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Chapter 1: Horace

 

Horace couldn’t handle life any more.

“And get the fuck out of my sight, you good-for-nothing temp!” the man screamed in his face. The man, in this case, as in, the man. His boss.

It was the final straw. He quickly threw his personal things in a box and promptly emptied his office space.

“Are you gonna just let him talk to you like that?” a female voice said next to him.

He spun around, still shoving things in his box. She was gorgeous, with a perfect neckline that she made sure to show by raising her nose high. “What? Who are you?”

“I’m Superbia. Now, back to our topic. Are you just gonna let him talk to you like that? The boss? He fired you already, didn’t he? Why are you taking it like a pussy?” She twirled a finger in the air, as if pointing at the whole situation.

He leaned on the box. “I’m sorry lady, I haven’t seen you here before. You must be new. If you are, I’m deeply sorry for you but I hope you get more out of this hellhole than I had. Now, as for you calling me a pussy...”

She had full, red lips. She popped them, breathing out and repeating the word, “Pussy.”

“Now look here you-”

“Oh, look, there’s some spine left in you after all. Now point that thing where you should.” She deflected his comeback and pointed a manicured finger at the boss’s office.

Horace had no clue what was happening. What he did know was that the pretty, annoying lady had a point. What was he so afraid of? Getting fired again? Getting yelled at? The boss had terrorised his existence for so long that he might as well be a pussy.

No.

Horace squeezed his fists and stormed into the boss’s office.

He stood up, holding a phone in hand. “Are you still here? Horace Cadmus, since you’re too thick to get this through your skull: You’ve been fired!”

He turned back to the phone, thinking the matter over.

Horace swallowed and stepped forward, then pressed the phone’s button to end the call.

“What are- Horace! That was an important phone call-”

“I want a letter of recommendation from you.” Horace said calmly, and planted his feet.

His former boss chuckled. “A letter of recommendation? I wouldn’t recommend you as a plug to my waste management service. If I told you to stay there and keep the shit in with your worthless carcass, you’d find a way to spray them all over the place.”

It wasn’t funny. It was just mean, and not even clever, as comebacks went. Horace gritted his teeth and didn’t budge.

“Get the fuck out of my sight before I call security,” the boss waved him away, pressing numbers for a call.

Horace wavered. He was about to leave. He had given his last stand, right?

He saw the pretty blonde sitting on top of his desk, going through his things, chuckling with what she found. He knew exactly what she was laughing about. It was his action figures. They were toys, but Horace liked to keep them around. Especially the female ones.

Horace pressed the button and cancelled his ex-boss’s call again.

He was furious. “Now, you worthless shit, I’ll kick you out myself!”

“I’m gonna tell people about Evie.”

The boss’s wrath evaporated. He mumbled a few sentences, then hurried and shut the door. “There’s nothing to tell. You’re bluffing.”

“Oh, there is. You see, I’m friends with Evie, and she told me everything. Not that she needed to, I have eyes. I saw your sexual advances. But I have your dickpics here, the ones you sent her.”

The boss went pale. He sat down on his big-boss chair.

Horace swiped his phone and logged into Evie’s Agora account. “I have her password. She won’t mind me doing this, actually, I believe it will lift a weight off of her. There you go, nice and hairy.”

The boss recognised the picture. It was what he saw every day as he looked down and relieved himself.

“Timestamped and everything. Proof of sexual advances during the time she was working here, in which you made her life a living hell. Do I really need to spell out sexual harassment for you? Wait, this is very selfish of me!” Horace tapped his finger on the side of his mouth. “I’m only thinking of myself. Make those two letters of recommendation, one for me, one for Evie. She’s been out of work for two months now, the poor girl has been to fifty interviews already and no luck.”

The boss cleared his throat but otherwise stared, wide-eyed.

Horace leaned forward, propping himself up on the desk by his arms. “I don’t see you writing,” he said, snarling the words.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2: Horace

 

Having nothing to do and being on the other side of Athens, Horace went to a cafe and plopped himself down opposite his box. He ordered a vodka instead of a coffee, because his nerves were shot.

He still couldn’t believe what he had done. This was so out of character for him. He read and reread the printed letters of recommendation for him and Evie. Glowing words for the both of them, signed by the boss himself.

His vodka lime came and he downed it in a single chug. It gave him a slight buzz, but that was exactly what he needed right now.

“Not a pussy, then,” a familiar voice came from behind.

He turned around, and found the same lady from before, sipping a latte on the table behind him. And it seemed like she had been there for quite some time.

Horace squinted at her. “Thanks for the kick in the balls, but who are you?”

She sighed but she looked more sexy than annoyed. “Superbia Hyperephania. Call me Superbia. And I don’t take shit from anyone.”

“No, you wouldn’t. I’m Horace. Cadmus. As in call me Horace, and my last name is Cadmus,” he stuttered.

“Okay then, Horace, why don’t you join me at my table?” She seemed very inviting and... well, hot.

“We barely know each other,” Horace complained weakly.

She waved it away. “Oh, Horace, we’ve fought a corporate minion today and won! You should be delighted. Come celebrate with me.”

He thought about it for a second, then picked up his box and his glass of water and sat across Superbia. He caught her smiling at the box but decided to let it go. She had prodded him to stand up for himself, after all. Gosh, he still couldn’t believe it.

“Another vodka? Or not, let’s not make Gula happy this early.”

“Who?”

She clicked her tongue. “You’ll see. Now, Horace, let me give you my token. Download the app so you can collect it.”

Horace frowned at that. “The what? No, lady, you don’t need to give me anything.”

“Download the Evil Thoughts app, please.”

He shook his head, but curiosity got the better of him. He located the app, which was real much to his surprise, and tapped the button to install it. It popped up a Terms Of Service legalese sheet which Horace instantly accepted with his thumb. It took a minute or so to finish, during which he took the time to look more closely at the woman. She was dressed in a violet skirt suit, which despite being modest drew plenty of attention to her lovely legs. She had perfect blonde hair, full lips and makeup that turned her blue eyes magnetic.

If this day hadn’t been so weird, he’d have time to question why such a gorgeous woman would give him the time of day.

The app glinged and he opened it, pointing his phone at Superbia.

Hovering between them was an Augmented Reality Object, semi-transparent and visible to anyone with an AR app. It was indeed something like a token, with the word pride written in Greek on it, ΥΠΕΡΗΦΑΝΙΑ.

“What am I supposed to do with it?” Horace asked, scratching his nose.

“Take it. It’s yours, you’ve earned it.” Superbia seemed real proud for the entire thing.

“Okay,” Horace shrugged and tapped on the app. The token was collected and he saw it increasing a counter, one of seven. “I don’t understand, Superbia, what is this? A video game, what?”

“It is a game of sorts, but the stakes are much higher,” she said meaningfully. She added with a deeper voice, “And so are the rewards.” She swapped her crossed legs and gave him a full Basic Instinct. 

Horace gulped. He lost his words for a while. “I-I don’t understand, the token, you, anything.”

She raised her head, practically staring down at him. “You, Horace Cadmus, are to go through the Evil Thoughts test. Many, many mortals have gone through it but few have survived. The dangers are great but so are the rewards, as I said earlier. You will meet my sisters and we will help you along with your life, nudging you in the right direction. Should you manage to satisfy all seven of us and pass the test, you will be amongst the few men who have achieved their dreams.”

Horace went through a dozen of emotions. He frowned, he winced, he smiled, he gritted his teeth, he leered at her legs, he rubbed his face.

Finally, he stood up and said, “You, lady, are nuts. Goodbye.” He picked up his box and left the cafe.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3: Horace

 

“So, I needed to come clean with you immediately, in case you got an email about unauthorised logins to devices or anything,” Horace said, waving his arms around.

“It’s okay,” Evie shrugged, hugging her legs on the bed. She was in her floral pyjamas and looked unkempt, but Horace still thought she looked pretty. She was a very cute black girl, the only one he ever knew, really, with a round face and lots of curly hair in browns and golden hues. “I know you didn’t do anything else. Though I should change my password at some point, I think I’ve used it elsewhere too.”

“You really should.”

Her apartment was small, made for a single person to live in. One room, some separation from the kitchenette/table/entry hall and a tiny bathroom with a shower. The laundry machine was the dominant piece in said bathroom, and Horace had to bend sideways every time needed to pee.

Horace’s eye went for the illustrations she had printed out. They were fantasy ladies, clad in armour, wielding weapons or staffs that glowed with energy, riding dragons or standing at the top of a pile of fallen skeletons. He found it funny that he had converted her to the dark side. Couple of years ago Evie would consider all this stupid, and would say so out loud and at every opportunity. But when he finally found the perfect game for her she dove in and absolutely loved it. It was a fantasy game where she played a powerful queen, slaying enemies, gathering up more magical power, dressing up in fabulous gear with exquisite detail.

It was the first epic drop she got from the game that she printed out, and it hung there on the wall. There were many more after that, in a progression typical of all role-playing-games on the computer. Bigger, bulkier, shinier, you could see with a single turn of your gaze her character’s progression in the game from a lowly princess to a powerful queen and finally an awe-inspiring empress.

Horace hadn’t seen the latest printouts, they must have been new. After all, he had no time to play online with her and she had.

She must have noticed him looking around and she became self-conscious. “Um, sorry for the mess,” she said, her throat dry.

“Puh-lease. I’m a bachelor. This is way better than mine. Anyway, here’s the letter.”

His friend accepted it, sniffing as she read. Her eyes widened. “Wow! How did you manage that?”

Horace shrugged. “I blackmailed him.”

“Hooo- what now?” she glared. “Damn, shoulda been there to see that. Nice work, Horace!” She punched him on the shoulder.

“Nah, why would you ever wanna walk back to that depressing place? I hope it helps a bit.”

“It will, Horace. Thanks,” Evie said sincerely. “Not that I’m not happy about it, but this whole thing, standing up for yourself, it’s very uncharacteristic of you.” She waved towards him, then quickly added, “Not that I’m complaining.”

Horace rubbed his neck. “Yeah, it was weird, actually. There was this strange woman at the office which I’ve never met before, um... Superbia. Weird name, I know. And she kinda prodded me to stand up for myself. And I did. And then I went for a coffee to calm down ‘cause my heart was pounding and I couldn’t believe what I’d done myself, and there she was again.”

“Wait,” Evie interrupted with a palm up, “she stalked you? How far?”

“Eh... Not that far, it wasn’t the cafe down the corner ‘cause I didn’t wanna stumble on anyone from work. So I walked a couple of blocks, at least, then just sat down at the first cafe I saw. It was definitely not within ‘grabbing a cup and going back to work’ range, but not by far.”

“And what did she say?” Evie asked, seeming interested. “And was she hot?” she raised an eyebrow.

He chuckled nervously. “Yeah, she was hot. She said the weirdest things. She had me download an app, then gave me an AR token with the word pride written on it in Greek, then she went on and on about some deal and success and danger. I had enough of her at that point and told her she was nuts and stormed off.”

Evie chuckled. “Ballsy. I’d never imagine you doing what you described.”

“I’m telling the truth, Evie.”

“I believe you. That’s why I’m saying I’d never expect this from you. It’s cool.” She stood up. “Want some orange juice?”

“Sure.”

She brought orange juice and it was nice and cool. It had been a warm day and Horace was after all chugging his box along in the heat of the metro. Evie lived in the centre, at Pangrati. It was close enough to make commute bearable wherever she might find work. Horace, on the other hand, had to endure at least an hour of commute-time and two or three mass transit swaps to get anywhere.

Oh, well.

She had a small fan blowing a bit of air from the window. It barely did anything and it had seen better days.

“Is it too hot? Want me to put on the air conditioner? I’m saving up but with you here I can spare it.”

“No, I’m heading home anyway. This is chilly enough, thanks. Got any interviews lined up?”

A sore subject. She looked away, pulling her legs close to her body. “No... I have one next week. I went and applied for unemployment benefits yesterday, when that clears I’ll be fine for a while. Well, for a couple of months if I stretch out expenses.”

“It’s okay, something will come up.” He hesitated, then repeated his invitation. “You know you can always crash with me if things get tight, right?”

She gave him a tight smile and nodded.

“Anyway, Evie, I’m off. Just wanted to come over and see what you’re doing, and to give you the letter of recommendation. Good luck with the job hunting! To the both of us.”

She greeted him off at the door, nodding away and folding her arms to her chest.

Horace left, but he kept thinking about his friend. She looked vulnerable, and the male part of his brain wanted to protect her and take care of her. But who was he kidding? He was in no position to take care of anyone, not even himself.

He took the long commute north, back towards home.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4: Superbia

 

“What did you think of him?” the rich woman said.

The blonde replied, “I’m not sure yet. He has potential, but it remains to be seen.

The top-floor restaurant overlooking the Parthenon was one of the finest in Plaka. A waiter poured more champagne in their glasses and they clinked them together, just a slight tap, like ladies.

“Here’s to a good one, then,” the rich woman said. She wiped the edge of her mouth with a fancy cloth napkin, and breathed in as if preparing herself for something. “Did you get him to agree to the terms?”

The blonde grinned. “He didn’t even glance at them, he agreed on the spot.”

“Excellent, my dear,” the rich woman said with restrained joy.

“I’m certain our sisters are on their way to him as we speak.”

The rich woman looked up, thinking. Her golden jewelry tingled as she moved her neck. “I have this image in my mind of Acedia running towards him.”

“Well, she might run indeed, so that she may have more time sitting around and doing nothing.”

The rich woman chuckled at that. “Good one. Actually, I wouldn’t put it past her. She really does have strange motivations. Or lack thereof.” She picked up her ridiculously expensive clutch and fished out her credit card. With a slight wave, the waiter strode close and took it, going off to complete the payment.

“Why do you always come here before a job?”

The rich woman glanced at the ancient temple atop the Acropolis hill. She gave it some introspection. “It... grounds me. Helps me remember who we are.”

The blonde grunted and nodded, apparently satisfied with the answer.

“Not to mention that this is the last bit of luxury I can enjoy for a long while,” the rich woman said, taking in the champagne’s aroma.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5: Horace

 

Horace queued to get through the automatic gates at the metro station. He juggled his box of things and his electronic pass in his hands. As he was about to swipe and go through, a large man cut him off and swiped instead, walking in front of him. Horace found it rude but let it go, and harrumphed as he balanced his step through the narrow gates.

He waited for a bit, and his arms got tired. He looked around and the only place to sit on was on the bench, right next to the large man. Now that Horace had the chance to take a look at him, he was the bodybuilder/asshole kind of person. Tight t-shirt over bloated muscles, dyed hair according to the latest fashion, tattoos, skinny jeans. He also rolled a komboloi in his hand, a circle of thread with beads in it, a traditional Greek alternative to a stress ball.

Horace had no beef with the guy, so he sat down next to him. The seats were tight, and it was as if the man felt obligated to claim his space for he stretched and turned and slowly pushed Horace to the side. Horace tsked but said nothing.

After a few minutes, the metro came. He got inside and stood in the middle of the compartment, putting his box on the floor, making sure it was out of the way.

Horace looked outside and his mind wandered. He didn’t realise that the large man had leaned down and grabbed one of his action figures from the box. It depicted a female warrior from a game, Horace only liked female action figures, and she was particularly buxom and wearing a skimpy outfit.

“What’s this? Jerk-off material? Playing with dolls, are you?” the large man said, waving it around.

Horace blushed with shame and he felt his blood boil. He didn’t want to confront another person this day. Actually, he didn’t want to confront another person this year, his quota had been used up. Not to mention that the large man was a head taller and about twenty kilos heavier, and they were all muscles. “Please, give me my action figure.”

“This thing?” the large man smiled but he wasn’t friendly.

“Yes. It’s mine. Please give it back.” He waited with a palm up.

“Want your doll back?” the large man said slowly.

“Yes- What? No, it’s not a doll. It’s an action figure, and it’s a collectible. Please, give it back.”

Horace didn’t want to confront the large man in this confined space. He waited and was ready for anything.

But he wasn’t ready for an elbow in his ribs. “Ow!” he started, stepping back. It came from below. A short woman stood there, frowning at him. She had black hair that poked around her head in angry short curls, an angry face on a head that was slightly larger than it should be for her height, and angry arms that were thicker than Horace’s. She definitely had dwarfism, Horace could tell from the proportions of her head and her limbs compared to her body.

“Aren’t you gonna fight back?” she asked, slapping her fist inside her tiny, but very powerful-looking palm.

Horace had no clue how to answer that. “I have no clue how to answer that,” he said, staring at her, mouth open. “Fight who? You?”

“Not me, you idiot! But I wouldn’t mind going a few rounds with you. You look like a bleeder, it will be fun. No, I’m talking about this pile of meat over here. Punch him in the groin.”

“What? No, why?” Horace said, shaking his head.

“He took something from you, didn’t he?”

“Yes...”

“So punch him and take it back!” she said, slapping her fist in her palm again and making Horace jerk back.

“I will not do that,” Horace said, as calmly as he could. What was it with this day and insane women telling him what to do?”

“Of course you wouldn’t.” She waved him away with her small hand. “If you were ready, we wouldn’t be here, would we? Okay, fine, don’t punch him in the groin, even though it’s nice and exposed like that. Then at least, get back what he took from you.”

The large man wasn’t paying attention. He was checking out the breasts on the action figure and showing it to people around, chuckling and pointing at Horace.

That was rude.

Horace balled his fists but kept calm. He decided to deflate the situation with cunning instead. Digging his hand into the box, he pulled up two more action figures, one that was a cat lady, still busty, and another of a witch. He presented them to the large man. “Here, you seem to like playing with my dolls. Have some more.”

The large man frowned down at him and then threw the action figure at Horace’s chest. It bounced off and fell on the floor. Horace wanted nothing more than to pick up his collectible action figure from the dirty mass-transit floor, but managed to stay still.

The large man grunted and stepped away, suddenly engrossed in his phone.

Horace picked up the action figure and placed it back in the box.

The short lady put her arms on her waist and frowned some more at him. “Hmm. Not what I would have done, but it was a confrontation nonetheless. Don’t let anyone say I cheated ya. Here, grab my token.”

Horace squinted at her and was about to ask what the fuck she was talking about, but then remembered the app. No way! This was nuts. He was nuts? Perhaps. He fished out his phone and opened the Evil Thoughts app, pointing it at the lady dwarf. There was indeed a token hovering in the air before her, spinning slowly just like before. It said wrath in Greek, ΟΡΓΗ.

“Seriously, lady, what the fuck is happening here? Did you follow me around?”

She laughed whole-heartedly and slapped him on the shoulder. It stung, it seriously did. She was very strong. “You’re funny. We’re gonna have a blast.”

“We? How? Do I know you?” He looked her up and down, even if that distance wasn’t that much to cover. She wore a plain red dress and brown moccasins that were more suited for a man. The hair was like a black mop on top, and she was somewhat average in beauty, barely touching the level of pretty if he had time to get used to her. Nope, he’d never met the crazy woman before in his life.

“This is your stop, ain’t it?” she said, and before he could actually look up and check he got kicked out, literally kicked out the coach’s doors by the dwarf lady.

He stumbled and looked back, her short leg still in the air.

The doors closed and she waved him off as she left the station, sliding to the left.

He looked around. Nope, he wasn’t in the right stop, it was one too early. The metro stopped at Kifisia station anyway, it was the end of the line, that was why we never paid attention while returning home.

He grabbed the box better and started walking home, basically going along the tracks. He could wait for the next train but he was too angry to wait. He was gonna pace up and down anyway so he might as well pace towards home. It was hot and he got sweaty.

Why were these things happening to him? Did he have a bull’s-eye in his back or something? He seemed to be on the receiving end of crap such as this for as long as he could remember. The same way some guys had a don’t-fuck-with-me face, Horace seemed to have a sucker-here face.

He put one foot after another and walked towards home. The last two stations weren’t that far away after all, and the setting sun between the trees made it cool and nice to walk about.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6: Horace

 

Horace had enough for one day. Getting fired, meeting with weird women, confronting not one but two scary people, not to mention the heat. He was panting and sweaty and the front door to his apartment building seemed like an oasis.

Sure, he was unemployed now. But that was a problem for later.

He walked up the stairs, it was only the first floor and he didn’t wanna wait for the elevator. He fumbled with the box, again, found his keys and got inside.

His apartment was big, too big for a bachelor living alone.. Of course, he could never afford it on his own. It was his parents’ house, the one he grew up in. His parents had gone to visit some family in Australia for a  prolonged summer in the winter, since seasons are swapped there, and decided to stay.

No really, they went there, loved the place, said, ‘What the heck, we’re retired anyway,’ and asked him to ship off some of their belongings to them.

So he was left alone in a three-bedroom apartment in northern Athens. The area was called Kifisia and it was one of the prominent ones, but it was way too far away for the daily commute down to central Athens. The mass transit was frequent but as with everything in Greece, you couldn’t really rely on it to be on time. Horace usually spent at least one hour, maybe an hour and a half back and forth every day. And that was on the days with proper service, because the frequent strikes by the bus or the metro drivers were creating new and exciting obstacles for him to overcome.

That was Greece for you.

He put the box down which had soaked sweat from his wrists where he held it. He kicked off his shoes, a habit from a lifetime of having his mother drill good manners into him. And he went straight for the kitchen, poured a cool glass of water and downed it all. In the same motion while chugging water, he spread his arm to unlatch the window and let some of the afternoon breeze in.

He found it open.

Had he forgotten it? That was stupid, Horace. The apartment was old but burglaries were pretty common around these parts, and couldn’t afford the fancy home alarm system.

Shrugging and making a mental note to check the balconies and the windows before going out, he opened the fridge. The chilly air felt nice on his cheek.

“There’s no more lemonade. You should go for another grocery run,” a tired voice said from the living room.

Horace nodded in agreement.

Then he froze in shock, because he remembered he lived alone.

He turned towards the living room and walked like a cat, stepping softly with his socks. He looked around for something he could use as a weapon. He had an ornamental dagger from some old videogame. It was flimsy, but the burglar didn’t know that. Putting one foot in front of another, he carefully approached the living room and peeked inside.

The TV was on. Indeed, cans of lemonade were thrown all over the place.

Someone was sitting on his sofa.

A female someone.

He looked behind him, then tension lifted from his shoulders. Putting his back towards the wall so he couldn’t be surprised by anyone else who might be inside, he walked in the living room carrying a fantasy dagger.

“Who the fuck are you?” he squeaked, a lot higher in pitch than he’d like. He cleared his throat and repeated the question deeply, like a man. “I mean, who are you?”

The woman turned slowly to him. She had droopy eyelids, she looked like he had interrupted her nap. How rude of him. She wore light blue pyjamas that had lumps of thread from the excessive use. They looked comfy and soft, and Horace was certain Evie would like them. She had a blanket on her feet and was sitting comfortably, coiled on his sofa. She was platinum blonde, and very thin. Her motions were veeery slooow, and her voice sounded faraway, like Luna’s from the Harry Potter movies. “Hello Horace. I’m Acedia. Nice to meet you,” she said and smiled slowly at him.

Horace realised he was threatening a skinny girl with a knife, so he pointed it away. But she had after all broken into his home. He then noticed the light blue travel bag next to her. “Yes, nice to meet you, Acedia, whatever. Why are you in my house?”

“I’m going to live here with you,” she said matter-of-factly.

“What?”

“Oh, excuse me, sometimes I speak too softly. I said, I’m-”

“No, I heard you. I said ‘what’ as in ‘why?’”

“Oh, wow. It’s part of the Terms of Service you agreed to.” She slowly turned to the TV, as if the matter was resolved.

Horace dropped the dagger on the coffee table and walked between her and the TV. “What terms are those?”

“Horace,” she tsked slowly three times, “you really should read those things. You never know what you might have agreed to.”

“You mean that app?” he asked, frantic, looking for his phone in his pocket.

“Yes!” she said with the minute excitement her eyes could muster.

He found the app and went through the terms of service, scrolling wildly.

“Let me help you with that. It says that the mortal, from hereon named user, agrees to provide lodging and all necessary amenities in exchange for guidance.”

“What sort of guidance is that?”

She chortled slowly. Then she stood up and it was like watching a glacier come towards you. When she finally closed the distance, she touched his temple with her bony finger. “Thought guidance, of course.”

Her eyes were light blue and he lost his train of thought for a minute as he felt her presence so close to him. The Acedia slowly walked back to her spot and made herself comfortable.

On. His. Sofa.

“Look, lady, I don’t know what sort of prank you and the other ladies are pulling here...”

“No prank. I’m staying. Now scoot over, I’m watching this show and the remote is too far away for me to rewind it.”

Horace stepped aside, then looked at the remote. Then at her. Then at the remote, again. It was right next to her.

Right. Next. To her.

He snapped. “What are you talking about? It’s right there! The fucking remote is right there! Just move your hand, what, five, six centimetres?”

Acedia turned her eyes at the remote and stared at it longingly. Then she sighed a deep sigh of surrender, of defeat. Of laziness.

Horace threw his arms up in the air. “Oh for fuck’s sake!” he said and walked around the coffee table, picked up the remote, and placed it just a few centimetres away right into her palm.

She looked up at him and smiled. “Wow. Thank you, dear.”

The app glinged and he opened the notification.

New token collected, it said. The rotating AR object had the Greek word for sloth on it, ΑΚΗΔΙΑ.

He tapped an icon on the app that said, ‘Stats.’
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He frowned, looking at the frail woman on his sofa, then back at the app. What was the name of that dwarf lady? Ira? And Superbia from before at the office, and Acedia right here in front of him. So they were all in on the trick.

But what was the point to all this? It wasn’t funny. Were there hidden cameras? He was nobody, a temp, people wouldn’t even bother to prank him, let alone with something so elaborate as this, with apps and AROs and various women.

Horace’s mind raced and he whipped his head back to demand answers of Acedia or whatever.

His only reply was a soft snoring coming from the thin woman.

He blinked at her a few times. Still snoring.

He sighed, then covered her up with the blanket. It was still warm in the northern suburbs but thin people like her were always feeling chilly.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7: Ira

 

Ira waited in the coach. When the large guy got off, she got off too. She walked behind him, practically jogging, his legs were so long and hers were so much shorter she couldn’t possibly keep up with him at a normal pace.

No matter. She worked out, after all.

He climbed the metro stairs and she shadowed him.

Despite her red dress, he didn’t pay attention to her. She wasn’t that pretty, and her being different made a lot of men look away.

Ira clenched her fists and followed him. He got off the metro station and walked down the street. Ira didn’t really know where she was but she didn’t care. All she saw was red in her vision, all that mattered was the unsuspecting son of a bitch in front of her, all she wanted was to pummel him to the ground.

She saw a beggar approach the large man as he walked past, shaking his foam cup, making the coins rattle. The large man slapped the beggar away and took his change.

What. An. Asshole.

The large man noticed her glaring at him, and said, “What do you want, midget?” He scoffed and walked away, not bothering with her any longer.

Ira’s nails were practically digging into her palms. She dashed forward and tackled the large man from behind. She didn’t need to fight fair. He weighed twice as much as she did, after all.

The large man groaned as he fell hard on the pavement. Ira climbed on top of him and dug her heel in his belly. He cried out in pain as she stomped him with her full weight. He fought her, clawing at her. She stomped on his knee. He punched her straight in the face, making her nose bloody.

The beggar cried out and ran away.

Ira went full-on rage and punched the large man. Her fists pounded on meat, her knuckles bled and cut open, her face a single expression of wrath.

She delivered each word with a punch to his face, “Midget. Is. Not. The. Politically. Correct. Term!”

She continued doing so until he stopped moving.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8: Evie

 

“Wait, so you actually went to get her some lemonade?” Evie asked, speaking on the phone. She was lying on her back, her hair falling over the edge of the bed. She liked positioning herself like that and putting her feet up on the cool wall.

“Yeah, I’m at the periptero around the corner,” Horace sighed over the phone. He spoke of the kiosks that carried pretty much everything under the sun, those little shops located at every Greek corner.

Evie knew which one he was talking about. She’d hang out with him sometimes at home, Kifisia was a great suburb with lots of pinetrees and flowers. They’d watch movies or play board games together, and the periptero was a constant destination for a resupply run of munchies and soft drinks. Thinking of soft drinks, she pinched her belly. It was far more pinchable than she liked. She had to work out more.

But she didn’t wannaaa.

She huffed all alone, covering her eyes with her free arm.

“Horace, she broke into your house.”

“I know. But this thing, ugh. It’s weird, but it doesn’t feel threatening. The thing with the app and the tokens.”

“You said the other woman literally mentioned danger.” By the goddess, he was so thick-headed sometimes.

“She’s snoozing right now, with a soft snore and everything. Anyway, we’ll see. She might be an addict or something, the way she moves... I’ll kick her out tomorrow.”

Evie felt a pang of jealousy. It was irrational, she knew that. Horace wasn’t her boyfriend. He wasn’t her anything. She never admitted that she took that horrible temp job just to be around him for a few hours longer each day.

That stupid, geeky man wasn’t hers. At hearing that another woman would spend the night dozing off on his sofa, that stung her a bit. It was their thing, their sofa. They hadn’t done anything more than just hang out and laugh and whatever, but it was their thing.

Not this strange woman’s who had broken into his home.

How fucked up was that?

“But for now, you’re gonna bring her lemonade.”

Horace inhaled deeply. “Sure, why not?”

Oh, you poor, stupid man.

Evie imagined that slut all over Horace. ‘Bring me some lemonade,’ she imagined her squeaky voice in her mind. ‘Bring me ice cream, it’s hot.’ ‘Ooph, I’m gonna take this off, I hope you don’t mind.’

She shuddered and pushed the images away.

What was this all of a sudden? Her? Jealous? She hadn’t felt so jealous before. Maybe it was because she was thirty and all her friends had married off and got proper careers. She had carefully removed quite a lot of people from her Agora page. She didn’t wanna get assaulted by the constant barrage of marriage and baby pics.

It was too much.

She knew Horace from high school. They’d been friends on and off as their lives shifted into adulthood, but lately they had found they liked hanging out together. He was very nerdy, into those fantasy games and cartoon ladies that practically wore nothing at all and video games with the same thing, but animated in polygons.

She thought it was ridiculous at first, but after getting over her initial repulsion she found that she damn well enjoyed those games. She loooved being a badass sorceress that could call on flame and burn her enemies, her boobs jiggling with carefully implemented physics. She loved hacking through enemies as a female troll, impervious to physical damage, shrugging off cuts and slashes, killing enemies with her big magical sword.

She loved the escape from her miserable life.

Sure, the community at large was a bunch of weirdos. Nerdy, with glasses, most of them definitely virgins.

Horace wasn’t a virgin, she knew that. In fact, she knew all of his past conquests, even that summer fling he hadn’t told anyone about with a older teacher at Crete.

No, Horace was... How would she describe him?

Not fit, certainly. He didn’t work out much but had an average proper body. A slightly receding hairline in his brown hair. She didn’t mind that, judging by his dad, age would look good on him.

Evie really liked his hands, though. Soft, triangular, artistic. He could make a lot of things with those hands. He could paint, he could assemble models of fantasy waggons and sci-fi tanks, he could work things on the computer.

He was a head taller than her, but she was short to begin with. She liked stepping on her toes to hug him goodnight.

Evie realised she was grinning like an idiot. 

Horace was telling her more things but she hadn’t heard a thing. “So, we’ll see for the weekend, right?”

“Um, sure. Text me,” she replied.

“Okay,” he said, and hung up.

Evie felt flushed, even hotter than she felt before. The phone was also overheating, making the side of her face sweat.

Yeah, that was it. She pfted.

It was the phone, heating up. There was nothing more to it. She put her feet up on the cool wall.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 9: Horace

 

Horace got back inside his home. He peeked into the living room to double-check that he wasn’t imagining things. Nope, there she was, Acedia, snoring softly, the blanket up to her waist, TV still playing.

What was he going to do with her? He didn’t really believe their story but he didn’t have the heart to kick her out. Did she wanna move in?

Horace wouldn’t mind that, he definitely had the space to spare and needed the cash. But could she even afford anything?

Acedia looked like the apotheosis of that lazy friend you had at university, the one bumming all your cigarettes, crashing on your couch, eating all your leftover pizza.

The one who inserted himself like a leech into your life until things got too serious to ignore and you had to cut him off rudely.

He put the lemonade plus a few more munchies in the fridge. He noticed it running warm, so he leaned inside and adjusted the temperature. It wasn’t Summer yet but the days kept getting hotter and hotter.

His leftover anger for Acedia barging into his place and planting herself on his sofa evaporated quickly.

If he had to admit it, he was kinda lonely. Sure, he saw people at work but nothing like being friends with anyone. And his parents had been away for a long time. He’d seen them two times in the past five years. They always invited him over to Australia and offered to pay for his flight but he never went through with it.

So now, he had a huge apartment all to himself, big enough to house a family, three bedrooms, two toilets, living room, balconies all over, good enough view in a green area, one-hundred and twenty square metres to feel bad about himself.

He knew the logical thing to do was to rent out the apartment and go live somewhere more affordable, but he always put it off for next year and time just went by. Things popped up, you know?

He went into his boyhood room and shut the door. Doing that, shutting the door, was something he hadn’t gotten used to doing these last few years. He took out the action figures from the box and put them on the shelves, next to the other ones in his collection.

Horace knew he wasn’t making it easy for himself to flaunt his geeky interests at his place of work. People snickered and made fun of him when he turned his back, but after a couple of months nobody really bothered anymore. He just couldn’t understand it, the guy right next to him had a full-blown Olympiacos shrine over there, in reds and whites. Athletes, cups, ticket stubs of some football championship or another.

Why was this considered tolerable and normal?

It was a shitty double-standard. The sports fans dressed up, painted their bodies, behaved like insane people and it was somehow more acceptable than a bunch of intelligent guys quietly appreciating storytelling and playing video games.

Horace realised he was doing the same thing, judging Acedia by a two-minute encounter. He decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. He dusted off the action figures and the other statues in his collection. He always preferred sci-fi stories, but the women from fantasy tales were always calling to him.

Then he relaxed in his room for a bit, thinking about what snack to make afterwards for the both of them. Something healthy, carrots and shit. Yeah, that would be best. He knew he was in for a long haul of job-seeking days, and he knew damn well from past cycles in his life that he slowly fell to bad habits, like eating takeout every day and sleeping in. It was inevitable, he knew that, but the more he pushed back the decay, the better.

He stood up and got to wash some dishes, taking extra care not to make a lot of noise. It was easy to tell if Acedia was still napping, you just had to listen for the cute snoring sound.

It was late but there was still light. The days were getting longer. He prepared a somewhat healthy dinner, turkey and cheese sandwiches with a side of carrots and potato chips. He’d go for healthier groceries tomorrow. He could no longer hear Acedia snoring. He picked up two of the chilly lemonades and brought the tray to the living room.

She turned her droopy eyes towards him. “Mmm, nice. Is this for me?”

“Yeah, thought you’d be hungry by now.” He put the tray on the coffee table and sat down next to her, but not too close so as to make her uncomfortable.

If she minded, she didn’t show it.

“Wow. That’s very sweet of you,” Acedia said in her drolling voice. She picked up a carrot with an oh-so-slow motion and nibbled on it like a rabbit.

He sighed. “Acedia, look. If this is a joke, I’m not in the mood. I’ve just been fired today and I need to take a minute and think about what I’m gonna do, you understand.”

She waved the worries away. “Wow. Relax,” she breathed out the word. “Let go of the worry. This is us, here, now. You and me. Let’s enjoy each other’s company. Let’s eat snacks and watch some TV shows. I’m in the mood for some crime drama, just a season or two.”

Horace snorted. “That argument of yours went in a way different direction than what I thought it would.”

Acedia ate a potato chip. It was a very small one. No wonder she was so skinny. “Don’t you like to binge?”

“Oh, I do like it! But...” his voice trailed off. Yeah, what was he worrying about? Today had been a shitty, weird day. He needed to cool off and empty his mind by the time-honoured tradition of bingeing on bad TV shows, not worry his ass off about tomorrow. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

Acedia smiled but it didn’t go all the way up her cheeks. Gods, she was too lazy to even smile properly? What a weird little lady.

Horace shrugged, leaned back next to Acedia, put on a TV show with criminals and stuff and munched on his chips, letting the worries wash off of him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10: Horace

 

“You know, you have an impressive ability to nap through the entire episode but still keep up with what’s going on,” Horace said to her when they got halfway to the second season.

Acedia beamed at him. “Wow. Thank you! I try.”

