laughed.
 
   “Fuck me! Yes, yes! I, wow! That's it! I'm cumming!” screeched Ann.
 
   Everyone applauded. Aaliyah joined her a moment later. Kyle's cock hardened again as Alexina sucked the tip into her lips. Despite his wishes at working on schoolwork, another orgy was breaking out in the bedroom.
 
   “It's almost time for your dojo lesson,” Christy reminded, pushing Fatima off her lap. “Your uncle will be picking you and Fatima up. You two should go shower.”
 
   “Together!” piped in Fatima. “Sounds fun!”
 
   “No hanky-panky!” warned Christy. “Twenty minutes!”
 
   Uncle Ethan, his father's brother, had a huge grin on his round face, almond-shaped eyes twinkling with mirth when he and Fatima walked out, smiles on their faces. There had been a little hanky-panky in the shower. “So I hear you've been fooling around at school,” his uncle grinned, clasping Kyle on the shoulder as they walked out to his car.
 
   Kyle flushed and Fatima let out a wicked laugh. “Kyle's turning into a horndog!”
 
   “Your dad got caught messing around at school once.”
 
   Kyle gaped at his uncle. “Really?” Kyle had a hard time imagining his father as anything but straitlaced and by the books before he died over in Afghanistan a few years ago.
 
   “With whom?” Fatima asked. “Not Kyle's mom?”
 
   Uncle Ethan grinned. “Yeah.”
 
   “Wow.” Her eyes burned with mirth. “I never thought Harah would ever do anything wrong.”
 
   “You have no idea.”
 
   Fatima pestered his uncle the entire drive, her mind aflame with speculation on what sort of trouble his parents had gotten up to in college. Kyle had a hard time imaging his parents as anything other than responsible adults. To him, it was like they had just been tinier adults as children, and didn't do any of the stupid, fun, or reckless things teenagers do.
 
   Fumi, the fourth woman Kyle loved, was at practice. She looked as beautiful as ever, and her kiss fanned the passion in him, like a wind driving a firestorm. He wanted to fuck her so bad. Her scent was intoxicating. And she was so beautiful: pale-olive skin; dark, almond-shaped eyes with thick lashes; a lithe body that pressed against him. She smiled at him, and gave a shy wave.
 
   They were going on a date tomorrow, but his cock was swelling as her lily-scented perfume tickled his nose. Practice can wait! he decided. Aaliyah. I want to fuck Fumi without being noticed.
 
   His Genie wife didn't respond.
 
   He frowned, and tried again.
 
   Nothing.
 
   His heart beat faster. She's probably just sleeping.
 
   “Come on, Kyle!” his uncle shouted. “It's time for warm ups.”
 
   Aaliyah!
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   “I have something for you,” Christy said, stepping up to the Djinn as Aaliyah watched Kyle and Fatima drive off with their uncle.
 
   “What?” Aaliyah asked, turning from the living room window to look at her wife, curiosity stirring within her.
 
   Christy smiled, a thin, tight expression. “A thank you gift for what you've done to Kyle.” 
 
   The pale-faced coed pulled out a narrow box from her pocket covered in some sort of black felt. It looked like a pencil case, but the Djinn's instincts told her something more valuable was inside. Aaliyah took the box eagerly; it felt heavy—jewelry.
 
   She opened it. Silver and gold glinted inside. A necklace of a serpent biting its own tale. Half-gold and half-silver, hanging from a delicate chain, the links alternating gold and silver. She held it up, admiring the details of the serpent's scales. Delight filled her; it was such a beautiful gift.
 
   “Thank you!” the Djinn gushed, bringing it up to her throat. The metal was cold against her skin. She glanced at Christy and saw hunger burning in her eyes. Her smile twisted, becoming vindictive and triumphant.
 
   The clasps clicked as she fastened. Her body felt heavy, her limbs felt like they were made of sand. She fell down, landing half on the couch, bouncing, and rolling onto the carpeted floor. What's going on! Panic seized her. She couldn't move, her body below the neck—below the amulet—wouldn't respond to her commands.
 
   “What's going on, Christy?” she asked, staring up at her wife. “The amulet...” Her words trailed off as she saw the look in Christy's eyes.
 
   “Is working perfectly.”
 
   “Help!” she screamed. “Someone help me! Christy's attacked me!”
 
   “What's wrong?” Alexina shouted bursting into the living room. “Aaliyah!”
 
   “Goddess Hecate, let sleep fall upon the mortals of this house,” chanted Christy. Alexina fell on the floor next to Aaliyah, her blonde hair fanning out, eyes closed, slumbering.
 
   “What are you doing, Christy?” Aaliyah asked. “What's going on?”
 
   Christy flipped the Djinn onto her back, then pulled out a cell phone. “I'm sorry,” she answered. “But you tried to take Kyle from me.” Christy sent one of those magical, instant messages. A text, this strange, calm part of her mind realized as the rest of her struggled with the fear and hurt that twisted through her thoughts. She's texting someone.
 
   “I don't understand Christy. How could I take him from you? We're sharing him.”
 
   “He was all mine until you came along!” Christy ranted, her pale face reddening. “We were happy! We had each other! We didn't need anyone else. Then you appeared and poisoned his mind with all these perverted thoughts! You ruined everything!”
 
   “W-what are you going to do to me?” Betrayal and fear filled the Genie's heart. One of the people the Djinn loved was going to hurt her. She didn't understand. Christy had seemed like she had been enjoying everything. It's not supposed to be like this. She concentrated on Kyle and sent out her thoughts. Kyle, I need you! slammed into a barrier—the amulet did more than affect her body.
 
   The front door opened. Aaliyah blinked as her biology professor walked in. “Very good, Amber.”
 
   “She's all yours, Celestite,” Christy whispered, bowing. “You won't hurt her, right?”
 
   The grin on Ms. Franklin's face chilled the Djinn's blood. She screamed and screamed until the gag was forced into her mouth. Aaliyah's dream had come true—she had been betrayed by someone close to her.
 
    
 
   To be continued...
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   Tuesday, January 21st – South Hill, WA
 
   Kyle had been concerned about Aaliyah all through kendo practice despite Christy's texts assuring him that she was just fine. He couldn't contact his Genie wife at all during practice. It sapped his concentration and kept him from focusing on his kendo. His form was terrible tonight. And no matter how hard he tried to calm himself and stay grounded, he couldn't stop wondering why his Genie wife was ignoring him. 
 
   What did I do to piss her off? Or was she really sleeping like Christy reported? After watching Fatima and Aaliyah fight this afternoon, Kyle was all too aware that with four loves, and a few concubines, he faced a potential landmine of angry women.
 
   As soon as practice ended, Fumi, his fourth love, found him, a shy smile on her round face, her almond-shaped eyes sparkling with lust. “I need you,” she whispered in his ear, her delightful perfume tickling his nose; his cock hardened in a blink of the eye and all his worry over Aaliyah was overwhelmed. “Let's slip off and find a cozy place so I can suck your cock, and drink your wonderful cum.”
 
   “Yeah,” Kyle grinned, taking her hand and dragging her behind the building.
 
   “I've missed you so much,” she whispered, her hand reaching down to squeeze his cock. “Did you miss me?”
 
   “I did,” Kyle smiled. Then their lips met again and he moaned into her hot mouth as she unlaced his hakama, the wide-legged trousers worn in kendo, and fished his cock out. She broke the kiss, looking down at his cock in her hands, her dark eyes lighting up, color suffusing her delicate cheeks.
 
   With a hungry moan, she fell to her knees and engulfed his cock.
 
   “You're so beautiful,” he groaned.
 
   She smiled around his cock. She pulled her mouth off, and licked delicately at his tip, looking both cute and so sexy at the same time. He groaned, caressing her cheek. She bobbed her head, slow at first, then picking up speed. One hand cupped his balls, the other pumped his shaft. Her perfume—a sweet, lily aroma—filled the air, making his heart beat faster. That delicious scent permeated his body all the way to his balls.
 
   “That's it. Suck my cock. God, your mouth is amazing, Fumi.”
 
   She moaned, her eyes looking up at him with such love.
 
   He erupted into her hungry mouth. For a moment, her perfume overwhelmed him, bathing his senses. Then it faded as the last few drops of his cum were sucked into her mouth. She sighed, shuddering. Fumi always came when he flooded her mouth; she hungered for cum. His cum, another guys cum. He was certain that she had sucked off other guys since their date on Saturday.
 
   He was okay with that. He felt her love, and he had his other wives and concubines.
 
   She gave his cock a few licks, cleaning the last traces of spunk, then put him away and rose up. A few strands blue-black had escaped her tight braid, plastered to her pale face. He gently pushed them away, then kissed her softly on the lips.
 
   “I'm looking forward to our date tomorrow,” she sighed, resting her head on his shoulder when they broke the kiss. He enjoyed the feel of her against him.
 
   Kyle shifted uncomfortably. “Yeah. I don't have a car right now.” Faiza, his mother-in-law and landlady, had stopped letting him borrow her car because he had been caught fucking his concubine Alexina at college yesterday. Kyle had learned some of the limitations of Aaliyah's powers with that stunt.
 
   “I can drive my father's car,” Fumi offered.
 
   “Good. I get home from college around three. Come by. There are some people I want you to meet.” My wives and concubines. I hope you'll fit right in. Kyle wanted her to be his fourth and final wife.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Kyle!” Fatima, Faiza's daughter and his second wife, shouted. “Stop cuddling with your girlfriend! Uncle Ethan's ready to go!” Ethan was Kyle's uncle not Fatima's, but she had known Ethan most of her life and liked to think of him as her actual uncle. Since Kyle didn't have a car, Uncle Ethan, who ran the dojo, was giving him and Fatima a ride home.
 
   “Okay!” He gave Fumi one last kiss. “I can't wait for tomorrow.”
 
   “Me either,” she sighed. 
 
   The moment Fumi was gone, his worry for Aaliyah roared back. He needed to get home and find out what was wrong with his Genie. Maybe I was too lenient with Fatima after their fight. Aaliyah must have been hurt more than I thought. His wife bounced with excitement. I can't let Fatima get her way all the time. She needs to learn to think about other's feelings before she acts.
 
   “We're going to sit down and talk to Aaliyah when we get home,” Kyle said.
 
   “Ohh, I love talking with her,” she grinned, licking her lips.
 
   “No, not that.” His cock stirred at her grin. “I think she's still mad about what you did today.”
 
   “Oh, really? I thought I smoothed it out. I don't even get what's the big deal.”
 
   “You used her, Fatima. You took advantage of her good nature and I let you get away with it.”
 
   “Because you love me,” she grinned, pressing against him.
 
   “I'm serious. You have to think about what Aaliyah might feel or Christy.”
 
   “You're starting to sound like my mom,” she accused. “Always be good, don't do what you want.”
 
   “Do what you want, so long as it doesn't hurt someone you love, Fatima!”
 
   She flinched at the gravel in his voice. “Wow. You're really angry about this.”
 
   “I think we both hurt Aaliyah really bad today. She's just good at hiding things and we didn't notice, but she's not answering me.”
 
   “Really?” Her eyes widened and her expression fell like a candle guttered by a sudden breeze. “I didn't mean to hurt her. I just got excited with Ann and Kayleah. They're both so cute and submissive. I didn't intend to make them my concubines. It just happened.”
 
