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MASQUERADE. 
 

 
dopo, Michelle, you knock him cold tonight!” Arnaldo Mancini’s lilting laughter 
followed me from the diminutive Italian’s studio. He waved at me, his eyes already 
dropping back to the fabric spread before him. I loved the way the couturier 

pronounced my name. Not Mich-elle, as everyone else did and my mother intended, but as Me-
key-elle. It sounded so foreign, so exotic. Not to mention the older man’s misuse of common 
idioms. In this case mixing up ‘knock him out’ and ‘out cold’.  

I giggled, clutching the beribboned box to my chest. It’s prize was worth a small fortune. 
Worth more than my annual salary, even if I got the expected two-dollar raise at the end of this 
year. I couldn’t believe Arnaldo had entrusted me with his dress, his newest haute couture design. 
His ‘masterpiece’ as he continued to call it whenever someone asked how it was coming along. 
Despite being surrounded by models day in and day out, he’d chosen me to debut it at one of the 
most prestigious charity events on the Manhattan Fashion calendar, ‘Belle of the ball’.  

Never had I considered the perks of my job as secretary to Maestro Mancini’s personal aide, 
to include something so expensive or interesting. Truthfully, I was happy just getting a free copy of 
the Fashion Houses’ magazine and a ticket to each year’s runway event. I was nearly invisible to 
the mass number of people working at Mancini. So it came as a surprise when Arnaldo had called 
me into his studio last week for a fitting, confiding in me that he wanted me to attend the ball in 
his stead. No matter how much I insisted the charity would expect his presence at the ball, he 
assured me that since everyone was wearing masks no one would notice his absence and that he 
had far too much to do to get ready for the runway in three months.  

Then, as he’d waved to the tailor to begin the measuring, he’d climbed onto a stool to look 
me right in the eyes and asked me some of the most personal questions I had ever been asked. And 
that included from my mother. 

“You have husband?” 

“Uh, no.” I gulped. 

“Boyfriend? You date?” 

“No. Sometimes.” Though, if I were honest with myself, the ‘sometimes’ should have been 
‘rarely’. In the last five years, I’d had two boyfriends and been on three dates. The last boyfriend 
had become a recent ex-boyfriend in the last month. His decision, not mine. In fact, I’d been 
completely blindsided by his departure. 

“You like girls?” This he’d asked quietly, winking. 

I shook my head, too appalled to speak and blushing beet red. I felt my cheeks burn. 

“Then, what wrong?” 

Placing his hands on his hips, tiny fists angry, he cocked his head and waited for me to offer 
some excuse for my aloneness. I dropped my eyes and thought. Was something wrong with me? 
Why was I so often alone? Even in relationships I frequently felt alone. Looking up, I caught his 
eye and shrugged. 



 

“You don’t know?” I shrugged again. He huffed and cursed in Italian under his breath, 
sharing a brief exchange with the tailor at which each laughed, their gazes scanning over me. I 
hated being the butt of a joke and upon opening my mouth to tell them such, I was abruptly 
interrupted. 

“You like other man, then? Someone else? But he no like you?” 

Damn! Arnaldo was good. I mulled over his questions, thinking about what he said. Could 
he be right?  

For the last ten years I had worked at the Mancini House, rising from a lowly delivery girl to 
my relative lofty position as a secretary to an aide. In the world of minimum wage, I was almost a 
queen. And during all that time, I had flirted shamelessly and eagerly with Chad. Chad was above 
me in his professional status. He was the copy editor of the magazine. Dressed impeccably every 
single day, including casual Fridays, and fastidious about his hair, I knew he was gay. Which made 
the flirtation between us easy and fun, at least on my side. He was a safe bet, a nice guy, more of a 
best friend than a real guy.  

“Chad,” I admitted to Maestro Mancini. 

“Chad?” He mimicked my pronunciation, letting the vowels and consonants play on his 
tongue and lips as he tried the name out. Seeing his confusion as he repeated the name, I gave in 
and described him. “Ah, si, I know.” He waved dismissively as I continued to wax on. I bit off my 
words at his gesture. “You like him?” I nodded. “He know?” I shook my head. At least, I didn’t 
think he did. Not in that way. And, really, whom was I kidding? He was gay. Sure, gay men must 
get hit on all the time by straight women - heck, I was willing to believe they had a special manual 
all drawn up on how to extricate themselves from just such occasion - but not by me. 

“Why not? You tell him!” He pushed me in the chest with his forefinger as he ordered me to 
obey. 

This time, I laughed. “He is gay!” 

Now the Maestro laughed. “Fun man. Good man.” He beamed and smiled. 

“No. He likes men,” I clarified, shocking the Maestro into abrupt silence. Turning to the 
tailor, the designer once again spoke in quick Italian. Their exchange grew heated as it continued. 
Relaxing in my apparent aloneness again, I ignored their conversation until suddenly both men 
stood before me, their identical gray heads shaking slowly. 

“He not ‘gay’ Michelle. He likes women.” 

“What?” My eyes darted from one to the other. “How do you know?” 

“We do.” They spoke again in Italian. “He does not like men.” 

I couldn’t believe it. Didn’t believe it. The measuring finished, I made a quick exit.  

Three days later, Maestro invited me out for lunch. Our entire conversation was about Chad 
and I. Whereby, Maestro had begged I call him Arnaldo and then proceeded to tell me I was a fool 
for thinking such a man as Chad to be gay. That just because a man was hot, kind, and a good 
dresser did not make him gay. It was a life-shaking realisation, not that I apparently assumed all 
nice men were gay, but that I had easily been flirting with the most handsome man I had ever met 
and he had flirted back with me. 



 

From then on out, Arnaldo had made me his pet project, declaring Chad and I a perfect 
match. And he was going to prove it. Which is why I was currently scuttling from his studio the 
night before the ball, a drop-dead gorgeous gown in my possession and the furious need to pee. I 
was scared! 

The next afternoon, I was given my celebrity treatment. Sent off to get my hair and nails 
done, at Valentino’s no less. It was the first time I’d ever done anything like this, including my 
prom night. Back then, my mother painted my nails and my older sister had done my hair. I looked 
good, but tonight I had been ordered to shine, to astound. Arnaldo had even gone so far as to send 
me to my appointment in the company car. 

Returning home from my pampering, I stood before the bathroom mirror studying who and 
what I had become. I was unrecognizable. My thin flaxen-colored hair was pulled back into a high 
ponytail, puffed up high in the front, the ends curled, a single tight braid worked with a silver 
ribbon so that it peeked from the otherwise straightforward do. Considering that my usual style 
was more of the, let good hair lie, this was a dramatic change. I kinda liked it, wishing I had paid a 
bit more attention to how they’d managed it at the salon.  

My nails were painted a shimmery half navy blue half silver. I hadn’t been sure of the color 
at the time, but seeing it now, my hand on my cheek, I understood the artist's comment about my 
eyes. The shades were a perfect match, making my eyes pop. I would have to remember to touch 
my face often enough to allow Chad the chance to notice as well. 

It was now up to me to put on my makeup. This, I could do. I sat in my makeup stool, 
opened the drawer and selected the best I had stored away. A half hour later I was done. The 
completed effect of hair, nails, and makeup was impressive. I looked like me, still, only better. 
Now, for the dress. 

I opened the box with all the giddiness of Christmas when I was a little girl. The carefully 
folded gown inside was exquisite. Lifting it from the box, I held it up and just stared. Arnaldo had 
outdone himself. Slipping into it -- it fit like a glove -- I spun about in the middle of the floor of my 
tiny apartment and giggled so much I nearly fainted from lack of oxygen. Oh, my God! I was a 
literal Cinderella. The head to toe mirror on the back of my bedroom door confirmed it. 

The gown was silver silk, strapless, cut with a sweetheart neckline, edged with a selection of 
gemstones decorated in the shape of peacock feathers. I fingered one fake feather. The stones were 
cool to the touch. They were perfectly attached by hand with care. The bodice was bare, but as the 
silk of the gown fell in gentle waves across my hips, the gemstone feathers returned. Then, real 
peacock feathers. At first, I didn’t believe it, but as my fingertips traced them as well, I realised my 
initial reaction was correct. Arnaldo had used genuine peacock feathers, long, silky, beautifully 
iridescent. The feathers fell in a cascade all the way to my ankles, making the skirt of the gown 
flutter with my every minute movement. I took it back, Cinderella had nothing on me. 

Slipping into a pair of navy Jimmy Choo’s and grabbing my vintage Chanel silver clutch, 
also supplied by Arnaldo, I headed out to the company Limousine waiting for me. Halfway out the 
door, I suddenly remembered the mask. Racing back inside, I grabbed it from the box. It was made 
of the same silk as the dress, another peacock feather on the side and a cluster of gemstones in a 
wave.  

 

********** 



 

 

The hotel drive was lined with limos. Most rentals, but not all. My heart raced as I sat 
waiting in the back of the limo. All alone, the length of the car felt ridiculous. I was sweating, 
nervous. Arnaldo had better be right, I thought. If Chad was indeed gay, I’d gone to a great deal of 
trouble to look astounding for a man who was going to think nothing of it.  