They had gone through the night, took a nap, woke up, watched the end of the season, cursed at it for ending on a cliffhanger, then put on the second season, and now they were at episode 5. It was the next morning and they had barely moved a muscle, just a couple of trips to the bathroom.

Acedia had napped on and off the entire time. No wonder she kept wearing her light blue pyjamas.

Horace had to admit it was fun hanging out with her. They discussed the show, talked about the endless cliches, predicted whodunit and what would happen next, who would hook up with who. She was very relaxing to be around, and the guilt of doing nothing just seemed like an afterthought when he was around Acedia.

He knew this was the thing he and Evie did together, but it wasn’t such a bad thing, skipping it for a night. He’d make it up to her.

 

 

It was midday. “Come on, it will be fun,” he said.

Acedia sighed. “It sounds like a lot of work.”

“Going to the supermarket? Not really, people do it every week. Sometimes twice a week.”

Acedia looked shocked, as if someone had asked her to dig a hole for a grave. Twice.

“Okay, do this for me once. If you don’t like it, I’ll never even mention it again.”

She sighed audibly. “Fine. Is it far away?”

“Just around this corner, two streets down.”

She nodded, steeling herself. “So it is far.”

 

 

Horace couldn’t help but laugh. He was throwing groceries in the shopping cart while towing Acedia around. She was thin enough to fit in the baby seat, and she was having lots of fun while he pushed her around the shop. As long as she didn’t have to move, she was into everything.

“Wow. Grab these, they are precooked,” she said, pointing at some meals. She could have reached down and grabbed them herself, but nooo, he had to do it for her.

“We said we’re shopping healthy. Let’s not descend into the inevitable fast food diet from day 1 of being unemployed.” He crinkled the wrapping to read the instructions.

She pouted for a second then forgot all about it when they got to the cornflakes. “Horace, I have something to confess.”

“What?”

“I ate all your cornflakes.”

“I know. I was there. You eat them one at a time. It’s maddening to watch.”

“Can you get some more? Please?” She begged, gripping her hands before her chest.

Horace forced down a chuckle. Without breaking eye-contact, and without moving a muscle other than his shoulder and the accompanying ones in his arm, he grabbed a box of corn flakes and threw it in the shopping cart.

“Yay!” she beamed at him, clapping once.

“If only all girls were as easy to please as you,” Horace said, shaking his head.

The rest of the shopping run was pretty standard. He got some sandwich materials, then doubled them. Acedia didn’t eat much but he planned to offer it to her. He especially didn’t want her to avoid eating because of thinking she’d have his share.

At the little shop inside the supermarket where they give you cold cuts of various meats, his vision filled with a big woman. She wore a bright orange top and a billowy black skirt. She wore a little backpack with cartoons on. She turned straight towards him, looked him straight in the eye, then glanced at his shopping cart, scoffed at the contents, then emptied her groceries bag inside his cart.

“What- Who-” he said, dumbfounded.

“What is this, a meal for ants? These should get us through today. We’ll come around again tomorrow,” the fat woman said and ordered a couple of sausages. She was very cute, one of those big ladies that could pull off a killer selfie, provided they didn’t show the rest of the body. Her features were kind and inviting, and her smile was gorgeous. Her hair were wisps of brunette strands cut short.

“Wow. Sister, you forgot to introduce yourself again,” Acedia said, in the tone of voice of a person who kept reminding people of the same thing.

“Right. Sorry. I’m Gula Gastrimargia. Just call me Gula.” She was nice and friendly. Her various cuddly parts jiggled up and down as she moved.

“I’m Horace. You’re her sister?” He looked from one to the other, but there really was no resemblance.

“In a way, yes,” Acedia drolled.

“Come, Horace, let’s go back home and eat. All this food around is making me hungry,” Gula said and pulled him around while he gripped on the shopping cart like a train of crazy people.

Acedia squeed from delight, arms up in the air. Then she got tired and just sat there, contempt to just get carried along.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 11: Horace

 

The dinner was... ugh... interesting.

Gula downed the entire cooked chicken she had brought from the supermarket, then ate the chips, then the salad, then washed it all down with a couple of soft drinks. Then she leaned in for the corn flakes, which Acedia protected, close to her chest.

The kitchen table hadn’t been used since his parent had left. He usually ate at the sofa while watching some series or on his computer. Having people over made the use of the table a necessity, and Horace was glad he’d done so because the mess looked a lot easier to clean up afterwards.

But he had to admit he enjoyed eating dinner with company. The fact that it was two ladies also helped.

Gula punched a fist into her chest a couple of times, then burped gently. Her expression content, she leaned back on the chair.

“Full?” Horace asked.

“For now. Thank you, Horace. Here’s my token.” She motioned gently in the air before her as if blowing on a handful of leaves.

Horace checked his app. Indeed, there was a token. He collected it, and it said the word Gluttony in Greek, ΛΑΙΜΑΡΓΙΑ.

He couldn’t help himself checking the stats. It was addictive, like all games were, even one as strange as this one. What would he actually do with all the tokens?

He needed to ask the girls some pointed questions.
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“Gula, how long are you staying?” he asked.

She shrugged and smiled at him, wiping her mouth with a napkin. She was still full of crumbs on her large chest, however. “For as long as success takes. Or failure.”

“How cryptic,” he nodded, grinning. He made a mental calculation of his bank account. Most of the groceries they’d bought were gone. Or, all over the table and the floor. Gula was a messy eater. Acedia, on the other hand, could nibble on a crumb for two hours. Both were maddening.

If he kept this up his cash would be gone in a week.

He needed to get out and look for a job tomorrow. Hanging out with Acedia was nice but he couldn’t postpone it.

He stood up and washed the dishes. Acedia still munched on a cornflake, and it could still very much be the same one he saw her holding earlier.

“I’ll help,” Gula said and pushed him aside with her butt. “Actually, let me do them all.”

“Okay,” Horace agreed. “I’m tired, didn’t get much sleep yesterday. And I slept on the couch which is terrible for my back.” Then he realised he had guests over. “Ugh, sleeping arrangements, right.”

“Wow. I’ll sleep on the sofa. It’s my spot,” Acedia said slowly, raising a hand.

He opened his mouth to argue but he didn’t really have the strength for it. “Fine. You, Gula? The guest room is right down the hall. You can sleep there. It’s practically turned into an office space but the bed is comfortable. Got anything you might need?”

She turned her pretty face and nodded towards her backpack. “It’s all in there.”

“Excellent. Well, ladies, make yourselves at home. Not that you haven’t already, but here it is formally,” he chuckled. “Goodnight, I’ll bring down clean sheets and some extra pillows and I’m off to bed.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12: Horace

 

Horace opened his eyes and stared at the ceiling. He kept trying to remember if the insanity of the last couple of days was a dream or if it was real. And if it was a dream, was it a normal one or a nightmare?

He heard giggling coming from the living room.

Real, then.

He got up, threw water on his face and became presentable, then made a frappe for himself. From the aftermath in the kitchen, it seemed Gula had already made herself one, plus a couple of sandwiches. At least she cleaned up after herself in the end.

Sipping glorious coffee, he walked into the living room.

Acedia, not surprisingly, was curled in the same spot on the sofa. Gula sat on the armchair. They were watching some sitcom.

Horace didn’t need to watch no sitcom. His life had currently turned into one. All that was missing was the canned laughter. “Good morning, ladies.”

“Good morning,” they both said in different reaction speeds.

“It’s already eleven o’clock. I’m gonna be off to hit some of my old jobs in case there’s some spot available. Will you be okay on your own back here?”

Gula looked hesitant. “If you could get some chocolates on the way back, then I’ll be fine.”

“Chocolates, sure. Anything else? You, Acedia? Need anything?”

“Nope,” she said softly. “But I would like you to hang out with me and watch the rest of the season.”

Horace chuckled. “Hah! You can watch ahead, I don’t mind, that show is really formulaic anyway. I don’t think I’m missing out on much. But I will join you tonight.”

“Wow!” Acedia said with the excitement of a dead person.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 13: Horace

 

He spent most of the day looking for work at his old haunts. Horace had gone through a bunch of menial jobs, he was a waiter at a small little taverna in his neighbourhood. The old boss really liked him but he was fully staffed and he admitted that customers didn’t spend like they were used to. Then he went to the local McDonald’s, but the manager had changed and he impassively slapped a job application form on the table. Horace filled it out but he knew they wouldn’t hire him, he was in his thirties, and they needed young and naive people to squeeze under the corporate thumb. Then he went to the local newspaper, which of course, had gone out of business.

Horace felt a touch of sorrow at that. It had been his first real job as a teenager, he even got paid for it. Knowing computers and having some graphic skills he worked in the small enterprise, preparing the layout for the articles and the ads and the classifieds of local interest.

But paper was dead. Had he even kept up his subscription? No, now that he thought about it, his parents had one, which they must have neglected to renew, understandably since they had left the country for good.

He asked around the neighbours about what had happened to the little newspaper. The owner had died, heart attack. His grandkids didn’t bother sorting out through the mess and the debt, and just shut it down.

An entire legacy, gone.

Horace had fond memories of the place. He enjoyed the summer he spent there, a place where he was treated as an adult. He knew stuff about computers, they didn’t, and his opinion was respected and his advice instantly applied. The boss was a kind old man even back then, and the employees were grumpy but had nothing bad to say about the man. The sole reporter was a flirty redhead that teased Horace every time she came over to deliver a story or proofread some piece, and he had masturbated furiously every night thinking about her.

But, looking back, the thing he liked about the newspaper the most was that feeling of making something real. They worked on the computer and printed out stuff and resized pictures all month long, then they sent it to the printer and it came back in smelly piles of newspaper.

Physical stuff. You could touch it, you could smell it, and it usually ended up in the trash after expending its half-life. If the newspaper was lucky, it ended up being recycled as a papier-mache or on the floor of some repainted room.

He really liked that feeling, creating things.

The other jobs he had never quite delivered on that front. It was always serving meals or spreadsheets or some mindless data-entry.

Turning away, Horace realised he had tears in his eyes.

 

 

It was lunchtime and he was sweating now, walking in the sun all this time. He wiped the sweat off his brow and thought of ice cream.

That was it. He was forgetting the ice cream shop. It was at the far side of Kifisia, it was quite a large suburb, but he needed to check it out. Horace started walking there. He knew the other people of his generation might have just looked up the phone online and called to check if there was work available, but his dad had taught him otherwise.

‘Horace,’ his dad would say, ‘showing up is half the work. That applies to everything, your job, your relationship, your friends, family. Remember that.’

He smiled at the memory. He missed his parents, but they were having fun chasing kangaroos or something. They deserved some fun for themselves.

So, he showed up at the ice cream shop. It was called Zillions, ‘cause it had a zillion tastes to choose from. It was slightly different than he remembered, they had changed a bit of the interior, chairs, some decoration, but it was otherwise the same. A large single space inside the shop, the bar full of ice cream flavours at the side. The staff area and the storage at the back, plus the customer toilets from a different entrance beside that. Then the real attraction, the lovely outside with comfy chairs and tables. It was a wedge shape little plaza, surrounded by trees and covered by humongous umbrellas on top. Horace hated those in particular, they needed quite an effort to open and close. The place was cool and inviting, in soft earthen tones with touches of modern design. He actually liked working there, it was a place where people came to cool off and have some ice cream and feel happy.

It wasn’t as great as creating things, but it was the next best thing.

And he knew they’d need more people, at least for some extra shifts.

As he went inside, he heard screams.

Ah, yes. That was the only memory he had repressed.

Screaming children.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 14: Horace

 

“Horace, my man!” Nico said and came around the ice cream bar to hug him. The man was always friendly and Horace really liked him. He was a fair boss to everyone, and only really shitty employees had anything bad to say about him.

“Hey, Nico, looking good. Tasting all the flavours, I see,” he teased him, pointing at the man’s expanding gut.

“Oh, so what? The ladies love it.” He put an arm around Horace’s neck. “Come, sit down. You look thirsty. Um, let me think, your favourite is...” He raised a finger. “No, don’t tell me. Gelato cheesecake!”

Horace smiled. “You remembered!”

“Of course I did. I’m Nico,” he said proudly and got up again to get behind the counter. He scooted the girl working there over and put a hefty amount in a cup. Some syrup later, he brought it over to Horace, along with a cool glass of water.

Horace didn’t hesitate to dig in, brain freeze be damned.

Ugh! So good.

Nico’s expression changed. “Can I assume you’re here for work?”

“You guessed it, Nico.”

The man sighed. “Ugh, Horace, Horace... What am I gonna do with you? What about that doll business you’ve always been talking about? Didn’t you start that one yet?”

Horace needed a second to realise what the man was talking about. Oh, yeah, he had shared his dream of making custom figurines and such. He decided not to chew his hopefully future boss’s head off for calling them dolls. “Yeah, right. That never quite took off.”

“Why?” Nico asked, his expression a sincere feeling of pain.

“I dunno. Never had the money to start it, I kept going from job to job,” Horace shrugged. “It was never the right time.”

Nico licked his lips and leaned forward. “Horace. You see this place?”

He looked around, following the man’s motion.

“This was all a dream once. Just a dream I had. A zillion flavours of ice cream. Neat idea, huh?”

Horace nodded in agreement.

“That was all it was, an idea back then.” Nico knocked his knuckles on the table. “I took the leap. Now it’s real. And we’re doing great!”

“I see that! I always knew with summer creeping in business would pick up but this is great, Nico.”

The man sighed. “So, you see how it saddens me to see you coming back with the dream still on your shoulder?”

“Yeah...”

“I have work for you. Heck, I’ll always have work for you.” He went at the employee area and came back with a job application form. He slapped it on the table without sitting down and said, “Same pay, 4 euro per hour. You can start tomorrow. Think it over, fill out the form for appearances sake and leave it with Martha over there.

Then he left, tending to business.

Horace picked up the job application and looked it over. He ate some more of the divine ice cream and frowned at the letters, filling out the spaces with a pen.

Then someone sat on the chair directly opposite him and he started, spilling ice cream on the table. “Wha-”

The woman before him was classy. She was Asian, adorned with lots of golden jewelry, and carried herself as if she owned the entire suburb. It wasn’t that weird to see opulent people in Kifisia, this was a wealthy place. But it was weird them sitting down next to strangers.

She parted her thin lips, giving it a beat. It looked like a rehearsed gesture that demanded your attention. “No wonder people come in here in this heat,” she said and pulled out a fan to cool herself. It had oriental dragons on it. She sniffed like a baroness, and then said, “I am Avaritia Philargyria. You may address me as Ava.”

“Uh, hello, Ava. I’m Horace. Why do I get the feeling you’re a sister of the others?”

“Correct. But that is irrelevant right now. What do you think you’re doing over there?” She pointed a manicured finger at the job application.

“Getting a job.”

She tsked like a lady and rolled her eyes. The gesture was far more expressive when done with Asian features. “With standard terms?” she said, the words bitter in her mouth.

“What else is there to do?”

“For starters, you can ask for better pay. You’re worth more. You’ve worked here before, right?”

“Yeah. Three years ago.”

“So you know the job, you don’t need any training. An instant-hire, right?”

“Well, yeah.” Horace looked at the employees. “Nothing seems to have changed as far as I see.”

“And you’re what, thirty years old?”

“Yes.”

“So, you could easily be a manager.”

“I guess. But I haven’t been in touch for years.”

“And that fact could be spun like a benefit to the employer. Here you are, knowing the ins and outs of the entire business, but being absent for so long as to not have any personal connection with the current staff. If this were a franchise, it would be like you were sent from management to oversee the business, correct?”

Horace rubbed his chin. “Hadn’t thought of it that way.”

“Of course not. You are worth more, Horace. The job is still pitiful, but even in this environment you should grab what is rightfully yours.” She grabbed the air with her thin fist. She was wiry from top to bottom, you could run an anatomy lesson on her. Her fist was small and powerful.

Horace mumbled something in agreement.

The Asian woman leaned forward, her fist containing the entire expression of greed in the universe. “You should take it all.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 15: Horace

 

“Nico?”

“Yeah?”

Horace leaned on the boxes in the storage area. “I want the manager’s position.”

Nico smiled at that and carried boxes over, cataloguing. “There is no manager’s position.”

“Exactly. Make one and give it to me.”

The man stretched his back and stared at him for a moment, mulling it over. He then shook his head and Horace could see the rejection coming his way. So he interrupted.

“How are the kids?”

“Oh, all grown up now. We’re very good, thank you for asking.”

“Wouldn’t they enjoy a summer holiday with their dad, for once?” Horace knew where to push.

“Uh, I guess. Ever since I’ve build Zillions I couldn’t get away, it’s the busiest season! Doesn’t make sense for me to do so,” Nico grunted.

“Naturally.” Horace pulled the tablet off the man’s hands and took over seamlessly, cataloguing the inventory like he had done so many times. He sighed, cross-checking the boxes. “There’s so much work and who would you trust to manage the store while you were gone?”

Nico had his mouth open, started a few syllables and ended them immediately.

Horace kept working, going through the entire stack. Then, without a thought, started on the next. It was syrups, tons of flavours to choose from. He turned to his boss for a second and said, “Could you please roll this stack back in the fridge since you’re waiting around? We don’t want the chocolate sprinkles to melt.”

Nico grunted but it sounded appreciative. “Right.” He rolled the stack of boxes back in the fridge and came back towards Horace. He slapped him on the shoulder and squeezed. The man had been powerfully built, even before a lifetime of carrying stuff around.

“It seems,” he said, “I’ll need to break the good news to my wife and kids. We’re going on holiday, since I’ve got a trusty manager to mind the shop for me.”

 

 

Ava smiled at him. It was impossible to ignore the woman, she demanded attention with her posture alone. Not that he minded. She looked older but quite sexy, in that well-kept way rich women did with a combination of pilates, botox, and very expensive spa sessions.

The fact that she looked at him hungrily through her fancy sunglasses also helped.

“Excellent. I knew you had it in you.” She stood up gracefully and clutched her... well, clutch. She opened a palm at him and blowed gently on it.

Horace checked the app before the notification came. The token was there, floating and spinning in all its augmented reality glory. It said Greed in Greek, ΦΙΛΑΡΓΥΡΙΑ.

 

 



	
Evil Thought
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Gula

	
1



	
Luxuria

	
0



	
Avaritia

	
1



	
Superbia

	
1



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
1



	
Acedia

	
2



 

Horace admitted to himself that he was getting quite addicted to the whole thing. Not to mention that despite the ladies making a mess of his life, it seemed to work out fine.

So far.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 16: Evie

 

Evie stewed alone in her apartment. Horace had just cancelled movie night with a text. Again.

Maybe she should get dressed, pretty herself up and go check out what was going on over there.

What time was it? Eleven. Even if she dove right into a cold shower right now, she’d need at least an hour to get herself together. She pulled the tangles on her hair. Ugh, it was a mess. And then she needed at least half an hour to actually get there, which would leave her stranded in Kifisia after midnight with no way out. She could get a taxi home but it would be double-tariff, and she really, really couldn’t afford it right now.

Thoughts buzzing through her mind she decided to start getting ready and stop wasting time. She could hit abort at any minute, she convinced herself.

Getting ready, splashing her bits with cold water, shaving her legs, brushing her hair, the entire makeover was done in record-time.

She didn’t wanna look too needy, so she just threw on a t-shirt and some jeans. But she did put on makeup.

She glanced at herself in the mirror for the hundredth time.

Right.

How did Horace put it? Go or no-go?

She mulled it over, grilling the thought in her mind. It was close to getting burned by now.

Why was she feeling like this? Was it because Horace had suddenly found someone to live with? She could be just a roommate. Then again, it never was just roommates, was it? That was one of the main reasons she never accepted his offer of becoming one. The commute didn’t bother her that much as she pretended it would.

She shook her head. No, it wasn’t jealousy. Horace was her friend, and as a man, he could only think with his dick. So, a strange woman, possibly a junkie, suddenly moving in was far too suspicious. They were gonna take advantage of him. Rob him. Perhaps worse, cut his kidneys out and sell them on the black market.

She needed to save her friend.

She had to.

She put on lip gloss.

It was a go.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 17: Evie

 

Evie stared at the doorbell next to the building’s entrance.

It was dark now but the trees made the atmosphere wet and chilly. She clutched at her bag and slapped herself. “What is wrong with you? You’ve done this a million times!” she mumbled to herself.

Then she rang the doorbell.

 

 

Horace opened the door. She smiled at him and he smiled back awkwardly.

“Evie! I, uh, cancelled. Didn’t you get my message?”

“Oh, I got your message all right. But I came here to protect you.”

“From what?” he asked but she shoved him aside and went inside, ready for anything.

She wasn’t ready for anything after all. She went towards the noise and on the living room, there was a chubby girl, round and pretty. Who was eating ice cream, right next to an anorexic girl who was twirling a spoon in her own melted cup.

‘What. The. Fuck?’ she internalised.

“Hi!” she externalised in a high-pitched tone, being friendly.

“Hi.” Said the chubby girl. “Hello,” said the anorexic one, much slower.

Horace came next to her. “This, uh, is my best friend Evie. She dropped over to say hi.”

“And I said so,” Evie chirped. “Excuse us a second,” she said and pulled him to his room. It was the same as always, an explosion of collectible statuettes and figurines of fantastical ladies.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“What? I told you everything. Up until today, that is. I was gonna fill you in. I got a job as a store manager at Zillions! Isn’t that great? Want some ice cream?”

She shook her head. “Yeah, really happy for you, that’s not the problem right now. Are those two living here?”

“Yeah, for now. We have a sort of contract going on... Well not a contract, an agreement. They’re helping me out in my life and all I’ve gotta do is like, feed them and let them watch TV. No big deal.”

“Wait, back up. Helping you how?” Evie said wearily.

“Nothing sinister. Just... you know, consulting me. That’s how I got the managerial job. I hadn’t even thought of that and Ava was like, ‘you’re worth it’ and it all made sense.” For some reason he pulled on his eyelids and mimicked an Asian woman with a stick up her ass. Since none of the other two were Asian, this must have been a third girl.

A third girl?

How many was he seeing?

Oh, she was gonna get to the bottom of it, but later. First things first.

“Horace, this is me, your friend. Evie.”

“I know,” he nodded, not getting it.

“Do you trust me?”

“Of course, Evie.”

“Right. So trust me when I tell you that this looks fishy. I think they’re conning you.”

“What? No!” He pulled away from her.

“Horace! Stop thinking with your dick for a second.”

“I’m not, honest.”

She clawed her nails at him. Ugh! She wanted to scratch him, so he’d get it. “Horace! Do you even know who these women are?”

“Not really. But we are getting to know each other.”

Evie winced. “I bet you are.”

The doorbell rang. “Excuse me, Acedia is definitely not gonna get up and Gula is very shy.”

She scowled at the space he had just vacated, then darted off behind him.

Horace had opened the entrance. Standing right outside, was another woman.

Holy crap, she was thin and tall and had excellent bone structure. She was wearing a fur topcoat and carried a pull bag behind her. A Russian, maybe?

“Hello, Horace,” she said with a Russian accent. “I’m Luxuria Porneia.” She leaned in close to him and exhaled on his ear, then said breathily, “I like being called Lux when grunting my name in pleasure.”

She visibly saw Horace twitch and his hairs prickle.

How the fuck did she do that? Evie had never gotten such a reaction from a man before.

The woman who liked to be called Lux while being taken from someone, strolled in on perfect legs like she owned the place. And Horace let her, though to his defence, Evie wasn’t sure he had the mental strength to stop her from doing anything right now. The woman walked in the living room and greeted the others.

Horace shut the door and Evie angrywhispered at him. “What the fuck, Horace? Now a call girl?”

“I didn’t ask for a call girl,” he said lamely.

“Sure you didn’t,” Evie hissed at him. “She even brought her bag of sex toys along. How discreet and professional of her!” she said ironically.

Horace gulped and raised a finger to explain. “Those are not- That’s her clothes, probably. You know, toiletries and stuff.”

“Seriously? Do I need to say it again?”

“Evie, it’s not like that. And I’m sorry for cancelling on movie night but I had my hands full.”

Evie scoffed at that, crossing her arms. “I bet.”

“Not like that. And I worked half a shift today, I’m tired. I’m just gonna let them crash here and go to bed. Oh, Evie, what time is it? You can crash here too, it really is no prob-”

“And join your little harem?” she said in anger. “Thanks but no.”

She opened the front door and slammed it behind her, leaving him there.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 18: Horace

 

Horace leaned on the wall next to the living room. Evie had just stormed out of there and he was confused. He knew this mess was too much to explain but this reaction he never expected.

Not from her.

He wanted to figure it out but his mind was absolutely spent. It was like he had ran out of thoughts for the day.

Acedia, of all people, stood up and slowly walked towards him. “Wow. What’s wrong?” she asked with her dreamy voice.

“Ugh, my friend. I want her to like you guys but she seemed angry and I can’t think right now.”

She touched his cheek with her bony fingers. “Shh. It’s okay. Never mind her now, she’s a big girl.”

“I dunno. It was pretty bad. Should I go after her? She can’t be that far already.”

“No, let her think alone, you would only fan the fires if you did.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” He realised Acedia was very close to him now, looking up at him with her glazed eyes.

“Will you stay with me?” she asked softly.

“Sure. Let me get your sister acquainted first.”

“No need. Gula will set her up, then she’ll play on your computer. She found that time management game about serving burgers to customers. She loves that shit.” Acedia felt a tad more active than normal.

Horace chuckled. “Right. Okay then, let’s crash on the sofa then.”

They went back on the sofa and Horace collapsed. The soft fabric hugged him and he could easily snooze right then and there. Lights were dim, the TV provided ambient noise and it was nice and relaxing.

Acedia sat next to him. She touched his chest and he realised she wasn’t on her favourite spot on the sofa. She stared into his eyes with a sort of hunger and energy he hadn’t seen before in her. It was really strange to see that slow girl suddenly move like a normal person.

“Relax with me,” she purred into his ear. That did, um, interesting things to his body. It might had been the encounter with Lux earlier that helped, but this felt nice.

She blew air on her palm, the entire thing looked like it was in slow motion. The app in his pocket glinged.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “Third token. You know what that means,” she said huskily.

“Acedia, what are you...” he never finished that sentence.

She wiggled her bony fingers inside his pants and grabbed his cock, rubbing it up and down.

“Oh! So, we’re doing this?” Horace looked around, the others seemed to be in their room. “I guess we are,” he surrendered.

“Do nothing,” she whispered, her face very close to his. Then she kissed him softly. Her lips were so thin, but felt nice on his own. He felt so tired, as if he couldn’t do anything at all, not raise a hand, not stand up, nothing.

He grunted, his cock getting hard in her palm. She released it by pulling his fly down, and then pressed her face on it, rubbing it gently. She moaned, “Wow. Mmm, mind if I enjoy this for a minute?”

“Sure, I like it.” The presence of her face so close to him made him tingle anyway. Her fingers ran up and down and he liked how she enjoyed the feel of it.

She huffed the way she always did when she felt tired. She rested her face down on his lower abdomen, facing away, and pulled his cock to her lips. Horace couldn’t see but it made her sudden nibbles even better. Acedia held it in her lips and played with her tongue around, feeling for the hole.

The spectacle would never end up in a porn video, but it sure felt good. Horace grunted and twitched so many times, her gentle caress getting him right on the edge, then riding it for a long time. He put his left hand on her body and felt her ribs. He ran his fingers upwards and downwards.

He had no idea how long they sat there, Acedia teasing him with her tongue and lips, him leaning back and appreciating it. All the thoughts had vanished from his mind. The entire world had shrunk down to the soft sofa, his hard dick and the thin woman that sucked gently on it. He relaxed and enjoyed it.

She kept him on edge for so long, his dick throbbed with each touch. He was nearly there and it was maddening. He wanted to grab her head and thrust inside her mouth but he had been sapped of strength completely.

“Acedia, ugh,” he moaned. “I’m gonna...”

“Oh, wow. Please, do,” she breathed out and wrapped her lips around his cock, then sucked strongly.

His orgasm, after edging for so long, was an explosion in her mouth.

He felt her swallow deeply, once, then twice.

Then she snored softly.

Horace snorted once through his nose and then he too fell asleep.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 19: Horace

 

The next morning, he tried to process what had happened but he hadn’t had his coffee yet. The fact that there were three women in his kitchen didn’t help at all.

Acedia was sitting still on her chair, hands around a cool cup of mocha, looking outside the window. She seemed like she was looking even farther than the apartment buildings in the neighbourhood. He needed to talk with her about what had happened the other night, but it could wait.

Gula was standing up, staring at the microwave as it spun.

Lux was... oh, man. She wore casual clothes, not the party clothes she came in with yesterday but she was still hot. Straight, long hair, sexy, expressive lips and a supermodel’s body. The other two were pretty in their own way. She was pretty in general.

And she was drinking beer. For breakfast.

“Good morning, everyone.”

They turned and smiled at him. Acedia took her time, naturally.

“Good morning, Horace,” Lux said with her Russian accent. “Sit over here, davai,” she said with a taunting look and slapped the chair beside her.

Horace sat down, his hands carefully forward.

“Beer?” she offered hers.

“No, thanks. I need my coffee.”

“Of course,” she said and stood up, brushing his face with her hair as she turned. She smelled like hair product and patchouli.

Horace took a second whiff of the aroma that hung in the air.

He waited as the sexy Russian made a frappe for him. It only took two minutes and he had everything in a neat little corner so he could make his quickly. Horace turned to Acedia, meeting her eyes. He still didn’t know how to feel about last night. Not that he hadn’t liked it, it was great. But was it just, you know, a one-time thing? Or something more? And what about her sisters? Okay, they weren’t real sisters, fine. But they called themselves like that, so they close.

All the while Horace processed these thoughts, Acedia was forming a soft smile at him.

Horace decided that she liked her at that moment. No, it wasn’t because of the blow job. He didn’t have a specific type, like blonde, brunette, athletic etc. He always could find something he liked in any girl, no matter what type she was. 

Another man might had been turned off by how thin she was. She wasn’t skeletal, but she was definitely going that way. No, he liked Acedia because he liked hanging around with her and he liked her smile, and her bright eyes.

Horace reached over the table and kissed her on the cheek.

She froze, then slowly met his gaze and beamed at him even more.

He sat down again. “How was your nap? Or was it a morning snooze?” he teased.

She blushed and pulled her hair on her face. “It’ll do for now. I might have one as soon as you leave. I’ve found another series you might like to watch with me.”

“Sure. I’ll see how I’ll be after today’s shift.”

Gula’s microwave breakfast finally dinged ready and she pulled it out, biting chunks of it. She got burned a few times but she was relentless. The food was going inside her belly, scalding hot or not, it didn’t matter.

Lux brought his coffee in front of him. He thanked her and he drank the whole thing in one long sip of the straw. 

She sat back down next to him. “It’s time I give you my token,” she said. Horace braced for it but the actual thing was much better than he imagined it. She pursed her lips and blew gently on her palm.

Horace fished out his phone and held it up to her. The AR token spun in the air before her, as all the rest had before. Horace was still taking in the sensation of her warm breath mixed in with beer on his face. He tapped the token and it carried into his stats.
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Gula

	
1



	
Luxuria

	
1



	
Avaritia

	
1



	
Superbia

	
1



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
1



	
Acedia

	
3



 

He considered the numbers, then asked, “Hey, Acedia, you mentioned three tokens yesterday. What happens when I get those?

The girls giggled at that.

“What? What did I miss?” He looked around, feeling stupid.

“You really need to read those terms,” Gula said, her mouth full.

Lux put her hand on his leg. “Horace,” she explained softly, her lips parted, “with three tokens, you get to sleep with us.”

Horace blinked a couple of times at that.

He opened his mouth, then shut it. Then he stood up and went for a cold shower, getting ready for work.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 20: Horace

 

He was supposed to have his head in the game. This was his first day at work, and though it was something he had done before, he really needed to pay attention, not think about hot breaths and beers and Russian lips.

Nico hovered around him. He still did much of the work, but he begrudgingly surrendered more and more duties to Horace as the hours passed. By the end of the shift, the boss looked confused, conflicted, but relaxed.

He got to know the employees. They were good in general. He only needed to mind one, George. He was fine in general but he tended to do things his own way and it messed up the entire system. He wasn’t wrong, it was always some productivity change that could help long-term but when in the thick of it, you needed to keep to the system, no matter how rigid or stupid it was. The others kept looking for clean scoops, stacks of cups, and the cones were nowhere to be found three times in one day.

Normally it wouldn’t be that big of a deal, but people swarmed the place and everyone wanted to be served on time. The fact that everyone was hot as fuck and waited for a lick of delicious coolness didn’t help with customer patience. Not to mention the fact that by necessity, you couldn’t take your time on multiple orders as the ice cream tended to melt.

Nasty habit, that.

As soon as he found a millisecond to spare, he sent a text to Evie. The gist of it was, ‘Are you still angry about yesterday?’

He checked his phone again and again but got no reply. The day went by pretty fast, as he was constantly on his toes and making an extra effort to be managerial and professional at the other employees. He knew from experience that the shifts would meld into a boring, incoherent whole as the weeks went by, but it was still rather new and exciting for now.

Right before the shift ended, there was an issue.

Of course there was.

“I demand to speak to the manager!” the customer yelled in poor Martha’s face.

Horace took a glance at Nico. He wasn’t budging. That was good. Or, it maybe wasn’t. He dashed to Martha’s side and sent her away. “Hello sir, I’m the manager. Please tell me what this about and I’ll do my best to sort it out for you.” He did everything perfectly, the bending over backwards pose, the clasped hands, the meek smile.

The customer fumed. “This idiot of yours-”

“Uh-uh,” Horace interrupted, raising a finger. He was firm but polite. “Please, let’s not call people names. Now, my employee Martha did...” he let it hang for him to complete the sentence.

The customer eyed him angrily. “The idiot,” he repeated, “brought my kids sugared ice cream. My daughter is diabetic! She can’t eat that.”

“I see.” Horace kept his cool. “Did you ask for non-sugar during your order?”

“Of course I did!” the customer spat out. “What did you think I was, some ignorant father who doesn’t know how to take care of his kids?”

Horace looked around the man. No mom. Two kids, seriously unkempt. He sighed softly. Leave a man talking long enough and he’ll negate exactly the thing that is true by himself. Martha would never do a mistake like that, so it was the customer’s omission. “That is a serious problem, and I’m terribly sorry it happened. Please, let me bring you non-sugar ones.” Horace smiled and remained polite as he picked up the ice creams into a tray.

The customer hesitated. He seemed like he himself couldn’t believe he’d won this unfair argument. Then he screamed, “No!” slapped down the tray and sent ice cream and bowls all over the place. And on Horace’s face.

Horace heard a slap behind him. It was familiar somehow, but he couldn’t remember when he’d heard it before.

“Kick that fucker’s ass,” an angry female voice came from behind.

Horace turned around and saw a familiar dwarf. She kept pounding her small fist into her other palm. “What are you doing here?” he asked, wearily.

“This guy disrespected your woman. Kick his ass in front of his offspring and flaunt it for everyone to see,” Ira said, showing teeth.

She couldn’t be serious, could she? “I’m not gonna do that,” Horace deadpanned and walked back inside, pulling the dwarf by the arm.

“Oh, I see. Let him drop his guard, then sucker punch him. Good plan,” Ira said.

“No,” Horace shook his head, “no plan. Bad plan. Sit down here.” He pushed the angry dwarf lady in a chair. “George, will you please go outside and clean the mess up? Martha, please prepare the same order but with the stevia ice creams? Thank you, both.”

“You’re too fucking polite,” Ira scoffed at him. “How are you supposed to rule with an iron fist with all those please and thankyous?”

“I will not, ‘cause this is just an ice cream shop.”

“Yeah! Soft and weak. Look at him! Don’t you wanna go out and punch his smug face?”

Horace did, actually. But he wasn’t gonna admit that to the insane little lady. “We don’t punch customers in their smug faces.”

“I can see that. And that is precisely why they think they can get away with behaviour like that. They wouldn’t last two minutes if this was 1457.”

Horace felt a migraine climbing the side of his skull. He sniffed. “What are you doing here, Ira?”

“I came to help you carry all that ice cream back home.”

“Gula. Right. Well, let me bring out the leftovers and throw out the tubs.”

He looked around for the garbage bags. They were nowhere to be found, nowhere! He always left them right th-

Fucking George, man.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 21: Horace

 

The entire gang went shopping for groceries. It was nice and cool late in the evening. Horace brought ice cream back home with the help of Ira, then they all went out to the supermarket.