   “I'm sure we can straighten this all out when we see her,” Kyle smiled, touching her chin. “Okay.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   The car stopped. Aaliyah was completely disoriented. They had thrown a black bag over her head and stuffed her into the cramped compartment of a car's trunk. Christy's treacherous gift—a gold and silver serpent biting its own tail—hung like a weight around her neck, freezing her body and absorbing her power. How did I miss it was an Ouroboros trap? 
 
   Because I trusted Christy. 
 
   The necklace acted like a magical circle, cutting off both control of her body and directing her powers back at her. So long as it was around her neck, she was helpless. Fear writhed in her belly. Her new biology professor, Ms. Franklin, had a hungry smile on her face when Christy captured her. Her nursemaid had filled her mind with tales of young Djinn lured to the mortal world and captured by evil sorcerers, forced to do their bidding or, worse, to be drained of their powers.
 
   One of the few ways to end her existence.
 
   Kyle will save me! Somehow! He loves me, and won't stand for my disappearance! She tried to send her thoughts to her husband, but her they were just reflected back at her by the necklace.
 
   After what felt like hours, it was hard to judge time in the suffocating confines of the hood, the car stopped and the trunk opened. Hands, like talons, grabbed her arm, fingernails biting into her flesh, and hauled her out. More hands seized her. She wanted to struggle, but the amulet had robbed her body of any control. She could only scream and yell and hope that someone would hear her and come to her rescue.
 
   None did.
 
   The wind whooshed out of her lungs; a fist planted in to her stomach. She coughed and gasped, too stunned to scream for help as they hauled her, grunting and cursing. All she could hear were women's voices and gravel crunching beneath feet. Then they were climbing a few wooden stairs, a door creaked open, and she was dumped unceremoniously onto a hard floor.
 
   She blinked when the bag was ripped off, bright light shining down on her. Ms. Franklin stared down at her, emerald eyes shining with greedy lust. Besides the professor, five young women stood around her. She recognized two of them from college. They all were naked except for pendants that hung between their breasts. Each girl wore a different stone: onyx, garnet, tourmaline, opal, and jade. Dangling between her professor's breasts was a clear stone—celestite.
 
   Aaliyah knew that sorcerers or wizards used gemstones as foci, matching the gem to the strength and color of their natural aura. If Ms. Franklin has a celestite aura, then she was very powerful. She looked around the room; the walls were made of hewn logs set atop each other and dark shapes lurked in the corners, massive and furred. They were some sort of familiars, beasts twisted to the service of a spell-caster.
 
   Like the rat that had poked around the house last Thursday night.
 
   “What do you want with me?” Aaliyah asked, keeping the fear out of her voice. She was the wife of Kyle Unmei the future Sultan of the Hidden People. She would not cower for these witches amusement.
 
   “Your power,” purred Ms. Franklin, ripping off the amulet.
 
   Aaliyah could move again and tried to transform herself into a whirlwind of dust to escape. She couldn't. 
 
   “I want every last drop of that sea brimming inside you.”
 
   The professor started chanting a prayer to the dark goddess Hecate. Light glowed around her, pure white, and Aaliyah realized she sat in a magic circle, a seven pointed star inscribed within its circumference. The light reached out from the circle and star, creeping towards her like slimy leaches. She flinched when the lights touched her skin and tried to sink into her flesh, hungry for her power.
 
   She resisted, focusing her will to drive the silvery hands away. It was easy. For now.
 
   Please, Kyle! Find me!
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Christy trembled. I did it! Aaliyah is gone, and everything can go back to normal. Kyle would be home in any minute. He had sent her several text messages, worried about Aaliyah. She had lied to him, letting him think the Genie was sleeping.
 
   She clutched the leaves of a maidenhair tree leaves in one hand and her amber pendant in the other. The broad leaves weren't necessary, but they helped to focus her spell. Kyle had a diamond aura, and she would need surprise and every bit of her strength to work the spell on him. She had already modified Faiza and the six concubine's memory, erasing Aaliyah out of their thoughts. When Kyle and Fatima returned, she'd edit their memories as well. Kyle would be all hers, and Fatima would have her two concubines to keep her happy.
 
   The front door burst open, Kyle stood there, his angular face twisted in worry. Fatima was right behind him, looking downcast for once, her normally bright fire burned down to coals. Christy didn't care what had soured the woman's mood; she had to act now.
 
   “Great Goddess Hecate,” she chanted, “let the ancient power of these leaves flood their minds and fog their memories.” The leaves smoked in her hand, a sickly-sweet scent filled the hallway. Kyle and Fatima breathed in, their faces relaxing as she focused her will, modifying their memories, erasing Aaliyah and Fumi from their minds, and changing the relationship between Kyle and Fatima.
 
   “Christy,” blinked Kyle. Then he smiled, and hugged her. “How's my cute wife doing?”
 
   “Just fine,” she breathed and kissed him.
 
   Fatima made a disgusted noise. “You two shouldn't do that in front of such an impressionable, young lady like me!”
 
   Kyle laughed. “You're one to talk with the way you kiss Ann and Kayleah.”
 
   “That's different! When we kiss, it's beautiful and magical. But watching you two is like watching a pretty woman kissing a stone. Such a waste.”
 
   “Well you're...uh...scrawny,” Kyle retorted lamely.
 
   “Really? Scrawny? Is that the best you could do?” Fatima laughed. “I guess it's not just your face that's stone, but your mind, too!”
 
   Christy caressed Kyle's face. “It maybe stony, but it's a handsome face. Like a marble statue carved by a Renaissance master.”
 
   “You have no taste, Christy! Let me spend five minutes kissing you. I'll make you so hot and bothered you'll forget all about dense Kyle.”
 
   “Umm, he's dense in all the right places, Fatima!” Christy giggled.
 
   Fatima made a retching noise. “I don't need to picture Kyle doing things with you.”
 
   Joy bubbled inside Christy. Her spell worked; Kyle and Fatima didn't think they were a couple, and Aaliyah and Fumi were completely forgotten. Kyle's heart was all hers again. “Come on, I want to feel every inch of your denseness in me!”
 
   Kyle grinned, and pulled her up the stairs; Fatima's fake retching followed them. Kyle's concubines were lounging on the floor of his bedroom. She had decided to let Kyle keep the four ladies. She couldn't do anything about Chyna thanks to Ms. Franklin's spells, and she found it arousing having four women around that she could boss about.
 
   “Master!” Chyna and her step-mother Shannon purred. They were naked and lounging against each other. The pair were quite affectionate, and it was so disturbingly hot watching the incestuous pair fuck.
 
   Alexina and Carla leaped to their feet. Carla took Kyle's kendo bag while Christy let the blonde Alexina start undressing her. It was sexy standing there as a naked, hot coed carefully removed every article of clothing while Kyle watched with hungry eyes. The concubine took liberties with her, nipping her nipples with her mouth, giving her asscheeks a squeeze, and taking a quick lick through her pussy.
 
   “She tastes ready, Master,” Alexina giggled, then took a second lick. Christy was very glad she decided to keep the concubines around. Kyle didn't love them, he just liked fucking them. And so do I.
 
   While Alexina had stripped her, bleached-blonde Carla had undressed Kyle, and she had wasted no time in burying his cock into her mouth. “Making sure he's ready for you, Mistress,” she giggled between bobs.
 
   Kyle seemed ready to her, so she grabbed a handful of Carla's bleached hair and yanked her off his dick. Then she threw her arms around his solid body and kissed him. His muscles were stone against her soft skin, and she ran her hands up and down his yummy body. His rock-hard cock rubbed against her belly, streaking her with precum.
 
   “I love you,” she moaned as she pulled him down onto their bed.
 
   His hand found her round tit, thumbing her nipple. “I love you, too!”
 
   She kissed him passionately, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. She pulled him on top of her, spreading her thighs for him. She was wet, ready to be fucked. She didn't have to share him any longer with that damn Genie.
 
   What are you doing, Christy? The memory of Aaliyah's fearful words reared up in her mind.
 
   Don't think about her! You have Kyle! Don't think about what Ms. Franklin is doing to her! Ms. Franklin said draining the Genie won't kill her, just rob her of her annoying powers.
 
   Kyle entered her; pleasure washed through her, drowning out the guilt.
 
   She kissed him, writhing her body against him as he pumped in her. A furnace burned inside her, growing hotter and hotter as he plunged in and out of her. She gasped and panted, inhaled their musk. She was distantly aware of the concubines fucking each other, all her attention focused on Kyle.
 
   Her Kyle.
 
   She ran her hands along his muscular back, enjoying his muscles rippling beneath her fingers. His strong hands roamed her body, rolling her nipples, sliding along her hips, stroking her cheeks. His face hovered over hers, dark, almond-shaped eyes full of lust and love. She ran a hand up and cupped his stubbled cheek and ran fingers through his dark hair.
 
   “I love you, Kyle!” she moaned
 
   “Always!” he grunted. “I'll always love you!”
 
   Her orgasm built, growing closer and stronger.
 
   “Nothing could stop me loving you, Christy!”
 
   She erupted. Her pussy spasmed on his cock, massaging him as she quaked in his strong arms. He drove harder and harder into her, his rock-hard shaft kept her orgasm shaking through her. She pulled him tight, moaning into his strong lips.
 
   His passion exploded into her. Strong jets of cum flooded her pussy. Kyle pumped a few more times, then collapsed on her. His body pleasantly heavy on hers. Warm, strong, secure. She had nothing to be afraid of, nothing to worry about...
 
   What are you doing, Christy?
 
   Her body shook as the guilt came screaming back up inside her.
 
   “What's wrong?” Kyle gasped. “Christy?”
 
   She couldn't stop her tears. Kyle hugged her tighter. She sobbed into his neck. How could she tell him about her guilt. I sent one of your loves to have her powers drained, and wiped your mind because I'm a selfish bitch! 
 
   “Tell me, Christy?”
 
   Tell him how you sent Aaliyah to her death!
 
   But I didn't! They'll just steal her powers.
 
   Right, because Ms. Franklin can be trusted.
 
   She pushed down those dark thoughts, telling herself over and over that Aaliyah would just be a normal girl from now on. Kyle was all hers. She made this sacrifice, she could live with the consequences so long as she had him. Her tears dried up, and she clung to her love and let him stroke her dark hair and whisper his compassion into her ears.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Wednesday, January 22nd
 
   Kyle woke up alone. That's not right. Where are Christy, Fatima, and Aaliyah? 
 
   He sat up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and frowned. Who is Aaliyah? And why would Fatima be in bed with us? “Christy,” he murmured.
 
   “Hey,” she answered. He found her sitting on his computer chair wrapped in a blanket and staring out the window.
 
   “What's wrong?” he asked her softly, stepping across the concubines sleeping on pillows on the floor. 
 
   “I just couldn't sleep,” she answered. A soft, yellow light from a neighbors porch light lit her face up. She looked haggard.
 
   “Did you get any sleep?” Kyle asked her.
 
   She shrugged.
 
   “C'mon. There's still an hour before we have to be up.” He grabbed her hand and led her to the bed, pulling her down next to him. “I'll hold you, try to get some sleep.”
 