Finally, my car arrived and a valet opened the door. Sliding across the seat, I unfolded 
myself from the back and stepped out onto the red carpet. The flash of bulbs erupted in my face 
and for an instant I teetered on the edge of the curb uncertain what to do. I was afraid to step 
forward in case I wasn’t properly aligned on the pavement and ended up blindly walking into a 
shrub or another person. 

“Here,” a very familiar, masculine voice whispered close to my ear. I fought the urge to 
flinch. Then, to blush. Where the hell had Chad come from? I was sure in the one second I’d had 
clear to see down the length of the red carpet, he’d been nowhere in sight.  

I felt his large, warm hand cover mine and place it on his elbow. No matter where he’d come 
from, I was glad for his gallantry. He stepped away slowly, leading me along the red carpet, 
stopping for the paparazzi to get their fill with the expertise of one who has had practice, until into 
the dark sanctuary of the hotel lobby. In here, the cameras were exiled. I blinked away the bright 
dots from my vision and audibly moaned at the sight of the hotel. Crystal chandeliers hung 
throughout, checkerboard tiles decorating the floor around a massive fountain. Discrete collections 
of couches and chairs lined multiple alcoves. Women and men milled about the expanse. All 
masked, all decked out. 

I turned to take in Chad. He wore a tailored tuxedo, broad shoulders tapering to a narrow 
waist. It was simple, but dramatic. His mask covered his coal gray eyes and fell across his cheeks. It 
was metallic, silver on one side, bronze on the other. He wore a matching silver pocket square and 
a bronze vest peeked from his jacket. Freshly shaven, smelling of evergreen and mint cologne, and 
still dark stubble sexily shadowed his etched cheeks and square jaw. His usual immaculately 
groomed hair had been styled into a quiff. The style suited him. He appeared five years younger.  
My jaw dropped. I had been impressed by the hotel’s lobby, but Chad was by far more impressive 
than any decor. 

“You fit right in,” I managed to squeak.  

His lips turned up at the corner as he grinned at my compliment. “Look who’s talking.” 

I smiled in return. Even knowing what I now knew, the flirtation came easy. It had to be the 
mask. Unconsciously, I was still hiding, still safe, still pretending. Then again, maybe it was just 
Chad. It was a thought worth noting. I stored it away for mulling over later. 

“Ready to go in?” I glanced up surprised. In? He caught my confusion, reading it in my eyes 
and pursed lips. “The ball is not held in the lobby…” Exhaling, I groaned. Of course not. I was an 
idiot. So instead of opening my mouth and removing all doubt, I nodded. Chad kept my hand in his 
elbow as he led me through the swinging doors.  

The noise struck first, soft music, a gentle throbbing drumbeat, and the voices of a thousand 
people crammed into one enclosed space. It was deafening, but that wasn’t what stopped me. 
Around the room, raised stages had been erected. Upon each, either a fire breather stood, flames 
dancing from his mouth, or a contortionist, bending here and there in complicated positions which 
had my stomach tightening in agony. And above swung acrobats hanging from silk banners. The 



 

room was decorated as if it we had stepped into a Venetian carnival. My ability to accept any more 
exquisiteness was shot. I was beyond comprehending. Everything tonight was so far from my 
normal existence that I could almost believe myself lost in a dream instead of ankle deep in reality. 
Wow! What a life the rich and famous led! 

“Would you like a drink?” Once again his voice was at my ear. His cologne wafted to my 
nose and I inhaled greedily. I didn’t deserve this man. He was as surreal as the room. I tried to 
speak, my lips moving, but no sound came forth. Still, Chad understood. He grinned, abandoning 
me momentarily to weave expertly through the press of people to the closest bar.  

He returned with a champagne flute and a tumbler of cognac. Handing me the champagne, 
he pressed a warm palm to the small of my back and propelled me across the floor. As my eyes 
struggled to take in every detail, to avoid bumping or full out walking into another person, and 
being drawn like a moth to the flames erupting from the fire breathers’ mouths, it was an exercise 
in his control that we made it to a small alcove set away from the hustle and bustle. He helped me 
to a chair, and then took one himself.  

Together we sat, we watched, and we flirted. We touched each other, caressing arms and 
cheeks, as the ball and crowds disappeared around us and we fell into each other’s eyes, and 
became nothing more than he and I, alone, in the dark. In the heat. 

I was sweating again, but not from nerves. His gaze burned into my heart, leaving me 
breathless. His touch scorched my flesh. I had never felt more alive than this moment, with him. 
My eyes followed his lips. I imagined them pressed to mine. And in that instant, I knew that if we 
kissed, I would breathe fire, too. Chad must have had similar thoughts as well, for once my mind 
processed that imagined kiss, my eyes lifting to look into his; he was suddenly too close for 
comfort. I closed my eyes, tilted my head, and opened my mouth. 

Dream became reality. Our first kiss wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t slow or soft. There was no 
hesitation. Mouth to mouth, we met. We moaned. We licked and begged. We nibbled and sucked. 
We swallowed each other’s breath. We tasted and savoured. His hands wound up through my hair, 
yanking playfully at the base of my ponytail. My arms draped across his shoulders, nails digging 
into the muscles I found lurking beneath his tux. I leaned into him, pushing my breasts against his 
chest. 

At last, we pulled apart. Panting and heaving, we leaned our foreheads against the other for 
balance. I could feel the heat radiating from my thighs, my womb heavy with a sudden emptiness. 
My knees weak and my pulse racing erratically. Prom be damned, masquerade balls were definitely 
the way to go! 

“I have a room upstairs.” 

“Thank God!” 

Growling at my exclamation, he hauled me to my feet, pressed another kiss to my lips and 
led me - having to pry my fists from his jacket as I refused to let him end it so soon - back to the 
lobby, then around the corner to the bank of elevators. The elevator doors didn’t even close and 
Chad was pulling me towards him, one hand on my ass, the other rising once again to my ponytail 
pulling me in for a long, deep kiss. I didn’t fight it. Tonight wasn’t about hesitation, wasn’t about 
holding back. As Arnaldo had told me, tonight was all about living. It was about seizing 
opportunity. About finding myself and finding a match. 



 

He shifted us as the kiss continued, reaching around me to push a floor button. The door 
chimed as it closed, then the floor rose and I felt my knees weaken as I nearly fell. His hand 
returned, cupping my ass again, hefting me up and supporting my weight. I lifted my legs and 
wrapped them around his hips. Locking my ankles behind his back, I ground myself against the 
bulge in his pants. I was growing moist. The friction was good, but not nearly enough. The heat, 
though, the heat was more than enough. I felt him grow as I writhed and undulated. A chime 
resounded again as the doors slid open and he forced me away, almost shoving me off of him. I 
wobbled on my heels. 

Pouting - “Spoil sport. You could have at least hit the stop button.” - I earned a sensuous, 
predator smirk. He was as into it as I was, as frustrated and excited. Excellent! 

Keeping his hand on my ass, he urged me in front of him down the corridor. Yanking a key 
card from the inner chest pocket of his tuxedo, he searched the doors for his number. He found the 
right room, swiped his card, and pushed open the door, smacking my ass as I passed inside. I 
yelped, playfully, and he growled in return. 

“Get in!” It was the first time his nice guy persona slipped, but not the last. The door clicked 
into place behind him as he hauled me to him, pressed a quick kiss to my lips, my cheeks, my 
eyelids, and my forehead, and then held me away at arm’s length as he looked down the length of 
me.  

“My God, Michelle, you are gorgeous! Where did you ever find just a dress?” 

“Arnaldo... “ I paused, stuttering, “Maestro Mancini.” 

“He just gave you this?” Twirling his finger, he instructed me to spin in place so he could 
take the whole ensemble in completely. As I once again met his eyes, I saw his satisfaction, his 
admiration.  

“Yes.” 

“You must be very special to him. He isn’t usually so subtle with his designs. He’s the type to 
put out a ten-page spread for each new work, not introduce it on the red carpet with a…” he cut off 
his words and studied me for a minute, uncertainty and a little fear in his eyes and the line of his 
lips. “A nobody--” He lifted his hand to stop me. Not that I was going to say anything. I knew what 
he meant. I had the same thought myself. “It said tonight wasn’t about him.” 

“Huh?” 

Chad again examined the dress, then me. “Special, indeed.” If I hadn’t already been so hot, 
so bothered, I would have gotten that way from his compliment alone. It was so unexpected, yet so 
him. I beamed back at him.  

We stood there, like this, for another minute. Then, the hunger became unbearable, and I 
slid my hands down my sides, unzipping the hidden zipper. If he wasn’t going to undress me, I 
would do it for him. This night wasn’t going to waste. The bodice sagged. His focus shifted lower, 
then intensified. I took the beaded edge and nudged it down further. My lace covered breasts, 
lifted and separated, looked amazing. Fuller than normal and perky, as usual. Even I wanted to 
taste them. 