They had fun. Acedia called shotgun on the shopping cart once again, and Ira was promptly banned from pushing it, after a close call with a pile of canned food.

“It’s not my fault I can’t see over the cart,” she complained, her face frowning from top to bottom.

“Calm down, sister. I’ll push, you bring the goods to me,” Lux offered and it all went smoothly after that.

Gula wanted to buy everything. Chocolates, candy, frozen meals, frozen pizzas, frozen pies, cornflakes, biscuits, potato chips, ham, croissants. Horace winced at that, but thankfully he’d gotten an advance pay from Zillions and it was all going to evaporate. As the manager, he was getting five times what he’d earn normally. It wasn’t that bad. All in all, the girls had made a mess of his life but the benefits were showing. He felt more confident.

So he just shrugged and piled a ton of food for the chubby woman. She had the sort of begging smile that you couldn’t say no to. Acedia leaned forward and with careful motions piled the things properly so they’d fit.

The chatted and laughed all the way to the cash register. Ira wanted to beat up an old lady who had lost her debit card and was taking too long, but they all held her down. No casualties.

Horace paid for the groceries and it was pretty much what he expected, his entire pay for the day plus ten euro from his debit.

They divided the bags to everyone. Ira carried pretty much everything, she was so strong so they put her to use. Gula opened up chips and munched on them all the way back, Acedia carried the eggs and just the eggs since she was the most careful of them all, and Lux carried her vegetables and beer.

She also teased Horace and he didn’t know how to handle it.

Walking beside him, she winked at him. “You got another token from me. Congrats for scoring yesterday.”

Horace would have rubbed his neck but he was carrying groceries. “Uh... thanks, I guess?”

“Oh, come on! Don’t be such a prude. Sex is a wonderful thing.” She then raised an eyebrow at him.

He liked that look. Or shouldn’t he? Was he with Acedia? This was so confusing.

He turned his head back to Acedia. She walked slowly behind them, both hands on the egg container. She looked animated, having fun, chatting away with Gula.

“Um, Lux, can you tell me something?”

“Anything,” Lux breathed out. The simple reply was like an invitation.

“Not that I’m not having fun with all you around, but is your other sister also coming over to stay with me? Superbia, the one I met a few days ago?”

“Yeah, she’ll come too.”

“And, um, that one has a weird name... Avaritia?”

“Her too. Is that a problem?” she asked, the final word betraying the Russian accent.

“Actually, no, we have room to spare. I’m just asking, you know. Organise things,” he chuckled awkwardly.

Four girls living with him. Plus two more.

He fumbled with carrying the bags over to one hand. He’d need to get his keys ready anyway, he was a the bottom of the steps of the apartment building.

“Let me,” Lux said nasally and slid her hand into his pocket. That gave him a warm, clenching feeling in his crotch. She casually fished out his keys and jingled them in her hand.

Horace grunted. “Thanks, Lux.”

She sauntered ahead and gave him a good look of her ass. She was just wearing blue jeans, but she filled them up nicely. Actually, Luxuria was the kind of woman who would look good in anything.

 

 

Dinner was nice. Everybody helped and then they had tons of ice cream, which made Gula’s tummy ache but that didn’t mean she stopped eating it.

They cleaned up and played a board game. Ira kept getting angrier and angrier at her unlucky dice rolls, and everyone else glanced at the others and made a silent agreement to let her win.

She was real happy about winning that night.

Crisis averted.

Everyone went about to prepare for the night. Pyjamas, tooth-brushing, toilets, the proper amount of windows left open, mosquito repellent, music or no music, bags splayed open. The apartment was finally so energetic after such a long time of being just him. Gula came up to him and hugged him goodnight. He was surprised for a second, then hugged her back. He liked hugging her, she was very soft, like hugging a feather pillow. Horace waited for the girls to finish up with the two bathrooms and situated Ira in his parents’ room. He never used it and it was mostly left untouched. It was a bit dusty and Horace apologised, but Ira didn’t mind. She opened the windows, looked for a duster and only asked for him to do the surfaces that were too high for her.

He did that and she rewarded him with a hearty punch on the arm.

Ow!

Horace stopped at the corridor and checked his stats.

 

 



	
Evil Thought

	
Tokens



	
Gula

	
2



	
Luxuria

	
2



	
Avaritia

	
1



	
Superbia

	
1



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
2



	
Acedia

	
3



 

He thought about their meaning. More specifically, he stared at that ‘2,’and thought about what Lux had said about the three tokens. A rush of smells hit him again from this morning, hair product and patchouli. And a pair of thick, red lips offering anything he wanted to him, as they pursed up to wrap around a beer bottle.

He thought about those lips wrapped around his dick.

Walking to the sofa, he hugged Acedia. She pulled her platinum hair behind her ear and looked up at him, smiling.

“Hey, wanna sleep with me tonight?” he asked softly, kissing her on her thin lips.

Acedia sighed audibly and looked towards his room. “Oh, wow... All the way over there?” she said as if he’d just asked her to traverse the Sahara desert.

He snorted at that. “I’ll carry you. Is that okay?”

“Wow, yes!” she said, excited. She opened her arms, allowing herself to be picked up.

Horace carried her to his bed. She was so light. He could carry most girls, but Acedia was like a feather. He put her down on the bed. She had already changed back into her pyjamas as soon as they came home, and had already taken a couple of naps, one during dinner, and at least one during the board game. 

He shut the door and sat next to her. He kissed her softly on the lips, despite his full on lust. He felt like pressing her down on the bed and having his way with her, but she looked so fragile. She kissed him back, hungrily, he noticed. She sucked all of his breath. He pushed her back on the bed and pulled her top up, revealing a pair of small, perky tits. He cupped them and bit on their tips, and she moaned softly, writhing slowly under him.

He knew he’d have to do most of the work, but he didn’t mind. He was so horny after Lux’s constant teasing that he could fuck Acedia two or three times in a row.

But he controlled himself and planned to make passionate, hot love to her. He asked her if she was okay and comfortable plenty of times and she simply said, ‘yes,’ moaning in his ear. So, he pulled her pyjama trousers off and rubbed her pussy. It was warm and wet and inviting. He pulled his own pants down and pressed his tip on her lower lips. She made eye contact with him, excited.

He rubbed the tip of his penis around and he enjoyed teasing her, making her shudder. He leaned down between her thighs and licked her pussy. It had a thin line of blonde hair on top, but was otherwise smooth and delicious. “Paying you back for yesterday night,” he told her and carried on. She squealed with delight as he tasted her. When he couldn’t take anymore himself, he put on a condom and plunged inside her.

She was tight but wet. She felt great around his cock. As he pummelled her, could feel her bony pelvis rubbing on his skin. She came immediately after a couple of thrusts. He let her enjoy it, moving in and out of her slowly as she rode out her orgasm. She pulled his head towards her and he felt her warm, caught breathing as she moaned softly. She bit his earlobe and whispered, “Keep going, I want you to finish too.”

Horace propped himself up from his forearms and had his way with her. The small movements she made drove him crazy, he loved it so much. The woman was so motionless normally that it made him hard just watching her react to his love-making. The only reason he lasted so long was because he was numb from having a semi-erection all evening.

Finally, he came, and he laid beside her, holding her in his arms. She leaned forward a couple of centimetres, kissed him softly on the lips and took a nap right as she was, chin forward. A soft snore came immediately afterwards.

Horace snorted at that and arranged the bed sheet on top of them both. He felt nice, content. Sleep was washing over him.

But something bothered him. Was he forgetting something?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 22: Horace

 

He mulled it over and then decided it would be the best course of action. He announced his decision to the sleepy ladies in his apartment and tried to get ready for work.

He severely underestimated how long it took for four women to get ready.

 

 

Half an hour late, he was there for work. Thankfully the store was running smoothly for months now and there were no crises to resolve so early in the shift.

He sent the ladies to a table outside to hang out and he went inside.

George was rearranging the ice cream tubs.

“Ugh, good morning, George. What are you doing?”

The man frowned and kept looking at the tubs as if it was a particularly tricky game of chess. “Putting the surplus in the middle, and the flavours we’re about to throw out in the middle and right of the customer. That way they’ll be more likely to pick them. Also, I’m putting the ones that have historically better sales with children like banana and strawberry and cookies in the front row, so they’re right at children-height. That will increase sales on those tubs, and I should make a note for inventory to order more in the next shipment.”

Horace opened his mouth, then shut it with a click. Well, that was certainly a verbose and convincing reply. He pointed at the man like an appreciative manager and said, “You do that,” and moved on.

Martha was cleaning the equipment. Waffles, soda machine, smoothie machine, they all had to be scrubbed each day. Horace had done plenty of that scrubbing and he felt delighted he didn’t have to do it anymore, but a tad guilty as well.

He had skimmed some management books and scrolled through some videos before, but now he wished he had paid more attention to them. He realised he never did so because he didn’t think he’d get a position like that. But now he had, after growing a backbone. He said good morning to Martha and tried to decide what the management books said he was supposed to do.

Scold them for not doing it properly?

Instruct them politely but firmly, since he actually knew how to do it himself?

Inspect their work, hovering over their heads, keeping them on their toes?

Nah, he hated that last bit with every inch of his fibre. He hated when managers did that to him. Just give me a clear task and let me do it, for fuck’s sake!

But he kinda was doing that now, standing there.

He decided to go with his gut. He stepped beside Martha and started scrubbing the equipment next to her. “The both of us will have this done faster, right?”

She hesitated, looked up at him, then said, “Right, Horace. Thank you.” Then went back to scrubbing with twice the intensity.

 

 

Opening the store went smooth. Nico called to check in and Horace went through the entire list of preparations he made with the others. Nico begrudgingly admitted that he felt satisfied and announced he was going to the beach with his family.

“I’m starting to realise why I spent so much time away from them,” the man grumbled over the phone.

“Have fun! Don’t worry, I’ll call you immediately if anything happens at the shop,” Horace said on the phone.

Nico mumbled something and hung up.

Right. Now, onwards to actually manage the shop.

It went smoothly for the entire morning. George and Martha handled everything, Horace stepped in at all tasks when they needed to be done quickly, like helping out a customer with lots of orders or cleaning up a table that had stayed a mess for too long. He didn’t mind doing it. The mere fact that it wasn’t his obligation to clean up made it just a thing to be done. If a boss had forced him to clean the tables up, he’d fuss and moan and hate every second of it while doing it to the tee.

But now, he had responsibility. He took in a breath, looking around the customers who lounged around, enjoying the spot of cool in a hot, summer day. Couples ate from the same cup, teasing each other and looking into each other’s eyes with longing and lust. Families chased their little kids around, trying to contain the mess they made. A few older people came and tried out some new flavours.

Everybody loves ice cream, young and old.

And Horace was responsible for the shop. He felt the burden Nico had placed on his shoulders like a physical thing. It was scary and exciting at the same time. He’d never felt like that before. He had been assigned team leader in a couple of projects in his earlier workplaces but they were in name only, just the guy who reported back to the boss regarding the project. No real responsibility. The owner was away. He had to maintain everything, keep the customers happy, make sure the employees didn’t sit on their asses, handle every little crisis that might show up.

At some point Lux stopped him. He was taking out a trash bag, which he noticed George had placed in a better spot. They were under the cart they used outside and you could just pry one out and start throwing things inside instead of going all the way back. She picked one up and walked beside him. “I noticed you staring at that girl,” she teased.

“What girl?”

“You know which one. Martha. She has a nice butt,” the Russian girl said, clicking her tongue at him.

How could she be so sexy, even when carrying out the trash? This was too much. Horace finally said, “Uh-I guess she does.”

She chuckled. “Look at you, getting all red there on the cheeks!” She threw the trash bag in the green bin. “Let’s make it a bet: If you manage to nail her, I’ll give you one more token.” She poked at his chest with her finger and showed the tip of her tongue.

He stood there holding the trash bag, pondering the implications of what she said. The third token meant he could- what? Sleep with her? But only after he slept with Martha? Okay, that sounded awesome, he was a guy after all, but he wasn’t this guy. He wasn’t spending his summers bedding one woman after another like prizes to be won.

Lux grabbed the bag out of his hand and threw it over the open lid of the bin. “Well? Don’t leave a woman waiting.”

“I can’t, she’s an employee and I’m the manager.”

“Exactly,” Lux said with a tease. “She's been dying to screw you since you showed up the other day. A woman knows.”

Seriously? Horace thought about his interaction with her. They seemed friendly and she seemed to want to make a good impression. But wasn’t this from the whole manager-subordinate dynamic? He honestly didn’t know. He had no frame of reference for this. “So, you mean if I ask her out, then you’ll make out with me?”

Lux leaned close and rubbed her shoulder on his chest. It was something that no other woman had ever done to him, it was like a cat’s simultaneous rub and indifference. He caught a whiff of her aroma and felt dizzy for a moment. “Making out, da, for starters. I like starters.”

Okay, he had to admit he’d never imagine getting propositioned by the hottest woman ever next to trash bin.

He nodded like an idiot and walked back inside, Lux coming beside him. She broke off and went to the girls’ table.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 23: Horace

 

“Can we talk?” he finally said to Acedia, kneeling down next to her.

She turned her eyes to meet his and gave him a bony smile. “Yes, Horace?”

“Not here, like, over there? Alone?” Horace glanced around. The others weren’t paying attention to them, Gula was eating Acedia’s unfinished ice cream, Lux was reading a fashion magazine and Ira was having a serious flame war with someone online, cursing and typing on her phone. Ava had joined in at some point and she really stood out, looking all posh and rich like that, talking on the phone about investments and money. Horace waved at her and made sure to thank her and greet her properly afterwards, he just didn’t have any time during the shift.

Acedia turned her head slowly to the spot where Horace suggested and looked as if you asked her to step foot in a furnace. “Over there?” she said lazily, dragging the words in despair.

“Okay, fine,” Horace whispered, “let’s talk here. Your sister suggested that at some point they may...” He hesitated.

She looked up at him, smiling softly. “Yes?”

“That they may... Well, you know, want to come to bed with me? Did you know that?” Horace braced himself for the reply. He instantly regretted bringing this up at his place of work. This could go badly, but he never expected the tame Acedia to ever make a public scene. But Ira might step in for her sister and the thought made him shudder.

“Wow! That would be lovely!” she chirped.

“What? Lovely?” Horace’s eyes widened. “It doesn’t bother you?”

Acedia shrugged imperceptibly. “Why should it bother me. After all, I sleep with other men all the time.”

He frowned at that. Well, they hadn’t said they were exclusive, not out loud. But Horace assumed...

“Wait.” He smiled. “Which men are you talking about?”

She counted with her bony fingers. “Wow, let’s see. There’s a black cop, a vampire viking, a half-robot detective...”

“Are you talking about the guys in the TV shows?” he asked, deadpan.

“Yes. Wait, there’s more...”

“You’re making fun of me.”

She beamed at him and kissed him on the lips. “Of course. You’re being silly. Part of the game is gaining the appreciation of my sisters. They reward that with sleeping with you. Though, not all will want to, and we all want different things. We’re different women, you know.”

Horace blinked at that. How could she talk about this so casually? Then again, it seemed they had done this before, so the elephants must have been ushered out of the room between the sisters. He took a moment to look around the table. They seemed relaxed, cooling off, lounging about. They spoke to each other, full of inside jokes and hidden meanings in every thing they said. They were fine with each other and Horace was just their plaything for this summer.

Somehow, that made him feel better.

He decided to have fun with the whole situation.

“Acedia, just to be absolutely clear, you don’t mind me dating other women?”

She chuckled. “Wow! No, silly.”

“Okay. You’re the best,” he said and kissed her back.

 

 

Horace stepped in for George to go to the bathroom, and he served the last couple of customers. Martha was finishing up a waffle order. He scratched his nose. This was it, the chance he wanted. They were alone but it wouldn’t last long.

“Martha?”

“Yes, Horace?” she looked up at him, minding the waffles.

“Do you wanna go out with me?” he blurted out before he had a chance to think about it and trip himself.

She blushed and turned away. Then she looked at the table full of women outside. “Um, like on a date?”

“Yeah. How about tonight? Or, if it’s too soon, tomorrow night?” He was already regretting this. She was gonna say no and he knew it.

“Thanks, Horace, but I already have plans.” She nodded once with a forced smile at him and turned back to the waffles.

Horace just said okay and went back to silently cleaning the ice cream bar. This was awkward now. But it wasn’t that bad. It wasn’t like he’d made a move on her, he politely asked her out. No need to make this feel worse than it was.

It wasn’t like she was the prettiest girl around, she was rather average. She just had a nice, perky ass. So what? Lot’s of women had a fine ass. It didn’t make her special.

And what about that stupid expression? I have plans? What was that? Horace hated that expression, it was a vague rejection. The girls didn’t say, I don’t like you, or, I’m dating someone. They left nothing open, no possible windows of opportunity for the future. I have plans. And they don’t include you.

He suddenly felt angry and dropped the scoops with a CLANG into the kitchen. Martha flinched at the sudden noise.

He walked out.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 24: Lux

 

Luxuria tsked at the young woman.

She turned around and opened her palms, politely pushing her away. “Please, madam, no customers are allowed back here.”

Lux said, “Of course,” with her thick Russian accent and turned away. She made sure no one was looking from outside and he grabbed Martha’s head from her ponytail.

She squealed and shuddered under her grab, but was powerless to resist Luxuria.

The young woman’s face was two centimetres away from the scalding hot waffle maker. 

“Listen carefully. You are going to offer yourself to Horace.”

“O-Offer my what?” she stuttered.

Luxuria tsked again. Another stupid one. “Your womanhood. Or I will press down and your average face will become nice and squared,” she hissed at her, pressing down a millimetre.

“Okay!” Martha said, hands out in surrender. “Please, don’t do this! Let me go. Please.”

She cried and the tear sizzled on the burning iron.

“You’ll do what? Say it!”

“I’ll offer myself to him.”

“Today. Now!” Luxuria snarled, squeezing the mortal’s neck.

“Yes! I’ll do it, immediately madam!” the young woman sobbed.

“Excellent,” Luxuria said with her thick accent and let her go.

Martha frantically touched her face. It was reddish but not burned.

Luxuria pointed at the ice cream bar. “Bring us another round of the same order, and a waffle.” She grinned at the young woman.

Martha looked at the waffle iron, confused.

“Yes, the one seasoned with human tears,” Luxuria said, showing her teeth.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 25: Horace

 

Horace found the time to thank Ava. “I wouldn’t have this job if you hadn’t pushed me to it,” he said, sitting across the table from her.

They had moved to a separate one so he could talk to her.

The rich Asian waved a dismissive hand. “Whatever. This will do, for now. But don’t make yourself comfortable in this dead-end job. There are things out there for you, heights to achieve, money to grab.”

She made a thin, wiry fist and her jewelry tingled.

Horace blinked at that. “Wha-How? Wait, you mean there’s more?”

She scoffed like a rich person. “Of course there’s more! Look around you. Cars, clothes, jewelry. Money.” She said the final word like Danny DeVito in the movie Heist.

Horace felt weird hearing her. He wanted to laugh, but her words somehow grabbed at his insides and made him go for his wallet. He felt it around. It was light. He felt greed. He wanted more.

No, he was worth more.

She must have seen his expression and she gave him a satisfied smile of her own. She leaned back and grabbed her clutch. “I see we’re on the same page. Wonderful.”

“Yeah, but... What do I do?”

“That’s for you to figure out,” the Asian woman said as she put on her sunglasses. “It’s still early but do want you thirsty for more. Now, I’m off to my spa appointment, then a facial, then a massage. Not the Asian variations, I’m tired of those. I’m gonna try a Mediterranean massage from a tall, dark and handsome young man full of muscles. I’ll come around tonight, I expect some accommodations will be ready for me?” She hmmed and stood up.

Horace mumbled for words. “What? Uh, I expected you’d also come over, but I don’t have anything close to a five-star hotel. I mean, it’s just a normal apartment.”

Ava raised a manicured finger. “I don’t need luxury. I like it, but I don’t need it. I simply expect the barest of amenities, somewhere to sleep, somewhere to have a foot massager, you know, the usual.

“Right. Well, I can offer you that, the apartment is quite big. Normally I’d worry with all the others around but you girls seem to get along well.”

She turned to the others outside and sneered. “Right. We do get along in general. I hope this won’t drag for too long,” she said, mostly to herself. “I won’t let it, we’ll have you up and running in no time or I promise on your bones I’ll squeeze it all out of you.”

“Um, what?” he asked, incredulous.

“Oh, nothing. I’m late for my spa treatment. Toodles.”

 

 

The day went on, and Horace actually had work to do so he focused on that. The next couple of exchanges with Martha were chilly but professional. The girls went out for a bite at a fast food joint across the street and Horace gave them money for lunch. He wasn’t that full of cash but he felt like he needed to give back to them for all the things they’d done for him these past few days. He actually felt good.

For some reason, he thought about Evie again. He checked his phone, still no reply.

There was a lull in the customers. They were all served and there was no spillage anywhere. A much needed respite.

“Horace,” Martha called from the storage area.

“What?” he asked, absent-minded. He was still her manager and they still had work to do.

“Can you help me with something back here?”

Horace sighed. He walked towards the back, leaving George at the ice cream bar. “What happened? Mixed up the barcodes?”

“Something like it, yeah,” she said, yelling from the back.

Horace frowned and located her. She was behind a stack of crates. They weren’t the ones that went to the fridge, rather the cones and dough. Cones, in particular, needed enormous amounts of storage space because they were basically empty cones of nothing but still needed padding to carry around in one piece. Half their storage was taken up by cones and they went through them like a tornado. Martha was behind a stack, fiddling with a transport paper. 

She looked... weird. Fidgety.

“What is it, Martha?” he asked and tried to be friendly. The woman was obviously hesitant about something. “If something got messed up, don’t worry, it happens. Just tell me, all right.”

“No,” she fidgeted with her apron, “nothing got messed up.”

“Then what is it?” He leaned on the crates. Then he got it. “Oh, about earlier. Look, I’m sorry, I put you in a difficult position. I shouldn’t have done it.”

She looked up at him, biting her lip. She was flustered and her eyes were wet. Was she crying back here? Was she bracing herself to tell him something? He hadn’t been that pushy, had he?

Then, to Horace’s surprise, she knelt down on her knees and pulled his zipper down. Martha grabbed his cock and began stroking it. Even the cock was too surprised to get up.

“What are you-” he began to complain, then thought better of it and moaned. Her fingers felt cold on his skin but she stroked it well. She kept on with it, and he finally got a semi-erection. He looked around, nobody was coming at the back and George was manning the front. Noise came from outside, people talking, children screaming. Nobody could hear them back here if they were relatively quiet.

Martha looked up with her brown eyes. She took off her Zillions hat and pulled her ponytail once.

Horace loved it when girls did that just before a blow job.

She started to lick his tip, then gulped it as much as she could, eagerly. Horace had questions, like what had changed her mind? Did she really want to do this? Was he in any way pressuring her to give him head? Had she thought she’d lose her job otherwise?

All those questions evaporated when he felt her tongue on his tip and the gentle suckling of her mouth. He couldn’t think straight, he just leaned back on the crates and enjoyed the moment.

She wasn’t really good at it. Too many teeth. She sucked it well, but every time her teeth scratched him he grunted and it wasn’t from pleasure. Also, for some reason she seemed she wanted to be done with it, like she wanted to deepthroat him and make him cum in the next couple of minutes.

Horace felt angry. Lustful. No, bitch, since you’re already down there I won’t let you get off that easily. He pulled her head away from his cock and stood her up. He unbuckled her beige shorts and bent her forward, her perky ass towards him, the only thing that was memorable about her.

Looking down at her panties, her ass was indeed nice. He grabbed a handful and squeezed, feeling it all over. She flinched but stayed in place, offering herself to him. Horace pulled her panties down and fingered her. She wasn’t wet but by the time he was done with her, she was ready to receive.

He pulled down his pants and put on a condom. Martha turned back to look, her face hesitant, but she was biting her lips and she looked flustered. Plus, her pussy was dripping wet by now.

“Do you want me to do this?” Horace asked in a moment of clarity.

“Yes,” she croaked, her throat stuck by the previous blowjob and her current awkward position.

Fine. Horace took her from behind, his dick feeling the scalding warmth of her insides. He grabbed her nice ass and pummelled it hard. She wanted to be done with it after all. He would do exactly what she wanted, but by taking her on all fours. Martha propped herself with her hands on the crates and pushed back against his powerful thrusts.

She moaned and moved her head around as he fucked her, leaning it from side to side as if she enjoyed the exchange.

“Ah! Ahh!” she grunted. “Yes. Aaa... Deeper,” she breathed out. 

Horace pummelled her harder. He fucked her pussy and slapped her ass. She tensed, squeezing his dick but she seemed to like it. He was close now. One, two more deep thrusts and he pulled out.

Martha looked back at him, breathing hard, her hair a mess.

He thought about it for a second and then decided to do as he had fantasised about her. He pulled his condom off and jerked the final few strokes he needed, then came on Martha’s glorious buttcheeks. He panted as he looked at the droplets of cum holding on to her skin, or dropping from the side.

The light bounced on the crates and gave her skin a brownish tint. As she knelt there before him, her sweaty skin glinting dark and golden like that, just for a moment he could swear she looked exactly like...

No. Don’t be silly, Horace.

The release felt amazing. Spent, he took a step back and sat on a crate. She too looked spent, and sat down on her side, panting. She met his eyes once, they looked wide, surprised, even hungry. Then she averted her gaze and looked down at the floor.

Horace took moment to catch his breath, then zipped his pants back up. He pointed around, said with a firm tone, “Clean this up,” and walked out of the storage area. He left Martha there, half-naked and stunned on the concrete floor.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 26: Evie

 

Evie promised herself she wouldn’t do it. Nope. Uh-uh. Not, ever.

She bit her lip and logged on to Agora. There it was, Horace’s profile. She scrolled frantically and went straight to his timeline.

There were pictures posted there. Fresh ones.

He was over at Zillions, wearing the brown employee blouse and beige pants. And he wasn’t alone.

The girls from earlier were with him, sitting in a table outside. The chubby girl with the pretty face and the anorexic one. And there were even more with them. The Russian whore, a dwarf, she saw to her surprise, and one more lady.

A stunning Asian with a fancy black dress that Evie could recognise was from a high-end fashion designer. She was middle aged but Evie could only wish to look this good at her age.

Fuck, she looked down at herself, she didn’t even look this good now.

The Asian wore fancy golden jewelry around her neck and wrists. What was she doing with Horace? She definitely seemed to know the rest of the women, because, despite avoiding the selfies, at the background of one pic she was frowning at the angry dwarf lady, a frown that came only from knowing someone well.

She slammed the screen of her laptop shut.

Nope.

She said she wouldn’t do this.

Evie paced up and down, then dove into her freezer all the way inside at the tips of her toes and looked for something sweet.

A-hah!

She knew she had lost an ice cream at some point in the last month. Everything was so high up and she could never see what was there. At the top shelves of her house were things she considered gone and lost. But remembering the times at Zillions they had spent together made her crave for some ice cream. She bit into the chocolate covered stick and fought back the brain freeze.

Ow!

Ow-ow-owie.

She sat back on her bed, folding her feet under her.

She opened the laptop once again. There it was, proof that Horace had forgotten all about her. He didn’t care for her anymore, he had his-

What were they to him, anyway? Seriously now.

She chased a piece of chocolate that fell down her blouse and between her breasts. Then she licked her fingers.

Horace had forgotten all about her.

A notification popped up in Agora’s messaging system. From Horace, the tenth message in a row:

Hey, Evie, what’s up?

Hey, Evie, talk to me, come on.

Hey, Evie, aren’t you done being angry at me?

Evie, come on, I can see that you’re reading these.

Evie, cut the crap.

Evie, call me when you can.

How are things?

Evie. Evie. Eeeevie (ghost emoji.)

Evie, this is ridiculous.

Yup, she sniffled. Horace had forgotten all about her and had only eyes for those fucking- whatever they were to him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 27: Horace

 

Horace made sure the customers got their ice cream. George could handle it on his own but Horace stepped in to help. Of course, George had his own system even for handling orders so he was more in the way than he liked. After a while, Martha showed up from the bathroom, composed and presentable as always, her hair in a tight brunette ponytail. She might have looked a bit tired, but it had been a long day after all.

Horace spoke to her in a professional tone of voice, “Carry on here while I go outside.”

She nodded and took her spot in the waffles next to George.

Horace went outside. It was going darker and it was a lot more cool outside now, it felt nice. The customers seemed relaxed, switching to alcohol in some cases.

The girls had come back and brought a club sandwich for him. Ira held the delivery box open for him, shoving it into his face.

“Oh, good. I’m starving,” Horace said, looking around. When he was sure no one was staring at him, he bit down on a quarter of the triple-decker sandwich and it was heaven. He gulfed it down real quick and wiped his hands. “I’m okay with this for now, I’ll have the rest on the way home. Thanks, girls. I appreciate it.”

Gula had already reached out with her hand towards a piece of the club sandwich. Ira shut the lid on her fingers, thankfully it was soft, and Gula pulled away. Horace thought that Ira would have slammed it shut even if it was made of wood. “You ate two of them!” Ira frowned at her.

“Yeah... But seeing Horace want it so bad...” Gula said, enchanted, her eyes wide. She shook her head and composed herself. “I’m sorry.”

Horace reached down and took the delivery box from Ira. “Thank you for protecting my lunch, but it’s all right. She can have it. I’ll grab something else on the way home.” He gave the rest to Gula.

She looked like she was about to cry. “Really?”

“Yeah!” Horace chuckled. “Take it.”

Gula hugged him so fast he didn’t even see her move and he felt like he was squeezed tight by the world’s fluffiest donut. He laughed and hugged her back.

When she let go, she sat down on their table, opened the box and took a small, controlled bite from the sandwich. She looked like she was appreciating every piece of it.

“You indulge her too much,” Ira frowned, elbowing him on the ribs.

“Ow! No, she’s fine. She’s so sweet, I can’t deny her anything,” Horace explained, rubbing his side.

“That’s precisely my point!” the dwarf lady said, throwing her short arms up in the air. “By the time we’re done with you she’ll be twice the size. We won’t be able to push her out the door!”

“You exaggerate.”

“Actually, I do not,” Ira said, sniffing. “It has happened before.”

Horace shook his head. “Really?”

“Never mind that,” Lux said cutting them off and walking inside his personal space. She stared up at him hungrily, lips parted, and she put her arms around his neck.

Horace gulped. “Okay,” he said lamely.

She smelled him, taking in his neck. “Mmm,” she moaned softly, “I am satisfied.”

Horace felt a warmth inside his groin. Seriously? Again, so soon?

Lux put up her palm and blew softly in it, but she was so close to his face she practically breathed out into him. Then she sent a kiss in the air.

Horace’s phone vibrated with a notification. He knew what it was about. Feeling awkward, he looked around at Acedia. Her eyes were sunken as always giving her a grim expression, but she looked indifferent just like always. When she noticed he was looking, she smiled wide at him, her beauty streaming back into her face like sunlight on a dying flower.

Lux still had an arm around his neck and her breasts were pressing onto him. He needed to break this off, until the end of the shift anyway. “Uh, ladies, as much as I enjoy this, allow me to end this for just one hour and I’ll see you back at home, okay? Here’s some more cash so you can go for more groceries-”

“And beer,” Lux interrupted right beside his ear, still clinging onto him.

“And beer, of course,” he continued, fishing out his wallet and keys.

“And condoms,” Lux whispered into his ear.

Horace froze, then bit his lips, then stared down at his feet, sighing. He willed the erection away. 

Just a couple more hours.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 28: Horace

 

Horace counted the seconds ticking away. He had never felt the end of a shift so far away before, and he had done some dreadful ones in his past. He kept checking his phone’s clock, and then shifted to the app:

 

 



	
Evil Thought

	
Tokens



	
Gula

	
3



	
Luxuria

	
3



	
Avaritia

	
2



	
Superbia

	
1



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
2



	
Acedia

	
3



 

He kept glancing at those threes, worried they might shift or something. What did they mean? Did he now have the okay from Lux to make a move? She certainly seemed receptive about it. Not that he could ever imagine what a knockout babe like her wanted from an ordinary dude like him.

And also Gula? He liked her, but he hadn’t thought about it much. How could he with the constant teasing from Lux? So, now that meant he could bed each one of them?

His eyebrows went up.

Both of them?

No, they were different people, and Gula hadn’t shown any sexual interest in him, if you counted out the gut-squelching hugs she gave him. And it wasn’t fair to her, his mind kept going back to Lux, anyway. Even if they did do something he’d only spend the entire time thinking about the Russian. And he wasn’t the kind of man to do that to a woman that he slept with. 

Hypocrite, a voice in his mind said. Didn’t you just cum all over Martha and thought about Evie?

Yeah, he answered the nagging voice in his mind, but that was afterwards. Not during. Doesn’t count. Plus, it was a fleeting moment.

It doesn’t count.

Really, it doesn’t.

He started prepping for closing time. He left the damn umbrellas to George who seemed to get the hang of it better, and took up his closing up chores in thanks. They met their eyes with Martha a couple of times, and she responded regarding the work but nothing else. She shied away from him.

Gods, he wasn’t that rough with her, was he? No, she was properly lubricated down there and everything. There’s no way he hurt her, her pussy was dripping wet. Horace could still smell her scent on his fingers even after washing his hands.

Anyway, he shrugged, she seemed fine in general. Maybe she had regretted what they did. He didn’t really care, he hadn’t made a physical move on her. He’d merely asked her out. She was the one who threw herself on him. He took advantage of her only after she’d done so, and he even asked her if she was okay with this.

Horace didn’t care if she had regretted their backroom fuck. His fantasy was done, he had grabbed that sweet ass and pounded it as if there was no tomorrow. He didn’t want anything more from her, not even a second fuck sometime in the future. He was certain of it.

He put the lids back on the ice cream tubs, ticking of each one on his list. He had to admit that they had sold out the ones that were running out of best-by dates, and the kid-friendly ones did seem to fly off the shelves.

Fine. He had to tell George his was a better system.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 29: Horace

 

Horace held the front door open as the porters strolled inside. They carried enough luggage to form a small hill. The bags themselves were very expensive, he could identify some fashion brand’s logo or another emblazoned on them. Horace knew he couldn’t buy these bags with his paycheck even if he saved up for a year.

“Right,” Ava said nasally, waving her intricate fan to cool herself. She looked around his house in the derisive way only rich people can muster.

Horace felt bad for a second. He felt ashamed of his home. Then he changed his mind and gritted his teeth. Nobody had forced her to show up here. She could go to a hotel or something.

“Where is my room?” Ava asked as the porters waited with her luggage.

“Uh, well, in that one sleep Gula and Lux. And in that one is just Ira for now, so you can share the double bed with her. I don’t suppose you want the sofa where Acedia is?” he chuckled.

“Hm... Gula would be preferable. I could ask Lux to move elsewhere. Perhaps in your room,” the Asian said pointedly, “but cuddling with Gula would only be nice during the winter. Not in this heat.”

Horace thought about that. Yeah, Gula would make an excellent cuddle partner for the winter. He smiled at the thought.

Ava tsked. “Fine, I’ll share with Ira. She doesn’t take up a lot of space.” She pointed at the room and the porters hauled her luggage in it, leaving everything carefully placed and in easy reach.

When they left, Horace watched as the girls sieged the room for Ava’s stuff. She held her ground despite her small frame, then started boiling in anger and pinched them, but they were relentless. They pushed through and the neat luggage got tossed about all over the room in an explosion of expensive fabric. They put on hats, accessories, shoes if they fitted them. It was funny, really funny. Horace laughed out loud as the Asian woman cursed at them, going from one to the other and taking her stuff off their hands. At some point she couldn’t hold on to any more so she started dropping them. Gula walked behind her and picked the stuff up.

Horace shook his head and realised he had a moment to the bathroom with no queueing. He hurried inside and threw his clothes off, taking the shower cold as it was. It bit down on his skin and it felt invigorating. He always wanted to be clean around women, and everybody got sweaty in this heat. He rubbed his body with the first bubbly thing he found and felt great.

Then he saw a silhouette behind the shower curtain.

It was rather tall, and curvy, and very, very blurry so he couldn’t make out who it was. But deep inside, he already knew.

He cleared his throat, spitting out water. “Hey, I’m still in here,” he joked.