   She smiled wanly at him. He watched her lie there, her face relaxing as she slipped into sleep. She woke up gasping a few minutes later. Her face was pale, and he could feel the sweat breaking out of her body as she trembled.
 
   “Shh, it was just a nightmare,” he whispered to her.
 
   “I'm sorry,” she cried into his chest. “I'm so sorry.”
 
   “It's okay, Christy. It's okay. The nightmare's gone.”
 
   “Aaliyah,” she whispered. “I'm sorry, it had to be this way.”
 
   Who is Aaliyah? he wondered.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Aaliyah was growing weaker. It was getting harder and harder to fend off the silvery leaches. The witches worked the spell in turns, chanting, relieving each other every few hours. The Djinn was curled into a ball, hugging herself, and praying for Kyle to come and save her. He had to come. He loved her. He must be tearing the world apart to find her.
 
   A silvery light tried to attach to her body. She concentrated her will, and forced it away. Another damned silvery appendage replaced it, and another, and another. 
 
   Hope was all that kept her going. Kyle will save me! She kept glancing at the door, hoping Kyle would burst in with Earthbones, the magical sword she had gifted him, and chastise these witches for daring to lay hands on the wife of such an important man!
 
   But it had to be soon. Once her will failed, her powers would quickly be drained—and then her life would end. She would be nothing but dust blowing on the wind.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   “Where is Aaliyah?” Britney asked as she set her lunch tray at the table. Kyle's best friend frowned, her green eyes questing about behind thick glasses, her body remained still, like the surface of a calm lake.
 
   “Who?” Kyle asked. For a moment, a memory of a smiling, dusky-skinned, young woman appeared in his mind, then a sickly-sweet scent wafted it away. “Is she a new student?”
 
   Britney fixed her emerald eyes on him, still as a forest pool. She inhaled deeply, “Maidenhair,” she muttered. “And where is Christy?”
 
   “At home,” he answered. “She didn't sleep at all last night. She seemed...scared about something. I don't know what. She wouldn't tell me.”
 
   “Of course.” Britney sat down, her eyes becoming calm pools. “I should come over after school and make sure she is okay.”
 
   Kyle looked suspiciously at his friend. “I thought you didn't like Christy.”
 
   “It is not that I dislike her. It is that I am afraid she is going to hurt you.”
 
   “She'd never hurt me,” he dismissed. “So why do you want to see her?”
 
   “Aaliyah,” Britney answered.
 
   “Who is this Aaliyah?” he demanded. “Christy mentioned her name this morning.”
 
   But Britney ignored him, calmly eating her food while she read from a text book. Kyle sighed. Alexina set a green, plastic cafeteria tray in front of him loaded with food, while Carla plopped down on the other side of them. Looking miffed, Chyna sat down opposite from Kyle, then grinned and unbuttoned her blouse a bit, leaning over. Kyle's cock hardened as he looked at her ample tits almost falling out of her blouse.
 
   Kyle wished he could fool around at school, but he couldn't afford to get caught again. That thought tugged at his memory. Yesterday, he hadn't cared about getting caught when he had taken Carla behind the bleachers during gym and fucked her with... No, I fucked Carla alone, right?
 
   Then why did he remember fucking Carla while she ate out someone's pussy. He strained, but all he could remember was a sickly-sweet scent wafting through his mind. No. It had to have been just the two of us. And it had been very risky. I can't take chances like that right now!
 
   Kyle's resolved failed when he saw Toni Buckley walk by, her aura a light pink. Kyle tried not to think where his ability had come from, but for the last few days he could see women that desired to be dominated by a man. The more they wished it, the pinker their auras, and Toni really wished for it. She was also drop-dead gorgeous in her pleated blue-and-silver cheerleader's skirt and a blue, long-sleeved top with the schools mascot—a gray, charging ram—printed on the front. She had long, auburn hair caught in a ponytail, and flashing, green eyes.
 
   “Alexina and Carla,” he whispered, point at Toni. “Why don't you invite her to sit with me.”
 
   “Umm, she's scrumptious,” purred Carla, toying with a lock of her reddish-brown hair.
 
   “We'll get her, Master,” Alexina giggled.
 
   Britney looked up from her reading, and shook her head at Kyle.
 
   “What?” he asked her.
 
   “I promised your mother-in-law I would keep you out of trouble.”
 
   “Nothing's going to happen,” he dismissed. When did Britney speak to Christy's mother? She lives down in California.
 
   Alexina and Carla caught up to the cheerleader. Kyle didn't know what they said, but it involved a bit of giggling, and pointing at Kyle. Toni blushed, but didn't resist as the two concubines grabbed her arms and led the cheerleader to his table..
 
   “Hi,” he smiled, patting the seat next to him.
 
   “Hey, Kyle,” she muttered.
 
   She sat down; a sweet, fresh scent tickled his nose, and he leaned into her auburn hair and inhaled. A fruity shampoo. She squirmed, and he put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her next to him.
 
   “Aren't you just a hot piece of ass?” he asked.
 
   She blushed more. “I guess,” she whispered.
 
   “I want to make you one of my concubines, would you like that?” he asked her.
 
   She didn't answer, staring down at her food on her cafeteria tray.
 
   He leaned in, and whispered into her ear, “I want you to take off your panties.”
 
   “Right here?”
 
   “Right here, right now, slut.”
 
   Alexina giggled on the other side of Toni. “You should do what he says, or he'll spank you.” She placed her hand on Toni's thigh. “I bet your ass will look so pretty after it's been spanked.”
 
   “He wouldn't really spank me?” Toni squeaked. “Right?”
 
   “He would,” Alexina answered, sliding her hand higher up Toni's thigh, disappearing beneath her skirt. “And we'd all watch and get so horny. So please, don't do what he says.”
 
   “And after he's done spanking you,” Chyna purred, “we'd all kiss your red ass to make you feel better.”
 
   Toni looked around. The cafeteria was full of students talking, yelling, eating, joking around. But no one seemed to be looking at their table. She lifted her ass off the bench and reached beneath her skirt, pulling down the blue cheerleading spankies and a pair of frilly, pink panties. She slipped them down her legs and over her shoes. Kyle snatched her panties and held them to his nose. She smelled tangy.
 
   “Her crotch is wet,” he said, holding the panties up so his concubines could see. Britney wrinkled her nose, and buried her face deeper into her book.
 
   “Kyle, you dog,” laughed his friend Corey as he walked by. “You are going to get so busted.”
 
   “I won't,” Kyle promised.
 
   “You have got to hook me up, man. You can't have every pretty girl in school.”
 
   “Try Aleah,” Kyle said, flashing his friend a grin. “She's looking for a guy to take her in hand. Trust me.”
 
   “Cool. Well, I'll let you get into trouble with your ladies.” With a big grin on his face, Corey walked off to find a different table to eat lunch at.
 
   Kyle turned his attention back to Toni. He smiled when he saw Alexina's hand beneath her skirt. “She is so wet, master,” the concubine giggled, pulling out fingers damp with Toni's excitement. She sucked them into her mouth, savoring the cheerleader's flavor.
 
   “What a slut,” giggled Chyna, her breasts jiggling and seemed about to spill out of her blouse. “She'll fit right in.”
 
   Alexina shot her hand back between Toni's thighs. The cheerleader squealed and squirmed. Alexina's fingers came up damp again, and she held them out to Kyle. He sucked them into his mouth and enjoyed the cheerleader's nectar just as much as his concubine had.
 
   “You taste delicious,” he told her. “You're making my cock ache.”
 
   “I...okay,” Toni whispered. “Can I put my panties back on?”
 
   “Not yet.” Kyle cupped her chin, and kissed her lips. She didn't resist as he shoved his tongue into her mouth, moaning into his kiss. “I want you to be my concubine. If you want to be used by me, then slide beneath the table and suck my cock.”
 
   “You are supposed to be staying out of trouble,” Britney said without looking up. “This seems like quite a bit of trouble. You will be expelled if you get caught. How will you get into college then?”
 
   “Don't worry, we'll keep her hidden,” Carla promised. “Right girls?”
 
   Chyna and Alexina nodded. “We don't want Master getting in trouble, Britney.”
 
   “See, it'll be fine. You worry too much.”
 
   “Someone has to. You are far too blinded by the desires Aaliyah has awakened inside you.”
 
   “Who is Aaliyah?” Carla asked.
 
   “Would she make a good concubine?” wondered Chyna.
 
   “It does not matter who she is,” Britney answered. “All it matters is the changes that she has awakened you to, Kyle. You have forgotten about caution. You cannot get away with everything. You cannot give in to your desires every time a pretty girl makes your penis tumescent.”
 
   “Relax, Britney,” he grinned. “No one will notice.” He looked at Toni. “So, do you want to be my concubine or not?”
 
   Toni licked her lips, looking around at their classmates who were all talking and eating. She squirmed more, then she slid beneath the table.
 
   “What a slut!” Carla exclaimed. “She's perfect, Master.”
 
   Alexina and Carla slid next to him, leaning towards the table to block the sight of the auburn-haired coed unzipping his pants. Her breath was warm on his cock, and her tongue wet and rough as she licked up the shaft. She reached the tip, swirling her tongue about it, then kissed back down.
 
   “I bet she gives great head,” Chyna smiled. “All the cheerleaders are sluts for the football team.”
 
   “I heard they blew the entire team when they made it to the Championship,” Alexina chimed in.
 
   “Maybe if they waited until they actually won, our team wouldn't have gotten creamed,” Carla added. She looked down and hissed in annoyance. “Master said to suck his cock, not lick it, slut!” Carla grabbed the cheerleader's ponytail and hauled her up from the base of his cock, then shoved her mouth down his shaft.
 
   “Thank you, Carla,” he groaned. Carla beamed and he rewarded her with a kiss on the mouth.
 
   When he broke the kiss, he saw a professor approaching over his shoulder—Ms. Capello, his hot English professor. Adrenaline shot through Kyle; he tried to look natural, but his face burned, and sweat was breaking out on his forehead. He was sure he was going to get caught, and that just made the pressure in his balls increase. 
 
   Getting caught was such an exciting thrill.
 
   Ms. Capello's locked eyes with Kyle and gave him a smile, walking towards the table. Kyle tried to lean forward, resting his elbows on the lunch table. His eyes kept focused on his professor's impressive rack. She wore a low-cut, salmon blouse, and her double D's jiggled wonderfully; he couldn't have looked away if he wanted to.
 
   “Kyle,” she smiled, stepping up at his table. “And I see your harem is here.” She frowned, looking around. “I thought there were more girls.”
 
   “Christy's sick,” he answered.
 
   His balls were boiling. He gritted his teeth; not wanting to cum in front of his hot professor. She was gorgeous, tan skin and honey-brown hair that was the same shade as Britney's, only hers was carefully styled to fall in a curly mass around her head, accentuating her beautiful face, the complete opposite of his friend's unkempt mane.
 
   “I wanted to talk about your paper, do you have a minute?”
 
   “I...not really,” he groaned. Her tits were so fantastic, and Toni's mouth was so wonderful. He wanted his professors luscious mounds wrapped around his cock.
 
   “It's not up to your usual standards,” she continued. “I understand that you've married three different women, and that's added some pressures to your time, but college needs to come first.”
 