His hands found my breasts, grabbing them, filling his palms with them. He stepped into 
my personal space. I breathed in his scent. The cologne and his own unique musk were like 
aphrodisiacs to my overwhelmed mind and my reeling senses. Although this was happening, I 



 

wanted it to happen. I was still trying, desperately, to reconcile years of believing Chad was gay 
with this new reality, kneading my breasts and kissing me silly.  

Suddenly, he picked me up and carried me to the bed, placing me gently down on the 
sheets, stripping the rest of the gown carefully from my body. I laughed as he took the time to hang 
the dress up before he returned to me. In only my bra, panties, and heels, I stretched under his 
gaze. His heated lascivious grin scorched my skin.  

Climbing up onto the bed, he nibbled across my shoulders and down my breastbone. His 
nimble fingers unclasped my bra and tossed it off the side of the bed. His warm tongue flicked over 
my breasts, then he took each of my dark pink nipples between his thumb and forefinger and 
pinched. Softly, at first, he increased the pressure until I gasped and squirmed under him. I 
wanted him naked. As he moved back, scooting back off the bed, a hand trailing down my stomach 
and over my hips, I followed, sitting up, my own hand caressing his chest through the layers of 
fabric and settling possessively on the tented bulge of his erect cock. He stilled as I cupped him. 

“Undress,” I commanded, my voice deep and raw with passion. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He took one step back, slowly, deliberately, never looking away, lips in a 
perpetual grin; he removed his bowtie, jacket, vest, shirt, then his shoes, socks, and a belt. So close, 
yet still so far. I was done waiting. No more slow and steady. I was dying for some action. Licking 
my lips, I glared at his hidden bulge. I lunged. I ripped. I freed his manhood and fell to my knees 
before him, worshipping its wonder. 

“Oh, fuck--” 

One palm wrapped around his width, the other stroked between his legs and cupped his 
balls. I massaged them as I gripped the base of his cock and kissed the head. He moaned. I opened 
my mouth. Sliding his head between my lips, I ran my tongue back and forth over his length, the 
taste of desire across his turgid flesh.  

His hands found their way to my head. Nails scraped my scalp, ruining my hairdo, but I 
didn’t care. He gripped the back of my skull. With gentle pressure, he pulled me closer. I loosened 
my jaw, swirled my tongue, and sucked his length deep. He might want gentle, but I definitely 
didn’t. I closed my mouth over him, nipping the head.  

“Uh… Mich--” 

Humming, I released him. The vibration of the sound washed across him. He shuddered, 
towering over me. I seized the inertia of the act, scraping his balls with my lacquered nails as I took 
him deeper, giving him the best blowjob of my life. He couldn’t speak, even if it he’d wanted to. 
Peeking up from lowered lids, I flashed my lashes and baby blues at him. Threats of his impending 
climax rumbled from his chest. Not that I needed the warning. I could read his body like a book. 
Teasing him, I brought him right to the edge before popping him free and sitting back, smug as a 
cat that got the milk. 

“You… you…” he stuttered, gasping for air. 

“I know,” I purred. 

“My turn,” he finally got out. Helping me to my feet, Chad shoved me toward the low chest 
of drawers along one wall. “Sit and spread them.” His voice had turned harsh, demanding. The 
second time he’d ever sounded stern. I loved it! I followed his command, sashaying my hips for his 
pleasure, as I crossed the room. Pausing, I lifted my ass to the edge of the dresser-top. I propped 



 

myself on the edge, slid my panties down my long legs and spread them, giving him the very best 
view of what I was offering.  

He stalked after me. Sitting as I was, where I was, we were the same height, able to look into 
each other’s eyes as equals. I expected, hoped, he would take me quickly, rough, and dirty. It 
wasn’t to happen. Not yet. He kissed me again. All passion. On the lips then across the line of my 
jaw, toward my neck. He kissed the nape of my neck, turning my cheek to do so, right below my 
left ear. I moaned. God, his lips were magical. His right hand stroked up my chest to my breast. 
Kissing and licking my collarbone, his fingers caressed over my nipples lightly. It was a delicate 
igniting of my nerves and I shivered. 

He found my slit, the natural blonde hair nicely trimmed and dewy, hot to the touch. I was 
hot all over. On fire. Slipping a finger along my sex, he covered the digit in my essence. 
Whimpering, I spread my legs further, allowing him greater access. Chad dropped to the floor. His 
hands settled on my inner thighs, holding me apart, and then he dipped his head and began to 
lavish his tongue into the apex of my thighs. Watching him, I suddenly understood the real power 
of oral sex. It wasn’t in the giving, it was in the taking. I was at his utter mercy. 

With slow - why so slow? - laps, he tortured my exposed nerves, made me beg, and my 
stomach to clench. His nose nudged my clit, teasing it with his warm breath. His tongue was wide 
and rough as it drew across my folds and along my slit. His fingers pulled me open. He stiffened 
his tongue and drove it inside of me. I screamed. It wasn’t a real climax, but it was damn close. In 
that moment, I wanted Chad more than ever. 

Standing up fully, his manhood was directly in line with my glistening slit. My aching sex. It 
was flushed with blood, plump, and sensitive, bright pink, begging for attention. I could hear the 
tear of the foil packet, watched him roll the prophylactic down his impressive girth. He moved 
closer and rubbed the tip of his cock across my slit, back and forth, up and down. I was rocking, 
moaning, waiting. Pressing the head tightly to my entrance, he stilled. I’d had enough. 

“Now, I’m going to fuck you, hard!” 

“Not me, us.” 

Driving forward, he filled me halfway, withdrawing, then plunging forward again. Inch by 
inch, he buried his length inside my sheath. My inner walls flexed as he filled me. I tightened down 
on his width. I lifted my hips and slammed them back down to the top of the dresser. My ass 
cheeks burned with the smack of each slam. The pain only heightening the pleasure. I yipped in 
anticipation, my orgasm building. As it crested, he pulled me toward him and I once again 
wrapped my legs around his back. Lifting me from the dresser, he shoved me against the wall and 
palming my ass, moved me on his cock. Increasing his thrust, he drove higher and faster. I rode his 
every motion, doing what I could to bring the end in sight.  

It came quickly, shockingly hard, ripping a shriek from my throat. My body convulsed, 
shuddering so much I was sure he could feel the trembles along his cock. He followed suit, 
shuddering in my arms. We collapsed to the bed. Sweaty, sated, done. Almost. 

He leaned in for a fast kiss, slowing his taking as it continued, filled with passion, then 
greed. We weren’t done yet. His tongue probed deeper, hand in my hair and on my shoulder, 
yanking me to him. I rose to meet him, lifting my chest to press against his warmth. His chest was 
lightly haired and the sensation of it tickling my aching nipples, made me want him all over again. 
Still. Now. Again. 



 

I embraced him and rolled us over. Smirking at his startled reaction, I flicked the tip of his 
nose with my finger playfully. Sitting down on him, I rubbed my still wet slit on his cock and abs. 
He grinned back and shook his head. He slid from beneath me with a chuckle. I looked over my 
shoulder at him. Just as happy with this idea as mine. After all, we have all night. 

Chad grabbed my shoulders and lowered me until I was sprawled on my stomach. The 
sheets were a cool touch to my nipples. He forced my knees up under me, lifting my ass as he 
crouched over me. Lowering his mouth to my neck, he sucked hard at the skin and I was pleased to 
realise he was marking his territory. I hadn’t had a hickey since high school. He slipped inside me 
easily. I moaned as my body resisted, still swollen from my recent climax. The flat of his hands 
shoved between my shoulder blades. He knocked me to my chin, driving me into the sheets. I tried 
to brace myself on my elbows, but in truth, this is what I had wanted all along. I didn’t need 
coddling. I needed fucking. 

“Yes!” I hissed.  

His hips thrusted rapidly, his cock swelling within my sheath. He slammed his thighs 
against mine, the echo of our pounding flesh created a rhythm as old as time in the small hotel 
room. He tugged my head back, a hand tangled in my ponytail. My jaw swung loose. My eyes 
closed. I was beyond caring. His fingers had found my clit and it was bliss.  

I huffed for breath. “Faster, Chad. Faster. Come on, baby. Fuck me!” And he did. All 
nightlong. Over and over, Chad fucked me hard and fast and then slow and gentle. We fucked on 
the bed, on the floor and even out on the balcony. By morning, I was a mess. So was he. A hot mess 
of the best kind.  

I don’t know if I’d knocked him cold - as Arnaldo had told me to - but I was certainly 
knocked out. I slept most of Sunday, waking Monday morning, light on my feet, nearly floating to 
work. Chad would be waiting. I couldn’t wait! 

  



 

CONTROL. 
 

he demonstration was a simple one; just an instructional on how to properly handle and 
strike with impact toys; floggers, paddles, riding crops, and even a bullwhip. Everyone 
watched the Dominatrix Mistress Kal intently, a few hanging on her every word as she 

discussed safety while she struck her submissive, snapping leather against flesh in a display of 
beautiful cruelty. The submissive let out cries and moans at the strikes, never uttering a request to 
stop, and by the look of ecstasy in her eyes, enjoying every moment of the demonstration.  