The silhouette said nothing. She leaned forward and slowly started taking her clothes off. Horace saw the deliberate movements and heard the gentle thup of clothes hitting the floor.

Then the silhouette came closer, the shape more defined but still blurry.

Yup, it was a woman all right.

Horace gulped as a hand reached for the shower curtain’s side. She pulled it open and there she was, Lux, in all her naked glory. She was smoking hot, a powerful body built like an athlete, gentle curves and firm breasts. Her straight hair fell on the nipples as if it was a scene from a movie. She looked at him with thirst in her eyes. “Can I... come in?” she asked, as if this was an office or something.

“S-Sure!” Horace stuttered. He felt like covering up his crotch, but he shook his head. It was idiotic.

Lux stepped inside the shower and pulled the curtain back in its place. Barefoot, she was nearly as tall as him. She looked into Horace’s eyes and said with a purr, “Could you point that thing elsewhere?” She looked down at his erection, which was indeed pointing at her.

Then she pointed up at the shower head.

“Oh, right!” Horace said and pulled it to the side, reducing the spray.

“I don’t want to do my hair today,” she said throatily and wrapped her arms around his neck. Her nipples touched his body, her flat belly touched the tip of his cock. Water splashed on his back and trickled down her body, following her curves, making her skin glisten.

Horace couldn’t believe his luck. There she was, a knockout babe, teasing him casually in the shower. He froze for a minute, but he was feeling quite amped up these past few days. The girls were doing wonders for his confidence. So, he decided to take what was offered.

No, what he was worth.

He pulled her close to him and kissed her. Her lips tasted like beer and he could spend a decade just kissing them. She kissed him back without hesitation and he soon realised she was clearly the resident kissing expert in this shower.

He told her so. “You’re a great kisser,” he said between breaths.

“So are you,” she inhaled and then kissed him again, her tongue trying to wrap around his. She pulled him close to her and kissed him hungrily, rubbing her body on his. She pulled his cock up and propped it upright between their bellies, giving him a gentle rub every time she swayed.

Horace loved it, it was maddening. Her scent and the feel of her skin was better than he had ever imagined. He fondled her breasts, water dripping down on them and making the areolas prickle up. He passed his fingers over them, enjoying the texture. He couldn’t help it any more. “They feel so great, I want to put them in my mouth.”

She smiled naughtily and leaned back, her waist still rubbing on his. “Why don’t you?” The ends of her hair were wet now and stuck on her body. She traced the curves of her breasts with her finger.

Horace leaned in and sucked on them hard, one after another. The water dripping on her made it a kinky situation, and he suckled on her boobs like a baby. Lux ran a hand through his hair and pressed him closer to her body, moaning, her head tilted back and enjoying it as much as he did.

He lost the gentle rubbing of his cock by leaning forward like that but he was rewarded with a mouthful of boobs. He sucked and bit them gently. He grabbed her ass and it was firm and wet.

Suddenly, Lux pushed him away. 

He disengaged immediately, panting, eyes wide. “What? Do you wanna stop?”

Lux smirked. “Nyet. I wanna take this to the bedroom,” she said, tugging on his cock.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 30: Horace

 

Horace woke up to a blow job. He opened his eyes, then felt awesome, pushed his head back on the pillow and enjoyed the ride.

Lux’s hair was rubbing on his privates as she bobbed up and down, expertly sucking his dick and slurping on it all over. Last night was amazing, perhaps the best sex he ever had. Then they did it again, this time not caring about being heard or anything. Horace was worried about Acedia in the living room. She had given him permission to do this, but he didn’t wanna rub it in. It’s one thing saying ‘go ahead,’ and another hearing your sex partner making the bed squeak right next door.

Of course, like all thoughts in his mind, Lux made them all go away. By the second time, he had a mind free of all worries and all he could see was the hot Russian’s body beneath him.

Then they had sex, and it was... uh... like a porno.

Lux changed tens of positions and arched her back and did everything he had ever seen people doing in porn but had never done himself, then she did a couple of things he had never even thought of. She teased and guided him, speeding up and slowing down, putting her limbs around him, making him crazy with lust.

He came first because it was impossible not to, then she guided him how to make her reach climax as well. Then he did the exact same thing, wanting to please her and thank her. Finally, she straddled him and stretched out his satisfaction, expertly guiding him to a last, explosive climax.

They had fallen asleep in a tight embrace, their legs intertwined, her hair splayed next to her like a boudoir photoshoot. They had spoken softly to each other until very late, touching and kissing each other’s bodies, not wanting to let to for an instant. They kissed softly in between their sleepy conversation topics. Luxuria had told him about the motherland and the mountains she was so fond of.

He told her about his hopes and dreams and how other women had hurt him.

She had whispered in his ear that she would never hurt him.

When they fell asleep in his bed, it was late and he was so tired but feeling great. Now, he was getting the best alarm clock ever. Lux suckled on the bottom of his tip, sending shivers down his spine. He only had a semi-erection when waking up, but it seemed to do the job just fine. The morning sun shone in bands inside the room, illuminating the curves of her body.

Horace ran his hand over it, following the curves, feeling her skin. It was soft and cool and inviting. He wanted to touch her all over, feel her body against his, never let her go.

Lux jerked him off slowly and leaned down to take care of his balls. She licked them.

“Hey, that tickles!” he said, his eyes droopy but never letting her out of his sight.

“Want me to stop?” she teased, her nose buried inside his ball sack.

“Fuck, no!”

“See? I knew it.” Lux kept on jerking him off ever so quickly while she sucked on each of his balls with a loud pop of her mouth.

He touched her naked body wherever he could, her arms, her neck, her back, his body spasming by the imminent orgasm.

He came, the sperm going up in an arc, backlit by the morning sun, ending up on his belly.

He panted and looked down at Lux. She was smiling with satisfaction and carried on licking the tip, dragging his orgasm longer than the allocated nine seconds every man normally got each time.

It was divine. He fell back and breathed hard for a while. “Thank you, Lux. That was amazing!”

She purred next to him, taking her spot in the bed. She kept on teasing his cock with her fingers, making him shudder at random intervals.

When the sensation wore off he felt amazing. “Wow! Ready to start the day,” he said and wiped himself with some paper napkins. He looked back at his bed, and blinked a couple of times, still finding it hard to believe that a supermodel was tits-out in his bed. “I don’t want to leave,” he complained.

She smiled and took another pose, leaning on her back and sending her boobs pointing upwards. “Oh, really?” she said flatly.

Horace grunted. “I’m spent for now, which means I’m immune to your charms for another five minutes or so.”

She looked up, bobbing her head. “Sounds about right.”

“I’m gonna go get ready for work. I’m gonna tell the girls to take their time and get ready after me, okay? I learnt my lesson yesterday, there’s no way we’re all getting dressed in time. So, I go first, go to work, then you do whatever you want and come hang out at Zillions. We’ll have coffee again, ice cream, like yesterday. Sounds good?”

“Sounds good,” Lux said with her thick Russian accent. “How do you say it? I’m in the mood for licking some,” the sexy woman said, wiping off the edge of her mouth.

Horace froze mid-process of putting on his pants and appreciated her sight. He acted like a man that hadn’t just felt those same lips wrap around his morning wood and was silently hoping to. That damn vixen, Horace thought and finished getting dressed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 31: Horace

 

He felt himself hurrying, but then checked his phone and saw he had plenty of time to get to work.

He had washed up and gotten ready, then hesitantly went to the sofa. He’d kissed Acedia on the forehead, hesitated, then kissed her on the lips and told her his plan for the others. She said she was too tired to tell them, so he scoffed, feeling stupid, then knocked on the other rooms and told them through the closed door what to do. He got some mumbled acknowledgements so he left them there.

Back at Zillions, he unlocked the shop, then started the morning preparations. Martha arrived and they said ‘good morning’ cordially, then gave her the morning’s tasks. She carried on with everything. Then George came too, threw the entire task list on the table and started doing his own thing.

Horace opened everything up except the damn umbrellas, leaving them to George. Then he took a breath, feeling great.

This was gonna be a fine day.

 

 

This was a shitty day. For some reason the crappiest customers all had a meeting and decided to rush the store. Horace stepped inside the counter, then darted outside, settling issues with wrong orders and cleaning things up. The kids were more energetic than usual, and they managed to break three glass cups. The mothers were all threatening with bad reviews if their issues weren’t taken care of by the manager.

Which was Horace.

Why had he asked for this job exactly?

It took a lot of patience to deal with everything, and it felt like killing a Hydra, when he killed one problem, two popped up in its place. They needed more hires, like right now. He needed to call Nico and get the go ahead to find more people.

At lunch hour, the traffic finally died down and he managed to get a breather. He collapsed on a chair in the back, out of sight of the customers and taking Acedia’s advice, he took a nap for five blissful minutes.

The girls had come in later in the morning and were brilliant, they didn’t bother him at all. They seemed to really perk up when he went by their table but with the rush he couldn’t spare any time for them. They bought magazines and ate ice cream and chatted between them or on their phones. For work, perhaps? Horace realised he didn’t know much about the girls even after living with them for nearly a week. He decided to devote some time and learn more about their lives and interests.

They seemed to have some, as in, lives. Weirdly, they seemed to have placed them on hold and had come for a prolonged sleepover in his home, sprinkling advice in his life.

It was weird, he admitted. He could hear Evie’s voice in his mind telling him so for the millionth time. But he kinda liked it. It was fun, and interesting, and had he mentioned the sex? Pooh! Mind-blowing. He rubbed his dick, rearranging it as it tried to stand at attention at the thought of Lux’s magnificent pussy.

In a moment of weakness, he thought about bringing Lux back here and doing exactly what he wanted to do to her. She’d probably say yes. Heck, she’d probably ask for it herself any time now. Then he shook his head. No. Despite having unexpected fun with Martha the other day, he took this job seriously. He didn’t want to disappoint Nico. He had trusted him with his life’s work, and he wasn’t gonna let him down. Also, in a small corner of his mind, Horace felt he wasn’t fit to be a manager. He wanted to strangle that thought, push it down, extinguish it, like Ira would have told him to do.

He was worth this. Like Ava said, he was worth it all. Shop manager, and after that, more.

More what?

He didn’t know.

Perhaps he’d finally start that figurine business he always wanted to. Perhaps.

But he knew damn well he was worth it all.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 32: Evie

 

Evie got ready for her interview. She was so anxious, she still had four hours left, yet there she was, standing ready, sweating inside her home. She decided to spare the air-condition for this day, it wouldn’t do to get undressed or stay like that and get sweaty.

She paced up and down, then realised it would be stupid to do the same for three hours. She decided to occupy her mind. She picked up a Nnedi Okorafor novel, one of her favourite authors. She hadn’t realised how much she’d like afrofuturism before Horace had suggested it to her, but now she was a devoted fan, reading everything she released. Evie didn’t really feel African, her parents themselves having been born in Greece. But it was a faraway heritage that she was proud of and liked reading about. Representation matters. It can inspire people, or at the very least, make them feel less like shit.

She tried to read a few lines but her heart wasn’t into it. If her favourite author couldn’t take her worry away, nothing could. She decided to work on something she liked.

It was her secret project. She had an artist’s profile up on Agora, where she uploaded rendered 3D art that she made. The base for the pics was herself, acting like a fantasy character, posed as she wanted each time, like throwing a spear or hurtling lightning bolts. Then she posed the joints of the 3D model of herself to the way she wanted, and painted over it in 3D. She was just fooling around at first, just an outlet for her creative skills. When something presentable came up at some point, she put it up online and forgot about it. A month later she logged back in to discover that a couple hundred people had liked it and were leaving comments asking for more.

Evie could barely believe it. She never imagined that her artistic skills would please people, it was just one of those things people do, create something to pass the time and throw it up online.

She signed the 3D statue as ‘Evangeline.’ It was her actual name, but nobody called her that, even her parents called her Evie. It was her name on her ID as well. So, Evangeline, like the Empress Evangeline in her games, was brave.

Evangeline sculpted another 3D avatar of herself, this time more cinematic, with lightning spewing out of her hands and eyes. 3D space was awesome in that way, you could do pretty much anything. A real statuette couldn’t have lightning on it, but a 3D object could. The bright blues of the lightning contrasted with her black skin, complimenting it immensely. It was like a fluo bikini on a black skin, it simply worked perfectly. On a whim, she also clicked the ARO checkbox. It asked for her permission to include the 3D sculpture in Agora’s Augmented Reality Object database, searchable and usable by every user in the world for every application they could think of.

Then she had again forgotten about the whole thing for months. Back then she had an actual workplace to go to.

When she checked her profile at some point, she had seen that people were using her 3D sculpture. They loved it. Evie scrolled through the tens of comments. There were black girls all around the world who loved it and wanted more. They even asked for more poses, and warriors, and archers, and other stuff.

Evie didn’t know how to digest that bit of news. She never considered herself an artist, but there she was, her creations being appreciated by thousands. Should she keep on doing them? But they took quite a bit of time to make, and it wasn’t like she was getting paid for it.

Then again, it did make her feel good. On a particularly bad day where she had come home crying, the only thing that made her feel better was logging on and going through the comments again. Oh, there were some assholes, certainly. Three dudes called her, ‘thicc,’ whatever that meant. She realised it referred to her ass, which wasn’t thick at all, thank you, so she blocked them immediately. All in all, the community was awesome and supportive. She quickly found herself spending more time interacting with others, following other similar artists, learning new skills and techniques. She slowly uploaded a couple more of her 3D sculptures. The one wasn’t taken well at all and she almost gave up. But the next one was a clear improvement, and that reinvigorated her.

Evie knew this wasn’t a serious thing. She was hiding it from everybody, and nobody could actually recognise her in the sculpture’s face. Perhaps only someone who knew her well, like her parents or Horace, or Jake, her ex. But she worked on the base picture so much it became unrecognisable. She only worked on the sculptures when she had the time. She bought a second-hand tablet with a pen so she could sculpt better and once she figured it out, her skill increased tenfold. It showed in the people’s reactions and comments.

Secretly, she also sculpted one of Horace. She took one of the many pictures they had together and made a 3D model out of him, then posed him like a knight with a lance. She sculpted armour on him and made him look heroic and glorious. She never uploaded that one, nor showed it to anybody.

It was just for her.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 33: Horace

 

“I’m gonna leave a nasty Welp review, mister!” the angry mom said, waggling her finger at Horace, menacingly. “I have three thousand followers and a badge, you know,” she threatened.

A female voice came from his side. “Shut her up,” it said. “Don’t let her talk to you like that.”

Horace was about to apologise for the twelfth time. He interrupted his action and spun around to see a familiar blonde. His brain frozen for a long moment, he struggled to remember where he’d met the woman before. Right! “Superbia! Nice to see you around. Hey, how do you girls always know where to find me anyway?”

Superbia shrugged in a practised expression and said, “The phone, dummy. You agreed to share your location with us at all times. You really should read that TOS.”

Horace blinked at that. “Oh. Right,” he chuckled, feeling stupid.

“Hello?” the angry customer said. “My gluten issue? Hello, disgruntled customer here,” she said in an exaggerated tone.

Horace felt his pride swell. Why was he taking this like a loser? Sure, she was a customer but her complaint was unreasonable. Sure, Zillions carried about twenty flavours of gluten-free ice cream, but it was impossible to have all the flavours available. And the gluten-free cones had run out, so she could just get a paper cup. But nooo, the woman wanted, nay, demanded, a flavour they didn’t carry and a gluten-free cone.

That had carried on for thirty, endless, minutes.

Horace stepped at the complaint box and grabbed a complaint form. He slapped the form into the woman’s hand and said, “Here, ma’am, please file a formal complaint and it will be heard by the owner of Zillions, I assure you. Also, please write in detail the emotional toll this took and feel free to evaluate my performance in detail. My name is Horace Cadmus, by the way. Cadmus with a c. If you’ll excuse me.” He then spun and took off, going outside to deal with other, more reasonable customers.

He couldn’t see the angry mom’s reaction but the fleeting face of shock he saw made him feel very good.

Superbia wooed behind him as she followed, tip-toeing on her high heels. “Ooh, that brought me chills, Horace! Very nice.”

Horace spun around and met her eyes. Gods, she was pretty. “Superbia, I wanted to thank you for that day back at work. You gave me the push I needed to stand up for myself, and your sisters have also helped a lot. But it all started with you, so, thanks.”

She beamed at him, trying to seem aloof in her suit skirt but failing. She seemed very pleased with herself and could not contain it. “Oh, it was nothing really. Here’s another token from me, by the way.” She blew a kiss in her open palm towards him.

Horace’s phone vibrated. He checked it.
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I was far less progress than he expected to have made by now, but to be honest with himself, he hadn’t had much time for all the girls these past few days. Between working the shifts, opening and closing up shop, dealing with the influx of women in his apartment, it had been frantic to say the least. He felt exhausted and invigorated at the same time. He glanced outside towards the girls’ table. He found Lux, she wasn’t hard to miss, then he met Acedia’s gaze. She smiled wide at him, her face transforming from a wreck of a person to a happy, joyful girl.

He turned back to Superbia. “I assume you’ll be joining us today?”

She raised her nose up at that. It was comical, far too exaggerated a gesture but it somehow worked for her. “Yes. Is that a problem? Am I somehow a burden?”

“Gods, no! I’ll be happy to have you over, Superbia. I was just asking so I’ll make arrangements for you, make you comfortable.

She shook her head, going through a series of expressions, searching for words. “Well-Uh, fine. I mean, of course you’ll be happy to have me over. Why wouldn’t you?” she forced a laugh. “I’ll let you get back to work now, I’ll be over there with my sisters.”

“Sure,” Horace said and watched as she walked there. He couldn’t help but appreciate her backside as she walked in her violet suit skirt. Her feet glistened like marble in the sun, and she wore high heels that wrapped around her feet like ancient Greek sandals. She moved graciously on them, making her body sway in interesting ways.

Horace shook his head, pushing the lustful thoughts away. What was he becoming, eyeing every woman he came across? Was the sex getting to his head? Sure, he had scored a few times too often in the past week than he ever had before. Plus, waking up with a babe like Lux between your legs sure did wonders for your self-esteem.

He grinned like an idiot while turning the memory over in his mind, then promptly went on with his manager’s tasks.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 34: Evie

 

Evie walked outside Zillions, going along the opposite sidewalk, not stopping at all. Then she walked back, checking out the people. There, she spotted them.

What?

There were six of them now? What were all those women doing with Horace? There was that chubby one wolfing down everyone’s melting ice creams, the anorexic girl, the hot Asian, the hotter Russian, and now a career woman blonde? Oh, this was getting out of hand.

She made another pass, then felt real silly. It’s not like she had no reason to be here, this place was right on her way back from a job interview.

The interview had gone horribly wrong and Zillions was fifteen minutes out of her way, but that didn’t matter, okay?

She straightened her dress and strolled inside the ice cream shop.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 35: Horace

 

“You fucker!” Evie hissed at him in a very angry whisper, slapping his arm.

“What did I do?” Horace squealed in an unmanly complain.

“Why didn’t you get me a job too?” she said through her gritted teeth.

“I’ve been calling you for days, Evie!” he said, his arms open in surrender.

She froze. “Oh. Right. I... uh... got your messages.”

“I know you did. I figured you needed your space, that’s why I stopped trying to reach you. Are you okay?” he asked, worried.

She looked away.

He didn’t know what was up. He gave her a tight hug anyway. She tensed up, then her shoulders sagged inside his embrace. He patted her curls the way he liked to do, coiling a strand around his index finger. “I know it’s tough,” he told her softly.

She remained silent in his arms for a long moment, then broke it off, sniffing her nose.

“So,” she popped her mouth, “how’s the new job going for you?”

“It’s great, Evie! Honestly, today was tough but being a manager has its perks. But I’m missing one employee for sure, I was just about to call the boss and tell him so. Do you want me to try and get you the job?”

She looked up at him, biting her lip. Horace loved it when she did that. “And I’ll get orders from you?” she eyed him.

“Hey, lady, I won’t go easy on you just because we know each other. This is work and I have responsibilities here. Get it?” he mocked in a serious tone of voice that was way exaggerated. Then he shifted to normal, “But, seriously, I do have responsibility. I know I can trust you but I need you to tell me you’ll respect that.”

Evie punched him again on the shoulder. She squeaked, “When did you get so arrogant?”

“Evie!”

“Pft! Fine... I’ll play nice. Athena knows I need the money. When can I start?”

Horace beamed at her. “Wanna start now? It’ll just be, you know, training, so you can get the hang of it as soon as possible.”

Evie sagged and sat on a desk. “It’s not like anyone else is hiring me anytime soon.”

“Come on!” Horace clapped his hands. “It’ll be fun, and we’ll be getting paid. You and me, like old times.” He presented the side of his ass.

She rolled her eyes, but then stood up and bumped butts with him.

“Awesome!” Horace exclaimed. “I should have a spare shirt about your size back here for now. We got one for Martha but um... well...” he rubbed his neck.

Evie eyed him, hard. “What? Say it.”

“She’s taller, okay? She needed a bigger one. So, there’s a spare one which is teeny-tiny and perfect for you.”

She squinted at him.

He booped her nose. “Boop. So cute!” he said and darted off to search the shelves.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 36: Evie

 

Evie didn’t mind working the shift. Horace gave her some menial jobs, taking the chance to explain to her various tasks and why they did them. He then tasked George to teach her how to work the ice cream machines, how to clean them, and what to keep in mind. Those were theoretical for now since people kept coming in and they couldn’t actually take five and teach her. She tried to fill one order and made a mess. She felt so stupid! George assured her it was fine and that everybody messed it up the first couple of times, and that she shouldn’t worry. Evie turned her magnificent skills towards cleaning up the tables, that she could do. By being short she had excellent balance to stack up plates and cups on the tray, but she’d never, ever say that to Horace or she wouldn’t hear the end of it.

The entire time, her eyes were on the table full of girls.

They remembered her from that night she showed up at Horace’s house and they greeted her warmly, but Evie wasn’t gonna buy their act. 

She squinted at them and watched them carefully. The dwarf lady screamed periodically at her phone, then slammed the touchscreen with indelicate fingers and argued with someone online. Someone, or everyone, it seemed. The Russian kept drinking beer, asking for another cold one when she downed the first, which was far too often for such a flat stomach, lady! Damn. The Asian was older, definitely late forties but looked A-MA-ZING. Evie overheard her book at least two spa treatments and a massage plus facial for next week. Evie couldn’t figure out what her deal was. The anorexic girl simply nodded, talking little, eating even less. She seemed to enjoy it but her expression looked sullen, so Evie couldn’t really tell. The chubby girl, Gula, kept refilling their orders by going back to the ice cream bar. She was polite and sweet. Her features were beautiful and she seemed to carry herself with confidence. Evie liked that, and hoped she could someday do the same herself.

And the last one, was the career blonde with the stupid name. Superbia. What kind of a name was that? She had awesome legs, awesome skirt suit, perfect hair and nails. By Athena’s bosom, even Evie wanted to fondle her, no wonder Horace was drooling around her like a puppy every time they spoke.

Evie made a mess at some point. She loaded up the tray and wasn’t being careful, so she dropped the whole thing on the ground. Only one glass broke, but it was a mess and she felt like a klutz.

And to top it all off this had happened right next to the table of girls.

Well, shit.

The Asian stepped close and helped her gather up the glasses and plates. She didn’t expect that, to be honest. Normally, when she was being a klutz like this in front of a group of girls they’d mock her and rub it in even further. These girls didn’t do that, and some of them rose to help out, with the Asian lady getting there first. She knelt gracefully next to her.

She smelled of expensive perfume and picked up the glasses back on Evie’s tray. “Don’t worry, young one,” she said with a cut-off of words in her speech mannerism. “Mistakes happen to novices. With practice, they become experts.”

“Yeah, I’m no good at this,” Evie wheezed out, completely embarrassed.

“I’m Ava, by the way.”

“Evie,” she said and shook her hand. She had a thin and powerful grip.

“Are you content with this?” Ava asked. They had finished up but they were still kneeling down. It felt conspiratorial.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, yes, this is a good summer job for you and Horace. But what about next? Is there any hope of advancement in this path?”

Evie frowned. “Gee, I haven’t given it much thought, Ava. I only started working here a couple of hours ago.”

The Asian tsked and smirked at her. “But how long have you been working here beside Horace in your mind? Days, I believe.”

Evie opened her mouth to respond in the negative, but then promptly shut it with a click. Realisation dawned on her.

The older woman inhaled from the nose sharply. “A woman must always plan ahead.”

Evie grabbed the tray but didn’t move away. “Uh... Yeah, I agree. I think.”

Ava stood up, wincing a tiny bit at her joints. “Tell me, young one, what is that you do with pleasure and feel not the passing of time, yet you give out freely?”

Evie stood up and looked around, thinking. “Uh, okay. This is gonna sound silly, but I make a sort of art. Sculptures. Digital ones, three-d. They’re- Never mind. Anyway, yeah, I do that in my spare time.”

“Good,” Avaritia said, then leaned forward next to her ear. “Charge for it,” she added with passion in her voice, her fists trembling and her jewelry clinking together, and then turned her back to go freshen up.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 37: Horace

 

Back at home, Horace felt he would collapse on the spot. The girls made dinner and he felt better after a while. It was a light -meat and potatoes with some vegetables- meal that filled him up nicely.

Superbia had come along and wanted to sleep in the room with Lux. Gula said she didn’t mind sleeping in the kitchen, it was better that way because she wouldn’t wake anybody up with her nightly trips to the fridge. Horace felt bad for this but she assured him with a wide smile. He brought a cot from storage, an extra bed that folded up and had a thin mattress. They set it up against one wall in the kitchen and Gula happily moved in there. Horace brought extra bedsheets for her.

“Just leave them there, thank you,” Gula said with a cute smirk.

“Are you sure? The cot is fine, I’ve slept on it when I was little, but it’s a bit squeaky.”

“I don’t mind,” she shook her head and her boobs jiggled with her movement. Horace couldn’t help but stare at them, they were enormous and looked very, very inviting. Horace hesitated for a moment. He looked at Gula as she made her bed with delicate movements. She was a big girl in every sense of the way. She could take care of herself.

Horace checked his stats:
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He bit his lip and stared as Gula spread the bedsheets. The girls kept saying he could have his way with them after 3 tokens, and there he was, having 4. He liked her despite her extra bit of weight. Okay, not a bit, it was a lot. But she was indeed very pretty and always made Horace feel better with her smile.

But she hadn’t offered herself or teased him like Luxuria did, and Horace felt tired. He wasn’t in the mood to flirt, or even worse, deal with a possible rejection.

Horace pulled Gula close and hugged her tight. She smelled like warm potatoes and she looked delicious and soft. She yelped a tiny bit at his sudden touch but then hugged him right back. She felt a-ma-zing in a hug. Horace kissed her lightly on the lips and said, “Goodnight, my beautiful Gula.”

Her puffy cheeks turned red and she looked away, but didn’t break the embrace.

Horace did that after a while and walked back into his bedroom.

Which was distinctly devoid of the curvy Russian he expected.

He took his clothes off and went into his comfy shorts. He let the fan running, turned it towards the wall and got into bed.

Horace thought that Lux wouldn’t even hesitate to crawl into his bed on her own, so she must have had a reason not to. Maybe she wasn’t in the mood, or maybe she had her period. He hadn’t noticed anything during dinner, but he was a man, and he could admit that these subtle things most often escaped him. He thought about knocking on her door for a second and his cock responded at the mere possibilities such an action would open up. After all, Superbia too had given him three of her tokens. But he reconsidered and let the poor woman sleep. She seemed to have been finishing up work all day, being on the phone and sending emails so she could spend her sabbatical doing what? Hanging out with him? The whole thing felt surreal but at the same time felt nice. Horace could admit the attention of so many women was doing wonders for his self-esteem. He felt he could do anything, accomplish anything.

Providing food and bed for six people was expensive, but he honestly wouldn’t have the manager’s job if it weren’t for them. And he was sure that the girls could take care of themselves if he couldn’t provide. No, providing for them was some sort of a condition for their deal, something that helped the guy push himself forward and achieve stuff.

He was the breadwinner. The girls cared for him, and he provided everything they needed. Endless streaming content, in Acedia’s case. Endless amounts of food, in Gula’s case. Endless amounts of beer, in Luxuria’s case. Plus sex, but he couldn’t complain about that. Ira hadn’t asked for much yet, and neither had Superbia. He was anxious about Ava, accommodating a woman that seemed filthy rich was kind of a problem for a minimum-wage worker like him, but she seemed to be content for now. She complained about not having an air-conditioner in her room but other than that she seemed fine. He needed to have a chat with her soon anyway. There simply wasn’t any time.

Horace dozed off thinking about all the crazy stuff in his life.

 

 

He woke up in the middle of the night with three conflicting conditions, sweaty, thirsty and wanting to pee. He grumbled and turned his pillow over, then took a leak, then went into the kitchen to drink some water.

He found Gula with a piece of cake in her open mouth, moments away from devouring it. She looked as if she was caught doing something dirty.

Horace snorted and pinched her arm. “Go on, have some cake. I’m not going to judge you.” He gave her a toothy smile and filled up a glass of water.

Gula took a bite and swallowed it quickly. Her eyes flitted around the kitchen. “This looks bad, doesn’t it? I know I should stop.”

Horace gulped the entire glass of water down and wiped his mouth with a thirsty sigh. Then he poured even more and drank that too. He felt so thirsty. “No, Gula, it’s fine. Look, I’ve known you for just a few days but you’re a very nice person. I like you as you are. If you want to have a snack, just have it.” He pushed her with his shoulder, and teased, “A midnight snack tastes a lot better after all, doesn’t it?”

“It does!” she beamed up at him and her eyes glistened from the lights outside.

Horace touched her cheek. She blushed and stared up at him, but stood still. “You’re beautiful, you know that?”

She shook her head left and right.

“Well, you should know it,” he chuckled, and leaned down to give her a kiss. She had crumbs on her face and down her t-shirt, over her breasts. Horace kissed her lips and around her mouth and pecked the crumbs, then ate them. Gula breathed heavy as he went lower, down her neck and at the top of her enormous boobs. Horace put his face inside the cleavage and ate the rest of the crumbs from the cake.

“Oh,” she moaned and ran her fingers through his hair.

Horace looked back up at her, then smiled. He pulled her t-shirt over her and she raised her arms up to help him out. Her big melons bounced around and reoriented themselves in an interesting way, barely held together by her brassiere. Horace dove right into her boobs and kissed her soft skin with hunger.

Gula hugged him and kept him close to her. She was sitting down on the cot and Horace was kneeling, face lost inside her bosom. “Horace,” she moaned softly.

“Yes?”

“I don’t wanna have sex,” she said, her expression full of regret and hesitation.

He pulled his head away and looked her in the eye. “Oh, okay. It’s all right if you don’t want to.”

“Really?” she said, her expression appreciative.

“Of course,” Horace said and he meant it. Sure, he was kneeling before her enormous boobs and had each other in a gentle hug and his erection was magnificent, but he wasn’t gonna force himself on a woman because of a stupid app. “Want me to stop?” He leaned back slightly.

“No,” she bit her lip and looked away. “We can do other things.” Then she unhooked her bra and let her magnificent boobs free.

Horace felt like he was in heaven. A heaven made of pillowy, enormous boobs.

“Can I... you know, put it there?” he asked, hoping for a ‘yes.’

She nodded, smiling at him. Gods, she was beautiful. Horace stood up and pulled his shorts down, his dick already at attention and ready to take the plunge. He positioned himself close to Gula and she leaned back on the cot, basically going between his legs.

He touched the sensitive tip of his dick on her breasts and it felt amazing. Gula pushed her enormous boobs from the sides and presented a magnificent fold to accommodate him. He put his dick between her breasts and it felt soft and warm. It wasn’t like a pussy of course, wet and tight and comforting, but this was really, really good. She pushed her breasts together and he thrusted as normal. Her hands could barely contain the fun bags, they spilled out from the top and bottom and jiggled in an amazing way. Gula looked up at him, locking her gaze with his, smiling cutely with her pretty face.

If he wasn’t already hard, this would have been enough to get him ready. She looked gorgeous. Horace thrusted his dick between her boobs and there was enough room to go all in, but she toyed with it at some points and let the tip go through the top, right under her pretty face. 

Then she jiggled her boobs alternatively up and down and sent him into a frenzy of lust. He simply loved it. “Mn,” he grunted, “you’re really good at this.” He stuck it in there faster. The cot squeaked and he tried to find a angle that made it less noisy.

“You like this?” she said, smiling.

“I fucking love this!” he said and started pummelling her. He was full-on horny and was doing it as if it was a pussy. He couldn’t help himself, she felt so good.

“Do my boobies, yes. Do my boobies,” Gula moaned in a delightful way that drove him crazy. She folded her arms over her breasts, providing a tight push-back for his thrusts. She was smiling wide at him and he loved it. Her boobs slapped on his thighs and bounced all over. The cot squeaked and they must have been heard all over the house but Horace didn’t care at this point.

He fucked her breasts because he wanted to and because she was his. Gula was gorgeous and naughty and bit her lip, turning her cute little nose up. Horace stopped right at the end. She pushed her boobs over his dick and rubbed him all over from the tip of his cock down to the balls in a soft hug, an engulfing sensation that no woman could physically do with just her hands.

He came and it trickled from her decolletage down to her neck.

Panting, Horace stood there as she rubbed it a bit more with her breasts, running his orgasm to the red. Then she leaned back and let go of her magnificent rack. They opened up in bouncy circles and presented a valley between them with his satisfied cock, her neck glistening from sweat and fluids. She bit her tongue in a naughty expression and let him ride out this amazing feeling on top of her.

Horace took in a deep breath after a while and leaned down. He told her, “You’re beautiful, Gula,” and kissed her on her smiling lips.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 38: Evie

 

Evie stumbled along the corridor, managed to get the key in, and went straight to a cold shower. She merely rubbed her armpits and lady parts with soap, dried herself just a little bit cause she enjoyed the coolness, dove into her comfortable jammies and went straight to bed.

It was a tiring day for her. First the anxiety about the job interview, then the interview itself, then confronting Horace at Zillions. That went different in her mind, definitely. Then she took up a job, waited tables, cleaned up. It was an honest day’s work and she felt very tired but satisfied with herself.

Nodding away, she slept in an instant.

 

 

She woke up and it was dark. Feeling groggy, she stumbled all over things and went to get a glass of water. It was frequent for her to divide her sleep-time like that. She never could sleep the entire eight hours, and she had read somewhere that her way had been the right way for hundreds of years. It was the 9-to-5 work schedule and electric lights that forced the solid block of sleep-time for people. Even so, she always woke up halfway there.

She checked her phone. Yup, 3 a.m. She was feeling refreshed but she still should get that next block of sleep if she didn’t wanna feel groggy the entire workday afterwards.

Ava’s words bounced around in Evie’s mind for hours on end. Such a simple thing. Charge for it. She felt angry at the woman for pointing out the obvious, preparing a comeback in her mind, rant about unemployment and how the previous generation screwed the entirety of Greece’s youth, but then she calmed herself and let it sink in.

Charge for it.

No, Ava wasn’t stupid. Evie was.

She logged on get Agora secret profile and checked the stats. Thousands of uses listed for her artwork. Hundreds of comments, many of them praising her about representation. Many of them asking for more sculptures.

Evie slapped her forehead and winced, because it hurt more than she expected. “Ow! I’m so stupid,” she said to no one.

Was this an opportunity? A, what do they call it, a niche? An unused part of the market she could serve?

Frowning, she wrote the update on her artist profile. She knew what she wanted to write and finished up quickly, but didn’t press enter. Her finger hovered over the button.

‘I’m accepting commissions, 100 euro each. DM me for details.’

The update was so simple. Just a gear shift in the mindset. No, she didn’t consider herself a professional by any rate, she wasn’t delusional. If anything, she lacked the courage to say she was one even if at some point she ended up being one.

Just a simple gear shift. Charge for services. For something people wanted. For pixels, for bits and bytes, air intangible. Evie wasn’t unused to people paying for intangibles, every DLC for every game, every in-app-purchase in the various apps she used every day, that was it, paying for intangibles. She had been buying intangibles all her life.

But she never thought she could be the one doing the selling.

A simple mental gear shift.

It took her four hours of unrest and pacing up and down in her jammies to make the decision.