   Why did she have to say come?
 
   He bent over the table, his cock flooding Toni's hungry mouth. His fist clenched as he strained not to gasp and moan.
 
   “Are you okay?” Her hand rested on his shoulder; she leaned over and her heavy tits were almost in his face, straining her blouse. Her hand tightened. “What the hell is this?”
 
   Toni looked up at the professor, cum glistening on her lips. “Hi, Ms. Capello,” she winced. “Umm, I dropped my pen.”
 
   “I guess you didn't learn your lesson, Kyle,” she sighed. Her cheeks were flushed, and Kyle noticed for the first time that she had a pink aura. He hadn't been paying attention to whether any of his professor were submissive, focusing on his classmates instead. A possibility was born in his mind. “All of you, come with me. We're going straight to the Dean.” Her eyes lingered for a moment on his cock. “And put that away!”
 
   His concubines trembled as they stood up. Kyle handed Toni her panties and spankies back, and she quickly pulled them on, flushing deeply as Ms. Capello looked on. Then the professor marched the group out of the cafeteria.
 
   Corey shook his head, mouthing, “I told you.”
 
   Kyle gave his friend a confident wink.
 
   Ms. Capello marched the group out of the cafeteria and across the quad to the main building.
 
   “We're going up to my classroom, and you're going to wait there while I fetch the Dean. His office is too small to fit the lot of you.”
 
   Kyle nodded, grinning. Toni clung to his arm, shaking with fear. “It'll be okay,” he whispered. “I have a...”
 
   “And no talking!”
 
   They entered the main building, walking through the mostly empty hallways, past the rows of beige lockers, and climbed the staircase near the library to the second floor. Her English class was the second door on the right, and she pulled a key out of her skirt's pocket and unlocked her classroom, ushering them inside.
 
   Kyle let his concubines enter first, then he snagged his professor's arm. She froze in disbelief, staring at his hand. Her mouth worked, and she started to protest as he yanked her inside the classroom. “Lock the door,” he told her.
 
   “What?” Her brown eyes were wide, and her impressive bosom heaved.
 
   “I said to lock the door,” Kyle said, sounding firm as a rock. “You're not going to tell the Dean anything.”
 
   “Of course I am,” she whispered. “You're just making things worse for yourself, Kyle.”
 
   Chyna, the boldest of his concubines, hooked her arm around Toni, and whispered in the cheerleader's ear. The girl blushed, and let Chyna lead her farther into the classroom. Ms. Capello saw them, and blushed as they kissed.
 
   “You need to listen to me! I'm a professor!”
 
   “You're a woman that craves to be mastered,” Kyle stated. “And I'm going to be so masterful to you.”
 
   He groped her tit, delighting in the soft feel through her blouse. “Stop that, Kyle!”
 
   “Lock the door and submit to me.”
 
   “I won't,” she whispered, her voice trembling.
 
   “Yes, you will. You are going to reach into your skirt pocket, pull out your key, and lock the door. And then we're going to have some fun.”
 
   Her hand reached into her skirt pocket, the keys clinking as she pulled them out and locked the door.
 
   “I'm going to bend you over your desk, and fuck your cunt.”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “You want to be my slut, don't you?”
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “I love it when the students stare at me. It's why I wear such low-cut blouses.”
 
   “You've been dying for one us to have the balls to grasp what you've been offering?” He gave her tit a hard squeeze.
 
   “God, yes!”
 
   He let go of her tit and slapped her ass. “Then what are you waiting for?”
 
   His English professor scurried to her desk, her pleasantly plump rear writhing beneath her tight, charcoal skirt. She bent over, then reached behind her to hike up her skirt. Her ass was covered by a sheer pair of red panties, pressed so tight against her cunt it was obvious she shaved. She pulled them down and spread herself open. A pink tunnel winked at him as she writhed on the desk.
 
   “Fuck me!” she moaned. “I'm such a bad teacher! Every night I fuck myself with a vibrator pretending it's one of you hot, young studs reaming my pussy!”
 
   He walked over to his professor, pinching her ass. “No tan lines?”
 
   “I always tan naked at the salon!” she panted. “Please! I need your cock! I've been dying to do this!”
 
   “I know,” Kyle grinned. “I can always tell which women are the dirty little sluts that need to be taken in hand.”
 
   “You've changed so much,” she panted. “You've grown so confident and sexy. Is it because of Aaliyah?”
 
   “Who?” he frowned, pulling out his cock. Why was everyone talking about her? A sickly-sweet scent tickled his nose.
 
   “Your wi—” He speared her, a low moan cutting off her answer. “Oh, fuck! Pound my naughty cunt! I'm such a bad teacher! Make me cum and you'll get straight A's!”
 
   He gripped her hips, her cunt tight on his cock as he reamed her. He savored every inch of her spongy, hot flesh. Her ass jiggled as he slammed into her. She looked over her shoulder; her mouth wide with ecstasy.
 
   “We should form a study group!” Kyle grunted. “Me, my concubines, and Christy! We'll 'study' English long and hard!”
 
   “Umm, it does feel like that!”
 
   “That's your student's cock you're enjoying!”
 
   “I know!” she moaned. “I'm so baaad!”
 
   His concubines were moaning as loud as Ms. Capello, Toni perched on a chair as Chyna feasted on her twat, and Alexina and Carla on the floor scissoring their legs together. He wished Christy was here. And Aaliyah and Fatima.
 
   Who is Aaliyah?
 
   “Yes, yes! I'm cumming!” his professor moaned. “I'm cumming on my student's cock! So bad! I'm so fucking bad!”
 
   Her massaging pussy drove the Aaliyah question right out of his mind. He loved the feel of a cumming snatch wrapped about his pumping shaft. He sped up, balls full of cum slapping against her clit. His face clenched, his fingers dug into her hips, and he grunted. His balls spewed his load into her hungry sheath.
 
   “Oh, fuck,” she moaned. “Oh, fuck that was wonderful.”
 
   “What a bad professor you are,” Kyle grinned, his cock softening. He pulled out, and a glob of white cum dripped onto the floor.
 
   Ms. Capello glanced at the clock. “Darn. Lunch is almost over.” Then she looked at Kyle. “We can't tell anyone. I'll lose my job.” Fear crossed her face.
 
   Kyle stroked her face. “You're my secret slave, aren't you. My hidden concubine”
 
   She nodded. “Until you graduate.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Hurry, Kyle! Aaliyah chanted over and over in her mind.
 
   Her will was fading. She wasn't going to last much longer. The sun was sinking, the cabin darkening.
 
   Hurry, Kyle!
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Britney took the first seat on the public bus instead of sitting in the back with Kyle and his concubines. He frowned as the bus pulled away from the college's bus stop. She sat stiffly, almost on the edge of her seat. She wasn't even reading. He couldn't remember her ever seeming so agitated. Even when she was stressed over a big test, she never seemed to lose her calm.
 
   At a stop sign, he moved up the bus's aisle, ignoring the drivers yells, and sat down next to her.
 
   “What's wrong?”
 
   “I am just eager to see Christy,” she answered, her breath coming in quick, rapid intakes.
 
   “You seem really stressed.”
 
   “I am,” she answered as the bus slowed to the stop a block from his house, the doors squeaking open.
 
   Britney was up in a flash, striding to the doors and down the stairs before he could even react, moving at a brisk walk, practically a jog, down the sidewalk towards his house. Kyle followed after her, almost falling down the stairs, and had to run to catch up with his friend.
 
   “What has gotten into you!” he shouted when he caught up in front of his house.
 
   “Nothing!” she roared, her face angry like a storm-tossed sea, and she suddenly raced towards his house with a burst of speed, leaping up the steps and landing lightly on the porch.
 
   “Kyle!”
 
   He glanced away from his friend's strange athletic display and saw a young, Japanese woman waving at him. She was beautiful, with blue-black hair, and a very lithe body. She seemed to know him, though Kyle couldn't place who she was. Fumi, a faint voice whispered in his head, then was wafted away by a sickly-sweet scent.
 
   “Christy!” Britney growled. 
 
   There was a splintering crash. Kyle gaped; his best friend had just kicked in the front door of Faiza's house. He caught a momentary glance of Christy on the other side, a bunch of leaves clutched in one hand, and then Britney was on her and the two girls fell to the floor in a tangle of wild hair and limbs.
 
   “Shit!” Kyle raced to his house, taking the porch steps two at a time, and hurtled through the shattered door frame.
 
   Britney was atop Christy. His girlfriend was curled up in a ball to fend off Britney's wild attacks. He grabbed his friend, anger burning in him, and yanked her off his wife, heaving her to the right. She tumbled across the floor and came up in a low crouch. Her glasses had flown off, and her green eyes seemed to glow, growing into slits like a cat's eyes. Dark markings blossomed, striping across her face, and her bushy hair no longer seemed like a tangle of hair, but the mane of a magnificent beast.
 
   “Get away from her, Kyle!” she growled, fierce and feral.
 
   “What the fuck are you?” he demanded.
 
   Christy whimpered on the ground behind him, her face scratched. “Wh-what's going on, Kyle?”
 
   “Get away from her, Kyle,” his once friend-turned-monster slowly said. “She is dangerous!”
 
   “Really?” he demanded. “You could fool me! You need to get the fuck out of here, Britney. I'm not—”
 
   Britney leaped at him. He set himself, falling into a judo stance, and lashed out at her. She ducked his thrust and grabbed his arm. He tried to fend her off as she twisted, reaching out to seize her hand and pry her fingers off his arm. She pivoted and he was thrown across her hip, landing hard on his back.
 
   “Kyle!” Christy shrieked. “Help me.”
 
   Britney grabbed his wife by the throat. “Release your spell, witch!”
 
   Kyle struggled to his feet, coughing hoarsely as he struggled to regain his wind. Fatima flew in the door, and launched herself at Britney, screeching at the top of her lungs. Britney's hand lashed out, striking Fatima in the solar plexus, stopping his friend's charge dead. Fatima reeled back and crashed onto the floor, gasping for air.
 
   “You fucking bitch!” Kyle roared.
 
   “Stop, or I will break Christy's neck!” Britney growled, her eyes shining and her stripped face as fierce as a tiger's. “I can do it! You saw what I did to your door!”
 
   Kyle froze. Christy struggled on the floor, her face turning red. 
 
   “Why are you doing this?” A plaintive tone crept into his voice. He didn't understand; he had known Britney since they were kids. “Why, Britney?”
 
   “Release your spell, witch,” Britney hissed at Christy. “Or I will kill you!”
 
   A strangled gasp escaped Christy's lips. “Can't...breath...”
 
   “I will relax my grip for you to release the spell. But if you try to cast anything else...”
 
   Christy nodded; Britney relaxed her grip. Gasping, Christy spoke, “Goddess Hecate, lift the fog on the mind of all those in this house.”
 
   A clean breeze seemed to blow through his mind, driving away the sickly-sweet odor. He stumbled; Aaliyah was reborn in his mind, the memory of her dusky face smiling up at him as she materialized on his bedroom floor, joyous at finally being freed from her lamp. And not just Aaliyah was restored to him, but his love for Fatima and Fumi surged through him, a burning wind of desire. He stumbled, catching himself on the door.
 