When she ended the demonstration, the small crowd in the demo room slowly began to drift 
out and back into the club. I lingered as a few asked her questions, too shy to approach her, but 
very much wanting to stay in her presence a little while longer. Mistress Kal was beautiful, with 
thick raven hair that fell below her shoulders. She pulled it up on the sides in a style that made me 
think of Bettie Page. She wore a leather bodice and a short leather skirt, finishing her ensemble 
with thigh high boots that could have been made from the same swatch as the rest of her outfit.  

She was magnetic and powerful, and I wanted to bask there. As the petitioners slowly 
trickled out, I followed, too afraid to step up to her. I wanted her judgment, every fibre of my being 
cried out for it. I couldn’t handle her dismissal. I made my way back out to the club and drifted, 
watching people dance and keeping one eye on her as she left the demonstration room and worked 
her way through the crowd, speaking to people as she passed them, offering gracious smiles.  

The world of BDSM was something completely new to me. A friend had suggested Lifestyles 
to me because I would be able to meet up with people from the local munch groups. It was a high-
end club, so my chances, she said, of running into less savoury elements would be fewer.  

I had intended on coming to the club and enjoying the ambiance and music. I would meet 
up with people as I got to know them in the community, but otherwise I would take in the 
demonstrations and learn. Even though I knew I wanted to be submissive, the demonstrations 
came highly recommended as a learning tool and to know what to expect.  

Mistress Kal was something I had not expected. I knew I wanted to offer submission. The 
idea of handing over power to someone, letting them control me, was appealing. With Mistress Kal 
however, I felt something different. I did not want to merely hand over a part of myself, to say 
“control this, but nothing more.” I wanted to give all of myself to her. I wanted to take all of me, my 
body, my heart, my mind, and my soul, and lay them out for her.  

The idea terrified me but I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I knew without question where I 
wanted to be.  

The trick, I knew, would be how to get there. I was nothing more than the new girl in a sea 
of submissives who had to have been waiting for their chance to kneel before her. She was 
experienced and well respected. I could not just walk up to her and ask her to take me under 
consideration. 

I had to find a way to prove that I would be worth her time and energy. 

For the first time in my life, I realised that I was going to have to win the girl.  

 

********** 



 

 

“Lara.” Stacy waved her hand in front of my face. I smiled as I looked at my friend. “You’re 
daydreaming again. Are you okay?” 

I sighed and sat back. My coffee was still steaming, so I could not have been off 
daydreaming for very long. “I’m okay. I was just thinking about Mistress Kal.” 

Stacy gave a laugh. “If you’re this obsessed with her, just talk to her. She may be a 
dominatrix, but she’s still a human being. I bet she even speaks English.” 

I rolled my eyes. I loved Stacy. She was one of my best friends. We had known each other 
since high school and when I confessed my interest in BDSM, she was the one to suggest Lifestyles 
to me. She could not understand the depth of what I felt, or the terror that consumed me when I 
thought that Mistress Kal might reject a pure novice.  

“It’s not that easy. She’s not just some kinkster. She’s a professional.” 

“That doesn’t make her special.” Stacy sipped her coffee and set it back onto the table. 
“She’s still human, just like the rest of us.” 

“You don’t understand.” I draped my arm over the table and laid my head against it. When I 
rolled my head to my cheek to look at Stacy, she smiled at me.  

“You’re afraid she’ll reject you because you have no experience,” Stacy said. I gave a small 
nod. “You really think she wouldn’t want to train a new submissive?” 

“I want to offer her something more than a pet to train. I at least want her to see that I’ve 
put effort into being her submissive, so she knows I’m serious about it and her.” 

Stacy’s eyes widened. “Someone got struck by cupid’s arrow.” She laughed again and patted 
my hand gently. “Don’t worry, my lovesick kitten. I can talk to Master about doing some basic 
training with you. He can help you learn the positions and the discipline that you’ll want to show 
Mistress Kal. Sound good?” 

I leaned up onto the table. “He’s not going to want sex, is he?” I had nothing against men in 
principal, but I had nothing for them either. I had not even tried to pretend to be attracted to a 
man since my senior year in high school.  

“I’ll leave that for you to negotiate with him.” Stacy wrinkled her nose at me.  

I smiled. I’d had the chance to meet Master Andre a few times. He was a stern man, but he 
was also respectful. I did not think he would push me for anything I was not willing to give for the 
training.  

 

********** 

 

Master Andre was a tall, thin man. He was in his forties, though how far into them I had 
never asked. He was far enough that our friends sometimes gave Stacy funny looks when they saw 
her with him. He stood more than a head taller than I and when he looked down at me, I could see 
he was measuring me very carefully with his cold steel eyes.  



 

I understood what Stacy saw in him. He was not handsome, but not plain either. His 
features held a strange, exotic character that made him look almost otherworldly. The goatee that 
he sported only enhanced that, and now, as at the club, he wore a top hat and tuxedo jacket. He 
was formal and Stacy warned me that protocol was everything to his style of domination. He 
expected certain stances, certain phrases and certain rituals in every session.  

For our first meeting, however, protocol would be low. This was our chance to talk about 
what I wanted from my submissive training and for him to explain to me how it would actually be. 
I did not think it would be far from what Stacy described, but I respected his need to give me the 
information himself.  

He gestured and I sat down at the small table in Stacy’s kitchen. We agreed to meet here 
since both of us knew Stacy well. He looked at me for what seemed forever before finally speaking.  

“Stacy tells me that you already have your eyes set on a dominant that you want to 
approach.” He leaned back and folded his arms.  

“I do. I’m not really sure of the protocol on that,” I said.  

“It’s acceptable for a submissive to seek training before she tries to petition a dominant to 
enter service. Mistress Kal was traditionally trained, so she will appreciate the gesture. You are 
putting a lot of pressure on me, though. Since you already know whom you would like to serve, it 
would be on me to present you to her. I’ve earned the trust and respect in our community to be 
called a Master. If I present to her a submissive that proves undisciplined or flighty, I could lose a 
lot of that status.” 

I swallowed hard. He was not going to want to do this. “I understand. I’m very serious about 
wanting this.” 

“Why?” He tilted his head to one side. “Why of all the people in this city, in our community, 
do you want to serve Mistress Kal?” 

I bit my lip. I was prepared for any question he could ask me, except this one. The truth was, 
I hardly knew anything about her. She was aloof and distant outside of her demonstrations. She 
was calm and professional during them. I knew that she saw clients, but I had no idea who and did 
not dare to seek them out and threaten anyone’s privacy. Besides, that would only tell me the face 
she used for her clients.  

It would not be her.  

As I struggled to find my answer, Master Andre’s lips turned down in a frown. I finally 
sighed and put my head down. “I don’t know. I just do.” 

“Explain it to me.” The gentleness in his voice lifted my head. His lips still wore the frown, 
but his eyes were not as cold now. I had no idea what I had said, but at this point, I understood 
that trying to pretend anything was out of the question.  

“When I saw her, everything stopped. I had never seen anyone as beautiful as she was. Then 
when I saw how she carried herself, the poise and confidence, I was captivated. When she spoke, I 
couldn’t breathe. I did not even want to blink.” 

“Do you always just fall for confident women?” Mockery touched Master Andre’s voice, but 
only a little.  



 

“No.” I pulled my blonde ponytail over my shoulder and twisted the hair in one finger 
nervously. “I’m usually the girl being chased, so I take my time. This – this is different. I wish I 
knew the right words to explain it. It was as if every part of her said ‘control’ and I wanted that 
control to fall over me.” 

The frown disappeared into a smile and when he spoke the hint of mockery was gone as 
well. “I’m not usually the love-at-first-sight type myself, but I can work with this. I am very 
demanding, though. While you’re training, you will be nude in my presence the entire time. Stacy 
tells me you don’t like men and I will respect that. I will not touch you, but while I am training you, 
your body will be mine to gaze upon as I wish. You will stand the way I tell you to stand, walk the 
way I tell you to walk and kneel the way I tell you to kneel.  

“This is not a fast process to train you. You’re not talking about a two-week exercise. The 
faster you let the discipline into your being and own your submission, the faster you will learn, but 
expect it to still take time. Patience is part of discipline. So is overcoming fear. The only time you 
should have fear is if your dominant wants to feel fear from you. If you start to panic, thinking 
you’ll miss your chance to offer yourself, I cannot do anything with you.” 

He paused and I understood he was waiting for some acknowledgement from me.  

“I understand,” I said.  

Master Andre sat forward. “You will also dress the way I tell you to dress when we go to the 
club. You will behave the way I tell you to behave. That includes if Mistress Kal takes notice of you. 
My training collar is recognised, so she will not think you’re owned. Training and ownership are 
not the same thing. Now, I need to know your limits, so I know what things not to train you in.” 

“I’m not sure of my limits yet.” That felt very true to me. I had not had enough of a chance to 
explore, to know what things I would like and not like.  

“So if Mistress Kal told you to walk naked through her front yard and down the street, 
would you do it?” Master Andre asked.  