At some point at 4 a.m. she said, “Fuck it!” and pressed enter.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 39: Horace

 

Horace woke up. On his bedside table was a plate with a piece of cake and a cool glass of milk. He smiled, feeling nice and taken care of. Gula was really kind. He took a bite and had some milk to wash it down, it was great for breakfast. He decided to snooze a bit and checked his stats on the app.
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He thought about the girls. He hadn’t paid much attention to Ira and Ava, and decided to fix that today. Superbia was making herself scarce and always seemed busy, so he didn’t put much thought into her. He also felt he was neglecting Acedia but she didn’t seem to mind. Not to mention that her tokens went up too. Didn’t that mean she was pleased with him? Maybe she wanted to be left alone. She wasn’t too shy to ask for attention, just... distant? No, not distant. She was unmoving.

Blergh, never mind. Horace couldn’t think words this early in the morning. He rubbed his face and stood up to get ready for work.

He got a message from Costa. ‘Got your order right here, come on over to pick it up.’ Oh, right, he had a figurine pre-ordered and it had finally arrived. He had forgotten all about that, so much had changed these past few days. It was a figurine of Lady Chain, a popular character from the videogame he liked. He had ordered it on the spot when it became available even though he couldn’t really afford it. Now it was 3D-printed and polished and painted, and waiting for him.

He considered what the girls would think about him when they saw him picking up the figurine. Nah, they wouldn’t mind. His house was full of action figures and 3D-printed figurines of fantasy ladies anyway.

Horace washed up and then got to the kitchen. Gula was making breakfast for everybody, having an omelette underway, filtered coffee, Turkish coffee brewing, a couple of sandwiches, carrots.

“This is great, Gula!” Horace said, grabbing a small sandwich and wolfing it down. “You really are a dream in the kitchen,” he told her and kissed her.

She blushed and giggled, then scooted him away. “Thank you, Horace. Let me finish this up for the others.”

Acedia was sitting at the table, coffee in front of her, her hands wrapped around it as someone would on a cold winter day. 

“Good morning, Acedia, feeling cold?” he asked her, sitting beside her.

She took a minute to turn to him but when she met his eyes she beamed a smile at him. “Wow. A bit. We let everything open and there was a draft at early morning. I froze.”

He kissed her softly. “Why didn’t you shut the window, dummy?”

“It was so far away,” she said, her expression showing the enormity of the task he was asking about.

Horace chuckled. “Okay. I’ll make sure to close the window to the living room every night for you,” he said, and wrapped his arms around her to warm her up.

She nodded and seemed pleased at that.

Gula kept on cooking breakfast, apparently no two people in this house wanted the same thing. Horace caught a glimpse of a naughty wink from Luxuria as she went past the corridor and into the bathroom. Ira came and sat down, looking grumpy as ever.

“Nobody talk to me before I’ve had my coffee,” she grumbled.

Horace smirked along with Acedia and stayed silent. After a while, he asked, “Where’s Ava and Superbia?”

Gula had her back turned, focused on cooking. She waved a spoon around. “Ava is still in bed. I’ll get her breakfast ready for you to deliver it to her. Superbia skipped off early to do some work, she’ll join us later at Zillions.”

“Okay,” Horace said and rubbed Acedia’s body. She seemed better now, practically melting in his embrace. He had a naughty thought. Seeing Luxuria a moment ago gave him an instant boner. But he decided to focus on Acedia. He slipped his hand between her legs and it took her a moment to react. She tensed a tiny bit but then relaxed.

Then he took a sip of his morning coffee with one hand and slid the other hand into her panties. The thin girl gasped, but then opened her legs wider. Horace rubbed his fingers on her pussy. He knew not to shove them inside, even more so at an awkward angle like this. He pinched her clit between index and middle finger and gently rubbed up and down. She got wet and gripped his arm, digging her nails into his skin.

Ira grumbled across the table at nothing in particular, and Gula kept cooking breakfast. Neither of them paid any attention and Horace had to admit it felt naughty and exciting. You could tell he was fondling Acedia if you cared, but none of them did.

Acedia’s breath caught and she shut her eyes, a thin smile of delight drawn on her face. Horace thought he had done something wrong and stopped, his hand still down there, but then he felt a trickle of something wet.

He rubbed her very gently for a few moments more and she shuddered at his touch. When it was over, he withdrew his hand and she kissed him deeply, her hungry tongue looking for his.

“Wow... Mmm, thank you,” she said softly. Apparently she got her appetite back and the anorexic girl pulled a plate close to her and started eating from everything, cake, eggs, sandwiches, bread and marmalade.

“Glad to see your appetite’s back!” Horace said and wiped her juices on his trousers.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 40: Horace

 

He knocked, tray in hand.

“Enter,” the woman said with authority.

He went in the room and found the Asian lady getting ready on the mirror.

He shut the door behind him and put the tray down next to her. It was bacon and some sort of coffee with a very distinct aroma, definitely something he’d never tasted before. “I brought your breakfast, Ava. Since you’re all about greed and everything, I’m not ashamed to ask if this is how I get tokens from you?” he said, meekly. This was his house yet she made him feel unworthy of being in her presence.

Ava pulled up her hair and ran a golden pin through them. Her exposed neck looked leathery, the kind of aged skin women get in that area but it didn’t tarnish her appearance at all. In contrast, it gave her the proper amount of gravitas. “No,” she drolled. “Serving a tray is not enough for my tokens, Horace. You need to demand more.”

“Like what?” Horace asked and sat down on the bed. He was actually curious.

Ava turned to him, her glance causing a shadow of crow-lines next to her eyes. “Double your income by this time tomorrow.”

“What?” Horace spat out. “How am I supposed to do that? I’m making more as a manager but I can’t ask for a raise this soon. And yesterday, yesterday was a terrible day. If I have any more of these I won’t even be able to prove to Nico I can handle it.”

Ava waited in silence.

Horace was about to go on complaining and making excuses but he stopped himself.

“Are you done?” she asked simply.

Horace got her point. He nodded.

“Good. I’ll be off for today, but I expect two things from you tomorrow morning.” She turned back to her mirror and dismissed him.

Horace stood up, biting his lip. “Two things. Your breakfast, and news of my success,” he said, matter-of-factly and walked backwards to the door.

“Exactly!” she smiled at him, a glint in her eye.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 41: Horace

 

The workday at Zillions went by smoothly, pretty much. Horace asked Martha to show Evie her job tasks, which she did while avoiding him. The girls showed up and lounged around at their favourite table, it got plenty of shade from the trees and it was cool enough to ward off the day’s heat.

Hours passed while Horace tended to his duties. He gave a report to Nico over the phone, and the boss was begrudgingly satisfied. This day happened to be a day when pensions were being paid, so traffic was slow. It subtly influenced a large amount of the cosy pensioners that lived in this area, by having them tend to things like bills and bank issues.

George had switched things up, again. He had swapped the entire yogurt machine placement, without asking, Horace might add. He was furious at him, especially since the machines were huge pieces, basically a vending machine with a fridge, and required specialised technicians to tinker with. George swapped the two containers, putting the chocolate flavour first. The other flavour was colourless he said, simply white, which didn’t draw the customer’s attention. But I don’t like chocolate yogurt, Horace spat back at the intolerable employee. Yes, George said, but chocolate frozen yogurt draws your attention to it, and then you make a choice. He asked for a day to test it out and the yogurt machines had sold out by midday.

On a slow day.

Gods, he was so infuriating. No, Horace wouldn’t admit he was right. He’d simply leave it like that and ask for a technician to swap the flavours back, then simply forget to get through with it. There. Management.

His phone glinged and he read his stats.
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What was this? A token from Pride? He looked out at the table where the girls sat. Yup, there she was, Superbia, in all her violet glory. She was sipping a cold lemonade through a thick straw and met eyes with him. Then she continued to suckle on the straw.

Her cheeks sucked inside her mouth, her lips wrapped around...

Hmm. Right. How the fuck did she know what he was planning to do?

He slapped his forehead. Damn, he had promised he’d please Ava as well, by doubling his income. But how? Yes, this was a very weird promise to have to make to a woman he hardly knew, but something deep inside him told him it was the best thing for him.

He chewed on ways to make that happen. Nothing came to mind, and half the day was already gone.

Then a message came from Costa again. “What time are you coming over?” Right, he’d forgotten all about that. Well, he could go by after work, the girls wouldn’t mind. He knew Evie would like it.

“Hey, Evie?”

She was cleaning up a mess at the ice cream bar. “Yeah?” she said, absent-minded.

“Wanna come over to Costa’s place with me? He has an order ready for me, I know you like watching the figurines they have over there.”

“No,” she snapped back, a bit too quickly. Then she rubbed the surface a lot harder.

“I see. Wanna come over at my house after that? We can play board games or just hang out...”

“I said, no!”

“Okay!” Horace resigned with his palms up and decided to stay silent and leave her alone.

 

 

“Girls,” Horace said, sitting down for a moment to rest his back, “I have a question. Not that I don’t enjoy your company, but I was curious about Invidia.”

Luxuria turned to him, raising an eyebrow. “What about her?”

“Uh... I haven’t met her yet, that’s all.”

“You’ll meet her in time,” she replied.

“So, she isn’t coming over tonight? I’m worried about how crowded the house is getting, that’s all. I feel like a bad host for you all.”

Gula reached out and touched his hand. “Oh, you’re such a dear. No, we’re fine, we can take care of ourselves.”

He met every girl’s eyes. The only one missing was Avaritia. They all seemed to be okay with this arrangement of theirs. Gula definitely seemed pleased, having downed about ten scoops of ice cream already. Luxuria was her usual, taunting self. Acedia’s colour had returned to her bony cheeks. Superbia wouldn’t admit to anything, naturally. And Ira...

Horace didn’t know.

“Ira, wanna come with me to pick something up after work?”

She turned to him. She was shooing a stray cat away. The cat was determined to eat whatever had fallen under Ira’s chair, but the angry dwarf wasn’t having it. It was a stand-off of epic stubbornness for the past two hours. “Yeah, whatever, I’ll come with ya.”

“I haven’t spent any time with you and wanted to chat on the way. Is that okay with all of you,” he asked, turning left and right to all of the girls.

They agreed and nodded.

“Excellent.” He stood up and gave his paycard to Luxuria. “Here’s my card again for groceries. Don’t let Gula get out of hand again,” he said and the chubby girl immediately blushed and pouted.

“I’ll reign her in,” Lux said with confidence. “But I am getting some more condoms.” She then did that thing with her tongue that gave him an instant boner.

Gula began to apologise, “I’m sorry if I went overboard, I just wanted everyone to have a nice meal and...”

He pinched her chin and leaned towards her. “It’s all right. I’m not angry. My mother always says you shouldn’t go shopping in a supermarket when you’re hungry, ‘cause you buy too much subconsciously. And you’re always hungry, right? It’s okay, really. But, Luxuria is in charge of spending.” He gave her a kiss on the lips and went back to work.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 42: Horace

 

After he closed up shop and made sure he had locked everything up, he sent the girls off to go for groceries. All except Ira.

“We haven’t talked in a while, will you come with me?” he asked the short woman.

She twirled her black curls in a stubby finger and thought about it for a moment. “Sure, why not?”

He fished out his phone and called for a Supertaxi from the app. Then, casually looking up, he spotted Evie still waiting in the corner. “Oh, you’re still here? What’s up, Evie?”

She bounced at the balls of her feet for a while, then blurted, “I’m coming with you.”

“Uh... Okay. Why not? I’m going to pick up an order from Costa. I had totally forgotten all about it, this week has been crazy,” he chuckled.

Evie walked closer. “I can see that.” She glanced at the woman beside Horace.

Ira balled her fists and wailed in the air. “Where is the taxi? Come on, already!”

Horace blinked at that. “Ira, it’s been like twenty seconds since I called for it. Be patient.”

“The damn driver is leaving us here to wait, exposed to the elements,” the dwarf lady complained.

Horace and Evie looked around at the soft breeze of the summer evening. The weather conditions couldn’t have been more optimal if it was a biodome.

Evie whispered at Horace’s ear. “Is she all right. You know...” She made the looney motion at the side of her head.

Horace noticed her body at that point. She was leaning in close to him, a thing she had done a million times already but had somehow slipped past him. It was as if he was seeing her for the first time. Evie smelled like something fruity and fresh, and the sun’s light in the golden hour made her brownish-gold skin seem as if it was glistening. He fumbled for words and realised his heart rate had gone up. “She’s, uh... Yeah, she’s intense, but that’s just her style. Nothing to worry about.”

Ira kept frowning at the street till it produced a taxi for them.

They all hopped in, Horace at the passenger side, girls at the back. Evie politely checked if the grunting Ira was okay and they took off.

 

 

“So, what’s this then?” Ira asked, looking up at the sign, arching her back all the way at the tipping point. She somehow didn’t fall on her butt. Horace assumed it was because of the low centre of gravity.

“This is my buddy Costa, he runs a 3D printer. We came to pick up an order, remember the day we met, I was carrying those figurines?” Horace asked.

“I remember my leg up your ass,” the dwarf lady snorted.

“Yeah, thanks for that, by the way,” he mocked.

“The what now?” Evie asked.

“Nothing. Anyway, this guy prints my orders and files up the sharp edges, paints them, the whole thing.”

“I see,” Ira frowned. “Want me to knock him down while you grab his belongings?” She slapped one tiny fist into the palm of her other hand.

Horace gulped. “Uh... No.” He spoke in clear, soft words. “I, am gonna pay him in exchange for it.”

“I see,” Ira frowned. “No pillaging this store. Got it.”

“No pillaging,” Horace said, just in case. He met eyes with the glaring Evie who was standing behind the dwarf woman.

 

 

Upstairs, they found Costa. There was a distinct smell of plastic and paint despite the huge air vent they had installed. A 3D printer was patiently chugging along in swiping motions, creating layer after layer of some statuette.

“Horace!” Costa cheered, arms wide. He added more softly, “Evie! Come over here.” He embraced her tightly and Horace noticed for the first time that she squealed in delight.

“Costa.” Evie spoke in a high pitch.

Hm.

Horace hadn’t thought about this. Costa was a charismatic nerd. He had a great smile which he frequently gifted to everyone around, making women swoon and men get jealous.

Horace hadn’t felt this jealous before when hanging out with Costa. He completely missed what was said between his friends, probably some compliments and handfuls of flirting.

“And you, my lovely!” Costa exclaimed, pulling Ira close and making her give a tango spin. “Oh, you are gorgeous, you. What’s your name?”

“I’m Ira,” she grunted just a tiny bit. Was she blushing?

“I really need to get you cyberscanned. Your body is amazing!” Costa carried on, excited.

“What is he talking about?” Ira turned to Horace.

“It’s that thing over there,” Horace said, pointing at the far corner. It was series of vertical metal rods arranged in a tube pattern, that held cameras in equal distances. “It will photograph you and we can then scan your body and posture and import it into 3D.”

Costa was way too excited now. “Here’s what we can do with you.” He showed a series of posters and statuettes, with various poses and weapons. “Here, we have a wizard, and an elf, and this is from an upcoming game, it’s about to blow up, I’m telling you, and this over here, and we can even do mounts, horses, dogs, bears, whatever. It’s only limited by your imagination.”

Evie looked at them with reverence. She had come here before with Horace, but it had been before she got hooked up on video games and she just waited in the corner until he was done. This time her whole attention was on this, admiring the work done, the material, the textures made with various painting techniques. She started blurting off questions to Costa.

“How do you get this weathered cloth texture? And the transparency? Is that plastic? What colours can it have? And the fur? How do you get the depth?”

“Hah, we’ve got quite an interest here!” Costa clapped his hands and ran an arm around her shoulder.

Horace grunted like Ira would have but let it go.

“I’ll tell you all about it. In fact, you can come tomorrow and let my artist show you the process. It’s late now and you just missed him, but I can ask him to stay late for an hour or so if you call ahead.”

She was giving him her phone number in an instant.

Smooth fucker.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 43: Horace

 

“Think of it like a 3D green-screen,” Costa said as he was fluffing up Ira’s curls.

“Okay. How should I stand?” she asked.

“You’ll take a standing pose, then we’ll do action poses. We’ll take plenty of snaps so we have a lot to work with. Just do your thing, trust me, it looks menacing,” Costa said, prepping up the gear.

The cyberscan spot was a raised octagonal section. Strips of white LEDs on the rods gave a uniform light on the subject, while about thirty cameras rigged with wires sent the pics to a computer. Ira put on a chainmail, an actual chainmail from the props closet, which was made for a man, so it became a dress for her.

“Bring me a bat, please, Horace?” Costa said, setting up his computer.

“Sure.” Horace went to the prop closet, it was full of various gear that helped set the mood. Prop guns, swords, a saddle. He found an aluminium bat and gave it to Ira.

She swung it around like a pro.

“Woah! Love your enthusiasm there, my gorgeous, but please mind the cameras,” Costa said, gently pushing the bat down.

Horace turned to Evie, who seemed to take it all in. “Are you bored? Want me to take you home?”

“Hell no! This is so interesting,” she shook her head.

Ira stood for the first snap.

“Okay, now take a pose, imagine you’re holding an axe and are about to decapitate someone,” Costa said in the authoritative voice directors assume when shooting. “Holy shit, just like that, I love that frown!”

The camera shutters shut in unison by a controlling software. It sounded like a dozen little snapping sounds all at once.

“Oh my gods, I love this. Gimme a taunt. Grr. Crap, now I’m scared!” Costa exclaimed, still taking snaps.

Ira had assumed a flexing pose and a scowl, letting her ‘axe’ rest on the floor.

 

 

They fooled around for half an hour. Ira did knock one camera off its base with a reckless swing of the bat, but Costa assured them there was no damage. But they cut it short and then they loaded the snaps into the sculpting software.

Evie was totally into this by now, leaning on Costa and asking a lot of questions. Horace sat on a chair a little further from there and chatted with Ira, while the other two geeked out over the cyberscan.

“And it just makes a 3D model, easy as that?” Evie asked.

“It is specialised software. Sometimes it glitches and you have to fix some edges, lemme zoom in, wait, see this one here? We have to smooth that part, but the process is so much faster like this. The array helps a ton, of course,” Costa said, pointing back at his cyberscanning rig.

Evie giggled. “And then you paint over?”

“Well, the artist does that. We’ll show you tomorrow night. I have many skills, but sculpting is not one of them.”

Evie giggled at everything he said.

Horace grunted and looked away. “Did you enjoy this, Ira?”

She shrugged. “Sure, it was fun. If I had a bit more room to move it would be even better.”

“Yeah. I guess the resolution would suffer in that case. This is a bootstrap company, not a big production house. Still, I like their work, you’ve seen a lot of them back in my home.”

Ira grunted something in the affirmative.

“Are you settling in okay? I didn’t have a lot of time to chat with you.”

“It’s all right. I don’t like talking,” Ira said, crossing her legs. She had taken off the chainmail reluctantly and was in her red dress. It was plain and well-worn, even dirtied up at places...

Was that blood?

Horace cleared his throat. “What do you like doing?”

“Um, I dunno. Fighting, punching things. Smashing things...” she trailed off. “I liked that bat,” she added helpfully.

“Right. So, what, do you wanna wrestle with me?” Horace chuckled.

“Sure. Winner goes on top,” she added with a naughty voice, which was seriously weirding him out.

Horace blinked and decided to ask for clarification. “On top off...”

“During sex, dummy.” After a long moment, she leaned in close and added, “Angry sex.”

“I see.” Horace thought about it for a moment. “So, you want me to wrestle you and then have sex with you.” He said it as a statement.

“Yeah. Why, don’t you find me attractive?” she grumbled.

“I do! I also find you scary, that’s the problem. You weren’t acting back there, were you?” he pointed at the cyberscanning rig.

Ira shook her head. “I don’t do acting.”

“I thought so,” Horace said, bowing his head in surrender. He got lost in thought for a long moment.

Ira punched his knee.

“What?”

“Why aren’t you doing anything about that?” she asked, nodding towards the other two.

“Do what? She’s just my friend, she can hang out with guys all she likes.”

Ira grinned. “Right...” She leaned back on the chair and crossed her short arms.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 44: Horace

 

“Just sign this model release form,” Costa said, finishing up the deal. It was getting late by then and it was a cool summer night outside.

Horace felt a vein burning inside of him. It was like a foreign feeling that had somehow roosted inside of him. “Hold on. You’re gonna sell this, right?”

“Well, yeah, but nothing is certain...” the charismatic man trailed off.

“Okay then. Pay the lady her fee for modelling for you,” Horace said, presenting Ira with his palm.

Costa chuckled. “You’re the one who brought her here, Horace.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one who offered. So, what’s her payment?”

Costa exhaled slowly. “Fine. I’ll offer you 200 euro for the model release, okay?” he asked the dwarf woman.

Ira shrugged. “Whatever. Send it to Horace, I owe him some groceries anyway. And a bathroom tile.” She looked out the window, and she looked like she really wanted to get out of there.

“Yeah, send it to me,” Horace said. He suddenly turned to Ira. “What happened to the bathroom tile?”

The dwarf lady shrugged innocently. “I punched it. It cracked. It was poor craftsmanship anyway.”

Horace shook his head but let it go. “Costa, are we good? Send the cash to me tomorrow, okay?”

“Sure, man. Don’t forget your pickup.”

“Oh, right.” Horace went back and grabbed his bag. “I almost forgot my order with all the commotion.”

Evie smiled and said, “Byeee!” to Costa with the silly cheer that woman adopt when they’re interested in someone.

“Don’t forget about tomorrow!” Costa said back to Evie with a wide smile.

Horace grunted.

 

 

Horace asked Evie to come over, but she said she was tired so they dropped her off home before driving back to Kifisia. He sat in the back with Ira, but she was quiet along the way, enjoying the night drive and the calm city streets.

He let alone with her thoughts as he dove into his. He fiddled with his phone and pulled up the Evil Thoughts app.
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He’d earned another token from Ava. But how could she know about his deal he made? It was last-minute, and he hadn’t seen Ira use her phone or anything to inform her perhaps. He decided to ask her. “Hey, Ira, can I ask you something about the tokens?” His words were careful, so as not to have the taxi driver think he’s nuts.

She slowly turned to him, obviously dazed with the outside. “Huh? Yeah, what about them?”

“How do you girls know when to reward me with them?”

Ira shrugged. “It happens, I’m not sure. When we’re pleased, you’ll realise it.”

“I see,” Horace said, frowning. She hadn’t really given him a response, but she might not even know. Ira was kind off a one track mind. Not stupid, you could see the intelligence in her eyes as she sized everybody up to see if she could take him on. But she seemed to discard the thoughts she didn’t wanna bother with.

Horace thought about what Ava had asked him to do. Such a simple request, double your income in 24 hours. Sure, it wasn’t permanent, but he had managed it. All it took was a mental gear shift, a different way to look upon things and to know what you are worth. Yeah, it was Ira’s modelling that brought in the cash, but he pressed the issue. And it wasn’t like he was gonna spend the cash on himself, the added burden of six women living with him was not something he could ignore. But he didn’t want them to leave. The girls were growing on him, every single one, with their quirks and their weird attitude. They all seemed to possess wisdom far beyond their years.

Not to mention that he lusted for every single one of them.

He knew it was weird, he hadn’t felt like that since his teenage years, when all he could think of was women parts and jerking off. Especially after the night with Luxuria, it was like his libido had shot through the roof and had given him a permanent boner. Even at the thought of her he felt his crotch warm up and his pants restricting him.

He turned to Ira and checked her out. Her proportions were unusual but he liked her just the way she was. A little condensed ball of rage. He thought about groping her. She hadn’t given him three tokens yet. Would she refuse him, after so obviously propositioning him earlier?

Horace reached out and put his hand on her thigh. Ira spun around, frowning at him but said nothing.

He locked eyes with her and pulled his hand further upward, lifting her red dress and reaching for the inside of her thighs.

Ira slapped his hand away.

It seriously hurt, but he smiled and kept his hands to himself.

After a few minutes, Horace spoke to the driver. “Please, drop us off at the next street.”

“You sure? It’s only a minute away.”

“Yeah, here is fine.”

 

 

They got off at the far end of one of the parks. Kifisia had plenty of them, well kept with trimmed bushes and beautiful pathways. It was all well-lit but there were some making out spots if you knew where to find them. Horace had brought a couple of girls back here for a stroll in his school years.

Ira didn’t seem to mind the walk home, it was nice and cool, a contrast to the day’s temperature. It was even a bit damp from all the pine trees. The park was quite large and had a few couples here and there, but you could be alone if you wanted to.

“Aren’t you worried about walking in a semi-lit park with a man?” he asked her.

She looked up at him and snorted. “As if you could do anything to me.”

“Actually, you made an offer earlier. So, we can test it out here.” Horace took her off the path and inside a big patch of bushes, which opened up to form a clearing. The spot was covered from all around, even from most of the apartments around the park. There was some light peeking in through the bushes but it was mostly dark. 

Ira stomped the dirt, testing it. “The ground is soft. Nice.” She grinned at him.

Horace put his things down at the side of the clearing and walked across her. He chuckled. “I can’t believe I’m about to do this,” he shook his head.

“Oh, you better believe it in three seconds.”

“What?” Horace said, suddenly scared.

“Two. One!” Ira charged with a roar. Sure, she was a woman, and short. But she was scary as fuck and she was very strong. Ira tackled Horace and brought him down in an instant. They rolled around in the dirt. He was stunned for a moment and got a punch in the gut for his inaction. He got his bearings and grabbed Ira’s right arm, managing to pin it behind her back. 

“Hah! You’re left-handed,” he said with glee.

She simply grunted and punched him in the face with her left one.

“Ow!” His vision swam in whirlpools and his nose hurt like a motherfucker.

Ira grappled him, spun him around on the ground and fell on top of him with her butt.

“Gods, even your ass makes me hurt!”

She pinned his leg like a pro-wrestler.

He reached blindly at his back and grabbed whatever he could find of her. He got a handful of boob but this wasn’t pleasing at all, since his leg felt like it was going to come out of its socket. He pulled her down on the ground, easily managing her weight and came on top of her. He pinned her arms down with his elbows and looked Ira in the eyes.

She was so excited.

For a moment there, he was feeling bad about wrestling with a girl, but she didn’t seem to mind. On the contrary. They were both sweaty and panting, thin grey-brown dirt sticking on their skin and clothes.

“Do you submit? Please say yes,” Horace panted, fighting to keep her down.

Ira laughed in his face and then kicked him in the stomach, making him fall next to her in a bundle of pain.

She came on top of him just like he’d done and pinned his arms down.

Horace spat out dirt. “You’ve won, Ira, fuck. Stop. It hurts.”

She grinned on top of him and leaned down. Horace flinched, he thought she’d headbutt him to knock him out.

Ira kissed him deeply, her tongue drilling with force inside his mouth. She smelled of earth and sweat, a hungry, primal femininity. After the initial shock, he went along and kissed her back. He subconsciously wanted to reach out and touch her head with the kiss, but she was still pinning him down.

Ira leaned back and shrugged. “What? You said it hurts. I kissed it to make it better.”

Horace pushed her arms away and she forced him back down, the shove pushing a wave of dirt around them. “I’m on top,” she said dismissively and searched inside his pants. She found his wallet and she ran her tongue over her teeth, then pulled out a condom from it.

Ira positioned herself lower to expose his crotch but still straddled him with her powerful legs. Horace was amazed to realise he couldn’t overpower her. Ira pulled his zipper down and released his cock. She stroked it once, twice, it didn’t need much to harden. Then she bit the condom wrapper, spat the bit to the side and slipped it on his erection.

Biting her tongue, she positioned her waist over his and pushed her panties to the side, letting him slip right inside her. She was dripping wet and Horace moaned as he felt the sudden warmth that hugged his cock. He forgot all about his bruises and scratches and surrendered to the crazy lady that pushed him down and had her way with him.

Ira thrust her waist back and forth with incredible strength. He felt like a workout instrument being pummelled to its extreme. Sure, he was the one penetrating her but it felt more like she was fucking him.

Horace enjoyed it, far too much. He had a fleeting thought about getting caught, about someone hearing them and walking over to check out what was happening. It had to be illegal, doing it outside. But that fear made it all the more thrilling. His adrenaline oozed inside him, his heart pounded, his cock rubbed against Ira’s insides with increasing strength.

His breath caught and he came hard, harder than he had ever had before.

Cum pooled down the rim of the condom. He throbbed inside her and she still kept thrusting, but slower and deliberate now. She made sure to rub her clit on the trimmed hairs of his crotch, and it wasn’t long before she came. Her legs tightened when she did and it was impossible for him not to notice, she was near breaking his bones.

Ira breathed out and released after a few seconds of ecstasy. She stood up, pulled the condom off of him and threw it away in the bushes. She pulled her dress over her legs and pushed the curls out of her face. “Are you just gonna lie there?” she asked him.

Horace kept panting, hardly able to believe what had happened. He pulled his pants up but otherwise stayed motionless. “I need a minute,” he said, out of breath.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 45: Evie

 

Evie turned on her laptop and logged in her secret profile. Ooh, messages! She opened them and then put her hand to her mouth.

She couldn’t believe it. Commissions. Paid work. For her art. People wanted to pay her real money to turn their photographs into avatars. Women from all over the world, short, tall, Latino, Arab, she had about twelve straight-up commissions and another twenty-five questions.

She shook her head, made a frappé and put her butt down, all sleep gone from her face. She categorised the messages, replied to some quick questions, then decided to start with a Filipino girl who was missing a limb. She had a cheap and ugly prosthetic arm on. She had sent a profile picture of her well-lit face and a full body one, front, side and back. She seemed to have researched it and knew what Evie needed to start working, better than Evie herself. She chided herself for being so unprofessional. Pretty much all the questions were precisely that: What materials did she need to start with?

Evie promptly updated the commission status with instructions on what she needed to begin with. It was pretty much what the Filipino girl had sent already. Evie copied and pasted the instructions on all the remaining messages and sent them all.

Then she picked up her drawing tablet and chewed on her lip, studying the girl’s form.

She was thin, young, no more than fifteen. She had nice features but seemed shy. She hadn’t been blessed with many curves, but her face looked regal. Evie started drawing, imagining the girl how she’d be in five years. She put on pauldrons on her that made her look very much like royalty, and drew a dress on her that looked intricate and beautiful. It hid her imperfections and underlined her better features. On a whim, Evie changed the lines of the dress to go in parallel with the girl’s sharp edges under the chin. Yes, it looked awesome. Taking a step back, Evie felt satisfied with the quick drawing.

She sipped some frappé and went to work, sculpting the 3D avatar of a powerful Filipino sorceress with an arm made of flame.

Sleep was for the weak.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 46: Horace

 

“What the hell happened to you?” Superbia squealed, opening the door for them. “Did you get mugged or something?”

Horace snickered a stifled ‘No,’ and Ira said nothing. They each went into a different bathroom to clean up.

He felt a lot better after a shower, and mumbled to himself about forgetting to do the laundry for so many days. He was delighted to find out that the girls had done it for him and ironed everything, even stacking his clothes in neat piles in his closet. Being a bachelor for so long made him quite punctual with house chores, but the last few days have been frantic at best. He smiled as he put on fresh-smelling shorts and t-shirt and felt quite nice having the girls around. He wasn’t the kind of slob to sit around and wait for a woman/mother to pick up after him, but it felt good being pampered.

He could definitely get used to such palatial treatment.

Horace found the girls in the living room, they had popcorn and were watching some chick-flick. Acedia had a single tear running down her cheek, Superbia was stoic as ever, Luxuria was bawling over in tears and sniffing her runny nose while sipping on her beer. Horace rubbed her shoulder and kissed her on the cheek. “I didn’t know you were such a softie.”

“It’s an epic love story, full of heartache and joy. Such a good movie,” she sniffled, kissing him back with wet lips. She tasted like beer and salt.

“Is Ava around? I wanted to give her some good news,” he asked, grabbing a handful of popcorn from the bowl in front.

“She’s in her room, getting her beauty sleep. Has a face mask on and everything, I’d leave her alone if I were you. You can tell her tomorrow morning, she wakes up early,” Lux said, eyes glued to the romance unfolding on the TV screen.

Horace leaned back, caressing the sexy woman. Her mere presence next to him made him hard again, even though she did nothing to directly tease him. He exhaled slowly, enjoying the feel of a sexy woman and the comfort of his couch. “Gods, I feel so tired.”

Lux shooed him away. “Go, I bet Ira is waiting for you in your room.”

His eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

Luxuria turned around to him and gripped his erection over his shorts as if she was tugging him along by it. She bit her lip. “Yes, Horace,” she purred, “I don’t think you’re done with my sister yet. Davai!” Her last command was a ‘move it’ expression.

 

 

Horace went inside his room and immediately turned to shut the door. He slowly turned around and found Ira lazily lying on his bed. She was cleaned up, wearing red pyjamas that were worn out to a near white fibre. She wiggled her toes impatiently, while the fan in his room made her black curls sway.

He sat next to her and kissed her softly on the lips. “Are we sleeping together tonight?”

Ira shrugged. “Sure. Why not?” Her eyes fell on the tent he was pitching under his shorts. It wasn’t really that hard to miss.

Horace turned off the lights and went under the bedsheet, bringing it over her as well, tucking her in.

She tapped on his chest, obviously hesitating about something.

“What is it? Just tell me.” He touched her cheek softly. His cock was getting softer, to his satisfaction. He really needed to get some sleep.

Ira’s voice became a naughty pout, a side he never expected to see from the hardy woman. “I want you to put it in my bum.”

Horace blinked at that a couple of times, then a few times more. “I... see...” he said lamely.

“I brought lubricant,” she said with the same coy tone that seriously didn’t fit her at all.

Horace turned around to see a small plastic bottle on his bedside table. “Oh.” He rubbed his head. “Okay, I’ve never had a woman ask for it, I always had to beg, to be honest.”

Ira bit her lips and rubbed her face on his neck, breathing hard. “Oh, they don’t know what they’re missing,” she said huskily, making his erection come back.

Then she laid face down on the bed and pulled her pyjamas down, exposing her tight butt.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 47: Evie

 

“I feel ugly,” the message said. Evie bit her lip and read on. “I’m a water polo player. As you can see from the pics, I’m tall and very muscular. I like playing polo, but I don’t like how men seem to avoid me.”

Evie sighed and took a more analytical glance at the woman’s photos. She squinted and let her eyes become unfocused, taking in her silhouette. She was gorgeous in her own way, and Evie wanted her to see that. She decided not to change anything about her, simply to find a way for her better features to come forward. Yes, the woman was indeed framed like a man. More muscular than most men. But she wasn’t ugly, not in any way. The polo player had sent a swimsuit photo of her, full body, showing off her powerful physique and glistening skin.

Nobody in that good a physical condition should feel ugly. Evie decided to do what she could.

She sat cross-legged on the bed and grabbed her drawing tablet. She experimented with a few elements, fire, earth, lightning. Nothing looked good. 

She glanced outside at the nightly Athens. The city wasn’t buzzing with traffic and simply had hazy lights, the time being 4 a.m. Hazy, water. She took a sip of her frappé, wiping the condensation off the cool surface of the glass with her finger. Then she slapped her head.

Of course, water. Why stray from it?

She started to draw furiously over the woman’s body. The sketch was quick but Evie could see the finished product in her mind. Switching to her 3D sculpting program she scanned her client’s body and started adding details. She stayed true to her earlier decision on not to change anything about her body, no thinner hands, no bigger eyes, nothing. She was beautiful and Evie would make her see that.

She sculpted a long dress over the lower half of her body. She added the texture of the Aegean sea, and instead of frills she added the foam of waves. She made the entire back open, hands exposed, muscles wet and glistening. She made the dress hang on to her breasts, this was 3D after all, she could make anything. She added the colour of the deeper water, dark blue up there, maintaining her dignity.

Then she sculpted fish in air around the polo player. She animated them with a script she found from some open-source library, and she let them lazily swim around the woman’s avatar. The edges of her dress crashed in the ground, the water flowed downwards and reflected sunlight in little rainbows. She gave the entire dress a see-through attribute that was enough for her powerful legs to show under the water but enough to maintain her dignity. She took even more time adjusting the material sliders for the part of the dress covering the woman’s breasts, finding the exact right balance.

When she was done, she put the laptop down and stood up to stretch her legs and look at it from afar.

The woman was all there, Evie had changed nothing about her. She was standing in a relaxed pose having just stepped out of the pool, and her body was all there in full display. Her powerful arms, her wide back that had glorious, interesting, interwoven muscle and ended down in a thin waist. Evie gave her a spin in 3D space. She was gorgeous from any angle.