   He looked at Christy. She made me forget...why? Then the panic he had felt last night crashed into him. Aaliyah was missing. And Christy could cast spells. His eyes widened. “What did you do, Christy?” His heart beat faster. His stomach tied in knots. “What did you do to her?”
 
   “I...” Tears brimmed in her eyes. “She stole you from me, Kyle!”
 
   “Stole?” His heart shattered in his chest. “Who? Aaliyah?”
 
   “Yes! You were all mine and then she came!”
 
   “She didn't steal me! She loved me! And I stilled loved you. We were still together.”
 
   “I loved you, Kyle! You were mine! I was yours! We didn't need the others! We were happy!”
 
   “So you...what?” Kyle struggled to understand what she did to him. “You did something to me! What?”
 
   “I cast a spell.” Tears leaked out of her hazel eyes. “I made you forget.”
 
   “She is a witch,” Britney answered. She let go of Christy, and Kyle noticed the stripes fading from her face. “She serves the dark Goddess Hecate.”
 
   Christy flinched at the disgust in Britney's words. “I didn't know what I was getting into. I...I swore an oath. I need the power to save my mom. And then my coven mistress ordered us to find the Djinn.”
 
   Panic pushed down the betrayal. “What did you do with Aaliyah? Did you kill her?”
 
   Christy shook her head. “No. I just...I captured her, and handed her over to my coven.”
 
   “To drain her?” Britney asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Drain her of what? Her blood?”
 
   “Her power,” Christy answered. “I'm sorry, Kyle. I swore oaths. And when I found out...” Her face tightened, anger blossoming. “Did you really just expect me to share you? We were dating first! I shouldn't have to share you! That's not the way love works! ”
 
   “And casting some spell on me is?” he roared back. “And handing over someone I care about to be drained.” His eyes widened. “Fuck! Is draining her going to hurt her?”
 
   “Just make her human,” Christy answered. “She'll be fine.”
 
   “No, she will not,” Britney answered. “The Djinn's power is her life. Once it is drained, she will return to dust.”
 
   Christy gasped, stumbling back in horror. “No. That's not what...”
 
   “Why didn't you just say something, Christy?” Kyle demanded. “Why did you make me think you were okay with all of this. We could have talked this over. We could have found a way. You didn't have to wipe my memory and capture Aaliyah!”
 
   She looked up at him, her face quivering, tears running down her cheek. “You made it clear that I had to share you or lose you! You didn't care about my feelings! You just wanted to fuck any woman that got your dick hard, and I just had to live with that!”
 
   “But Chyna?” Kyle frowned. “You didn't care about me and Chyna. I thought—”
 
   “A spell was cast on you, Kyle! You couldn't help wanting her! My damn coven leader's been trying to break us up and she enchanted you and Chyna.” Christy shuddered. “The bitch wants me as her...lover. The things she makes me do...”
 
   “Shit!” Kyle cursed, trying to think. Aaliyah was in danger. Christy's reason for her betrayal didn't matter right now. “Where is Aaliyah? Where is she?”
 
   “A cabin,” Christy answered. “Near Eatonville. 24509 Timber Road.” She reached out towards him. “I'm sorry, Kyle. I just...I love you so much. I didn't know she'd die. I just wanted you to myself.”
 
   He withdrew. “I...fuck, Chasity. I can barely stand to look at you right now! How can I trust you? And if Aaliyah dies...” His fist clenched and he leveled her a flinty look. “Goddamn it! What am I supposed to do about this?”
 
   “I'm sorry, Kyle,” she sobbed. “Please!”
 
   Anger burned inside him. His body was tensed, wanting to lash out. It was like trying to contain an avalanche. Fear, anger, hatred, love, betrayal crashed inside him. He couldn't think. He didn't know what to do with Christy. How could he forgive her? How could he still love her?
 
   “Forgive me, Kyle! Please! I can't lose you!”
 
   “How?” he roared. “How can I possibly forgive you? You sent Aaliyah to her death!” That fact hit him in the gut. He stumbled back. “Oh, god, you sent her to her death. Fuck, Christy. How could you do that?” He didn't try to hide his disgust.
 
   Christy gave a single, ragged sob, then fled out of the living room. He didn't stop her.
 
   The room was silent for a moment, and then Fatima dropped the weapons Aaliyah had given Kyle on the coffee table with a loud clatter. He hadn't even noticed his wife leave. “We can deal with the bitch later!” Fatima shot the retreating Christy a glare full of fire. “We need to save Aaliyah now!”
 
   Kyle grabbed the katana. Earthbones. It felt right in his grip. Steady as the Earth, as violent as an avalanche. Fatima picked up the yari, flames dancing on its long, straight blade. Two other weapons lay on the table, a curved dagger inlaid with blue metal and a shortbow, it's wooden arms embedded with a green metal.
 
   Britney frowned, and leaned in, picking up the dagger. The dagger glowed with a watery, blue light, enveloping the entire weapon. It flowed, rippling, and transformed into a long, triangular blade held in her clenched fist, rising up from her knuckles. Kyle recognized it as a katar, a punching dagger. 
 
   Britney grinned like a cat. “Waterclaw. What a masterful weapon. I would be honored to wield it, Kyle.”
 
   “You're coming?” Kyle blinked.
 
   “Of course. I swore to protect you. I can hardly do that if I remain behind.” She paused. “Besides, I like Aaliyah. She is quite proper.”
 
   Swore to protect me? He was about to ask, when another figure entered the room, moving with an airy grace. Fumi's lily-scented perfume wafted into his nose, stirring desires within him. It took Kyle a moment to remember why she was here. We were supposed to go on a date tonight. He didn't even know how to explain this to her. “Fumi, um, I don't think this is a good time.”
 
   She smiled at him as she reached down and picked up the bow. The weapon glowed a deep green and lights swirled about the bow, growing and elongating in her astonished grip. When the glow faded, she held a yumi, the Japanese asymmetrical longbow.
 
   “What a graceful weapon,” she cooed. “Windfeather.” She drew the string back, an arrow made of green wood materialized. “You are a very interesting man, Kyle. Let's go save this Aaliyah. I so dearly want to meet the other women in your life.”
 
   


  
 

~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   A raven watched Kyle's house, perched on a power line. It had been observing the house for the last two days, ever since its Master had bid it to watch and wait. A car departed, carrying away four humans clutching powerful talismans, each stinking of a different element. The raven took flight, its Master needed to be informed.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   “What are you, Britney?” Kyle asked as he started his mother-in-law's Ford Taurus. He had been forbidden to drive Faiza's car, but this was an emergency, and he really could care less if it would get him in more trouble with his mother-in-law. Aaliyah was in danger.
 
   “A Rakshasa.”
 
   “A what?” He put the car into reverse, backing out of the driveway.
 
   “It's a monster from India,” piped in Fatima.
 
   Britney tangled mass of brown hair bristled. “I am not a monster.”
 
   “Oh, right. Sorry.”
 
   “Apology accepted, Fatima. My kind have lived in India, and other places. We are feline shapeshifters. Warriors. We blend in with the native populations of humans.”
 
   “That's why you're White and not Indian?” Kyle asked as the GPS blared out instructions to get to the cabin Aaliyah was being held at.
 
   “Yes,” Britney nodded.
 
   So my best friend is a Rakshasa. And why not? I married a Genie. This isn't any bigger of a stretch “Britney, you said you swore to protect me.”
 
   “My kind has a...compulsion. We seek out strong individuals to serve and protect. We are the finest bodyguards in the world.”
 
   “And you think I'm one of these...strong individuals?”
 
   “Of course. I sensed it the day we met. I have devoted myself to protecting you, waiting for the day that your greatness would be revealed.” She flashed him a smile. “I am so glad to see we are on the cusp of that day.”
 
   “And your mothers...they're both Rakshasa?”
 
   “Only Abigail,” Britney answered. “Though they both are my parents.”
 
   “But their both women?” Fatima gasped. “You have a dad out there, somewhere, right? You know, whatever sad sack jacked off at the sperm bank your parents used.”
 
   “No. My specie is hermaphroditic.”
 
   That sounded familiar. Something he learned in biology?
 
   “You're a futanari?” Fumi asked. She was so quiet, Kyle had almost forgotten his Japanese girlfriend was in the car.
 
   “That is a word for it,” Britney answered, her tangled hair bristling.
 
   Kyle felt his cheeks reddened. He knew that word from 4chan.
 
   “What is that?” Fatima frowned. “It's Japanese, right?”
 
   “She has a penis,” Fumi answered, her words smoky and her lily perfume filled Kyle's nose, setting his heart pounding.
 
   “Oh,” Fatima whispered. Kyle could see her eyes widened in the rear-view mirror, and a mischievous grin exploded across her face. “Does it work, Britney?”
 
   “Both of my sexual organs are fully functional.”
 
   Fully functional, huh? No wonder she wears baggy sweats all the time, Kyle thought.
 
   “Wow,” Fatima whispered. “Full functional, huh. So you jill your pussy and jack your cock?”
 
   “Of course. I am a young woman. I have the same bursting hormones as any pubescent human. Though I have more self-control than some young men I know.”
 
   Kyle let that slide. “So you seem to know about witches and covens? What can we expect?”
 
   “Familiars, spirits, glamours, and enchantments,” Britney answered.
 
   “What is this, a D&D campaign?” Kyle muttered.
 
   “No. Familiar are animals controlled by the witch. They are often rats or ravens, but they can be any animal. And they also can be enhanced. Greater speed, greater strength, greater lethality. Spirits are elemental beings. The primal essences of the universe. The physical essences of Fire, Water, Earth, and Air; the emotional essences of Love, Anger, Joy, and Sadness; the Abstract essences of Life, Death, Light, and Darkness. Witches use prayers to one of a number of gods and goddesses, greater spirits than the lowly twelve, and these beings direct the appropriate, lesser spirits to perform the witches desire, creating glamours, geas, enchantments, or other types of spells. The coven that Christy is apart of serves Hecate, a goddess of dark magic and enchantments.”
 
   “So Christy used a spirit on me?” Kyle asked.
 
   “In effect. She prayed to Hecate, and the goddess directed the spirit to perform Christy's desire. I would surmise an Elemental of Darkness was used to hide your memory.”
 
   “How are we supposed to fight that?”
 
   Britney held up her katar, a triangular-bladed punching knife, the metal inlaid with a shiny, blue material. The katar—like Kyle's katana, Fatima's spear, and Fumi's bow—had come from Aaliyah and had shaped themselves to fit their wielder's fighting style. Kyle's katana had originally been a scimitar and the katar had been a curved, Arabic dagger. “Waterclaw appears to be a talisman attuned to the spirits of Water. I would hazard a guess that I could control these spirits, with the proper practice.”
 
   “Yeah, Aaliyah mentioned that.”
 
   Britney turned around, fixing her eyes on Fumi. “I think it is time you revealed what you are hiding. I can smell the pheromones you are exuding.”
 
   Fumi's face paled.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Christy fled the living room; fled Kyle.
 
   What have I done? Tears flowed hot down her cheeks. I cast a spell on him! I sent Aaliyah to her death!
 
   I'm a worm. A filthy thing.
 