I blinked my eyes. “She wouldn’t ask me to do that. I could get arrested.” 

He shook his head. “You have to think about these things. Mistress Kal would not ask, but 
I’ve met dominants that would ask worse things of their submissives. Your limits are not what you 
do and do not trust her to do. They are simply the things you would not do. Your limits are a 
display of your personal power, the part you retain. When you present your limits to a dominant, 
you show that you are aware of what it is you are handing over for that person to control. It makes 
you enticing and interesting. No one wants a submissive to just roll over to every command, no 
matter how harmful or debase.” 

“I should make a list then,” I said. 

Master Andre smiled and nodded. “A list would be good. I have a list of the most common 
types of submission, fetishes, and kinks. You can select things by interest, soft limit and hard limit. 
You can add items to it if you think of them too. As we continue training, you can adjust the list as 
you learn a new limit. Be sure to indicate the limits that can be pushed as well. In your training, I 
will not be doing anything like that. I will not even being doing fetish play with you. Everything 
that I will be focused on will just be the basics of your internal discipline.” 



 

We talked more about how my training would go. I was nervous, but talking through 
everything gave me a sense of what was coming, what was expected of me, and what Master 
Andre’s criteria would be to determine when my training was complete.  

I was feeling hopeful about my prospects.  

 

********** 

 

“I had a brother, and when we were growing up, he was, troublesome to say the least. He 
was constantly in trouble, to the point that our parents finally acknowledged that they had two 
choices. They could wait for him to get into serious trouble, possibly finding himself in jail or 
worse. They could also send him to military school.  

They opted for the military school. They hated sending Josh away, but they feared it was the 
only way to keep him out of worse trouble. He had a terrible time with it at first, writing home 
frequently and sometimes calling, begging our parents to let him come home. In the middle of his 
first year, however, something finally clicked for him. When we went to see the ceremonies that 
marked the end of the school year, Josh was almost unrecognizable.  

He was polite, even to me. He was respectful and controlled. Once we left to go home for the 
summer, he even smiled. It was not the smile of someone planning trouble. It was the smile of 
someone happy to be back with his family. He told me about the drill sergeants, and how 
meticulous they were over every detail of clothing, of cleaning, of their stances. I was amazed by 
the transformation these men had brought about in my brother, who stayed out of trouble the 
entire summer and was eager to return to school that fall. 

He had fallen in love with the discipline, and so had I. That was when the first seeds that 
would lead me to BDSM were placed within me,” Master Andre explained. 

As I worked with Master Andre, I thought that even Josh’s drill sergeants would have 
recommended he pull back. He was far stricter of a disciplinarian that I had realised he would be. 
When I arrived for our sessions and stripped, he examined my body carefully, lifting each arm and 
breast. He used a comb to examine by scalp, parting each hair meticulously and examined my ass 
and my sex as well. This was the only time he touched me in that way and I understood very 
quickly that it was not a sexual touch.  

If he found a blemish, a cut, a scrape, or a bruise, I had to account for it. It was okay that it 
was there, so long as I knew why. Failure to give a reason resulted in my kneeling in a corner, 
reading passages from a book about common skin infections and the early signs of melanoma. I 
had entire paragraphs of the book memorized before I finally learned how to measure myself and 
take note of even the smallest things.  

I learned an intimate familiarity with my body that I had never experienced before. I also 
found myself more conscious about the care of it. I stopped leaving the house without sunscreen if 
I knew I would be in the sun for more than two hours. I started to only buy gentle soaps that were 
light on perfumes. I had to keep my sex shaved, and finally found a cream online that reduced 
bumps and redness in the skin afterward.  

It seemed a strange thing to have been part of my submissive training, until he had me 
watch a session between him and Stacy. They both enjoyed heavy impact play, and when they were 



 

finished, her skin was very red and sore along her ass and thighs. He soothed her gently with lotion 
and I listened as Stacy directed him to spots that did not seem bad at all, until I looked at them. I 
could see the slight breaking of skin, nothing more than a scrape that if left untreated could 
become painful later.  

He was teaching me, I understood, to be aware of my body’s responses. I would not just 
want it for aftercare. I would want it during play too, especially if Mistress Kal and I enjoyed 
impact or other types of play together. I would need to know right away if a strike was landing too 
heavy or if something was becoming too tight. This keen sense of my body would give me a better 
chance of spotting a problem and alerting my Mistress before it turned into something serious.  

It also helped to build the self-discipline that he wanted me to present to Mistress Kal. As I 
knew by body, I knew how to control myself. That control I would be able to give over to her, but I 
would have to retain some of it to ensure my obedience.  

I saw Mistress Kal frequently at Lifestyles. She and Master Andre would converse for a 
while, with Stacy and myself standing obediently on either side and behind him. If he sat, we 
would kneel at his feet. We never spoke unless spoken to. A dominant had to have his permission 
to speak to us. If we saw another submissive we wanted to talk to, we had to ask his permission 
first.  

Somehow, Mistress Kal learned of my interest in her. I did not know if it was overheard or if 
Master Andre had mentioned it to her. Her demeanour around me remained cool and aloof. I 
could see her interest, but it was only slight and never spoken. Her submissives, I learned, were for 
the stage only. They did not submit to her outside of their fetish shows or the occasional client 
session. She was not in the market for more of them and it did not seem to occur to her that I was 
not looking for that at all.  

I decided to bide my time, however. When Master Andre felt I was ready, I knew that he 
would present me to her and my intentions would be known then. She would accept me, or she 
would not. As I began to grow through my training, learning the deeper aspects of submission and 
integrating Master Andre’s form of discipline into my being, I felt less panic about the prospect of 
being turned away.  

If Mistress Kal did not accept me, I would have the training and understanding of myself to 
find another dominant. I would be as pleasing to her as I wanted to be to Mistress Kal.  

Training seemed like a long road and over time, I found myself doing more than learning. I 
began to revel in my submission. When Master Andre gave me an order, I did not obey only 
because I was supposed to. I found myself obeying because I felt the rush through my body of his 
command. When he ordered me to my knees, I felt the flush as I moved to them. If he ordered me 
to crawl, I savoured the feeling of the floor under my hands.  

I understood the change that had taken place in Josh during his first year in military school. 
The sense of discipline that Master Andre had instilled in me mingled with my own desire to 
submit. It created in me a lust that could only be fulfilled when a command was given and I 
obeyed.  

Master Andre bade me to look up at him and from my position, knelt on the floor; I did so.  

“I think it is time.” 

 



 

********** 

 

The club was full of people tonight and I was nervous. I wore a thick shawl that covered my 
back and my breasts, trailing down my thighs to stop just above the knee. At my neck, I wore my 
training collar with a leash attached to it. Under the shawl, I wore nothing save the open-toe heels 
on my feet. I felt the tug of the leash at my collar and followed Master Andre and Stacy as they led 
me through the throng of people, none of whom paid attention to me. I was just another 
submissive on a leash tonight.  

It was nothing unusual in Lifestyles. 

We made our way to the bar, where Master Andre bowed respectfully to Mistress Kal as she 
sat at a small table, her drink in hand. She gave him a smile, as she looked his entourage over.  

“I have something to present to you, if it pleases you Mistress. A submissive wishes to 
petition to enter your service,” Master Andre said.  

I kept my eyes turned down so that I would not meet her gaze and show disrespect. I could 
still feel her own on me, though, and my body burned with desire. I did not want to shift or hide 
from that gaze. I only wanted to please and blossom.  

“All this time and she still wants to enter my service?” Mistress Kal’s voice held curiosity. 
That held hope for me. “Very well. Bring her to my private room upstairs. We shall see what your 
student has learned about submission.” 

I swallowed hard but did not move. I did not dare to show my hope yet. I waited to feel the 
gentle tug on my collar and followed Master Andre as Mistress Kal led us up the stairs to the 
narrow balcony that overlooked the club floor. Here five doors were arranged along the wall, each 
leading to a small, private room for patrons to enjoy play. One of these rooms was reserved 
exclusively for Mistress Kal and her clients at all times. It was to this one, a door situated where the 
balcony turned a corner, that she led us.  

This room was larger than the other playrooms. A bondage table, a bondage horse, an X-
shaped cross and a small cabinet served as the main furnishings here. Stacy brought chairs and 
cushions for Mistress Kal and Master Andre. She waited for Master Andre to sit before taking a 
seat at his feet. I remained standing, my eyes turned down. This was not my day to sit. I had to 
present myself.  

Like the rest of the club, the walls here were lined in black velvet. A few floggers and other 
impact tools hung on hooks in various locations. I thought they might be for the look, not for 
shows.  

Mistress Kal moved to the cabinet and pulled items out of it before sitting in her chair. I 
waited for a command to be given to me, from either Mistress Kal or Master Andre.  

“So, this submissive wishes to enter my service? I still have no need for another stage 
submissive. What does she offer to me?” Mistress Kal asked. Her voice was cool, but I still heard 
the curiosity there.  