She squinted and took a sip of coffee.

She decided to change something in the woman’s body. Just a tiny thing.

She selected the control node for the head, and raised the woman’s chin just a fraction upwards.

There. Perfect.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 48: Horace

 

It was as if Horace had woken up on the wrong side of the bed. He woke up sweaty and feeling like shit, his pillow completely soaked. He ruffled Ira’s hair as she snoozed next to him and darted off to get a glass of water, he was that thirsty. Gula cheered a ‘Good morning!’ to him and he grumbled something similar back to her. Then he went into the bathroom, splashed water on his face, and winced at the cut on his cheek. He cleaned it with soap and threw some pure alcohol on it, then relieved himself. Everything was off, even his aim while peeing on the toilet. He made a mess and threw some wet toilet paper to wipe the urine he splashed to the side.

Grunting, he cleaned up as best he could and went to get ready for work. He seriously didn’t feel like working today, and he grabbed his phone to ask for a sick day.

Wait, he was the manager. Ask a sick day from whom?

Fuuuck!

Grunting, he put on his pants, noticed a stain on them and cursed out loud. Ira flinched and he said, “Sorry, sorry, stay in bed.”

He walked back into the kitchen. His breakfast was ready and he took a long sip of coffee, then downed a piece of cake.

“Everything okay, dear?” Superbia asked, fluttering her eyelashes. 

Seeing her made his day, she was that kind of woman. He smiled at her and felt bad about, well, feeling bad. “I’m just not feeling the whole ‘going to work,’ thing today, that’s all.”

“It happens,” she shrugged and took a ladylike sip of her coffee. It was hot, Turkish style.

Horace turned to Acedia. “I just feel like kicking it back on the couch all day with Acedia, watching shows and munching on junk food!” he said, slapping the girl’s thigh.

Acedia turned slowly to him and her face transformed when she gave him a smile. “Wow! I’d like that very much, Horace. You know that.”

Horace sighed deeply. “Sadly, I can’t. I’m the one who wanted that promotion, right?” he asked rhetorically, turning to Superbia.

The blonde smirked at him. “I guess.”

He had his breakfast, then said loudly, “Gula! This was great, as always. Do you have Ava’s tray ready for me?”

“Sure, here it is...” the chubby girl said, finishing up the bacon and putting it on the plate.

Horace kissed Gula. She squealed with delight a tiny bit. He then sucked through his teeth. “Let’s get this over with,” he said, picking up the tray.

 

 

He knocked.

“Come on in,” the regal voice said from inside.

Horace found the Asian woman having settled in nicely. She had spread out all her jewelry and makeup on the neglected vanity and was making herself pretty in the mirror. He placed the tray with her breakfast next to her.

“Well?”

“I did what you said. I managed to double my income, albeit for just a day,” he chuckled awkwardly. Why did he feel like he was just a kid talking to the school principal?

“It’s a good start.” She plucked a hair from her perfect eyebrow, then inspected it from various angles. Horace took the chance to check out her body, she was wearing an amazing black kimono with golden ribbons. Even though she was older, and even though he had been getting some all week, he still felt his loins respond to the regal presence of Avaritia.

Avaritia. Even her name demanded to be breathed out in a moan during climax.

Horace shook his head. What was he on about? Seriously, he was acting like a horny teenager again, this was embarrassing.

“What are your plans for the immediate future?” Ava asked, pulling her top lip down to apply some cream.

“I... uh... I’m not sure. Even the deal I struck last night was a spur of the moment thing. To be honest, I was racking my brain all day yesterday to figure out how to fulfil what you wanted and I had nothing.”

“Oh, but you did. You saw an opportunity and you took it.” She turned to him and nailed her stare up to him. It was hard maintaining eye contact with the woman. “Keep doing just that, young one.”

“I-I will,” he bowed, and dashed out of there.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 49: Horace

 

Evie got to work on time. She was exhausted, but working at Zillions was quite fun. And, who was she kidding, she needed the money. She threw her overnight bag at the employee area and changed into the cream/brown uniform. It was her and Martha, George was waiting outside, cleaning up in his casual clothes to save time while he waited for them to get ready. And Horace came in, opened up the shop and spoke to nobody. Oh, he spoke, grumbling a few ‘goodmornings,’ then sat down on the boss’ desk.

Evie huffed and blew a raspberry. “How do you get your hair in this thing?” she whined, messing with her employee hat.

“Oh, let me show you,” Martha said, pulling up Evie’s hair and turning them in a sort of knot, then into the hair net.

Evie spun around, checking herself out in the mirror. “Oh. That was easy, thanks, girl!”

“You’re welcome,” Martha said, smiling and changing her top.

Evie leaned in close to Martha and whispered, “Horace looks grumpy today.”

She noticed Martha flinching at that. “Yeah... he does.”

Evie frowned at the young woman but said nothing more. Had something happened between those two? Or, was she just cowering before the boss, or at least, the boss’ representative at that moment? Evie shrugged. She guessed it was easy for her to be casual around Horace, she knew him for a long time. She was certain she wouldn’t feel the same with another manager.

She helped back, fixing Martha’s top around her belt and got outside. “Let’s get to work and eat some ice cream!” she announced.

Martha giggled at that.

 

 

A couple of hours later, Horace’s ‘friends’ came over. Oh, sure, Evie was nice and polite, and brought them their coffees and their ice cream. Half the girls had settled into what flavours they liked, Gula was more adventurous and wanted to try all the tastes, ‘All zillion of them,’ they both said together and laughed.

Gods, she was liking them. But she didn’t wanna! But she did.

Horace spent the day mulling around in the boss’ desk or supervising everything. Instead of doing things himself, just like he used to do, he stood over every little thing all three of them did and corrected them. It was annoying. Evie could handle it, and, swallowing her pride, she could admit that she was new and she did need some pointers still.

But the other two knew the place by heart, and truthfully, had been around much longer than him.

She found Horace biting George’s head off. “Come on, man! Will you stop changing things around? I put the replacement caps here last night, I expect to find them on the same spot this morning. How hard can it be?”

Poor George had his head down and gripped on a towel. “I’m sorry, I put them over here, it’s better because-”

“I don’t give a fuck if it’s better, George!” Horace snapped at him. “There’s no efficiency if I have to waste time tracking you down to figure out what you did with something simple as that. Don’t fucking ruin the system!”

“Okay, Horace. I won’t. I’ll finish up here,” George said, cowering, and went on with his work.

Evie couldn’t believe it. For Athena’s sake, why was he acting like this? She wanted to tell him all about her secret Agora profile and her sculptures, but this wasn’t the time. She walked next to Horace and pulled him away by his arm. “Can I talk to you?” she whispered through gritted teeth.

“Can’t it wait?” Horace frowned. He let her shove him a couple of paces but then stopped, and she couldn’t budge him any further, naturally.

“No, Horace, because you’re acting like an asshole,” she said softly in deadpan.

“No I’m not!” he complained. “Every day I could have just finished up in no-time, but I waste my time trying to figure out what the hell George came up with this time.”

Evie pulled his chin and forced him to look at her. “Horace. What’s wrong? Tell me.”

He sighed, puffing his cheeks. Evie loved it when he did that. “I dunno. I’m fed up, I guess. Just a bad day, no need to make a big deal out of it.”

She poked his chest with a finger. “Is it... about one of the girls?”

“What? No, the girls are fine. More than fine, actually, last night, me and Ira-” Horace stopped himself and blushed. “Actually it’s nothing you need to know. But we’re fine.”

Evie raised an eyebrow. “All of you?”

Horace chuckled. “Not all of us, not the way you mean it with that accusatory stare, no. But we’re all fine.”

She shrugged. “Fine. Hey, can I come over tonight?”

“I thought you had a date with Costa.”

“It’s not a date!” she said back, the reply a bit faster than she would have liked. “He’s just going to show me his gear. His artist! His artist is going to show me his process. I can swing by afterwards, hang out?”

“You’re really interested in that, aren’t you? Nice. Okay, sure. Come on over. No need to bring anything, the fridge is pretty much stocked to the brink with groceries, what with seven people living there.”

“Oh? I see.”

“Just bring your pretty little butt over.”

“You think my butt is pretty?” she teased.

“Yeah, and bring it over so I can beat it in video games.”

Evie smiled up at him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 50: Horace

 

The customer yelled in his face, spitting all over him. Horace didn’t even hear his argument, he just showed up when they asked for the manager and the man started screaming incoherently.

Horace stared at his shoes. Not because he was shy, nor because he was timid. His shoes were dirty and he had simply just noticed it.

Ira showed up next to him as they stood in the shop’s exterior area. “Are you gonna let him talk to you like that?” she grumbled, pulling him down so she could whisper. “You don’t have to take it like a little bitch! Punch the stupid fucker.”

Horace balled his fists, then turned to Martha. “What did he do?”

Martha hesitated, then leaned in close to whisper in his ear. “He grabbed my butt, and when I told him to stop it, he started to complain about the service, everything.” She held her arms close to her body and looked vulnerable. Gods, Horace hated this kind of shit women had to deal with every day. Sure, he had asked her out too, but he had been polite about it, and certainly not grabby.

The customer kept on yelling in his face, but he could definitely make out the words ‘retard,’ and ‘clumsy.’ They were being addressed towards Martha.

Horace straightened his back, then shoved the screaming customer away. He tripped over a plant and fell on his ass.

“What are you doing? You can’t do this, I’m gonna call the police!” the customer threatened with a superior attitude, wagging his finger.

Horace shrugged. “Leave the shop, now. No need to pay anything, just turn around and leave.” He could feel his blood pumping.

“You’ve lost a customer today! No, you’ve lost many customers. I’m gonna tell everybody I know about this!”

“I don’t give a shit, just leave,” Horace hissed, looming over him.

The man scurried away, threatening him all the way.

Horace turned around to see a few customers recording him, as well as George and Martha, staring at him wide-eyed.

Ira, on the other hand, winked deeply at him and gave him a thumbs up.

 

 

He spent the rest of the workday out of sight, mostly at the back doing inventory. He didn’t feel like confronting anyone, he didn’t feel like working, this was mostly busywork, and he didn’t feel like talking to anybody. In fact, all he desired right now was to get back home and spoon with Acedia, doing nothing else.

She hadn’t come at the ice cream shop with the rest of the girls today, and he hardly spoke to her that morning during breakfast. He called her on the phone. It took her more than ten rings to answer.

“Mmm?” she asked, sleepily.

“Hey, Acedia, what’s up?”

“Wow, nothing, taking a nap. Sorry for not coming in today, but I just didn’t feel like it,” she yawned.

“Trust me, I know how you feel. Everything all right?”

“Yes. I’m alone over, here, thinking of you...” she cooed.

Horace swapped ears and cupped his hand around his mouth and the phone. “And I was thinking of you, hence my call.”

She giggled. “That’s nice! So nice of you,” she said with a spacey manner.

“What are you wearing?”

“Oh, you know. Pyjamas. Then ones with wittle bears on them.” She cooed and laughed.

“Mmm, so hot. Damn!”

They both laughed for a while, then there was a long pause.

“I missed you,” Acedia said.

“Me too.” He sighed heavily. “I’m not in the mood for anything.”

“I know, honey. Here, let me send you some YouTube videos, that’s what I do. There’s one with a cat and a lightsaber!”

His phone bleeped. He checked. “Okay, I’ll watch them later. I need to hang up now, I shouldn’t be on a personal call for so long on working hours.”

“I understand. It’s okay. See you tonight.”

“See ya.”

He hung up and reflexively checked his app.

 

 



	
Evil Thought

	
Tokens



	
Gula

	
5



	
Luxuria

	
6



	
Avaritia

	
3



	
Superbia

	
4



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
4



	
Acedia

	
6



 

He mulled the tokens over for a bit. It seemed Luxuria was happy every time he got laid, or at least every time he went for someone new. Hah. Interesting. What a weird woman. Ira was pleased with him, definitely because of the confrontation earlier. And Acedia didn’t need much. She was the definition of low-maintenance woman, she just needed something to stream in-between her naps and for you to remind her to eat something every now and then.

Horace knew that couldn’t possibly be healthy, but he had a lot on his mind and she seemed to be doing just fine. Plus, she had her sisters around. Okay, adoptive sisters or whatever they actually were, but they cared for one another, Horace had seen that. Moving on on the stats, Ava still wasn’t happy, and why would she be? All he got was a one-time pay, not an increase on his income.

He scratched his nose. He needed to do something about making more money, Ava was right.

But what?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 51: Horace

 

“Holy shit, Evie, did you really draw this?” Horace pinched and zoomed on her phone screen, checking out her 3D sculpture. They were on a late break, work was slow and the few customers had been served already, lounging on the chairs outside, enjoying the late-night chill. The two of them had just torn through two bowls of Gelato Pavlova ice cream, which was their new favourite flavour. At least until they found the next one.

“Yup!” she said proudly, arms behind her back and bouncing on her toes.

“I mean, I’ve seen your sketches but I hadn’t realised you’ve gotten so good! When did this happen?”

“I, uh, watched some video tutorials, tried out a few techniques. It’s all online, you don’t even have to go to art school anymore. Just put in the work.”

“And you did, it shows. Evie, I’m so proud of you.”

She beamed at him.

They stayed silent for a long moment.

“Another Gelato Pavlova?” Horace asked, offering get them a refill.

“Yes please,” Evie chirped at him.

 

 

Horace closed up shop. This was a tiresome day. He sent the girls to go grocery shopping and Evie left for Costa’s workshop, saying she’ll swing on by the house later on. He felt weird about seeing her leave. His mind raced through all sorts of images of what their encounter would look like, seeing Costa’s wandering hands all over his friend.

“Are you gonna throw that away anytime soon,” George asked, pointing at Horace’s hands.

“What? Oh...” He glanced down, he was crushing a plastic ice cream tub. He slapped it on George’s chest, “Here, you throw it in the trash.”

“Sure,” George sighed and did so. He came back and said, “Anything else, boss?” The last word was dripping in sarcasm.

“No, go home,” Horace snapped back at him and left, shoving his hands in his pockets.

His phone rang, and it was the phone call he was dreading for hours.

“Horace,” his boss grumbled.

“Nico,” he said, calming himself. He stopped at the side of the road and leaned on a car. “How are you? Enjoying the vacation time?”

“I kinda was, until I saw a complaint posted on my fucking shop’s page!” Nico yelled in his ear.

Horace pulled the phone away and blinked a few times. “I see.”

“What were you thinking? Shoving a customer? You’re lucky he didn’t press any charges! I was on the phone with him for two hours, two fucking hours! Horace, you know me, right? Do I like talking on the phone, groveling for someone’s forgiveness?”

“No,” Horace whispered, his throat caught.

“Say that again.”

“No, you don’t like it.”

“I sure fucking don’t! I’m on my way back, and we’re gonna have words face to face tomorrow morning, me and you.” He hung up.

Horace put his phone away and stared at the traffic for a few minutes.

 

 

The walk home did wonders for his mood. The constant heat and the weight of responsibility was starting to weigh on him, and it showed. The mere act of strolling in a familiar neighbourhood with a cool summer breeze was invigorating.

He bit his lips and mulled over his life. He needed to start building something for himself. Something that he owned. He messed up at Zillions, he knew that. Even if he didn’t get fired tomorrow, which was a slim possibility, he was still in the mercy of someone else. He needed to stand on his own two feet.

The voices of the girls swam in his mind. Yes, they were a bit nuts. But they rang true. 

‘You’re worth it, take it.’

‘Confront him.’

‘You want her, make the move.’

The last one was the sultry voice of Lux, and even the sex-crazed Russian chick had a point. You want something? Make a move. The answer’s always no if you never ask.

He decided to take a detour, he even grabbed an ice tea from a periptero. He always liked to walk past an old cinema at the centre of Kifisia. He wasn’t in the mood to go in, he just liked walking past it and checking out the posters. The cinema always played a mix of old and new movies, a far cry from the bombastic 3D experiences from a multiplex. This was one screen, two screenings, and they played whatever the fuck the owner liked.

It was like a radio show, where you put your faith on a radio producer to pick and choose good tunes for you, instead of making playlists by yourself.

He stopped in front of the cinema. The building was renovated and the cinema hall had been turned into a state-of-the-art thing, everything it needed for proper acoustics and a special experience. But the outside was retro. Horace loved it. He checked out the posters. Indeed, there was a modern movie that everyone said would be nominated for a bunch of awards, a mix of dramatised history and a love story of the previous century. And the rest were older movies, hand-picked for couples to have a nice summer date.

Which girl did he wanna bring to this date?

Ira? He still had the taste of her kiss in his mouth from this morning but he didn’t feel like asking her out. And, he had to admit, he could recollect the way her ass clenched around his dick so nicely. Even over the feel of the condom, the tightness was extreme. He wouldn’t mind doing that again a couple of times or a hundred, and she definitely wanted more.

No. As much as he liked her and was having fun together, she wasn’t the one he wanted to bring on a summer movie date.

What about Lux? His crotch warmed up as soon as he thought about her. He could imagine them going out, watching the movie, having pop corn... Then she’d stroke him in the darkness of the movie theatre, teasing him with the tricks she knew. And she’d lean down and take him in her mouth. Horace was certain Lux wouldn’t have any qualms about doing it right then and there.

He adjusted his pants and turned sideways, as a young couple walked past him and into the cinema, hands intertwined.

No. Unh-uh. There were men that could kill to have a woman like Lux, but she wasn’t the one he really wanted to bring on this date. Okay, what about the others?

Gula was nice and always brought a smile to his face. Nope. What about Acedia? Sure, she loves movies but she’d groan about walking all the way here. Superbia wouldn’t be caught dead in a rustic place like this. Avaritia scared the crap out of him.

He bit his lip and fished out his phone. He started to write a text.

‘Hey, I just walked past the old movie theatre! The one we both like. It’s been forever, wanna go watch something this weekend?’

His finger hovered over the send button.

If you never ask, the answer is always gonna be no.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 52: Evie

 

Evie was hanging by the man’s lips. He was showing her how he drew and sculpted the model. Her phone chimed and she absent-mindedly checked it, it was from Horace. She barely glanced at the text and put the phone away, making the device register the message as ‘seen,’ but she hadn’t actually done so.

She’d see Horace in a bit, anyway. This was so interesting right now.

“How is Dimitri doing?” Costa asked, putting his hands on their shoulders. “Is he dazzling you with his art skills?”

“Yeah! He’s amazing, no wonder your sculptures sell so well,” Evie said, eyes wide.

“Oh, don’t pump up his ego or he’ll ask for a raise!” Costa chuckled.

Dimitri huffed and kept on working on the model. It was Ira’s cyberscan, and they had gone through the entire process of importing the pictures and turning them into a 3D model, ready to be modified. And Dimitri was doing wondrous things, things she hadn’t even thought to try out. He was changing softness values around cheeks and lips, hardening the values around knees, running a macro he made to properly incorporate Ira’s curly hair, things like that.

Evie barraged the poor man with questions, writing things down on her tablet, making notes of stuff she needed to check out later on. Dimitri was polite and helpful, giving her links to tutorials and names of artists to follow. He was obviously attracted to her and Evie didn’t hesitate to lead the man on for a bit.

They both were having fun after all.

Costa hovered over them, obviously trying to look busy around them. Evie made sure to laugh at his jabs, he was drop-dead handsome after all.

But her mind was on the art right now. She touched the artist’s hand. “Dimitri, honestly,” she shook her head, “I’ve learnt more this past hour than I’ve learnt the last year!”

“Glad to help you out,” he said, blushing all over. “But I can tell you honestly love this.”

“I do!” she giggled, squeezing his hand.

Dimitri looked down, embarrassed.

“Hey, can I copy the files into my tablet? I wanna try the techniques you showed me on the same model.”

“Uh, sure.” Dimitri sent her the files.

Evie stood up, holding her tablet over her stomach. “Thank you so much, I can’t wait to check out all the things you told me about!” She kissed him on the cheek.

“You-you’re welcome...”

She darted off to Costa. “Thank you for arranging this Costa, you really do have a talented artist here.”

Costa looked nonchalant, leaning back on his desk chair. “Yeah, we have the best people here. Hey, you should work here too.” He pointed at her with an expensive pen.

Evie gasped. “Me?”

“Sure, why not? I know you don’t have Dimitri’s experience and that won’t change anytime soon, but you can add a female perspective. Dimitri is great for the skimpy armour and the chainmail bikini stuff with the dangling breasts, but I need something that will appeal to women.” He pointed at the man with his pen, and Dimitri shrugged. Costa added, “We have lots of customers asking for female-friendly art. I can sell that.”

Evie swallowed. “I’ll think about it!”

“Plus, it will give us more time to hang out,” Costa said, winking at her. “Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Evie pointed at the door. “Sure. It’d be nice. Anyway, I promised I’d be somewhere, and I have to leave. Thanks for staying late for me, and I will think about the offer.”

Costa grinned.

Evie took a step away, then turned back to him. “Both of them,” she added, smiling back.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 53: Horace

 

“You’re here!” Horace exclaimed, pulling her inside his house. He glanced at her overnight bag, and checked the time. It was late and Evie definitely wasn’t going to pay a double tariff for a midnight taxi. And he wasn’t going to let her, either.

“Hey,” she said and peeked around the corner. The girls were in the living room, chatting away. They all turned to her and smiled and said ‘welcome.’ Gula was making popcorn.

“We’re gonna watch the new superhero movie, the one with the Slime-man. I assume it’s all right with you?” he asked her.

“Sure, I wanted to watch it. Is it the one where he loses his powers?” she mocked in a deeper tone of voice.

“Have you seen it already?” Horace asked, curious.

“Nope. But it is the second movie, so he will definitely lose his powers and mope about it,” Evie said, rolling her eyes.

Gods, he loved her. Taking in her cute expressions and her gorgeous eyes, he stopped for a second to admire her. Evie had embraced the whole geek thing completely, and she really did enjoy it.

Evie was comfortable around his house so she didn’t even ask and went in the guest room. 

“No, wait!” Horace said but it was too late.

“Sorry!” she winced and took a step back, shutting the door. She whispered, “Which one is that, Ava, right?”

“Yeah, I should have told you she was sleeping in the guest room.” Horace rubbed his neck. “Then again, pretty much the entire house is occupied.”

“Oh. Do you want me to leave afterwards?” Evie blinked.

“No! Come on, don’t be silly.” He placed his hands on her shoulders. “You can sleep in my room, and I’ll sleep on the couch with Acedia. Is that alright?”

Evie looked up at him, her eyes a glint of greenish brown. They looked wet. She looked away, and said with a small voice, “Of course it is.” She broke off his embrace and went into his room. “I’m gonna put on my pyjamas,” she said, shutting the door.

 

 

Evie came back wearing her uniform, which was her well-worn pyjamas with little Teddy Bears. Horace was delighted to find that she was getting along with the girls, they were polite and cordial to each other. After the popcorn came and the movie started, they even commented and laughed together at the absolute ridiculousness of the movie premise.

“He lost his powers and now he’s pining about it. You were so right,” Horace said, raising his soft drink at her.

They clinked bottles. “Of course I was,” she beamed at him, then threw a handful of popcorn in her mouth and chewed proudly.

When the movie was over, Evie showed them Ira’s cyberscan, and her sketch-over. She made her into a tough dwarf-lady who wielded a greataxe.

“Badass...” Ira whistled, nodding away, appreciating the artwork. “I like it, thanks Evie. You made me look great!”

“You really like it?” Evie asked, her voice raising high. “You’re not just saying it to be polite?”

“Of course not! And where can I get an axe like that for real?” Ira asked in all seriousness, and the others all burst in laughter.

Ira frowned at them all. “What’s so funny?”

They laughed even harder.

Lux turned to Evie. “So, what else can you draw?” she asked with her thick Russian accent.

“Um, whatever you want. I generally start with a feeling and kinda wing it. Do you want me to draw you? I just need a picture, for starters,” Evie said, gripping her tablet.

“Niet, but how about my sister Acedia?” Lux said, and they all turned to the quiet girl at the edge of the sofa.

Acedia perked up slowly when she realised she was the centre of attention. “Wow. What did I do?”

“Nothing wrong, radosta moya. Will you model for us?” Lux stood up and walked towards her with her hips swaying. Horace enjoyed the view, and Lux offered her hand to Acedia as if she was asking for a dance. Acedia accepted it and stood up slowly, blushing from all the attention. Lux spun her around slowly. “Pretty, da?”

“She’s lovely,” Evie said warmly. She stood up and gave instructions. “All I need is a well-lit picture, full body.” They went to a clear wall and turned on the lights, then she took a few pictures with her phone. “Now a few close ups... Wow, Acedia, your face is so detailed and expressive, I really need to capture this.”

Acedia smiled at that and her whole appearance seemed to change. They all observed, staying out of the way. The only thing that moved was the fan he’d brought in the living room to cool them. Horace watched, his foot slapping the carpet. It was a nervous tick he had. Evie hadn’t said anything about his message, and he knew she had seen it. Sure, there was a lot going on, but she could have said something at the very least, couldn’t she? He watched as she directed Acedia’s slow movements. He tried to see the girl as Evie would. Thin, bony. Some would say: sick. Acedia had looked better the first few days they met but now it seemed to Horace she had relapsed. Had she even eaten anything? He couldn’t remember the last time he had seen her put something in her mouth.

“There, done,” Evie said and sat down, her attention at her drawing tablet.

“Should I leave the lights on?” Lux asked.

“Sure, whatever,” Evie replied, clearly distracted.

Lux smiled and turned them off. Horace knew she didn’t like attracting mosquitoes, she complained that they ruined her skin. But who did? Gula brought in more snacks for everyone, and Acedia sat back down on her spot, her focus on Evie’s tablet as she worked.

Horace sat next to Acedia and grabbed a sandwich from the tray, then offered it to Acedia with a napkin. “There you go, honey.”

She smiled wide at him, and slowly accepted it with her bony fingers. “Wow. Thank you, Horace. How nice of you. I already ate.”

“A couple of pop corn kernels don’t count as dinner.” He eyed her, making his thoughts clear.

Acedia licked her lips and bit down on the sandwich, then chewed forever.

“That was the smallest bite ever taken. Anyway, I don’t wanna pressure you, I just want you to be okay,” he sighed. 

She nodded, smiling bitterly. 

He kissed her on the lips and picked up the tray. He set aside a couple of sandwiches for Ava on a plate and brought them to her room. He knocked on the door.

“Come on in,” Ava said.

He brought the plate inside and set it on the usual spot. “How are you?” he asked the Asian lady. “Don’t you want to join us?”

Ava was reading a book on the bed and keeping herself cool with her vandalia. Horace admired the dragons drawn on both papers. “No, I’m fine, don’t worry about me. I can entertain myself.” She raised the side of her mouth into a naughty smirk.

“Oh... Right, okay then.” Horace sat at the edge of the bed and licked his lips. “I... uh, probably messed up big time today.”

“At work?”

“Yeah. I shoved a customer and he fell on the ground. I still think he deserved it, but Nico, my boss, won’t take it too kindly.”

She shrugged gracefully. “Understandable.”

“What do I do now?”

“Was that the path you wanted? Managing an ice cream shop?” Ava asked, her words simple, without emotion.

“Not really, no. I... uh, it’s silly, but I always wanted to make a figurine store or something. With fantasy stuff, you know, dragons, witches, that sort of thing. It’s nerdy, I know, but that’s what I wanna do.”

Ava said nothing for a long moment, then clicked her tongue. “What’s the commotion about in the living room?”

“Oh, they’re having fun with Evie’s sculptures. Digital ones, she takes a picture of the girls and paints over them, making them badass. She made Ira one, not that she needs any more badassery, and now they’re doing Acedia.”

Ava nodded imperceptibly, and after a long moment, she added, “So, fantasy stuff, dragons, witches, that sort of thing.”

Horace chuckled. “Yeah, I guess.”

Then his eyes went wide.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 54: Evie

 

Evie woke up in the middle of the night, as usual. She needed to pee and she ran to the bathroom on her tiptoes. After that, she walked quietly back to Horace’s room, and noticed the TV was on. It was playing some drama series with the volume turned all the way down and with subtitles. What was Horace doing, wasn’t he asleep? She decided to check up on him. Peeking around the corner, she took a look at the couch.

It was turned away and they weren’t sitting up, so they mustn’t have been awake. But there was movement in the twilight.

Oh.

They were horizontal. Evie took in a good look of Horace’s butt, illuminated by the television. He had a really nice butt. He was on top of Acedia, she couldn’t see them, just his back. Evie focused her attention and could hear them whispering sweet nothings into each other’s ears. Horace was being extra slow, she could hear him kissing Acedia all over and mumbling to her as he moved inside and out very slowly.

Evie turned around, put her back against the wall and slid down to the floor. She teared up instantly. She wanted to dart out of there, just grab her stuff and walk out in the middle of the night. She wanted to slam the door and stop hearing them make love.

But why was she feeling like this?

It wasn’t like they were doing something bad. And she hadn’t laid claim on Horace, in fact, she kept telling everyone he was just her friend. Her best friend, but a friend. And now he had found someone and a proper friend would be proud of him and feel good about it and not roll up into a ball on the floor like a little girl and cry snot all over her sleeves.

Hear that, Evie?

Nope, she wasn’t hearing anything. Or rather, she was, and that’s why she couldn’t pry herself away from their intimate moment.

“Promise me you’ll eat something, okay baby,” Horace whispered softly.

“Wow. Okay,” Acedia moaned, out of breath. “I will, just after this... ah... as soon as... as soo- Ah... ah... AH!”

Evie could tell she was shuddering underneath him, enjoying her orgasm. She dared to glance back and she could see Acedia’s bony fingers digging into Horace’s back. Horace kept kissing her and thrusting slowly as she rode it out. Evie let out a chocked cry and quickly muffled herself, tears falling down her cheeks. She was certain they would have heard her if they weren’t making so much noise themselves.

When Acedia stopped panting, Horace kissed her for a long time, then whispered, “Now off you go to grab something to eat. I’m not trying to pressure you, okay? I just want you to be healthy.”

“Okay,” Acedia said and he got off from on top of her.

Evie scrambled down the corridor and back to Horace’s room. She saw Acedia getting up and putting on her pyjamas, and Evie shut the door carefully and quietly behind her. She sniffled, then looked around the room. Horace had a bunch of figurines laying around, witches and warriors and space aliens with a bit too much skin exposed.

Inspiration struck.

She opened up her tablet and loaded Acedia’s pictures from earlier on. She started sketching like crazy, pouring all her anger and frustration into her creation.

She turned the girl’s bony fingers into an undead fist clutching a dagger. She gave her greenish-blue short hair, pointed in tufts, and a powerful gaze, oozing yellow light. She switched her into a crouching position, dagger raised, ready to strike. She drew armour on her that was adorned with purple edges and skulls with glowing purple eyes. Big pauldrons that made her look like she was built for speed.

And finally, Evie turned her hands and feet into bare bone with no muscle, sinew showing, animated by magic.

When she was done, she took a step back and looked at Acedia, turned into a loveable undead rogue that had stolen her friend’s heart.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 55: Horace

 

Horace woke up early, he was anxious about meeting his boss. He got to the kitchen and tried to keep it quiet as he made coffee, but the clinking was impossible to avoid.

“Hmm?” Gula mumbled, waking up. She had a chocolate wrapper next to her pillow. “What is it?”

“Nothing, it’s still early. Go to sleep,” Horace said and caressed her hair.

“No, you’re up, so I’ll get up.” Gula sat up on the cot with her eyes closed. “I’m getting up,” she said, doing no such thing.

Horace chuckled. “Seriously, Gula, I can make my own coffee, it’s okay.”

“Nooo,” she whined. “It’s like my one pleasure.” Gula forced her eyes open and blinked too many times, forcing the sleep dust away. She stood up and sleepily started making breakfast for him.

Horace sighed and hugged her from behind, making sure to get a good handful of her boobs. 

She squealed in delight. “Want some sugar in yours?”

“No,” he whispered into her ear, “but I will want some sugar from you later on.”

Gula giggled, then started making breakfast.

“Make sure Acedia gets something to eat, okay?” Horace said loud enough to be heard in the living room and sat down on the table. He checked his phone, he had a message from Nico. He sighed, then read it. ‘I’ll be at the shop in the morning, we need to have a chat.’

Right. Horace dropped his phone on the table and it bounced a couple of times away from him. Gula turned back to see him, hesitated, then turned back to making breakfast for seven- wait, no, eight people. It was quite a feat of her, and sure, she ate some of the breakfast along the way, but she always made whatever everyone wanted the exact way they wanted it. It was a gift.

Gula brought his coffee. “Thank you, sweetheart,” he said, taking a delightful sip.

She beamed at him, then hopped off to make the rest.

Horace leaned forward and grabbed his phone back, then checked his stats.
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He had a thought last night, but he wanted to sleep on it before talking it any further. It had formed in his mind and somehow it all clicked together when Evie told him about her sculptures. He needed to talk to her, alone.

“Hey, Gula, honey, make me a tray for my toast and Evie’s. I’ll take it to her in my room.”

“Sure,” Gula shrugged and her curves bounced up and down all over her body. Horace observed the show, mesmerised. She really was very cute.

 

 

“Evie? Are you up? I’m bringing you coffee,” Horace said, knocking on his own door.

“Wha- Wait!” a panicked Evie said from inside. “Give me a minute.”

“Sure. But I’m also carrying French toast and it smells delicious and the cheese is melted all over, and I can’t stop myself, it’s right under my nose and it’s just asking for me to take a bite, and I’m taking it, I can’t stop, it’s all gone! Oh, no, I can’t stop myself, the entire toast is gone! There’s only one piece left but it’s calling for me...”

The door opened and a frowning Evie stood across it. She snatched the toast from the plate with a quick motion, and stuck her tongue out at him. “You’re such a drama queen.”

“I got you to open the door, didn’t I?” Horace said, chuckling. He stepped inside.

“Don’t you want all of us to have breakfast together?” Evie asked, pointing at the kitchen.

“They’re not all up yet. But I wanted to discuss something with you.”

“Sure.” Evie shut the door and sat on his bed, cross-legged. She took the plate and munched on her toast. “Breakfast in bed, I feel so honoured. Will you tell me what’s on your mind?” she asked, licking her lips.

Horace sighed and sat on the chair beside his desk. He tapped his coffee cup, thinking his words. “Look, remember when I wanted to start a company? With fantasy figurines, etcetera?” He shrugged and pointed at all the figurines laid out in his room.

“Yeah. You kinda babbled on endlessly about it last year.”

“Look, nothing has changed, there is no capital, no business offer, and the market is pretty much the same I believe. But I think I wanna start it now,” he said, sucking air through his teeth.

Evie scrunched up her nose and ran her tongue inside her cheek. “Hmm... Okay, why not? Go for it.”

“Really?”

She shrugged and took a bite. “Yeah. You obviously seem a lot more confident nowadays, perhaps it is the right time to start a business like that.” Her words dripped with innuendo and she seemed angry about something, but still they were words of encouragement.

Horace blinked at that. “Wow, thanks Evie! Honestly I expected a ‘get back down to Earth’ talk.”

She nodded deeply. “Yeah, I admit that’s what I would have told you a year ago. But I kinda see things differently now, and it’s thanks to Ava!”

“What? Really? How?”

Evie stood up and turned on her tablet. “Look, I’ve been working on a secret Agora profile, Evangeline.”

“That’s not that secret, it’s your actual name,” Horace snorted.

She squinted at him. “Nobody calls me that, dummy. Nobody will know. Anyway, look, I’ve been doing some commission work, and it’s going well.”

Horace picked up the tablet and scrolled through the messages and comments. Frowning, he took it all it. “This is amazing, Evie!”

She beamed at him. Gods, she looked gorgeous in the morning light. And, he might add, in his bedroom, in her jammies... He could definitely get used to that happening more often.

He kept looking at her work. “You have so many requests, and the comments... Wow! And your sculptures are awesome, honestly. I’m not just being nice to you, they really have something unique about them.” Horace found an athletic woman that Evie had sculpted into a water dress. He pinched and zoomed in. “Oh my gods, this is exquisite.”

Evie couldn’t possibly smile any wider, she bounced on her toes. “Seriously? You’re not just saying that?

“No...” Horace wheezed out. “I’m not.” He put the tablet down on his desk and thought about it. He grabbed one of the figurines, it was one of the less busty characters. Oh, she was hot and had a definite hourglass figure, but she was actually dressed with leather armour and carried a bow. It was one of his favourites, and it was nowhere near lewd enough as the rest. She was strong and fierce and empowering.