   She burst out of the back door and into Kyle's backyard. A single, large chestnut tree grew nearby. She collapsed before it, the dark soil cold against her knees. Her tears fell like rain. I sent Aaliyah to her death. I don't deserve Kyle.
 
   Christy sobbed beneath the tree as the sun sank, and darkness fell upon the backyard. The wind picked up, chilling her body. She didn't care. She deserved to suffer. To freeze.
 
   “Why did I ever join the coven?” she whispered to herself.
 
   She had been seduced by their promise of healing her mother. And it had worked, her mother's ovarian cancer had gone into remission. Only after she had sworn her oaths to Hecate and Ms. Franklin did she learn the true cost of power, and she had been trapped, reduced to being a plaything for Ms. Franklin's perverse desires.
 
   And now she had betrayed the coven as well as Kyle, revealing one of their strongholds and the location of Aaliyah. She had thrown everything away. Christy could not wait for her punishment. She deserved it for what she did blinded by jealous love.
 
   If I ever betray the coven, may Hecate's daughter drive me to madness and death.
 
   The wind picked up, a faint, chittering sound carried to her. She jumped, looking around the yard. The air warped, something slithered down the fence. Almost invisible, distorting the air like the sun beating down an asphalt road. Only it was January and the sun was setting behind gray clouds.
 
   Erinyes had arrived to punish her.
 
   She stared at the distortion. “I'm sorry, Aaliyah!” she screamed into the wind, somehow hoping the Djinn could hear her. Her eyes closed, and she waited for Erinyes to end her life.
 
   Are you sorry? a new, warm breath whispered in her ear.
 
   “I am!”
 
   The wind swirled between Christy and the distortion.
 
   If you are sincerely penitent, then ask for my protection.
 
   The distortion chittered at the whirling wind in annoyance, “She is mine! She has betrayed my mother. Step aside!”
 
   The wind howled faster, whipping up fallen leaves.
 
   “Who are you?” Christy asked.
 
   Ishtar.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   “Are all the women in my life abnormal?” Kyle muttered to himself.
 
   “I'm normal!” Fatima exclaimed
 
   “You're not secretly some sort of succubus?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “I need to know what you are, Fumi,” Britney continued. “I must know if you poise a threat to Kyle.”
 
   “I do not pose a threat to him,” Fumi whispered, her voice wavering with uncertainty. “I love him. I am a Yuki-onna. A...um...succubus, as you would say in English.”
 
   Britney bristled. “Pose no threat? If Kyle ever has vaginal intercourse with you, he will die.”
 
   “What?” Kyle blinked.
 
   “No, he won't!” Fumi retorted, swelling up like an angry thunderhead. “He's the one man for me. I just know it! He will be able to survive my full embrace!”
 
   “I am?” Kyle had no idea what was going on.
 
   “He is not!” Britney's words exploded out of her lips like the surf crashing into the cliff. “You would kill him if he ever spilled his seed inside your vaginal canal. He cannot be the one man for you.”
 
   “Yes, he is!” Fumi hissed back. “I know it!”
 
   “Jesus, I almost finished in your pussy Saturday night! Are you saying...?”
 
   “Yes!” Britney hissed, while Fumi gasped, “No!”
 
   “I'm confused,” muttered Fatima. 
 
   “So am I,” Kyle nodded.
 
   “She is a creature that feeds off men's vital energy,” Britney answered. “I am sure you have seen how she desires your semen.”
 
   “Yeah. She even orgasms when I cum in her mouth.”
 
   “And it doesn't kill him,” Fumi pointed out. “If we go slow, work ourselves up to 'vaginal intercourse', Kyle will be fine.”
 
   “But last Saturday...”
 
   Fumi blushed. “I lost control. My pheromones overwhelmed you. If Christy had not called...”
 
   Kyle shivered.
 
   “But once we've had enough anal and oral sex, you will be able to survive. You will have grown accustomed to my body's hungers.”
 
   “No, he will not,” Britney objected. “Kyle is not one hundred percent Japanese. He could not possibly be your match!”
 
   Tears welled up in Fumi's face. “He has to be. I love him! I can feel it inside me.”
 
   “He is not, Fumi.” Britney's voice softened. “I am sorry.”
 
   The succubus shuddered for a moment, then calmed herself, forcing down her emotions. “I do love him. I would never hurt him.”
 
   “Then stay away from him,” Britney answered. “Your love is doomed..”
 
   Her emotions overcame Fumi again for a moment before she regained her composure. “That's not important,” she said, wiping the tears from her olive cheeks. “We can deal with this later. We must save your other love, Kyle.”
 
   “So there's no way Fumi and I can be together?” Kyle asked Britney, not ready to drop this yet.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Fuck! Aaliyah may be dead, Christy's stabbed me in the back, and now you're telling me I can't be with Fumi either!”
 
   “Life is seldom fair.”
 
   “Fuck!”
 
   “What about Niqualmie?” Fatima piped in.
 
   Britney frowned, adjusting her glasses. 
 
   “Isn't that some Native America folktale?” Kyle asked
 
   “Yes.” Britney answered. “She is a powerful spirit that dwells upon Mount Rainier. Perhaps she could help you discover a way to be together.”
 
   Hope blossomed in Fumi's face. “Who is this Niqualmie?”
 
   “She's like an oracle, or a spirit,” Fatima explained. “The Puyallup Indians have a story about her. Once, a boy and girl were from feuding villages, but they loved each other. So the girl went up Mount Rainier and begged Niqualmie for help. The spirit found the girl's love to be pure, so she gave her a series of tasks to perform that would make the two villages become friends. She spent several seasons accomplishing many difficult feats. Finally, she did it, and through her actions, the two villages became friends again and she married her love.”
 
   “Niqualmie is an elemental of love,” Britney answered. “A powerful spirit. If your love is pure, and your determination great, she could help you. Seek her at Paradise upon the slopes of Mount Rainier. You must risk much to summon her, exposing yourself to the fierce winter of the mountain and lie naked in the snow. Only on the cusp of death will Niqualmie approach you.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Celestite's cell phone rang.
 
   She cursed, breaking her gaze from the circle and the Djinn bitch weakly fighting against the spell's silvery appendages. She strode across the cabin to her purse, and fished out her cell phone. She froze when she saw the caller ID.
 
   “Master,” she breathed, her stomach churning.
 
   “Have you drained the Djinn yet?” His voice was cold, grating.
 
   She froze. How did he know? “Not yet,” she carefully answered. “I was waiting to have the task completed before informing you,” she lied. Sweat broke out across her forehead. “I know how you hate to be disturbed over trivial matters.”
 
   “You have always been so thoughtful, Celestite.”
 
   He must be watching me. Celestite decided that it didn't matter. Once she drained the Djinn, she could destroy her Master and take his position. He stood high in Hecate's circle and she itched to have his power.
 
   “Kyle Unmei and three others are seeking to rescue the girl. They have elemental talismans. Be ready. Do not lose my Djinn. I will not overlook that indiscretion.”
 
   Her knees buckled. He knows I plan to betray him. And he doesn't care. Is he really that powerful? “I won't, Master. I have plenty familiars to guard us.”
 
   The phone went dead.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   “Turn left on gravel road, one-half mile ahead,” the robotic GPS voice chimed.
 
   There was a break in the thick trees ahead, a gravel road disappearing into the evergreens. Kyle slowed the car. They were close, only a mile away, and fear squeezed his heart harder and harder. Please be alive, Aaliyah!
 
   He took the turn, gravel kicking up in a spray. The road was narrow, twisting, and his car bounced up and down as he raced down it. The dark trees swayed, lit by his headlights. The sun had set almost an hour ago, and the thick brush seemed to swallow light. The road took a hard right, the car sliding on the gravel as Kyle slammed his breaks and fishtailed around the corner. 
 
   Fatima let out an exhilarated whoop, bouncing in the back. “Let's go! I'm ready to kick some skank witch's ass!”
 
   Kyle slid around another turn, driving far more reckless than he ever had in his life. There was a straightaway and a distant cabin, glowing softly silver. He floored it; the engine roared and the car bounced down the road, hurtling towards a wooden bridge crossing a ravine.
 
   “The bridge! Stop!” Britney shouted.
 
   Kyle saw it. “Shit!” He slammed on the brakes.
 
   The middle of the bridge was gone, leaving splintered edges. The brake peddle pulsed as the car slid down the gravel. They were going too fast. The rumble of tires on gravel turned to the screech of wood on rubber. The car skidded to the left, aiming at one of the bridge's support beams.
 
   Metal crashed. Airbags exploded. White smoke filled the car. Pain flared across Kyle's chest, the seat belt digging into his ribs. Panic filled him, the car was on fire. He struggled to move, to unbuckle his seat belt, when he realized the smoke poured out of the airbags.
 
   “Damn,” Fatima muttered.
 
   “Is anyone injured?” Britney asked, far too calm.
 
   “I'm fine,” Kyle groaned. “Fumi?”
 
   She said something in Japanese. “I'm all right. I bit my lip.”
 
   Kyle finally unbuckled his seat belt and almost fell out of the car. The front end was crumpled, and he could smell radiator fluid cooking on the engine block. More of the sickly-sweet, green liquid dripped down onto the wooden bridge.
 
   “I thought you were a better driver,” groaned Fatima, crawling out the backseat.
 
   “The bridge is out,” Kyle answered. 
 
   Fatima blinked when she saw the hole. “Shit.”
 
   Britney stood at the edge of the hole, peering down into the ravine. The sides were steep, covered in thick, green ferns, and a brook babbled at the bottom. It didn't look easy to climb down, especially in the dark.
 
   “We'll have to go around it or something!” Kyle looked up and down the ravine. It was steep and choked with ferns, a brook babbling in its dark depths. “Fuck, that's not going to be easy.”
 
   Britney shook her head, then stepped off the broken edge of the bridge
 
   Kyle's cry ended in a strangled grunt. Britney floated in thin air. He frowned; it was more like she was standing on thin air.
 
   “A glamour,” Britney answered. “The bridge is not really out. If you look, you can see pine needles and other debris resting on its surface.”
 
   “Then we have our way across,” Fumi nodded, opening up his trunk and retrieving her bow. It was a yumi, a Japanese longbow made of a dark wood inlaid with a bright, green metal that seemed to flex with the limbs. Unlike most bows, a yumi had an asymmetrical grip, the bottom of the bow's limbs shorter than the top.
 
   “Let's go and make these witches pay!” Fatima grinned, gripping her yari, a spear tipped with a long, straight blade. The blade was three feet long and set with a pattern of red metal; the haft was tall as his wife, made of the same dark wood as Fumi's bow. Fatima pulled out his katana from the trunk, and threw it to him. Earthbones seemed to vibrate in his hands and it reminded Kyle of nothing more than a dog's energetic tail wagging. It's happy to be wielded by me.
 
   “Let's save Aaliyah!” he declared, drawing the beautiful blade from its sheath.
 
   Kyle stepped up to the illusion of the gap, took a deep breath, and stepped forward. Even seeing Britney do the same thing, didn't make it any less terrifying. His foot touched solid, if invisible, wood. Swallowing, he took another step, and another. It was easier to look ahead.
 
   Fatima raced by, completely unconcerned, her feet pounding on unseen wood. She reached the gravel road, turning around, grinning. It was all a game to Fatima.
 