“She wishes to offer herself to you, Mistress Kal. She is new and requested that I train her, 
to help her understand the basics of submission, so that she would be ready to petition one as 
experienced as yourself,” Master Andre said.  



 

Mistress Kal uttered a deep laugh and my heart beat faster. “You don’t think flattering me is 
going to give her an advantage, do you?” 

“No, Mistress. A man’s flattery means no more to you than it does to her.” 

Mistress Kal was silent and I could feel her eyes on me, measuring me. I wondered what she 
saw standing before her. Was I just a pretty girl, or was I potential? I resolved that I would strive to 
be the latter. “Very well. Remove your training collar and present her. I will see if she is pleasing.” 

At Master Andre’s urging, Stacy stood. She removed the collar and handed it to her Master. 
I felt strange without the leather collar around my neck. Stacy removed the shawl and the belt that 
held it closed, revealing my body to Mistress Kal. I was nude before her, but without the collar, I 
felt naked and bare.  

“You are lovely.” Mistress Kal stood and walked up to me. I could feel the weight of her gaze 
on my body. She touched me and I withheld the gasp. Her hands were electric as she lifted my arm 
to examine my skin and inspect my body. She tested the firmness of my skin and the measure of fat 
and muscle beneath it. I was slender and I hoped that I was not too thin.  

She brought her hands to my waist and hips, tracing the curve of my body before gesturing 
for me to open my legs. With her fingers, she parted my sex to examine me. I had shaved earlier 
this afternoon, careful not to leave any blemish or mark. I wanted to be perfect for her. Her fingers 
were soft as she moved through each fold of skin, pulling and moving it, checking each part of me 
carefully. I felt her push up the top of my sex and cool air touched my clitoris. I could feel her 
breath there as well, as she examined me, and my body yearned for a deeper touch from her. That 
yearning twisted through my body, threatening to spill over into a more passionate expression. As 
her fingers moved to examine the opening of my sex, I closed my eyes and focused my breathing, 
fighting with all of the discipline that Master Andre had taught me to control myself, and not let 
the orgasm that wanted to come through.  

When she finished, she stood and placed her hand under my chin, lifting it slightly. She 
brought a finger to my cheek and lifted a tear she found there.  

“Do you not like inspection? You should have said something. I would have stopped.” 
Mistress Kal’s voice held concern above reproach.  

“It is not that, Mistress.” My face burned with embarrassment to have to admit what had 
actually drawn the tears from my eyes.  

“I cannot read your mind. What happened? Did I hurt you?” 

I took in a deep breath and let it out slowly, calming myself so that my voice would not 
shake in my nervousness. “I was controlling myself so that I,” I paused and took another, shorter 
breath, “so that I would not cum while you were inspecting me.” 

Mistress Kal lowered her hand to my sex and touched me again. I did my best to stifle a gasp 
as her finger moved through the skin and pushed into me. Her touch was sensational and as my 
body began to give over to it, she withdrew her fingers, bringing them up once more. “Open your 
mouth.” 

I obeyed her and she placed her finger on my tongue so that I could taste my wetness and 
desire there. It was a rich, light flavour and I closed my lips around Mistress Kal’s finger to savour 
the taste.  



 

“Never be ashamed of what you taste there.” Mistress Kal pulled her finger out slowly and 
tilted my head up, so that I had to either close my eyes, or meet her gaze. “I do appreciate your self-
control, though. That was very good.” 

She dropped her hand and returned to her chair, picking up the items she laid there before 
sitting down again. I tilted my head down again and looked at the floor, waiting. I had done 
something to please her, and I felt buoyed by that, hopeful. She might accept me after all.  

“I would like to see your submissive position now.” Mistress Kal said.  

Careful to maintain my balance in my heels, I lowered myself to my knees, keeping them 
together, my buttocks resting on my heels. I brought my shoulders straight and my hands behind 
my back, crossing with the palms out. I brought my head even, but kept my eyes averted 
downward.  

“Do you have one for access?” Mistress Kal asked.  

I parted my knees so that my sex was revealed to her once more. I could feel her approval 
even before she spoke it and felt warm. She turned her attention to Master Andre and asked him 
questions about my training. I heard the rustle of paper and watched as Stacy brought my list of 
limits and interests to Mistress Kal. When Stacy returned to Master Andre’s feet, I focused on my 
breathing, keeping it steady and calm.  

“You have been very thorough,” Mistress Kal said at last. I watched her lay the piece of 
paper on the floor beneath her chair. “On your hands and knees, I want you to crawl to me.” 

I did as Mistress Kal commanded me. The floor under my hands was rough and stiff, 
designed to keep people from slipping in a room that could see vigorous activity. I stopped when I 
was at her feet and sat back into my position, keeping my legs open for her, when she commanded 
me to do so. She brought the toe of her boot between my legs and pushed against my sex. I let out a 
small sigh as the pressure excited me, drawing my pleasure to swell between my legs.  

As she pressed, she talked to Master Andre more, asking questions about my training. I did 
my best to control the pleasure that built and swelled, but found my breaking point. I trembled and 
with a gasp felt my orgasm push through my body. The conversation above me stopped and I felt 
all eyes on me now.  

“I see that I would need to work on some things with you still,” Mistress Kal said. “I did not 
order you to cum.” 

Mistress Kal stood and laid a black collar and leash on the seat. Leather tails dropped to her 
side and I saw in her hands the handle of the flogger, thick blown glass with exquisite patterns set 
into it. The end was rounded and bulbous, and my imagination worked furiously to imagine what 
the handle might be used for.  

“Kneel with your hands flat on the ground and your head resting on them. Bring your ass up 
into the air so that I do not have to bend to reach it.” Mistress Kal’s voice was steady and her 
command worked through my body, moving me into the position she wished for me with no 
hesitation.  

The leather snapped on the skin of my right buttock, sending a sharp pain through my body. 
I let out a small cry and she followed it with another snap and then two more on my left buttock. 
The sensation was sublime, moving through my senses as I accepted her punishment for my selfish 
desire to feel the completion of her teasing.  



 

“Do you want me to make you cum?” Mistress Kal bent over and asked, her hair touching 
the small of my back and sending shivers up my spine.  

“Yes Mistress, please,” I responded.  

The round, cool tip of the flogger’s handle touched my sex and she pushed it into me in slow 
motions. I moaned to feel it working along my wetness, the bumps of the intricate design exciting 
me as she pulled it back and pushed it in again. She pressed downward across that spot inside of 
me and my moan grew louder. I could not contain it or the pleasure that swirled from her 
ministrations. The orgasm that built was deep, and when it pushed through my body, my fingers 
and toes tingled after it.  

She pulled the handle out of my body and bade me to sit up again. I did so and she sat down 
once more in her chair. At Mistress Kal’s request and Master Andre’s assent, Stacy came to take 
the flogger from her and clean it. I waited for Mistress Kal’s next command.  

“That was much better. You can learn, then. My boot is still wet from you.” She held it up 
and I could see my wetness still glistening on the leather. “Clean it.” 

I did not have to wonder what she meant. I leaned forward and brought my tongue to the 
leather, tasting the rich, dark flavour, my face burning to be licking her boot even as everything 
inside me stirred at the deeper command that she had given to me. I was not just a tool for her to 
act on, but also a servant now, seeing to her needs. I licked and kissed the toe of the boot, until the 
wetness there dried.  

Mistress Kal parted her legs to reveal her sex to me, shaved and as beautiful as her face, her 
eyes and her hair. My lust welled up through my body as she pushed forward to the edge of her 
chair, opening herself to me, but I held myself still.  

“Must I give every command?” Mistress Kal’s voice was both commanding and teasing. I let 
out a light moan. “Is it not obvious when your Mistress has made herself available to be 
pleasured?” 

Your Mistress. The words echoed through my mind and I leaned forward again to her sex, 
bringing my lips there to kiss gently and lovingly before pushing my tongue through the folds of 
skin. I wanted to savour the taste of her and the feeling of her skin under my tongue. I explored 
each fold slowly, letting the thought, my Mistress, spin through my mind. She took my ponytail in 
her hand and pulled gently as I continued to learn about her body and discover her flavour.  

She grasped hold of my ponytail and pushed me into her. I understood the wordless order. 
She was in control. I wrapped my lips around her sex, bringing my tongue to her clitoris to flick 
and circle as I sucked gently over it. She let out a deep moan and her body trembled. As she still 
held my head tight against her, I lowered my mouth to the opening of her sex, to taste her pleasure 
and take it into myself.  

My Mistress’ pleasure tasted so very nice.  

When I finished, she pulled me away gently and I could feel her approval in her gaze. She 
brought around the black collar to show it to me. I could see now a white rose sewn into the 
leather, beneath the ring.  

“This is my collar of consideration. It signifies that you and I are exploring your submission 
further. Do you accept it?” Mistress Kal asked.  



 

“Yes, Mistress, with all my heart I accept it.” I could not contain the excitement in my voice. 
She opened the collar and fitted it around my neck, measuring it carefully before buckling it.  