He gave her the figurine, Evie held it in her hand. “Let me get this straight, there’s an entire untapped market out there of women who love fantasy and games and are not represented in the male-centric eshops.”

Evie nodded deeply. “Pretty much it, yeah. I mean, you saw the messages, right? I got like seventy of them.

Horace leaned forward in his chair. “How can we work with that?”

Evie leaned forward, bringing her face close to his. “We?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

He grinned. “Yes, we. I know it’s a risk, both a financial one and a personal one, getting into business with a friend. But I think this is too good to pass up.” He leaned even closer.

“I agree. But since we’re targeting women, I get an equal say in this.” Evie leaned in closer to him, squinting naughtily.

He could smell her fruity shampoo and he almost thought he could taste her golden-black skin. Her pyjamas hung loose and he got a good view of her breasts underneath. In different circumstances, Horace would have been drooling, his jaw dropped on the floor. But having so many women in such a short amount of time had gotten to his head, and while he admired the view, it didn’t paralyse him as it would have done.

He made sure to look down at the exquisite view and not look away.

Evie’s wonderful hazel eyes widened, she slapped her chest and held the fabric tight, still leaning forward. She blushed immediately and held her breath.

“Deal,” Horace said, presenting his hand.

Evie thought about it, then swapped hands to hold up her top and shook his with her right. “Deal.”

 

 

“Look what Evie made last night,” Horace said proudly, passing the drawing tablet around the breakfast table. The girls oohed and aahed. “Do you like it, Acedia?”

She took it in for a long moment, and Horace glanced at Evie. He noticed her gulping from anticipation.

“Wow! Of course!” Acedia smiled, eyes wide. “This is so imaginative, what am I, a zombie?”

“Undead rogue,” both Horace and Evie corrected.

“I like it. Wow, you are very talented, Evie,” Acedia told her, cupping her coffee.

Ava had joined them too, and was sitting at the opposite head of the table, eating her breakfast with grace. She met eyes with Horace and they seemed approving.

“So, girls,” Horace stood up and demanded their attention. “Me and Evie decided to take a shot at a new company, one that I’ve mulled over for so long. It has to do with fantasy figures, you’ve seen them around the house. They’re novelty items that are worth a lot to some fans. Now, Evie has a great angle for turning this into a female-oriented business. Nothing has changed, I still don’t have the capital for it, but I want to give it a try. You’ve all helped me in your own way to figure out what I need in life and how to go about it.” He took a moment to meet each one’s eyes around the table.

Acedia turned to him slowly, giving him a beaming, dreamy smile. Gula clapped with excitement, everything about her jiggling along. Ava winked at him and he felt a notification from his phone. Lux nodded in approval, and licked her lips seductively, the promise of laying them on his manhood apparent to everyone in the room. Superbia was sitting next to him and clapped him on the shoulder, looking real proud. And Ira shrugged and looked away, seemingly bored.

“Ira, we need a favour from you,” Evie said, getting her attention.

“What?” Ira grumbled.

“We need models to start the thing, and you’ve already done it, so if it’s okay with you I’d like to use the sculpture I made of you. Is that okay?” Evie asked, cooing.

Horace smirked. His friend could be such a sweetie when she wanted to.

Ira shrugged. “Sure. Especially since I don’t need to do anything more. That greataxe looks badass on me.”

“Da, it sure does!” Luxuria noted and grabbed more beer for breakfast. Evie watched in horror as she downed the second one.

“How are you going to call the company?” Superbia asked, seeming quite interested.

Horace hesitated. “Uhh... I have some names but I’ll need to reconsider, check the domains available...”

“Representation Fantasy,” Evie blurted out, nodding once.

Superbia tilted her head. “Huh. I like it.”

Horace raised his palms up. “I guess that’s the name we’re going with, then,” he resigned.

“Sure it is,” Evie glared at him across the table.

A quiet voice grabbed everyone’s attention. “What?” a couple of them said, leaning forward.

Acedia said in the same whisper as before, “Oh, wow. Can’t you use mine as well?”

Evie blinked at that, then said, “You want us to?”

Acedia shrugged slowly. “Yes, I’d like that. I want to help Horace any way I can.” She turned her eyes slowly at him.

Evie clicked her tongue. “Sure you do... But yes, I appreciate it, thank you.”

Horace clapped his hands then pointed at Evie and him. “Okay, you and me, we’re hogging the bathrooms, then off to work. The rest can catch up with us later at Zillions.

Evie stood up, then said, “Wonderful breakfast, Gula, best I’ve had in ages!” 

Gula hopped on the spot and giggled. “Thank you, dear!”

Then Evie carried a toast with her mouth and got back to Horace’s bedroom. He got inside to pick up clothes. “Hey, can I leave my overnight bag here? If we’re truly making this startup happen, we’re gonna have to do some late nights.”

“Uh, good point,” he said, picking out t-shirts. “It is getting kinda cramped in here, but I’m sure the girls wouldn’t mind.”

Evie bit her lip, seeming to force down a smile. “Okay!”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 56: Horace

 

Horace arrived at the ice cream shop on time, along with Superbia and Evie. The former was ready in no time for some reason, and the latter, well, she worked here and it was the first time meeting the boss.

They found the shop open, and a grumpy Nico cleaning inside. He still hadn’t noticed them and he was sweeping the floor, mumbling to himself. “Look at this shit! Look! An entire waffle piece. We’re gonna get ants, I tell you.”

Horace braced himself, then walked inside. “Good morning, boss. How was your trip?”

The man turned to him and gripped on the handle tighter, his knuckles whitening. “What time is this you’re showing up?”

“It’s still early!” Horace complained, pointing at the clock on the wall. It really was.

“Responsibility means being here earlier than everyone and leaving later than them all.” He sighed and waved away. “But why am I telling you this? You don’t know how a store owner feels...”

“Nico, everything was fine while you were gone. I’ve reported all incidents to you,” Horace said, taking a single step forward, no more. He glanced back, the girls were waiting outside.

“Bullshit, kiddo!” Nico spat out, throwing the broom away. It clanged on the floor with a cascade of noises. “You pushed a client, in my store. MY STORE!”

Horace shut his eyes and said nothing.

“Everything you do, points to me. And this shit stays in your reputation, you know. He got back to me and threatened to tell everyone. Did you know that?” Nico was spitting as he spoke.

“Yeah! He was being a prick, that’s why I did it.”

Nico took in a breath, readying himself for another verbal attack.

Horace raised his palm. “I know I shouldn’t have done it. But he was very rude, sir. I wouldn’t lie to you about this.”

Nico stepped close and Horace flinched, but stayed put. The big man poked his chest with a strong finger. “You, are gonna go to this address,” he said, slapping a piece of paper on his chest, “and you, are gonna say you’re sorry. You’re gonna grovel, you’re gonna go down on your knees, and you’re gonna get this esteemed customer to stop badmouthing us to everyone. GOT IT?”

Horace bit his lip and thought about it for a long moment. Nico was furious, there was no denying that. He glanced back at the girls, Evie looked terrified, but he knew it was her worrying about him, nothing more. Superbia was staring daggers at Horace and pointed at her phone.

Horace checked his phone.

“Am I boring you, kiddo?” Nico snapped.

“No, uh...” There was a message from Superbia. It said, ‘Are you gonna just take this without a fight?’ Horace nodded and braced himself.

“Well?”

“No.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“I won’t beg for that rude person’s forgiveness, and I certainly won’t kneel and grovel for it.”

Nico’s eyes went wide and he turned around, blowing air through his nose. Arms in the air, he yelled, “I can’t keep you around if you don’t do it, don’t you get it?”

Horace ran his tongue over his teeth. “Fine. Then I quit. But you have to keep Evie, I hired her, and this is not her fault. She needs this job and she’s already trained, and very good at it.”

Nico frowned, seemingly just now noticing the two gorgeous ladies outside. “Who? Oh. Yeah, I trust you on that, she stays. But you are done.” He pointed his strong finger at Horace.

“I expect to be paid my last two workdays, as normal,” Horace said in a final act of bravery.

Nico grunted. “Right. Okay. Now get out of my sight.” He turned to Evie and shouted, “Hey, are you ever gonna get dressed or something?”

Evie darted past them and went inside the changing room to put on the brown t-shirt and the cap of her uniform.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 57: Horace

 

They walked back home. Superbia’s high heels clicked on the pavement. Horace kept quiet most of the way, lost in his thoughts. He had just lost his lifeline, so he really needed to make his startup work. He barely had any cash to spare, and who knew how long it would take for their business to take off? Especially during the summer, it was supposedly slow in these markets.

Niah. He shook the worries away. No, he wasn’t being naive, he knew full well how small his chances of success were. But it was that knowledge that paralysed him in the past. Not anymore. Horace saw idiots succeeding all the time because they had the stupid courage to just take the plunge, while smarter people just stood in the sidelines, worrying for all the possible scenarios. Confident idiots like Costa. He wasn’t older than him. He wasn’t from money. He just had the balls one day to start the sort of business Horace dreamed of.

It was time to just start it.

“I should be mad at you,” Horace said, turning to Superbia.

The woman raised a perfect eyebrow. “Why is that?” she teased.

“You’ve affected me so much, since day one. But I think it’s for the best.”

She shrugged. “I already knew that.”

A long pause. “Thank you for making me see it too.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, gifting him a gorgeous smile.

He slapped his forehead. “Oh, damn, forgot to tell the girls not to go to Zillions.” He fished out his phone from his pocket.

Superbia stopped him with her hand. “No, let them. They managed to get Acedia moving, and we don’t want to have them in a house all day. Let them go out.”

“Right, good call. I can use some time alone to figure out the business side of things, research online, stuff like that. I assume you have something to do?”

“No,” she said with a smirk. Then she hooked her arm around his. “I’m all yours for today.”

 

 

They bought a couple of refreshments and junk food from the periptero and got back home. Horace turned on the fan in the study room where his computer was, and got into looser clothes. Superbia was in the bathroom and he checked his stats.
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He tapped on his desk, thinking about Superbia. She was smoking hot, a career woman that you’d be lucky if she even glanced at you a second time. She had been teasing him from day one. And there she was, hanging out with him, touching his arm, rubbing on him. She smelled of perfume. Or, this room did, Horace wasn’t sure. Still, it was making his head spin.

Superbia showed up at the door, hair loose. Demanding his attention by her mere presence, she dropped the violet jacket of her skirt suit on the floor, exposing milky-white arms. Then she walked towards him and kicked his chair, making him spin to face her.

“I... Uh...” Horace gulped.

She turned her butt to him and said simply, “Could you help me unzip?”

“S-Sure!” Horace did so, pulling the zipper down. Her skirt slid down and he got a full view of her lace panties.

“These are really uncomfortable in this heat,” she complained, then pushed them down on her feet. She made sure to brush herself on the inside of his thighs, making him hard.

He could see her pussy squeezing through her legs, and he reached out to caress her thighs. He leaned in, kissing his way up and down her smooth skin. As he did so, she took off her bra, releasing a stunning pair of tits. Horace reached up and rubbed them, still kissing his way around her body hungrily, putting his mouth wherever he could, lusting for it all.

“Not fair,” she said coyly, “you’re still covered up.”

Horace stood up and tossed his t-shirt and his pants away, then kicked his boxer briefs. He was panting now. “I want you so much. I wanted you since the moment I saw you.”

“I know,” she moaned, rubbing herself on him, brushing his cock.

Horace grabbed her and she let go of a tiny squeal of delight. He brought her in front of the vertical mirror that was covering the entire frame of the closet. He stood across his reflection and pushed her down in front of him. “Get on your knees.”

“Yes, sir,” Superbia said and did as she was told. She sat on top of her legs, her face exactly at the height of his cock.

Horace pushed his waist forward and put it in her mouth, which accepted it immediately and started to suck him expertly.

His view in the mirror was of himself, standing naked, a hot woman on her knees, her blonde hair falling down her shoulders and back, her hourglass figure accented by her stance, her ass squished wide, her head moving back and forth slowly as she sucked him. He admired himself, his muscles, his manhood. He felt strong, handsome, confident. Superbia’s figure in front of him was mesmerising, all he could do was enjoy the view of her curves, her muscles and tendons moving on her back as she pleasured him. He always liked to watch directly at the girl as he was getting a blowjob, but this disconnect through the mirror made it somehow even better.

“I’m close,” he panted, and grabbed her head. This time he did look down at her lips that were wrapped around his wet cock. He didn’t let her leave, not that she made any attempt to, and he thrust hard into her mouth as her tongue wiggled inside. He fucked her throat, one, two, three times, then he shuddered, and came hard.

To her credit, she coughed only once. Horace was amazed. Spent, his knees wobbly, he threw himself on the bed. Superbia came up next to him.

He panted, hard. He was sweating. “That was amazing, Superbia! Thank you.”

She pushed a manicured finger on his ribs. “Don’t think you’re getting away that easily, Horace. Let’s take a quick shower and back for round two.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 58: Horace

 

“What did you do to Martha?” Evie said over the phone. He could hear the accusatory squint of her eyes over the phone.

Horace froze. He had forgotten about that. “Uh...” he stalled for time. “Why?” He had spent all day researching online about starting a business and the paperwork needed and it was already mid-afternoon. He spun around in his chair and ran his fingers through his chair.

“She seemed relieved when she found out you quit.”

“Oh.”

“What did you do?”

“Why? Did she say anything?”

“No, actually, when Nico asked her she said you were a very good manager. But I could see it in her face. Once again, Horace, I’m asking: what did you do to her?”

“I... uh, had sex with her on the back, by the boxes,” Horace winced.

“You what?” Evie screeched. “When did you become such a sex animal?”

“It wasn’t me, I swear! I just asked her out, she said no, and I said ‘okay.’ Then, out of the blue, she came round the back when I was doing inventory and threw herself at me. Maybe she changed her mind. We haven’t discussed it at all since it happened.”

“Uh-huh,” Evie said nasally, clearly not believing a word of it.

“It’s the truth!”

“Riiight. I don’t wanna know any more, that explains it.”

“How did Nico treat you?”

“Oh, he was fine. He took over and had us redo everything and reclean everything, but other than that it was okay, I guess.”

“That’s good. So, you’re carrying on working at Zillions?”

“Yeah, I could use the cash, and it’s kinda fun. You don’t mind, do you?”

He snorted. “Of course not, what are we, attached at the hip?”

“No, that we are not,” she clicked her tongue. “Yeah, I’m gonna keep on the shifts, then I’ll be going to Costa’s to spy on his processes. I should have gotten a good look at every part of his business by next week.”

Horace was surprised. “Look at you, spy lady Evie! I hadn’t even thought of that.”

“That’s why you need me.”

“Apart from bringing the customers, and drawing the artwork, and offering the female perspective, and honestly, paying for takeout because my cash runs out in three days.”

“All that, sure. Wait, three days? What the fuck are you living on, sushi?”

“There are six women in here, in case you haven’t noticed.”

“And whose fault it that?”

“It’s not mine!”

“Oh, right! Someone else invited them all over in your house and forced you to sleep with a different one every day of the week.”

Horace had nothing to respond to that. He paused, then with a tiny voice, he said, “It’s not every day of the week.”

“Boohoo!” she mocked. “Horace is one girl short in his harem.”

“I’m not-”

“Shush. Discussion over. As I said, I’m finishing up here and going to spy on Costa. I won’t come over tonight, I’m too tired, okay?”

“Yeah, I’m looking at the required paperwork anyway. I’ll do that, then I’ll set up the website. It should take me three days. Then we can regroup and start the biz.”

“The biz. Biz, biz,” she mouthed, playing with the word. “Sure, I’ll have everything I need by then. See ya.”

“See ya.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 59: Evie

 

Evie could hardly keep up with her commission requests. She upped the price a tiny bit to 120 euro but that didn’t make a lick of difference in the demand. After all, the increase was all going away to money processing fees she had never accounted for. Moreso, she didn’t wanna whip up something quick and be done with it, she wanted to give each sculpture the thought it required. She said so on her Evangeline page and asked for people’s understanding.

Then she got to work. Chilly coffee in hand, the quiet city outside, her drawing tablet on her lap. All was ready to go.

She prioritised some requests.

“I’m very small. Can you make me into an angel?” a girl said. Sure she could. She sculpted her form into the 3D program from the reference pictures and then gave her a pair of angel wings.

Nah, it wasn’t enough.

Evie made the wings bigger, curving around the tiny form of the girl. She gave her a serene, angelic expression, eyes gently downward. Then she duplicated the wings and curved them too. The result was a magnificent sculpture of a feathered embrace and a small angelic figure in the middle. She added a halo, squinted, then decided against it.

She gave the little angel a golden sceptre and ballet shoes.

Awesome.

She sent the finished commission to the girl and went on to the next one.

“I always imagined myself as a rock star,” the woman said.

Evie snorted. Easy! She took about an hour or so to sculpt the woman’s figure into the program. She was awkward, slouchy, pale. She moved the joints and gave her a powerful posture, her arm up in the air, feet open, looking confident. Evie found a sculpture of a guitar from the Augmented Reality Object database and put it in her hand. She squinted, then turned the guitar into pure white-blue light and added lightning shooting off from the musical instrument. She toyed around with the lighting sliders a bit, changed some textures, then she was satisfied with the result. Now the woman had an avatar that exuded confidence for her online interactions, which meant pretty much all her interactions these days.

Evie squinted. It needed something more. Black flowing hair, black t-shirt, black jeans that were torn at the thighs. Check, check, check. Some eye-shadow. Evie squinted. More eye-shadow.

Perfect.

She sent it back and went on to the next. She took a sip of her rapidly diminishing coffee and looked outside. It was dawn, she had to go to work in a couple of hours. Should she snooze a bit? She blinked and stretched a bit, then put her head on the pillow.

Nope.

Sleep was for losers.

She stood up and decided to do one more.

Let’s do a tough one.

“People say I should cover up, but I don’t feel I should. What do you think?” the woman said.

Evie froze. It was a woman in her late fifties, thin and fit. She definitely worked out. She had had a double mastectomy. The pictures were of her topless, two distinct scars on each side where her breasts would normally be. She hadn’t opted for plastic surgery to cover them up, that much was certain. Nowadays they could do wonders with these things. 

Evie leaned back and took in her figure. She was confident, strong. She wasn’t gonna let this bring her down. Evie sketched a bit and finally decided on a form. She turned the woman into a warrior, wearing a skirt and boots made of leather straps. Her figure was very good and lean, something to show off for sure. She left her topless, it was pretty much how a warrior male would walk about anyway. Evie took the dark brown colour of the woman’s scars and based the entire palette off of it. She gave her a big sword, then switched it to a curved one that she liked better. It was sharp on the one side and blunt on the other, made to stab and slice. The woman was bald. Evie painted her head with the same rusty paint she gave to everything in this sculpture. Then she painted her lips the same, she had amazing, full lips, very feminine, despite them being curved in a frown.

Evie moved the joints around, trying out different poses. Then she settled on the same pose the woman had photographed herself into, a relaxed stand on both feet, but angling her hip and bending one knee a bit. She then had her rest the sword on the back of her neck, and left the same expression on her face, chin slightly upwards, looking straight at you.

A feminine ‘don’t-fuck-with-me’ attitude.

Evie loved it.

Actually, she was really proud of this one. She took a sip from the empty coffee, drinking the remaining froth with noisy sucking sounds. She got lost in thought for a while, staring at the confident woman.

Oops, time to get ready for work.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 60: Horace

 

It took him more than three days. Setting up a business was a mess and people at the respective desk jobs were unhelpful. He found the solution online, a few instructions on how to make the process a bit smoother. But not by much.

He worked on the website and had a basic skeleton working, it was satisfactory for this early on. They could build something snazzier afterwards.

Lux hugged him from behind and nibbled on his ear. She had just made her hair and there was a powerful smell of what you get after doing them with a blow dryer. Horace loved that.

“How’s it going?” Lux breathed into his ear full of lust.

He grunted with pleasure. “It’s going. Somewhere at least.” He turned around and kissed her deeply, he could feel her horniness on how she sucked the air out of him.

“I need you,” she said huskily, sitting on his lap. She wore nothing but one of his t-shirts and she wrapped her long legs around him. 

He didn’t hesitate at all to start massaging her thighs all the way up to her butt. He had alternated sleeping with each girl these past few days, and Lux, while having taken her turn, was insatiable. She was rubbing her pussy on his leg after all, moaning with pent up sexual energy. Each night he slept with one of them in his bed, the specifics of the system unknown to him. They somehow figured it out by themselves. All except Ava, which Horace felt intimidated by, despite her being very sexy for her age. And Gula, who did sleep with him and they did fool around, but she didn’t want to take things further and he respected that.

Lux had repositioned herself with an on-body spin like a lap dancer and was rubbing her belly on his crotch, all the way up and down. “Oh, so this is a lap dance,” Horace chuckled. Before all this he’d never be so nonchalant about a smoking hot babe giving him a lap dance like a pro. Oh, he was hard, but he wasn’t drooling like a horny teenager.

Lux pulled down his shorts and released his cock. She spun on top of his lap once again and brought her back on his torso, rubbing his cock with the dripping lips of her pussy and nuzzling him by leaning her head back. 

“Wow, Lux, I- Wow.” He grunted as she teased him. He leaned back and steadied himself, letting her please him with her performance.

She propped herself higher on his body and he felt a slight loss as her lower lips let go of his cock, but it didn’t last long, she brought her legs up and rubbed it between her feet.

“So... fucking... athletic...” he breathed out hard, biting her neck.

She went on expertly stroking him with her toes, rubbing her body on him.

“This is new for me, I haven’t done it with... Uh... feet?” He said out of breath.

She made him cum that way, his sperm streaking in a sudden arc in the air, then she quickly capped it with her foot and caught the last bit. When he was spent and sensitive down there, she made a total mess as she rubbed his cock all over with her toes.

“Am I too dirty?” she cooed.

“Yes, you are,” he said, panting hard, making her bob up and down as he breathed.

Lux brought her foot up to her mouth and licked the mess off of it, locking eyes with him the entire time.

Horace stared with fascination. “You’re so fucking dirty!”

“Da. What are we gonna do about it?” she said naughtily.

He picked her up in the air and threw her on the bed, then spread her legs. “Well, we certainly can’t leave you like this.” So, he dove his nose inside her juices and started climbing the long hill upwards to giving her an orgasm too.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 61: Evie

 

Evie tried to fool herself that it wasn’t serious. It was just sex, right? She got out of the bed on her tippy toes, a total cliché. She was trying not to make a noise, and looked around for her skirt. There it was. Now, where was her bra?

Under his arm.

Damn.

She considered for a second going commando, but thought better of it. It was the only bra that fit well in this heat, and she wasn’t gonna leave it behind, dammit! She pulled on the strap and he grunted in his sleep, licking his dry lips with a vowel sound. She froze. He was still asleep. Good. She pulled the strap and it slooowly slid underneath his arm and voilà! Free. Free to put those boobies back in their place, instead of all over.

Where was her bag? There it was. She took a glance at herself on the mirror, her hair was even a bigger mess than usual, her curls threatening to get in orbit around her head, not on it. And she didn’t even wanna discuss her makeup. Unh-uh.

She winced as she kicked a shoe. Carrying her own on her hand, she tiptoed outside his house.

She put on her shoes and went to the bus stop. Biting her lip, she headed towards Horace’s place.

 

 

On the bus, as the streets went by, she listened to music. But she didn’t really listen at all. Lost in her thoughts, she slapped herself. But why was she feeling bad about it? She was single, right? So was Costa. So, they got it on last night. Twice. And it wasn’t that bad.

Costa was quite handsome, definitely a lot more than the average nerd. And he was confident and he had a great smile, she couldn’t get enough of it. But, he was kinda shallow. After the initial charm there wasn’t really that much beneath.

For some girls it would be enough. Dammit, it should be enough for her too. But it somehow wasn’t. But, why should she still wait for Horace? Wasn’t he the one having a six-woman harem in his house?

She shook her head and snorted out loud, the people next seat eyeing her weird. Horace, with a harem of women. How did that happen? If you had told her that six months ago she’d tell you to piss off. And now it was somehow the new norm.

Why was she crying? Stop crying, silly bitch. You’re an Empress, and Empresses don’t cry. Not in mass transit, that’s for sure. Not that they take the bus. No, they probably have like that wooden thingy with four ripped hunks that lift them up and they carry her around...

You’re trailing off again. But that was a fine female fantasy, better jot that down. She wrote it down on her to-do list which was quickly becoming unwieldy.

 

 

She knocked on his door.

“Who is it?” a very angry yell came through it, and then the tapping of short legs on the floor.

Evie knew who it was and that’s why she didn’t turn around and run off as she would otherwise.

The angry dwarf lady opened the door. “Oh, it’s you. Come on in,” she motioned with her hand.

“Hello, Ira,” Evie clicked her tongue and went in.

“He’s in the kitchen.”

“Thanks!”

Ira just grunted at her and walked away.

Evie found him in the kitchen, surrounded by figurines and papers. “Hey, Evie, what’s up?” he nodded at her, still working. Gula was washing dishes and smiled wide. “Hello my dear, welcome!”

“I just came by to see how you’re doin- HOLY SHIT, is that mine?” She picked up the figurine laying on the table. It wasn’t painted but she recognised it immediately. She spun it around in her fingers, feeling its heft. It was more durable than she thought.

Horace beamed at her. “Yup! Your undead rogue, AKA Acedia. Already have a couple of orders, I just ordered one to see if we had any flaws. There are none as far as I’m concerned, so off it goes into the pipeline”

“ZOMG,” Evie cried out in acronym. “It looks so good, doesn’t it?” she nodded at him, still reeling from the shock.

Horace shrugged. “You sculpted it,” he said proudly. “It looks reaaaly good.”

“How much are we charging for it?”

“That one is one-sixth, so it’s 150 euros, and it needs to be painted. I can do some passable work for starters, but we’ll need someone better at some point, especially if demand picks up. I have some guys I can ask, leave it to me.”

Gula turned to them and wiped down a dish with a towel. “And you better not paint them on the kitchen table, right?”

“Right, sorry,” Horace breathed out, head low.

Evie chuckled at that scolding. “You’re a total mom,” she said at Gula.

“But you love my cooking!” she smiled at her. “By the way, you’re looking thin, let me make you something.”

Horace rushed to change the subject. “So, how are things on the marketing side?”

Evie plopped herself down as Gula served her her usual lemonade for starters. “Well, I had thrown in a few teasers, so my followers were kinda sorta ready for it. Look for yourself,” she said like a duchess, and passed her tablet on to him.

Horace scrolled through her messages. “Oh, wow, this is like five orders right away, and possibly ten more, discussing about it? Great work, Evie.”

She took a swig of her chilly lemonade. “Representation Fantasy, my dear Horace. That’s what it’s all about.”

Horace stared at her for a long moment. Then he deadpanned, “Was that Sherlock Holmes? What does he gotta do with it?”

“Nothing, jeez! I just felt like it.”

“Okay.” He passed the tablet back to her. “I’ll be honest, it’s looking good. We need to iron out some kinks, but other than that, yeah.” He leaned back in his chair. “Representation Fantasy is the new awesome thing to buy.” He cracked his neck. “Gods, I need to stretch out for a bit.”

“Sit down,” Evie ordered him and she walked around the table. Then she started massaging his neck, at the spot on the right side where he usually hurt.

Gula glanced at them and raised an eyebrow.

“Oh, yeah, right at... You found the spot, you found it. Ouch. No, don’t stop, harder. By the gods, your hands are magical.”

“Didn’t you know that already?” she smirked, massaging him as if she wanted to punch him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 62: Horace

 

Evie stayed over till late at night, so he left her his room again and he put on a bedsheet on the sofa with Acedia. They went through a lot of things and done plenty of work. Evie revamped their logo and they updated all the social accounts with it, he put in more listings of available figurines, she whipped up another of her commissions in no-time as if it wasn’t a big deal, he passed it around to everyone to see how awesome it was, she turned red, he laughed, she got angry at him, he laughed some more, then she laughed too, then they composed themselves and worked a bit longer in the night.

It was quite a productive evening.

Then he got the world’s slowest blowjob from Acedia, which was still a blast. He was getting used to living the sloth life, eating junk food, working from home all day, watching shows, having sex, hanging around with the girls.

In the morning, he woke up, yawned and checked his stats.

 

 



	
Evil Thought

	
Tokens



	
Gula

	
9



	
Luxuria

	
11



	
Avaritia

	
5



	
Superbia

	
5



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
4



	
Acedia

	
10



 

He thought about the tokens for a sleepy minute. It was apparent which of the girls were happy with him and which were definitely not. And he had tried fucking the tokens out of them, it hadn’t worked. Ira was grumpier than ever, and he didn’t know what to do with Ava. Lux was happy whenever he stuck his cock into someone, anyone, so at least she was easy to please. Not that he minded at all pleasing her.

He got an erection just by thinking about her. And her lips. And the curves of her tight body, and her...

What was he doing? Why even hesitate? She was right there. He hopped up and blew a hiss to Acedia, who mumbled in sleepy delight and went back to taking a nap. He strolled over to his study room, which currently housed a fancy blonde and a hot Russian.

He knocked on the door. “Can I come in?”

“Did something happen?” a sleepy Superbia said through the door.

“No, it’s all good. Can I come in.”

She pfted out loud.

Horace walked inside the dark room, they had the curtains drawn. He shut the door behind him and walked over to the bed where they slept.

“Good morning,” he whispered, laying over Superbia and poking her with his morning wood. Yes, he had come in for Lux, but she happened to be the closest one to him.

She shook her butt. “No!” she complained. “Stick that thing into her, she’s always up for it,” Superbia whined, hugging her pillow.

Horace kissed her around the neck and her shoulders, then climbed over her to get to Lux. He poked her too with his erection. Her response was quite different. Lux made her panties disappear and she pulled him close to her, his cock dipping inside her as if it belonged there, inside its warm, soft depths.

As he moved, the entire bed shook and Superbia grunted with a cute exhale every time.

He should have been content with doing it with Luxuria, but dammit, there was a fantastic babe just sleeping right next to him. “Superbia?”

“What?” she snapped back, but he could tell she wasn’t as mad as she pretended.

“Can I touch you too?” he asked, thrusting slowly into Luxuria’s pussy.

“Urgh... Fine, but don’t expect me to do anything,” she mumbled sleepily into her pillow.

“Okay, no problem.” Horace pulled the bed sheet from her gorgeous ass and slid his finger under her panties. She was far too wet for a woman complaining so verbally.

Lux pulled his face to her own and kissed him with hunger, so he carried on fucking her while sticking a finger up Superbia’s pussy.

After a while, he stopped and just looked her in the eyes.

“What?” she said, breathing hard.

“Nothing. Just taking in the view. You’re amazing, you know that? You all are, but right now I’m quite fond of you,” he smiled, pushing his cock slowly inside her. He was numb, it was always like that with morning wood. He could feel half the things going on around his cock, but even that half was ecstatic. He realised he hadn’t put on a condom, and was about to pull out.

Lux wrapped her legs around him and pulled him tight. Superbia was breathing hard beside them, playing sleepy but obviously dripping wet. Lux moaned into his ear, “Cum inside me. I want you to.”

“Ugh, Lux, we shouldn’t,” he complained but his head wasn’t working right.

The Russian tilted her head in annoyance and blinked at him. Then she pulled Superbia by a blonde tuft of hair and she yelped, but came along. Lux kissed her in the mouth with her usual thirst, and Horace felt a shiver down his crotch.

It was a battle of juicy lips, because Superbia wasn’t giving up. Then Lux stopped, demanded again between breaths, “Cum inside me, Horace.” And then she pushed Superbia’s mouth onto Horace’s, and joined in as well.

Horace was in heaven. Sure, there was morning breath. But there were also three tongues in a sloppy three-way kiss, and he was already balls deep inside the hottest woman he’d ever seen.

Kissing them both, he came inside her scolding hot pussy. It hurt him down on his balls for some reason but the bliss was even better.

Panting, the girls made room between them and he fell on his back, one arm around each babe. They nuzzled on him, Superbia seemingly carrying on snoozing on his chest, Luxuria nuzzling on his neck, apparently satisfied.

“This was new,” Horace said, breathing hard.

“What, this?” Luxuria teased.

“Yeah. It was great. Never done a threesome before.”

“You still haven’t,” Superbia mumbled.

“Yeah...” he trailed off, “not technically, but there was action, and there are three of us...”

“Nyet,” Lux said, cutting him off. She leaned down and stroked his cock, giving him another erection. “Since you haven’t done a threesome, we should rectify that. Right, Superbia?”

Horace looked left and right at the girls. “Seriously? You’d-”

Superbia cut him off by moving on top of him and straddling him, sliding herself down on his cock. He could feel her dripping around the base and down on his balls. She moved over him, holding her hair up, arching her back in a sexy pose, moving her waist back and forth, basically grinding herself on top of him.

Luxuria told him, “Put your hand there, lift your butt a bit, nice, just like that.” Then she went on all fours, reached behind Superbia’s ass and stuck her head straight in the action, licking them both.

Horace held his breath. He glanced at the side, the large mirror giving him an amazing side view of their lovemaking. “Okay, this definitely is a threesome.”

Superbia moaned on top of him in response, her eyes piercing and naughty, then yelped, “Yes!” when Lux stuck her tongue inside her, her eyes going cross eyed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 63: Horace

 

Horace scrolled through their photographs on Agora. They were a happy couple, dripping in honey, hands all over each other. Evie and Costa. He should have known, that malaka was all over her when he brought her over. And then she went to learn about his business, spend time with him. They were both single and attractive. It was inevitable.

He put the phone down and rubbed his eyes. He shouldn’t be bothered by it, no, he was gonna say congrats, and be happy for his friend. Their happiness of course would only endure until Costa found out they were making a similar business, but still.

He checked the emails, sent out a few shipping updates, settled a very nasty customer who demanded a refund. He snorted, what a douchebag. He wasn’t gonna accept any orders from him in the future, that was for sure. The return shipping cost them most of their profit. Plus, he still had to find the figurine painters, and settle something with the accountant...

Ava appeared at the door to his room. She was looking posh as always, one hand on the doorframe, looking like she owned the place. “Is everything all right?”

“Come on in,” he offered, pointing at the edge of the bed.

She sat down and waited for an answer.

“Yes, actually it is going well.” He chuckled, “There’s a lot more work involved than I’ve ever expected, but we’re selling, and shipping, and customers are happy and leaving good reviews so far.” He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. The heat wave had passed but it was still summer. “I honestly don’t know I have this feeling.”

“You’re worried when the other shoe might drop.”

“Something like that.”

She pressed her lips together and seemed thoughtful for a minute. She finally chose her words, and pinched the air as she said each one, “There is a Japanese proverb I’ve always liked: Vision without action is daydream. Action without vision is nightmare.”

He chewed on that for a while. Then he got it. Nodding, he said, “I was at the first part, vision without action, I was just daydreaming of starting my own business. Now, I’m at the second part, finally doing stuff, but without a plan.”

She nodded deeply, more like a bow and got up to leave. She stopped at the door and turned back to him. Glancing back, she said, “You should plan this with your partner, you know.”

“My business partner, Evie?”

She smirked. “Your partner,” she repeated.

“She’s with someone else.”

Ava rolled her eyes, an expression that was impossible to miss on an Asian face, and left the room.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 64: Evie

 

Evie fought with the kitchen and it was winning. She gave the sauce a whirl, tasted it, burned her tongue and then suckled on an ice cube while crying ‘owie, owie, owie,’ for three minutes straight.

Her phone rang, it was Horace. She slapped the speakerphone button and looked for that thingie she needed. “What?” she said, annoyed, rummaging under her kitchen.

“What is happening?”

“I’m making pasta for Costa.”

“Huh. That rhymes. Nice, so you’re into the ‘dinner at home’ phase now, I see.”

“Sure, whatever. Horace, tell me what you want, my tongue hurts.”

“What are you searching for in there, you’re making a ruckus.”

“That stupid thingie with the holes, I can’t find it.”

“I remember you burning that and tossing it away.”

She stopped rummaging around and tilted her head back. “Oh. Right.”

“You can just hold the lid barely open and pour the water in the sink, but carefully, don’t burn yourself.”

“Huh.” She turned off the scalding hot round thingie and propped the lid, leaving a small gap. Then she poured the excess water over, it brought up steam in her face and she yelped.