   The bear rose up out of the brush behind her. Big, brutish, topping ten feet tall. Its eyes glowed bright red. Claws swiped at Fatima. She just smiled, unaware that a massive paw tipped with gleaming claws raked down at her.
 
   Green streaked by Kyle, trailing a wind that rustled his clothing. The arrow embedded in the bear and erupted in a gale that blew Fatima onto her hands and knees. The bear's swipe missed his wife. It roared in pain, flinching from the green shaft embedded in its chest. A second arrow whizzed past, scraping across the bear's skull. It bellowed, landing on its front legs and charged the bridge.
 
   Britney leaped out of the way, black strips forming on her face as she hissed. Fatima scrambled to her feet, the tip of her yari trailing a tongue of red flame. Kyle took a deep breath, focusing and falling into a stance, katana held high two-handed grip. He would get one swing, and he'd need every ounce of strength to fell the beast.
 
   Sharp claps clattered on wood, the bridge groaning beneath the awkward gait of the bear. Red eyes fixed behind Kyle—on Fumi. Wind rushed past. Green flashed by. Another arrow embedded in the shaggy beast's shoulder. It didn't even flinch.
 
   “Kyle!” Fatima shouted, charging the beast from behind.
 
   He could smell its fetid breath, and feel the heat of its growl. Kyle roared, focusing all his energy, his kai, into his stroke. Earthbones flared golden, bathing the bridge in truth. Wood appeared beneath his feet, the glamour broken by the reality of stone.
 
   Kyle swung.
 
   His sword bit into the bear's shoulder, driving deep into its chest. Far deeper than it should have, cleaving through thick hide, tough sinew, and heavy bones. Blood splashed warm and salty on his face, then the hulk slammed into him. Breath whooshed, the world tumbled around him. Wood rushed up and a painful thud shot through him.
 
   He rolled, gasping for air, staring up at the dark sky. Fumi knelt at his head, her beautiful face twisted with concern. She grabbed his hand; he squeezed.
 
   “I'm fine,” he wheezed.
 
   “You killed it!” she whispered.
 
   Fatima stood over him, grinning. “Goddamn, that was awesome!”
 
   “We do not have time,” Britney stated. “If the car crash did not alert them, then surely the bear's roar did.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   It was getting so hard to find the energy to keep the light at bay. No matter how many she pushed back, more silvery leaches kept coming. She forced her will to lash out. I have to hold on! I have to give Kyle a chance! 
 
   “He killed the bear, Celestite,” Onyx whispered. “He killed the fucking bear with a single swing of his sword!”
 
   “And that glow,” Opal hissed. “He dispelled my glamour.”
 
   Was that panic in their voices? Hope blossomed in Aaliyah's breast. She drove back the leaches with renewed effort. Kyle was here! He's come to save me!
 
   Five of the witches crowded at crystal ball that shown with silver light. The ball was between the thighs of coffee-skinned Garnet, drawing off the sexual energy leaking from her pussy. Jade was the only witch not with them, she stood at the circle, maintaining the spell trying to siphon away her powers.
 
   Hope blossomed within Aaliyah. Kyle was coming!
 
   “Tourmaline, do you still have that spirit bound?” Ms. Franklin, their leader, asked the honey-blonde girl.
 
   “The Maniae?” She could hear fear tinging the tanned witch's voice. “I do.”
 
   “Unleash it. Opal, Onyx, send the other bear familiars out. I want Kyle and his bitches crushed and those talismans recovered!”
 
   “Yes, Celestite!” the coed witches quailed.
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   A new bear charged out of the brush at Britney. The Rakshasa nimbly side-stepped the charging hulk like the sea parting before the prow of a ship. Black stripes darkened her face, and she hissed and punched with her katar. The triangular blade sank into the bear's flank; blood spurted and the hulk stumbled. Fatima roared and rammed the straight blade of her yari deep into creature's skull.
 
   More bestial roars filled the night air and more hulks moved through the shadowed underbrush. Kyle's back ached, bruised from impacting the bridge, but he pushed the pain down and readied himself to face these new attackers. Green arrows flashed, zipping at the shapes. Brush rustled, burst of wind throwing debris into the air. Fur rose before him, his sword flashed. Hot blood and pained growls filled the air.
 
   Kyle was not about to let these creatures, twisted by the witches spells, kill him. Or kill his friend and lovers. The bear drew back, its right foreleg useless. It raised up on its hind legs, compelled by magic to keep fighting, and lifted its left forepaw. Thick, sharp claws glinted. There was no time to be afraid and worry about those claws ripping into his flesh.
 
   Bellowing his kai, focusing his strike. He sheared through the thick, raised foreleg. The beast bellowed in agony, collapsing on the ground as arterial blood pumped quickly out. It struggled to rise; Kyle reversed his blade and thrust down, putting the poor beast out its misery.
 
   Fatima screamed her kai, thrusting with her yari at another bear. Her stabs seemed wild, undisciplined, but Kyle could see her flowing through her forms, the blade stabbing into the bears chest and shoulders, driving the beast back. Britney danced around her bear, flowing gracefully, and lashing out with her katar.
 
   He scanned the clearing before the cabin. A hulk charged past him, two green arrows sprouting out of its shoulder. Fumi stood her ground calmly, drawing her bow back, an arrow forming green out of thin air, and releasing. The bear didn't flinch. Anger and fear surged in Kyle, and he roared. Power surged in his sword. 
 
   “Fumi!”
 
   He didn't understand what he did, but somehow he reached through his sword into the ground. He felt a boulder, one of the Earth's bones, and commanded it to rise. The ground rumbled and bowed. Dirt fountained and the boulder thrust up in the bear's path. The charging bear looked its forelegs, but it was too late. The heavy beast slammed into the boulder, bones cracking.
 
   Kyle ran towards the staggered bear. He hacked into the bear's flank, bringing the beast down. It struggled on the ground, and Kyle dispatched it.
 
   “How did you do that?” Fumi asked; she smelled so wonderful. Kyle fought down his ardor.
 
   “The sword,” he answered.
 
   “Right,” she nodded.
 
   “Kyle!” Fatima shouted. He glanced at his wife. She pointed at the cabin.
 
   Someone had stepped out of the cabin. A naked, young woman her skin spray-tan orange and her dirty-blonde hair glowed as it was backlit by the cabin. Kyle knew her from college. Sable Purcell. He had shared English with her last semester. She threw something.
 
   The object was red, glinting in the air. It was a gem, its faceted sides catching the dim light, and landed with a thud on the ground. Red, angry light exploded from the gem and a wave of hatred washed over Kyle. A cloud of scarlet hovered in the air, then it contracted. Long, thin limbs grew about a scaly body. A head, triangular shaped, ended with thick mandibles like some monstrous ant. It hissed, swelling larger and larger, until the monster stood over the height of the cabin.
 
   “What is your command, Mistress,” it spat out in a hissing voice. A chorus of screams accompanied the hiss, chanting, “HATE, HATE, HATE!” Over and over, battering Kyle's ears.
 
   “Kill them,” Sable commanded, “and bring me their talismans.”
 
   Its scaly fists clenched, then it swung at Kyle and Fumi. It was so fast, and Kyle tried to make his body move. A wind burst around him, the currents lifting his body and pulling him and Fumi out of the way. A boom resounded as the fist crashed into the ground where they had stood, rents furrowing the hard-packed dirt.
 
   The wind flew him across the ground, his stomach lurching and his body twisting. It set him down gently twenty feet away, Fumi alighting next to him. Her almond-shaped eyes were wide with shock and she stared at her bow in amazement.
 
   “Nice,” Kyle grinned at her.
 
   “I just did it,” she whispered.
 
   “HATE, HATE, HATE!” The chorus screeched louder as monster turned on Kyle. “I will crush your bones into powder, Mortal! I will feel your flesh squish to jelly beneath my fist.”
 
   “Run!” Kyle shouted, giving her a shove, than taking off in the opposite direction.
 
   “A Maniae!” Britney yelled. “An Elemental of Anger! Kill the witch! She controls it!”
 
   “No!” a new voice yelled.
 
   Kyle turned, and flinched.
 
   Christy strode across the bridge. “I will deal with it.”
 
   Kyle stared dumbfounded at his treacherous wife. The pain of their argument, of Christy's betrayal, twisted in his gut. What was she doing here? Britney ignored Christy, dashing for Sable. Hissing, his friend charged across the field, her katar level at the witch struggling to control the hulking elemental.
 
   “Stop, Britney!” Christy screamed. “If you kill her, the elemental will rampage out of control! I need to put it back to sleep!”
 
   Britney ignored her, a feral growl rumbling from her throat.
 
   “Hecate, protect your servant and deliver pain to her foe!” Sable shouted, pointing at Britney.
 
   His friend shrieked, her katar falling from her grip. She hit the ground, writhing and spasming like she was being tased.
 
   “I will deal with the Maniae!” Christy shouted. “Save Aaliyah!”
 
   Kyle nodded at her.
 
   “Ishtar, calm this Spirit of Rage,” she chanted, rainbow light flashing about her. “Bring sleep to the Maniae!”
 
   “HATE, HATE, HATE!” the elemental screamed. Its body spasmed, its limbs struggling to move. It fought some hidden power. Sable fixed her eyes on Christy, Sable's face red with strain and a tourmaline pendant flashing between her naked breasts. Then Sable began her own chants, fighting for control. The Maniae clawed the earth, ripped at its flesh, screamed its rage at the heavens. “HATE! I will rip every sinew from your body, witch! HATE! I will drink your blood! HATE! I will make a necklace of your bones! HATE!”
 
   Kyle gave the writhing elemental a wide berth as he skirted around it. Fatima joined him, grinning. The tip of her yari burned with a yellow flame. Christy's chants grew louder, more confident. The hellish, hateful chorus dimmed, the thrashing of the spirit lessened.
 
   “She's doing it,” Kyle said. Pride mixed with the betrayal.
 
   Fatima spat, “She's just trying to weasel back into your affections. Don't let her.”
 
   Kyle's heart was split. He did love her as much as he hated what she had done. Kidnapping Aaliyah, wiping their memory. All those were monstrous. And yet she had come back to help them.
 
   “It's her fault we're in this mess, Kyle.”
 
   He glanced at his beautiful wife, her dark eyes burning. “If Aaliyah lives...”
 
   “And if she's dead?”
 
   “I don't know.”
 
   They had skirted around the elemental, almost to the door. Something crashed inside, shadows moving in the windows. The log cabin wall exploded outward. Kyle grabbed Fatima, turning his body to shield her. A chunk of wood slammed into his back. They fell, landing in a tangle of limbs. A bear snarled, and Kyle struggled to his feet and faced the beast.
 
   It was all metal, its fur, its claws, even its tongue, transformed into dull, gray iron. An augmentation. “Shit.” He leaped to the side, metal claws raking the ground and sending up clods of dirt.
 
   A naked, pale-skinned woman strode behind it, joining Sable, and added her voice to the spell controlling the Maniae. The chorus of hate grew louder. Kyle couldn't worry about that now. He sent a hurried blow at the beast, his sword clanged harmlessly off the beast. 
 
   “Oh, fuck!” He dived out of another claw swipe.
 