She took the leash in hand and the tug on my new collar directed me where to go to sit at 
her side. I did so and she brought her hand to my head, pulling it to rest on her thigh. I did so, with 
a sigh of contentment.  

“You have done well training this one,” Mistress Kal said to Master Andre. “She is obedient 
and pleasing. Thank you for presenting her to me.” 

“Thank you for doing us both the honour of accepting her submission.” 

Mistress Kal stroked my hair softly. I wanted to purr under her touch. “You’re welcome. If 
you do not mind, I would like some time alone with my new submissive to get to know her a little 
better.” 

Master Andre stood and gestured for Stacy to stand as well. She gave me a smile as she 
obeyed him. “As you wish.” 

He walked out, with Stacy following behind him, closing the door as they left.  

Mistress Kal placed her finger under my chin and turned my face up to her. “You and I have 
a lot to discuss and then there will be pleasures to be had. I am very eager to explore how you 
submit to my control.” 

My mind spun and my heart leapt. I looked forward to her control as well.  

  



 

RED. 
 

uby,” her father shouted as he entered their large house in the center of the village. The 
front door banged shut behind him, setting the house to shaking. It dwarfed all other 
residences and shops except for the mayoral palace across the square. Dropping the 

cup of morning tea she clutched, the warm liquid splashed over the edge and the china bounced 
once on the thick woven carpet before breaking as it landed on the stone floor beside the fireplace. 
She cursed low under her breath in a way no lady, daughter of the town’s judge or not, ever should. 
Blushing, she laughed low. If only her father knew. 

His heavy footsteps echoed up the stairs to her suite of rooms. She stood quickly, ignoring 
the shattered cup, and grabbed her morning gown hanging off her dressing screen. Easing her pale 
shoulders inside and lifting her loose blonde waves, she turned in time to the pounding of his fist 
on her door. 

“Coming,” she sung as she rushed to the thick wooden door and opened it before he had the 
chance to knock again. It was always best not to irritate him this early in the morning. He had a 
nasty temper, made particularly ugly by a night up late drinking at the tavern with the mayor and 
justice officer. 

She opened the door on a round, squat man, resembling far more a toad than the most 
powerful man in the village. His ruddy cheeks and red nose were highlighted by a pale complexion. 
His suit, however, was clean and pressed, his shoes shined, his thinning hair combed demurely 
back. Not for the first time, she was pleased that she took after her mother, may she rest in peace. 
Ruby’s eyes flicked toward the dressing table where a sepia-tinted portrait of her mother sat in 
memoriam.  

Turning her attention back to her father, she noticed he had followed her gaze to the tiny 
frame. Though she couldn’t be sure, she thought she saw a tear slip from the corner of his eye and 
track down his cheek before he wiped it away with a stubby finger.  

“Father?” she whispered, moved by this rare sign of love. 

“She was my mate,” he mumbled, catching her eye. For a split second all the pain of her 
mother’s loss was echoed in the depths of his brown, rummy eyes. She stepped back in shock, the 
pain palatable. And then the moment was gone. His gaze focused and hardened on her, casting his 
stare down and up her body. Taking her in, measuring her, nodding as he found her agreeable. 

“You are far too old to be unmarried, Ruby. It is a sad affair, deplorable.” She balked at the 
statement. Not it’s truth, she agreed with him about her age, but about his disgust at her lack of 
suitors. As though it was her fault no men came to the house to court her. She was a beautiful 
young woman, everyone said so. Well-mannered and above reproach. The darling of the village, as 
one older woman had put it.  

“I have been too lax in arranging your marriage. But, fear not lass, I have a solution.” Now, 
she frowned. Little did he know that she had already remedied the situation. A man her father 
would not approve of, not immediately, at least. A man unmoved by her father’s position and 
anger. A man she loved, a fact she believed would eventually turn her father to her way of thinking. 
It was only a matter of time before he worked up the nerve to ask her father for her hand. They 
were, after all, mates. She felt it in her soul. 



 

“The mayor’s son, Jack, has just returned from university.” 

Ruby collapsed to the floor in a half-faint. Shaking her head, she pulled away from her 
father’s offered hand. “Jack?” She remembered him, though it had been five years. Tall, dark and 
handsome. His eyes were like coal, black and unemotional. His dark brown hair hung on his 
shoulders, curling at his nape. The first night she’d changed, he had been there with the rest of the 
pack, had watched her hungrily as she screamed out the pain of snapping bones and torn muscle. 
And then, when she had lunged for him, her eyes flashing fear and praying for help, he hadn’t even 
the decency to catch her, hold her, soothe her. He had laughed and pushed her away. 

Her father must have read the lack of joy in her face. He was nothing if not a fair judge of 
character, a reader of men and women’s souls. “He is one of us, Ruby. He is of pure blood. His 
father and I agree, it would be best to unite our families in this time of uncertainty.” 

He spoke of the turf war. Another pack of wolves, not from this territory, was invading the 
area, attacking the neighbouring villages, hiding in the woods, howling their battle cry every night. 
And yet, her father and the other leaders could not find them. Despite searching every den and 
thicket, there was no trace of these encroachers. Their blatant attacks on the neighbouring humans 
only incited the hunters’ anger. The approaching change hung as a noose around the necks of every 
local werewolf. The woods weren’t safe. Wolves weren’t safe. 

“But,” Ruby began, hesitating. She couldn’t marry Jack. 

“It has been arranged. He will be here tonight for dinner.” And despite her mouth hanging 
open in protest, her father turned and stomped back to his own rooms. 

She needed to tell Peter. 

After dressing quickly, Ruby stood in front of the dressing table, not in the mood to sit 
under her lady’s maid and endure the torture of having her hair done, she was plaiting it back in a 
long braid. Her bright, bluebird blue eyes sparkled in the light from the window. She peeked at the 
timepiece, her mother’s, chained to her bodice. Her father would be deep in his studies, reading 
through cases, and halfway through a bottle of whiskey by now. As long as she didn’t tiptoe across 
the creaky board outside the library, he would never know she left. Right now, that was as good as 
she could hope. 

She stopped in the kitchen before leaving. She lifted a basket out of the pantry and began to 
fill it with leftover food from last night’s fare and some fresh bread and fruit. It had just been her 
dining, her father had not returned before midnight. Donning her red riding cloak to protect 
against the wind picking up and the storm clouds rolling in, she slipped from her father’s house 
and disappeared into the woods.  

It took less than ten minutes to get to Peter’s family’s blacksmith shop on the edge of the 
village. The walk made all the quicker because she kept off the winding road and trudged through 
the woods. His father was hard at work in the shop next to the stable. Smoke tendrils rose like 
dancing snakes from the chimney, the sound of clashing metal and sizzling water echoed from the 
dark interior. Sidling around the shop, she picked up a handful of rocks and tossed them at Peter’s 
window. Three clinks and his face appeared behind the dirty pane, smiled, and then disappeared 
again. Ruby backed to the forest’s edge and waited. He erupted from the house in a rush, his rifle 
balanced over his shoulder, a thick wool cape under an arm.  

Ruby greeted him with a kiss. With their hands full, they leaned across the distance and 
pressed their lips together. The friction set her body aflame. Her cheeks grew warm, her eyes 



 

heavy, her stomach fluttered empty and her knees wobbled. The tip of his tongue darted out and 
stroked a heated path across her lips. She opened under him, suddenly panting. Peter pulled away. 

“Your grandmother’s house?” he asked. A wink and nudge, she was nodding in agreement 
as she fought to control the desire that coursed in her veins.  

 The path to her grandmother’s house, god rest her soul, was nothing more than a dirt 
trail through the woods. Here long before the rest of the village had settled, the house stood alone 
in the densest part of the forest. It was said to be sacred, untouched. As such, the house had yet to 
be cleaned out, her granny’s furniture still right where she left it the day she passed away. It had 
become a sanctuary for her and Peter. A secret place just for them. 

He jiggled the lock, a copy of the key around both their necks. They stepped in together, 
Ruby breathing deep of the interior, which still smelled of her grandmother’s lavender tea, yeasty 
bread and decades of sugar cookies. Peter moved toward the fireplace, stoking a small flame 
quickly. With that done, both sat cross-legged on the deerskin before the fire, the basket open 
between them. 

“Are you hungry?” Peter asked first. His hand hovered over the basket. 

“I’m starving.” But she raised her eyes to his and catching him in her blue gaze, held him 
mesmerized as she licked her lips suggestively. She was very hungry, just not for food alone. It had 
been a few weeks since they’d managed to get away and she craved his body.  

He shivered in response, his hand trembling with sudden need. 

Her gaze dropped to basket. Leaning forward she peeked inside, drawing his gaze with her. 
A red ripe pomegranate sat perched in one corner, a droplet of dew sliding down its pink blushed 
side. She reached for it. Hefting it high between them, she nodded at the basket and he pushed it 
aside. Ruby laid the pomegranate down, cracking it with a surprisingly powerful punch along its 
middle seam. The fruit split, revealing the pale pink, almost white, inner flesh and the little seeds 
of crimson juice. With nimble fingers, she plucked a seed and popped it into her mouth. Bursting 
with tangy nectar, she sighed as the juice covered her tongue and slid down her throat. 