“I told you to be careful!”

“I am, I am,” she mumbled and inspected the pasta. “Meh, good enough.” She threw in some butter and moved it around with a spoon.

“So, do you like him?”

Evie shrugged. Then she realised he couldn’t see her, so she said, “Yeah, sure. Costa is nice. We’re having fun on our dates. And I had the stupid idea to cook a meal for him, and all I can make is pasta. And even that is debatable.”

“Okay, looks like you’ve got your hands full. I am gonna do the following, wish you a good date, and pass you on to Gula who might be able to help you salvage the sauce situation.”

Evie grunted in delight, “Oh, why didn’t I think of that. Where are you, my girl?”

“I’m here,” Gula’s sweet voice came over the phone. “Tell me what you got.”

“A burnt sauce, for starters.”

“Oh dear. What kind of ingredients do you have left? It doesn’t take much to make a sauce, we’ll improvise.”

“You, babe, are a life-saver!”

Gula giggled, and they made sauce for the pasta.

 

 

Costa rapped on the door like he wanted to huff and puff and bring it all down. “Evie!” he yelled, his voice coming in muffled.

Why was he so upset? “What? Coming!” she replied and checked her makeup. Costa knocked again, the door shaking. “All right, sheesh.” She opened the door and he darted in, hands in his jacket pockets, ready to make a scene. She liked that jacket, it was thin polyester for the summer but it suited him, and she had told him to wear it more often.

Costa paced up and down, but the house was tiny, so he basically took one and a half steps, sniffed, then spun around.

“What is going on,” she said, crossing her arms. Now she was the one upset at his behaviour.

He pointed a finger at her. “What are you doing?”

“I’m waiting for you, cooking you din-”

“No. I’m talking about the other crap. Representation Fantasy?” His eye twitched.

“Oh. That...” Evie popped her mouth and looked away.

He shook his head. “What were you doing? Copying my business? You thought I wouldn’t find out about a fucking Athens startup in the exact same market as me? You thought I couldn’t recognise the cyberscans I made with my equipment?”

“Wait, what? No, that’s just one model!”

“I don’t give a shit how many models it is, Evie,” he spat out. “It’s cause for damages. I’m gonna send you a cease and desist right this fucking second and then I’m gonna shut you down, for good!”

She blinked. “Why?”

He frowned bitterly. “You screwed me, Evie. You pretended to like me just so you could check out my business. That was real shitty of you.”

Evie sat down, covered her face and breathed in for a long moment. “Yes, Costa, I came to you to see how your business is run, I admit that. But I didn’t pretend anything. You asked me out, we went out, had fun, it was real.” She had her eyes wide and her palms up, trying to appear sincere, which she was.

Costa paced up and down again. “Did he put you up to this? Sent you out like one of his sluts I hear all about?”

Evie stood up and shut her eyes, composing herself. Breathing in, then breathing out, she said, “No, Costa, nobody sent me to do anything. I offered. On my own. And yes, it sucks. I admit I was insincere. But I ended up liking you, and-”

“Bullshit!”

She carried on calmly, “It’s not bullshit. I, made you pasta. I, took hours to get pretty and dress up for you. I, was actually giddy about you coming over up until fifty seconds ago.” Her eyes were tearing up and her voice broke.

Costa stepped up right in her face, looming over her. “That’s what a whore would do,” he said with poison in his words.

She slapped him. It was a reflex, she didn’t even think about it. She sniffled the words and she knew she wasn’t as intimidating as she wanted to be, but there it was, underlining each syllable, “Don’t ever call me that again.”

He ran his tongue in his cheek, right where he took the blow. Stepping back, arms wide, he said, “It’s okay. No big deal. All I ever wanted was to see what black pussy feels like.” He ran a greasy gaze up and down her body. “Whore.”

“Get out!” Evie screamed at him as he went to the door. She slammed it shut behind him, put her back into it, slid on the floor and then bawled her eyes out.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 65: Horace

 

Horace was gluing four figurines with instructions from a tutorial, so his mind was on the task. The doorbell rang, and he walked absent-minded to open the front door.

He stepped over his gear in the living room. The place had turned into a DIY studio, a backdrop with a seamless bend, two LED panels he had found second-hand, and a mirrorless camera, second-hand also, sitting on a tripod.

He opened the door. At first, he thought it was Evie standing there. Looking at his tablet for instructions, he just glanced at her with the corner of his eye. “Hey,” he said, not paying attention. 

“Hello,” the stranger said.

“Wait...” It couldn’t be Evie, she’d be at her shift at Zillions.

He looked down at her shoes, sure, there was a contrast there with the white of the footwear and the golden-brown of her skin. She wore a floral skirt that swayed with the breeze from the open door. And even higher up, a pair of hazel eyes in a gorgeous round face, surrounded by magnificent curly hair.

He frowned. “Hello. Who are you?”

The girl carried a travel bag behind her. He had a nagging thought at that moment and he stepped back, holding his palm up as if the gesture would stop the reality from walking in.

“I’m Invidia Lype,” she said, gifting him a gorgeous smile. “I’ll be staying over with you, like my sisters.”

“No,” he said simply, shaking his head. “Nope.”

She frowned, holding her hands in front of her body in a vulnerable pose. “You don’t want me here?” 

She blinked a couple of times and Horace’s heart melted. “No, sorry, it’s not that, I... I just didn’t expect you. Like... at all.”

“Don’t you have the Evil Thoughts app?”

“Yes...” Horace said, carrying the ‘s’ through his teeth. He knew where this was going.

“Didn’t you read the Terms of Service before signing them?”

Horace slapped his face. “No. But, I’m so sorry, come on in. I’m being so rude.”

“It’s okay,” she smiled at him as she walked past. The gust of air carried the flowery scent of her hair and her smell was... intoxicating. “I did show up unannounced, after all.”

He shut the door and rubbed his neck. “I... uh, have no idea where you place you, to be honest.” He waved around at the mess all over the house. “It’s getting a bit crowded, and I have my gear in the middle of all this... You’ll have to put your stuff at the guest room, I think Ava and Ira take up the least amount of space. Are you okay with that?”

She blinked at him with her curvy eyelashes. “Can’t I just sleep with you?”

Horace gulped. “Suuure,” he squeezed out. “You know what, just put your stuff in my room for now and we’ll figure it out when the girls come back tonight.”

“Okay!” she chirped at him and waited for his signal.

“This way,” Horace said, shaking his head at his current problem. A house full of girls, and he slept with most of them. Yeah, nobody would feel any pity for him. He took in her form as she settled herself in. She was his wet dream, incarnated, and had already asked to sleep with him.

This situation was getting ridiculous.

He checked his stats, just as a reflex.

 

 



	
Evil Thought

	
Tokens



	
Gula

	
10



	
Luxuria

	
12



	
Avaritia

	
6



	
Superbia

	
5



	
Invidia

	
0



	
Ira

	
4



	
Acedia

	
10



 

Yeap. There she was, right from the start, Invidia. He had gotten used to ignoring the row with the zero, but there it was. Sheesh, seven girls. They were doing their part, sure, it wasn’t like he needed to take care of them all the time. Still, it was overwhelming. They had just gone through the synced period week and it was a bit scary, with the piles of tampons and the smell of blood permeating the bathrooms. On the other hand, Ira called it ‘Backdoor week’ and was extremely happy with all the attention he was giving her.

“Um, Invidia?”

“Yes?” she said expectantly.

By the gods, she was gorgeous. Forgetting what he was planning to say for a moment, he said, “I really, really wanna hang out and get to know you, but I absolutely need to work on something. It’s kind off an emergency, a legal one we need to sort out with Evie. She’s my business partner and she’s coming over in a bit to work with me.” He winced and found some clean bedsheets for her. “It isn’t weird, is it?”

“What exactly?”

“This. Me blowing you off as soon as I met you, working till late, then us sleeping on the same bed?”

“It is weird!” she chuckled in a very contrary tone of voice from what she actually said. “But I don’t mind,” she added, pursing her lips. 

Holy fucking shit, even that expression of hers was gorgeous. Horace stared at the curves of her lips, the seemed to have golden highlights on top of her chocolate skin. He pried his eyes off of her. “Okay. Look, mi casa es su casa, there’s a ton of cold drinks in the fridge, leftovers from Gula’s awesome cooking are in the fridge, help yourself, the bathroom is over there, just settle in and make yourself at home.”

“Why, thank you, Horace!”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 66: Evie

 

Evie froze. Her eyes fell upon the woman called Invidia, and she felt a burning flame of envy in her guts.

It was like looking in the mirror, if a mirror somehow made you look taller, hotter and thinner. Evie imagined an RPG’s character selection screen. Someone had meticulously crafted a digital avatar exactly like Evie, then adjusted the sliders.

Boobs? Bigger.

Waist? Thinner.

Height? Give it a couple of centimetres.

Weight? Shave off a couple of kilos.

Eyes? Make them prettier.

Nose? Make it more delicate.

Lips? Make them lush.

Skin? Remove all blemishes.

Hair? Make them fluffier.

Evie groaned on the inside and she tried to keep it contained, but it spewed out of her and she gritted her teeth, her face a mask of jealousy at the sight of the woman.

And to top it all off, the bitch was wearing Evie’s pyjamas and coyly showed off her butt.

WHAT.

THE.

FUCK.

Evie threw her bag on the floor and plopped herself down on the sofa, chewing on her lips, fuming in silence. Invidia blew a kiss towards Horace in the air and then winked at him. 

Horace checked his phone, it got a loud notification. He walked over to Evie and said, “Is Costa going to go through with this?”

Evie sighed, still fuming inside, taking glances at her pyjamas walking around the house. “Yeah. He was really angry, called me names. I slapped him, kicked him out.”

Horace got angry too. “He did what? Tell me he wasn’t rough with you.” He leaned in close to inspect her face, and she turned away.

“No, he wasn’t, not physically,” she said with a small voice.

Horace threw his arms in the air. “Gods, he’s the big fish, what’s he got to fear from us?”

Evie sniffled and wiped her nose. “I guess the whole deal with me stung him more than it normally would have.”

Horace knelt and took her hands into his. “You liked him, didn’t you?”

Evie looked away. “Okay, yeah. But he showed his true colours just a few hours ago, and why is she wearing my pyjamas?” She obviously switched gears in the conversation faster than Horace could follow, so he fumbled for words.

“Who- What?”

“Her!” Evie said, pointing towards Invidia.

“Oh, she didn’t have any with her, and yours were just there on my closet. Does it bother you?” he frowned, rubbing her hands.

“Does it-” she stopped herself. “No. Why would it? I wasn’t gonna stay anyway, I need some time alone.”

“Okay. Now can we deal with this cease and desist issue?”

She squeezed his hands and composed herself. “Yes. Yes we can.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 67: Horace

 

A couple of days went by. They had little choice but to remove Ira’s cyberscan and model, even though it was rather popular and they took a hit in sales. Turns out, not many dwarf ladies are represented properly. Go figure. Evie spent every minute of her non-working day hanging around the house and being friends with Invidia, which was creepy, since the two looked so alike.

He did sleep with Invidia in the same bed, but they just slept, nothing more. She was sweet and teased him quite a bit, but he was a new man now, he could stand to sleep with blue balls next to a pretty girl. Not that he had to, he made sure to have his way with Lux, who was always down to it, and Acedia, who he especially liked. And then, having had his fun in the other room, he’d go into bed with the doppelgänger of his best friend and they’d chat for nothing in particular till they dozed off.

They cyberscanned all the girls with his DIY solution. It wasn’t perfect, and it took far longer than what it would have taken in a set up like Costa’s. But that’s what he could afford and the girls patiently did it to help him out. Even Avaritia offered, which Horace was anxious about asking. Having seven models right off the bat to showcase was the best, it did wonders for their orders. Evie sculpted them in 3D models and then modified them into various fantasy women.

Horace scrolled through their catalogue.

Acedia was the undead rogue, with her bony features somehow the same but pretty. Evie had really captured her essence in that bit.

Luxuria got turned into a smoking hot sorceress, which wasn’t that big of a leap.

Avaritia became a dragon rider, both of them clad in gold.

Gula became a chubby pirate lady, which was really funny and awesome at the same time, with an enormous hat and a shotgun. That one got all the clicks on their website.

Ira was the dwarf warrior lady with a greataxe, screaming towards the battle.

Superbia became a milky-white blessed soldier type with a halo, wings and glowing eyes.

And, finally, Evie, became a witch with pink hair contrasting her golden black skin, clad in golden-black robes, carrying a crooked staff and with ravens surrounding her.

Or, was it Invidia? Horace couldn’t really tell.

Their plan was to put out an ad with a casting call for models of underrepresented body types. They would have done it this week, but Costa threw a wrench in their plans. He had actually sent a cease and desist through a lawyer, so it wasn’t all hot air.

They had to put a pause into their growth, and dammit, it was actually going good. The feature of Evie’s AR avatars was selling out like crazy, and since she was doing all the work they had decided to make it an agreement that that money would be poured back into the startup. In return, Representation Fantasy would advertise her offer, but not too much because she already couldn’t keep up with demand. The women had lots of stuff to peruse in both figurines and digital avatars, and they could choose to either commission a custom one, buy one of the premium ones, or even order a 3D printed figurine in either 1/6th or 1/8th size. The last option was a premium item with lots of work and it hefted a good profit. It was the part Horace absolutely loved and he put in same care into every one as if it were a piece of his collection. His house was in chaos, with the cheap-ass cyberscan area, the shipping part with all the supplies and the boxes, the figurine gluing area where nobody was allowed inside. And that was all on top of seven girls living with him, but they helped out in every possible way, cooking, cleaning, laundry, even with the business stuff.

His mother called. “Hi mama!”

“Hi, dear. Are you all right?”

“Sure, everything is fine. How’s Australia, still upside down?”

She scoffed at his often repeated joke. “Of course it is. Honey, I’ve been hearing some weird things...”

“About what, mama?”

“Mrs Petra sent me a message and she was saying she saw weird women coming in and out of the house. She said a couple of them looked like prostitutes.”

“Mama, Mrs Petra is eighty years-old. She thinks all the women look like prostitutes.”

“True, true. But she was insistent.”

“In a single message?”

“There might have been a few of them. And a videocall. But forget about her, I want you to tell me what is happening.”

“Yes, there are a few friends staying over at our house.”

“I see. How many is a few?”

“Well, six, and now seven. They’re just passing by, came to Athens for tourism and such,” he lied.

“Seven. All women?”

“Yes, mama.”

“And they’re living with you, all of them, in our house. Doesn’t that strike you as odd?”

“It was weird at first but I got to know them better and we’re having lots of fun.”

“Fine. But I want you to take care, honey. They may want to take advantage of you.”

Luxuria chose that exact moment to pass outside the door in her panties and a t-shirt, stop, bend her athletic figure in a jaw-dropping pose, wink at him, then carry on.

He instantly got a semi-erection. “Uh, yeah. I’ll be careful, mama.”

“Good.”

“Gotta go, bye, love you.” He hung up and chased after the sexy Russian lady. Their game was, that if he caught her he could eat ice cream off her boobs. She was always surprisingly easy to find.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 68: Horace

 

Horace heard ringing. It was coming from everywhere, that constant ringing sound in the darkness. So annoying. Mumbling, he realised he had been dreaming. But the phone was still ringing. Invidia turned sleepily next to him and snuggled on his side. He stretched his arm to pick up the phone. It was Evie, which felt weird, because the head currently nuzzling his armpit was a dead ringer for her. They still hadn’t done anything, but still...

“What is it. It’s too early,” he whispered.

“Check the link,” Evie said, frantic.

“Wait.” He did. The link pointed to a blog post, pretty much a press release from Costa’s company. He called them out by name and claimed that all the models had been cyberscanned with his own company’s equipment and expertise, that’s why they were so popular. He named Evangeline as his ex-girlfriend who was scorned and made her own company. He pretty much called them thieves and the people’s reaction was to boycott Representation Fantasy. The post didn’t ask for that, but the comment that started it all could have been planted for that reason alone. “That motherfucker,” Horace spat out.

“Exactly.”

Horace slid his arm away from Invidia and stood up. He searched for spot to go and talk, but pretty much every corner of the house was occupied, so he went outside at the balcony. “Why is he doing this? We complied with taking down Ira’s model.”

“I dunno. He’s mad, I guess. This reaction is far too extreme.”

“Of course it’s extreme! He’s using his clout to push us out of the market before we have a chance to establish ourselves.”

“I don’t think people will buy it, my fans won’t believe it,” Evie sniffled.

“No, Evie, I disagree. People love a good drama, and this is exactly that. He calls you out by nickname. The damage is already done.”

Evie was silent.

He kicked a flower pot and breathed in. “Okay, look, I’ll deal with it.”

“How are you gonna do that?”

“I’ll deal with it, trust me.”

“I trust you, Horace.”

“Good. Go to sleep, you sound like you need it.”

“Okay. Goodnight.”

 

 

He woke Ira up, trying to be as quiet as possible. Ava had her sleeping mask on and was laying on her back. “What is it?” Ira said groggily.

Horace whispered with a grin. “Time to fuck shit up. Are you in?”

She blinked once and stood up, slapping her fist into her other hand. “You don’t have to ask me twice.”

“Good.”

 

 

They broke in and waited in the dark. It wouldn’t be long now, they knew his morning schedule.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 69: Costa

 

Costa strolled through the morning streets like a king. He felt good, dammit! Having struck back at that traitorous black bitch made him feel warm and fuzzy inside. As if the two of them could corner his market. What a bunch of idiots.

He unlocked the front door to his studio and went to disarm the alarm. He found the alarm ripped out of the wall, cables spilling out like guts. What? Did someone break in?

Should he call the police? Nah, he should check it out first, just to be sure. He walked up the stairs and unlocked the door to his studio. It was dark and the morning light barely came in, they still had the heavy curtains drawn, the ones they used to control the ambient light. He turned on the lights and saw a man sitting in the chair right in the middle of the studio.

“Horace? Is that you?” he said before feeling a thud and a sort of wetness at the back of his head, then it all went dark.

 

 

He felt a heaviness in his chest. Then he opened his eyes to realise that it wasn’t metaphorical, since there was a scowling dwarf girl sitting on top of him. “You’re that chick, Horace’s friend. What are you-” he trailed off, looking around.

Horace held the aluminium bat and swung it on his expensive gear.

“Hey, stop it!” He tried to get up but the dwarf lady was impossibly still keeping him down. She wrenched his arm behind his back and slammed his face on the floor. “Ouch, that hurt! My teeth, I think you got one loose, fuck!”

“Good morning, Costa!” Horace said, his tone chipper.

“What are you doing? I’m gonna call the cops.”

“Oh, you are? Please, do it. Come on.”

Costa tried to move his arm, it was pinned down by that tiny but deadly woman. “What the hell, you’re like fifty kilograms! How are you keeping me down?”

Ira squeezed harder and it hurt.

Horace clicked his tongue. “Guess that workout isn’t doing much for you right now. You should aim for bulk next time, not cut.”

“Are you just gonna let your women do your work for you?” Costa spat out.

Horace scoffed and swung his bat lazily. “Sure, why not? I’m not intimidated by badass women.” Then she trashed one of his monitors.

“Come on! Stop it. What do you want?”

“You know what I want,” Horace said and smashed one of his LED panels.

“Do you have any idea how much that cost?”

“I do actually, since I was looking to buy one and I couldn’t possibly afford it for my tiny little startup,” Horace said casually, then smashed a camera from the cyberscan rig.

“Stop it, seriously! Okay, I’ll delete the post. Let me go and stop smashing things and I’ll do it.”

“Aaand...” Horace taunted, then smashed another camera.

“Fucking bastard! Okay, I’ll rip out Ira’s model release form. It’s in my desk.”

“Good,” Horace said simply and smashed another camera.

“Why did you do that for?” Costa cried out.

Horace shrugged. “I just felt like it, you know, maintaining the rhythm of this conversation. Now, here is what will happen next...”

He knelt down in front of Costa’s face and made his demands.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 70: Acedia, Gula, Luxuria, Avaritia, Superbia, Invidia, Ira

 

Acedia found him tinkering with his camera. “What are we doing?” she asked, bouncing on her toes.

“We, are taking product shots to share on the shop and on Agora. Wanna help me out?” he said, moving the light panel around.

“Oh, wow! Sure. What can I do?”

“Look in the display and tell me when I have the backdrop covering the entire figurine.”

She did so. “A tiny bit to the left. Your other left, my left. A bit more... Yeap, it’s covered now.”

He walked around and checked the camera. “Great, thanks, Acedia. What would I do without you?”

She kissed him softly on the lips. “Everything,” she whispered.

 

 

Luxuria found him in the shower. She longed for one more lay, but it had to be enough.

“Wanna join me?” he said playfully.

She sighed deeply. Of course she wanted to. “Horace, you’ve learnt a lot.”

“Come on, I bet you’re already-” He peeked out of the shower curtain, and she chuckled at his expression of not finding her already naked.

“Tell me, what did you learn about women?”

“What? Really, you wanna talk about this now?”

“Sure.”

He sucked through his teeth, dripping water all over the bathroom tiles. “Well, I learnt that each and every one is different in her own way.”

She nodded slowly. “Good...” She stepped close to him and kissed him on his wet lips. She sighed. “I’m out of beer, going to get some.”

“Okay! See ya later,” he said, going back to rinse off.

She didn’t reply.

 

 

Gula found him working on the computer again, so she stuffed him full of food. “You’re too skinny, have some more.”

He was absent-minded, this business thing was taking off and it demanded his attention 24/7. “I like that you’re so busy lately, Horace.”

“It’s good, yeah. That’s the problem with the internet, you have to be available at all times. But I can’t complain. This is what I always wanted to do.”

She pinched his cheek. “Oof, you’re such a cutie pie! I’m glad.” She pulled him away from the monitor long enough to give him a sloppy kiss. “Now eat your fruit salad.”

“Thanks, Gula!” he said.

She let him work.

 

 

Superbia called him to help her with the groceries. Getting lettuce was so banal, after all. He showed up, the store was just a couple of streets next to the house.

“Can you believe Gula tasked me with shopping these?” she pouted and tsked.

He chuckled. “Yes, I sure can. Our girl really likes to feed us healthy.”

“Yes. I guess that’s one thing that’s good about her. Anyway, would you be a dear and carry these bags for me?” She pointed at the middle-class shopping on the floor.

“Of course, babe.”

If it were anybody else, she’d have put a stop to calling her something as blasé as ‘babe.’ But Horace said it in a way that made her feel nice. She hurried away from the dreadful grocery store and he followed behind.

They walked home. He stopped at a corner to adjust the bags in his hands, and as he was helpless like that, she kissed him. “Tell me where I’m wrong.” She asked him with her head held high, not looking at him.

“What? About what exactly?”

“You know what, don’t make me say it. Be honest. Tell me where I’m wrong,” she repeated.

Horace bit his lip. “Okay, yeah. You know I like you a lot, right?”

“Of course you do,” she said, motioning him to carry on.

“Yeah, that. Anyway, here it is: Sometimes, our pride can get in the way.”

“Hm,” she said, not adding anything. She could see him worrying and squirming all the way, anxious to see if he’d insulted her somehow. He hadn’t, but she wasn’t going to admit that anytime ever.

 

 

Invidia was in their bedroom when he found her. He walked in looking hesitant. “Invidia, can I talk to you about something?”

“Of course. What about?”

“Could you please not wear Evie’s pyjamas? I know you didn’t have any to wear and it’s okay that you used them, but can you please take them off?”

She looked down at her body. “Is that an attempt to get me naked?” she teased.

He started. “No! I meant, put something else on, and-”

She laughed. “It’s all right, I’m teasing. I got what you meant.” She took off the top half of her pyjamas anyway. Evie’s pyjamas. She noticed that Horace didn’t look away, so she made it a slow and erotic show. Throwing a t-shirt on from his closet, which was practically a dress for her, she took the bottom off too, this time being more decent.

Horace took the pyjamas in his hands. “Thank you, I’ll go wash these before I forget. We can go and get you some comfortable clothes if you want? There’s a store close by, I think.”

Invidia went up to him and stood on her tippy toes, then kissed him softly. She scrunched up her nose, “I’ll go with my sisters, you wouldn’t wanna go shopping with a bunch of girls, anyway.”

Horace blinked and let his jaw hang, “It’s like you’re my dream girl. You get me.”

“That I do,” she said, biting her lip. Then she slapped him on the butt. “Go, wash them. Before you forget.”

 

 

Ira found him on the balcony, working out. He sometimes threw himself down on the floor and did push ups and sit-ups. Normally, he’d have an entire house to do that, but it was getting crowded these days, so he got outside. Also, Ira was certain it was due to his new-found confidence.

She plopped herself down next to him and started working out too. “Come on, 10, 15, 20, is that all you can do?”

He panted and sat down. “Hey, I’ve been at it for like twenty minutes.”

“I didn’t see anything,” she said, outright rejecting his claim. She was at twenty push-ups already and counting.

“Oh, you lousy mop, you’re on!” He started doing push-ups next to her, keeping up with her.

“That’s all? I thought you were tough.”

“I am tough! It’s just that you are impossibly tougher!” he said between breaths.

She snorted. “Excuses.”

He managed a couple more then fell down on his chest, panting. “I still don’t get you, Ira.”

“It’s okay, nobody does.” She kept on doing push-ups.

He put his hand on her shoulder. “Hey. I wanna try. I’ll keep on trying until I do. I’m not giving up on this.”

Ira stopped and looked up at him, he was at a weird angle and she had to stretch her neck. She felt like tearing up, but tearing up was for losers. She turned around, pulled him down forcefully and planted a kiss on him. “Thank you,” she said, covering her face. Then she turned back down and carried on with her push-ups.

 

 

Avaritia found him going over his finances. “Show me the money,” she demanded.

“Wha-? Oh, here.” He showed her the bank balance of Representation Fantasy. She got wet just by looking at it. Ava opened her legs slightly and touched the inside of her thigh. Breathing hard, she pulled him close and kissed him softly on the lips. Horace’s eyes went wide, then he melted at her touch and responded in kind.

“What was that about?” he asked, panting way too hard for such a small kiss.

“I’m just pleased,” Avaritia said, giving him a smile.

He smiled back at her. “Well, thank you, then.”

“I didn’t do much. It was all you,” she shrugged the compliment away.

“Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask, what would have happened if I hadn’t earned enough tokens?”

“I guess you would have died by now, young one,” she nodded slowly.

Horace froze and dropped his pen. It was obvious that somehow, he knew she wasn’t joking.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 71: Horace

 

Horace carried the orders down to the courier office. It wasn’t that far away and the boxes were light, pretty much a plastic figurine lovingly wrapped in tons of shipping material. But he could tell he’d need some way to get them there when orders piled up. Perhaps a plastic trolley thing like the one they have at Zillions, it’s pretty much the same thing, big boxes, practically empty. It folded up and was pretty neat. He needed to figure out where to buy such a thing.

He sent the orders to the customers, double-checked them just to be sure, and then walked back home. On the way over, considered something. He really wanted to get something for the girls to show his love and appreciation for them. He wasn’t kidding himself, there was no way the old Horace would ever start this sort of business on his own. The new Horace just looked back at him and shook his head.

But, what could he get them? It was too hot for chocolates, they had their full of ice cream. Clothes? How could he even start to shop around for that? A little trinket? Not all of them would like it.

In the end, he decided to go with the classics.

 

 

He got out of the flower shop with seven red roses, all of them single, not in a bouquet. Then he slapped himself and got back inside to get one more for Evie, ‘cause why not?

The florist lady looked at him weird but said nothing.

Horace went back home with a bounce in his step. Things were looking up, he felt great, and even the damn heat was getting milder.

He opened the front door to the house and noticed the absence of people. Perhaps they’d gone for groceries? No, Superbia had just complained about it a few hours ago. Or, maybe they went to get some clothes for Invidia?

Yeah, that had to be it.

Horace grabbed a flowerpot from the hallway, one of the many decorations of his parents that he hadn’t bothered putting into storage. “They might be gone for a while,” he said to himself and put water in it, then dipped the roses inside. He propped the vase on the bathroom corner, then noticed something strange: All the toiletries were gone. Not his own, the girls’. It was quite noticeable ‘cause he had like one shampoo to last the year and they had thirty. He ran to the other bathroom, same thing. It was neat and clean and had the utter lack of a female presence.

He ran from room to room, everything was neatly tucked in, the bedsheets, the pillows, beds made, not a trace of their personal belongings. Just to make sure he checked the closets. Nothing apart from his own stuff. He checked the kitchen, the cot was neatly folded on the wall, he hadn’t noticed it walking by. The fridge was full of stuff, tuppers with a month’s lunches and dinners in them, prepared with love by Gula. He ran back to the living room, surely Acedia wouldn’t have budged from her spot. He was sure he’d find her there, napping, a cute little constant in the variables of his life. But it was empty as well, her blanket neatly folded to the side, the sofa cleaned up from all the crumbs.

He frantically checked his stats. The damn phone took too long to turn on! Oh, there, finally.
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“No, no!” The numbers and text got all jumbled up, then his phone flickered and turned off. The house suddenly felt so empty.

He felt woozy and steadied himself on the wall. They were gone.

They had left him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 72: Horace and Evie

 

“I can’t believe it, but I’m actually gonna miss them,” Evie said, looking around the house. She was twirling the rose in her finger, smelling it.

They sat at the dining room table which had become their work area for Representation Fantasy. With chargers and good WiFi signal, plus plenty of room to work on the figurines, it was the obvious choice. They had worked in silence for a few hours. Evie had given him some time to get through the shock, she worried a lot about him and wasn’t gonna let him stay alone.

“I think I get it now,” Horace said after a few minutes. He held a 3D printed arm in place and Evie applied the glue. “Know how all those people who have sinned, they have gone all the way down and came back? And how sometimes they are the ones that can be devout and proper? It’s like that. That’s what I think.” He chewed on his thoughts for a long moment. “Unless you’ve been tested, you can’t know for sure what your mettle is.”

“Yeah,” Evie said softly. “I get what you mean.” She stared at him, but he was lost in thought, frowning.

“For example, a person says they’d never steal. Not ever. Fine. But have they ever manned a shop’s cash register? Have they ever been in a position to steal and perhaps get away with it? Unless they’ve been in that situation, they wouldn’t really know, would they?”

Evie nodded bitterly. She pulled her chair close to him and touched his cheek. “They took nothing except what they came in with, didn’t they?” she said in a small voice. She already knew what the answer would be.

He sighed. “Nothing at all.” His finger got stuck and he ripped it away, scratching at the glue on the tip.

“I’m sorry I doubted them. I really grew quite fond of them these past few days. Okay, not Lux, I didn’t like her, and I won’t even talk about Invidia, but the others were very nice.”

“No, you were right to worry.” He chuckled. “I mean, this whole thing was nuts! You were looking out for me.”

“Always,” Evie said with a smirk.

“Did Costa apologise to you?”

“Yes! He did, just earlier-” She squinted at him. “Wait, how did you know?”

He shrugged. “I had a hunch.”

“Riiight... Yeah, be said he was sorry and brought me a drawing tablet as a gift, one of the good ones. I actually can’t wait to try it out!” She pulled it out of her bag, holding it like it was precious. She whispered as if she’d done something bad, “I haven’t even ripped the plastic off the screen yet.”

Horace found that very amusing. She tried to act all bothered up, but she laughed along in the end. When they calmed down, Evie pulled the chair away from him again.

Horace stopped her, and pulled her even closer. Evie’s chest went up and down, breathing laboriously. She turned her gorgeous hazel eyes up to him and he held her face close to his. He was confident and strong and...

She climbed on top of him, sitting on his lap.

He kissed her. She kissed him back. It was soft and romantic and everything they ever imagined it would be. Warm and lightheaded and just... right.

He smiled, their lips still touching, neither of them wanting to let go. Their hands were on each other’s back, lifting each other’s t-shirt. “Sorry about this not being too romantic,” he said, rubbing his nose left and right onto hers. “But I got you a rose, that must count for something.”

She kept on rubbing her lips on his, not wanting to stop the sensation. She felt as if now that it finally happened, letting go would spell the end. But she was grinning like an idiot and frankly, she felt like she was floating on air. “Horace,” she said simply.

“What?”

She pointed around. “We’re surrounded by our creations, and we’ve just finished working on our very own, growing business. This is the best place in the world for our first kiss.”

“Oh, yeah? Then I know the best place for the second.” Horace picked her up and took her to his bedroom.

She tried to attack his lips in the corridor as he carried her, biting and nibbling whatever she could get a hold of.

“No, don’t kiss me yet. Not yet! Wait, we’re almost there. Wait!” he complained.

 

 

He explored her, moving his fingers along her ribs. She breathed in small, hiccuping breaths. He went up and down her body. Their clothes were tossed all over the room, and he enjoyed how her skin felt, cool and warm at the same time, and how it looked, golden and black under his hand. He spread her knees apart, his fingers coming closer and closer to her privates with each pass.

“Horace, no, please, Horace, no. Ahh!” she moaned.

He touched the hood of her clit. He felt her entire body shivering under his control, like pressing the correct buttons on a keyboard.

He kissed her all over, her neck, her chin, her ear, and she melted in his arms. He climbed over her and her knees fell to each side, giving him an easy entry. He leaned to the bedside drawer and grabbed a condom.

“Wait, I want to do it,” she said, and ripped it free of the packaging. He sat straight and she touched his cock, which responded immediately, then kissed the tip. Then she put the folded condom on the same spot. She kissed him further down, feeling it shudder under her touch. Every kiss planted downwards took her closer to the base, and she unfolded the condom as she moved.

When she was done, she raised an eyebrow. “Did I do good?”

“Oh, yeah!” he said, pushing her on her back and climbing back on top of her.

He put the tip inside her, her wetness making it barely felt for the both of them. He teased her, pushing inside her by centimetres, then pulling out. She became possessed, moaning, grinding her hips on his body, pushing herself down on the bed to get more of him inside.

“Give it- give- giv- give it to me!” she panted between breaths.

“Yes, baby,” he said, and took her as his own. He gripped the mattress properly and pummelled her down on the bed, making her scream with pleasure, her sound even more delightful than what he had ever imagined. The anticipation, the buildup for this entire thing made them both fully ready to be done with it.

Her nails dug into his back. Shaking all over, she said, “I love you, Horace,” her voice breaking, her expectant eyes meeting his, her mouth slightly open.

He held her tight as she orgasmed beneath him, and said, “I love you, Evie. I always did.”

Evie leaned forward and kissed him with unquenchable thirst, her tongue matching his in perfect sync. It was enough to bring him over the edge.

He pulled out at the last minute, took off the condom, shuddered once, then came on her belly.

He propped himself with his head on the pillow next to her, breathing hard, enjoying the afterglow. Evie held him in a tight embrace and rubbed the hair on the back of his head. They laid there for a long time, bringing their pounding hearts to rest. She brought her mouth next to his ear, and she whispered, “I love you.”

“I love you,” he said back.

“I said it again, because I didn’t want you to think it was just because of the mindblowing orgasm you were giving me at that moment.”

He moved so he could see her face. “And I too said it again, because I didn’t want you to think it was because of my sexual fantasy coming to life.”

She scrunched up her nose, clenching her teeth. “Really? I was your fantasy?”

He nodded. “Oh yeah.”

She moved her hips to rub herself on his crotch. “What else did you fantasise doing with me?”

He threw himself at her side and held her tight in his arms, his nose taking in the aroma of her hair. “This. Cuddling with you.”

She rolled her eyes and slapped his arm. She squealed, “When did you become such a smooth bastard?” Then she wiggled herself to get more comfortable in his embrace.

Horace sniffed. “I had practise. Lots and lots of pr-”

“Yeah, don’t remind me!” she snapped back at him, then her anger deflated and she enjoyed their cuddle.

 

 

They had a large breakfast the next morning. Gula had left them so much stuff prepared, that she must have somehow forgotten it was just for two people now. It was all so normal. Waking up together, the soft touches, the silent pauses. It was simultaneously the first and the hundredth day of their relationship.

He took a big sip of his coffee and stood up. He was wearing his usual shorts and t-shirt, and Evie, of course, was wearing her comfy jammies once again.

He went down on one knee. “Evie, I gotta pop the question here.”

Her eyes twinkled.

He jangled something in his palm, then held it up to reveal a metal ring with one extra key hanging.

She gasped.

“Evie, will you finally move in with me?”

 

The End
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