   Fatima lunged in, her yari's blade blazing red-hot. Sparks burst, the beast howled and spun. She raised her yari's haft, catching the metal bear's swipe. But she was light, barely a hundred pounds, and she couldn't stand against a regular bear's swipe, let alone one made of metal. She flew back and landed in a ball on the ground.
 
   The metal bear charged after Fatima as she stood up. He reached into the earth through his katana, finding another boulder. The boulder erupted from the ground in the bear's path. Metal crashed into stone. The bear plowed through it, chunks of rock bursting in a cloud of flying debris around the charging beast.
 
   Wind rushed by Kyle, lifting Fatima into the air. She spun over the hurtling metallic hulk. It crashed into a pine tree. Wood snapped, the tree toppling over with a heavy thud. Fatima landed next to him, grinning. The bear thrashed around, looking, then turned and saw them.
 
   It roared its frustration.
 
   Kyle's mind raced, struggling to come up with a plan. Sticking boulders in its path won't do anything. The bear leaped over the rubble left by the pulverized boulder. An idea popped into his head. Would that work?
 
   “Fuck it!” Kyle reached through Earthbones into the ground, willing it to split open.
 
   The ground groaned in protest, shaking. Trees rustled. The earth opened up before the charging hulk, a great rent. The bear bellowed, dirt furrowing as it locked its forepaws and tried to stop its momentum. It couldn't. The metallic monster was swallowed by the crack, crashing down into the earth. It snarled, clawing at the hard soil and rocks, struggling to climb up the rent.
 
   He sealed it shut.
 
   “RAGE! RAGE!”
 
   The elemental was struggling. Karrie Robertson, naked, her ebony skin hard to see in the darkness, had joined the other two witches. Kyle sat next to Karrie in Chemistry and she was in his Math class. The three witches were sending their voices at the elemental, rousing the spirit to new violence. Christy was losing, but she kept chanting, sweat beading her forehead as she strained to pacify the spirit. Kyle's heart was stirred at the sight of her.
 
   “We have to help her,” Kyle said. “We need to take out the witches so she can put it to sleep.”
 
   “Yeah,” Fatima nodded. The metallic bear seemed to have knocked some of the enthusiasm out of her. “I'll take the Black girl.”
 
   Kyle nodded. “On three?”
 
   “Three!” she roared and charged before he was ready.
 
   “Damn it!”
 
   He chased after his wife, leaping over a rent of disturbed soil. One of the witches, Lorrie Gore, turned, her brown hair swirling about her naked shoulders. She pointed at them, opening her mouth. “Oh, Hecate, defend your—”
 
   A green arrow feathered her throat. Lorrie looked so young as astonishment painted her face, then she collapsed to the ground. Karrie saw Fatima's charge at the last second, her dark eyes gaping in horror. Fatima didn't seem to hesitate, and rammed her yari into the Black witch's guts.
 
   Sable was too focused on keeping the elemental under control to realize what was happening. Kyle swallowed. He couldn't kill her. She was practically helpless. So he hit her with the hilt of his katana in the face. Her nose broke, she stumbled back, then collapsed into an unconscious heap.
 
   “Rage!”
 
   “Sleep!” Christy yelled.
 
   “rage...”
 
   “Your rage is spent. Sleep, Maniae.”
 
   “ra...”
 
   The hulking spirit became still, then red light pulsed upon its skin, glowing brighter and brighter until the entire clearing before the cabin was filled with a harsh, crimson light. One last, hissing cry, then it contracted. A single, red gem glinted on the ground. 
 
   Christy exhaled, then stumbled, her shoulders slumping as she trembled. A look of amazement crossed her face and her lips wordlessly moved. Kyle thought she whispered, “I did it.”
 
   Britney groaned nearby, climbing painfully to her feet. She saw the unconscious Sable, and hissed at her, angry as a storming sea. She retrieved her fallen katar, and stalked towards the witch. Her green eyes glowed in the dark, reflecting murder.
 
   “No,” Kyle stated. 
 
   She froze, then gave him a nod.
 
   Fatima's eyes were fixed on Karrie's corpse. “It was so easy,” she muttered. “I didn't even think.”
 
   “C'mon, Fatima,” Kyle whispered, touching her arm. “Aaliyah needs us.”
 
   She shook herself, then looked at the cabin. “Bansai!” she cried out, and charged in through the open door like a Samurai, headless of danger.
 
   Kyle followed, Britney at his heels. His wife leaped the porch steps and dashed through the open door. He took the stairs in one step. Through the door he could see Aaliyah huddled in a glowing circle. A young woman with long, black hair stood at the circle, eyes closed, and chanting.
 
   The biology professor, Ms. Franklin, strode forward. She was naked and beautiful. Her gorgeous, fiery hair fell in curtains about her round breasts. Her green eyes flashed, her lush lips moved, and she pointed at Fatima. “Hecate, send this girl into an everlasting nightmares.”
 
   Fatima dropped like a marionette's whose strings had been cut, landing hard on the wooden floor, bouncing, and rolling to a rest on her back at the professor's feet, her yari clattering to the floor beside her.
 
   Kyle went cold inside, his emotions wiped away. He was stone. Hard, unfeeling, unmoving stone. He raised his sword. Ms. Franklin had killed Fatima, one of his wives, and the witch would die. He was vaguely aware Rashawn Underhill chanting a spell beside the professor. Britney leaped past him at the witch, katar flashing like sunlight on a rippling lake, striking straight for the coffee-skinned witch's heart.
 
   Kyle had hard eyes only for his former professor.
 
   “Hecate, protect your servant!”
 
   His sword flashed.
 
   “Strike down my enemy—”
 
   Her words died. Her head separated from her body. She remained upright for a moment, before she collapsed into a crumpled heap. As dead as Fatima.
 
   “Kyle,” moaned Aaliyah, looking up at him. The silver light glowing in a circle was attacking her, reaching out with tiny, silver tendrils that kept trying to attach to her body.
 
   The chanting witch with dark hair blinked her eyes, and her words caught in her throat. Britney stood at his side, growling, the Black witch's blood staining her katar. The silver light around Aaliyah vanished.
 
   “You came for me,” his Genie wife whispered.
 
   “Please!” the witch—Phillipa Stoddard—begged, a pendant made of jade hanging between her naked breasts. “Please don't kill me.”
 
   “Kyle,” Britney purred, her voice thick and husky. “Let me take this one. I will interrogate her and keep her out of mischief. We need to learn all we can about this coven.”
 
   Kyle glanced at his best friend. She actually sounded...horny. He always thought she was asexual. He had never seen her show any interest in men or women. Well, the naked witch was very attractive, with nice, round breasts and dusky, olive skin. He vaguely remembered that Phillipa was half-Korean.
 
   “Yeah, she's all yours.”
 
   Aaliyah struggled to rise. He was at her side and hugged her in a crushing embrace. Fatima was dead, but Aaliyah lived. It didn't seem fair to lose the one to save the other. He wanted to cry, but he still felt dead inside, his soul petrified.
 
   “What happened to Fatima?” Fumi asked.
 
   He glanced at his Japanese love. She knelt next to Fatima's corpse. His wife looked so peaceful, like she only slept. Fumi shook her gently, an envelope clutched in her hand.
 
   “Ms. Franklin killed her,” Kyle said, his voice empty, dead.
 
   “No,” Fumi objected. “She's just unconscious.”
 
   Life exploded inside him, hope spreading green across dead soil. “What?”
 
   “Celestite cast a nightmare spell,” whispered the captured witch.
 
   “Who?” Kyle asked.
 
   “Ms. Franklin,” Phillipa answered. “We all went by the color of our auras. I'm Jade, she's Celestite, and that's...” she swallowed, glancing at the corpse of Rashawn Underhill. She had been the fastest runner in his class. “That was Garnet.”
 
   “How do you break this nightmare spell?” Kyle demanded of the witch.
 
   “Only Celestite could...”
 
   “So she'll sleep for how long?”
 
   “Forever.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Christy had tears in her eyes as she started her car. I'll probably never see him again.
 
   “Have faith,” Iris whispered.
 
   Her guide and companion appeared in a burst of rainbow light. Ishtar had sent her own daughter to lead Christy on her journey of redemption. It was the only way to break Hecate's hold on her and to be free. Helping to rescue Aaliyah was merely the first step.
 
   “He won't want me back.”
 
   The spirit reached out, touching her hand. “Love is very powerful. It can do great harm or great good.”
 
   “That's so true,” Christy muttered, looking at the wreckage in front of the cabin.
 
   She turned her car around, driving across the bridge. Fumi had her letter. It would explain her feelings to Kyle. She needed to get moving before Hecate's daughter caught up. Erinyes was close; she could almost hear the spirit's skittering legs.
 
   “Where to, Iris?”
 
   “Mount Shasta.”
 
   ~  ~  ~  ~  ~
 
   Celestite's crystal died. The raven familiar cawed.
 
   Irritation flickered inside him. She had been one of his most promising witches, building that delightful coven of hers. None of his other followers had ever shown such initiative. Pity she had been so stupid and rash. He would have to find out exactly how Kyle Unmei had defeated her. The youth was far more formidable than he had assumed. 
 
   Two other crystal's glowed on his desk—Shadow and the Vicar—the other members of his coven. He would need to move more carefully against this youth. Ms. Franklin had been far too direct and she had paid for that mistake. But he was patient. He had hunted for the Djinn and her battered lamp for eight hundred and fifty-our years. In the end, the Djinn's powers would be his, along with whatever powerful talismans Kyle and his compatriots must possess.
 
   Then he would have the power to challenge his Goddess and cast her down.
 
   His phone rang.
 
   “Hello,” he answered, sounding pleasant, slipping into his mask.
 
   “Hi, Dean Burke,” the woman answered. He smiled. Celestite was dead, but there were always other pawns to be used. “I'm free this Friday.”
 
   “Great,” he answered. “And call me Stanley, Faiza. If I'm taking you to dinner, you should be able to call me by my first name.”
 
   Her laughter was rich. “I guess so. It seems a little...”
 
   “Weird?”
 
   “Yeah.” She paused, then added. “I guess, I'm a little nervous. I haven't been on a date in years. Not since my husband...”
 
   “I understand. If you don't want to...”
 
   “No, no!” She sounded eager. Good. She had been widowed for years, denying herself pleasure for her child's sake. She was ripe to be plucked by him and turned into a knife to stick at her son-in-law's throat. “I need to move on. I loved my husband, but he would want me to be happy.”
 
   “And your daughter Fatima won't mind? Or Kyle? I know you've practically raised him.”
 
   She sighed. “I don't know. Kyle's acting so weird lately. I'm going to kill him when he gets home. He stole my car and the front door has been kicked in. His concubines are not telling me where he went. And I don't even know what to my front front door. Alexina, one of his concubines, claims they were horsing around. I don't know what I should do with him. He's married to my daughter, so I can't just kick him out. She'll go with him...”
 
   “And you don't want your daughter to be homeless.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Sorry to hear that. I'm sure it will all get better.”
 
   “Maybe,” she said, sounding wistful. “So what time should I be ready?”
 
   “I'll pick you up around seven?”
 
   “Sounds good, Dean Bu...I mean, Stanley.”
 
   To be continued...
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