Peter’s breathing was harsh and ragged. His lids heavy. He couldn’t pull his eyes from her. 
She took another seed in her mouth. Planting her hands on her knees, she rocked forward and 
pressed a kiss to his plump lips. As she did, she bit into the fruit and opened her mouth. She 
rocked back. Running his tongue over his lips, he tasted the pomegranate. And whimpered. 

Seed by seed, she teased him with tangy sweet kisses. His lips and chin were stained with 
the crimson juice. Opening her mouth she welcomed his tongue, bathing his in more of the nectar, 
swirling seeds into his mouth, then back to hers with her own tongue. As she did, her hunger grew. 

Pushing his shoulders to the deerskin, she straddled Peter. His cock was half-erect, 
straining at his linen pants. Wiggling atop him, she pushed her little, sensitive bundle of nerves 
against the bulge of his cock. Her head fell back, her hair swinging free. Her heartbeat thundered 
in her chest. A low keening moan erupted from her throat. Still both dressed; she was already on 
the verge of a small climax. 

But, not yet. She still had so much planned. She froze her movements and looked down into 
the basket. A jar of sugared figs caught her attention. Lifting the tin and unscrewing the cap, she 
raised the sweets to her nose and inhaled. She loved sugared figs. 



 

“Sugared fig, my love?” She tilted the sweets toward him. Nodding eagerly, she smiled down 
at him. Popping a fig between her teeth, she crouched over him, drawing the sweetened fruit across 
his forehead and down the line of his strong nose. Over his lips and across his chin, then down his 
throat and over his Adam’s apple. Back up, she offered him the fruit from her mouth. He sucked 
the fruit, chewed, and then swallowed while she retraced her path with the flat of her tongue. 
Tasting him, the sugar and fruit, as one was the most provocative thing she had ever done. 
Delicious! Even the salt of his skin added a heavenly potency to the act. 

“I want more. Take off your shirt.” 

Peter obeyed Ruby, as eager to feel her flesh against his, as she was to feel him. She took 
another fig and swept it back and forth across his work-strong chest and lower, to graze his toned 
stomach. Nibbling as she licked, she spent an inordinate amount of time on his nipples, laving 
them until they peaked. She marked each with a playful bite, careful not to puncture his skin, just 
enough to torment and tease. 

His eyes were closed, his hands fisted in the soft fur of the deerskin. Deep groans vibrated 
through his chest with each lick of her tongue over his sensitive skin. Sitting up, she watched him, 
more than pleased with herself. 

One of his eyes cracked open, peeking up at her. “My turn.” His lips twisted up saucily, a 
dangerous and erotic promise etched into them. She shook in excitement. Helping her off of him 
and sitting beside him, he untied the whalebone lined stays of her bodice. As it loosened, the front 
gaped open displaying her heaving bosom to his eyes as he hunched over her shoulders in 
concentration. Ruby fought the urge to pull up the sagging bodice. She wanted him to look. 

Easing the dense fabric dress down her body, revealing every curvy inch of her pale flesh, he 
worked diligently until she was finally bared to him. 

“What else do you have in that magic basket of yours?” 

“Look and see.” 

He did. Finding a covered dish of seared olives in their own oil, he gave a short whoop of 
joy. “Now its my turn to touch,” he warned as he shoved Ruby gently back to the deerskin, taking 
his place.  

Her eyes grew wide, her smile beaming as she read his intent in his stare. Drizzling the oil 
across her chest, down her stomach, and into the thicket of her nether curls, he fingered an olive, 
placing one in the valley of her breasts and another in her navel. Then, with slow laps, he licked the 
oil from her skin, spreading warmth and heat everywhere he moved. He rolled the olive around her 
heaving chest. It tickled and she fought the need to laugh. 

Clasping the seared olive in his teeth lightly, he swirled the olive in some more of its oil 
before dabbing it to each of her nipples. A thick droplet of oil sat perched on each of her peaks. 
Biting through the olive, he opened his mouth and allowed the juice to coat his chin and cascade 
down to her flesh. Eating had never been so thrilling. He ignored licking the drops from her 
nipples, leaving them to tease her with each breath of wind through the old house. 

Following suit, he licked and nibbled his way across her stomach, once again using the olive 
from her navel to add to the sensations before splitting its flesh and dribbling its juice over her 
skin to tease her nerves with the breeze.  



 

Ruby was panting by the time his head slipped between her legs. Fingers spread her petals 
wide. His tongue stroked up and over her exposed seam, the olive oil mixing with her natural 
nectar, slickening her skin. The end of each lick nudging her sensitive bundle. She yearned for his 
touch there. She begged him, hands tangled in his hair, pulling him tighter to her. Peter lowered 
his head at her request and bumped his nose into her bundle. The shockwave of pressure sent her 
reeling. A finger eased through the combined slickness and rotated. A blinding flash of light flared 
behind her eyes. A second finger, then a third slipped inside her. Curving up, Peter tapped the wall 
of her sheath as his tongue finally swirled around her clit. Her nerves burst into flame and she 
ground herself against his face, overwhelmed, oblivious, acting only on instinct. 

Long seconds passed, her skin vibrating and her sheath pulsing. 

Peter lay beside her, cuddled her close in his arms. “I really like olives.” 

Laughing, he helped her to stand on her shaky limbs and eased her into the bed. There, they 
kissed and petted, growing more fevered as time passed. Finally, she rose up, straddling his thighs 
and taking his cock between her legs, she rocked them both to paradise.  

Again, they found themselves ensconced in the bed, savouring their time together. Slipping 
to the bathroom, she refreshed herself. Before returning to the bed, though, she retrieved the final 
food from the basket; a jar of honeyed pear and ginger preserves. Homemade, just for her. It was 
her favourite on toast. Now she had more plans for it. 

Peter was dozing. His breathing even, his cock still wet from their recent tryst. She eyed his 
staff. His size amazed her. Long and wide, thick at the base and tapering at the end, a mushroom 
head hidden beneath soft skin. She had never before tasted him there. Stroked him with her hands, 
yes, brought him to climax with her mouth, no. Considering how wonderful she’d felt with his 
mouth on her, she now considered the potential. 

Seizing the base of his cock in her hand, she stroked him as he’d taught her, watching his 
face. Exhausted, he continued to sleep. Good. She tightened her fist on his cock, wakening his 
erection, if not his body. Then, when he was fully engorged, she tilted her jar of preserves over his 
cock and let the sweet jelly coat him. Still, he slept on. Lowering her head, she began at the holder 
of his seed, sucking them deep into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the pebbled skin, licking 
her preserves from him cleanly. The taste of his muck and brine only amplifying the sweetness of 
the jelly and the spiciness of the ginger. Rolling the sacs in her mouth, she wondered why she’d 
never done this before. Smelling him so close turned her on like nothing else.  

Once she was satisfied he was tidy enough, she peeked up over his hips. Though his eyes 
remained closed, she knew he was faking now. The red spots high on his cheeks and his erratic 
breathing gave him away. She smiled, knowing he couldn’t see her and knowing whatever she did 
next would come as a surprise, too. 

Kissing the tip of his cock’s head, she exhaled her breath over his skin. His cock twitched. 
She grinned. Excellent. Opening wide, she slipped her mouth fully over his shaft. 

“Oh, Ruby…” 

Peter gave up his pretend sleep. His eyes sprung open and he leaned up on his elbows to 
watch her take him deep. He filled her mouth, her tongue doing its best to lick him everywhere she 
could reach. His taste, his flavour excited her more and urged her on. She sucked him hard, 
bobbing up and down his cock, her hair tickling his inner thighs. Unable to take him fully, she 
finally pulled off of him. Then, with all the intentions of cleanliness, she lapped and nibbled the 



 

length and width of his staff, until Peter was moaning in agony. She stopped, afraid, in her 
eagerness, that she might have hurt him.  

“No! I’m not done yet,” he whispered hoarsely. Sitting up, he grabbed her and flipped her to 
her stomach. Yes, the animal inside her howled. He moved behind her and settled across her back. 
Letting go, she relaxed and prayed he’d make it good. She felt safe with Peter, her love steady and 
true. 

She was floating on clouds when at last she gathered herself. Swinging her legs to the floor, 
she sat up, and then stood. She retrieved her gown from the rocking chair in the corner and draped 
it half-heartedly over her naked flesh. Peter’s sigh made her smile. Turning, her hands gripping the 
bodice, she padded back over to him and spun about. 

“Tie me up?” She looked over her pale shoulder at him. The bed sheets were rumpled across 
his hips, a fine sheen of sweat making his skin glisten. He nodded, doing so with a great deal of 
focus on touching and caressing her slender backside and not so much interest on making sure her 
stays were straight and the ties tight enough. Ruby didn’t care. It felt too good. 

Finally, she moved away, too scared she would leap right into the bed with him again. She 
checked her timepiece, the light outside the windows offering nothing but a false sense of time 
with the thick canopy keeping the house in perpetual dimness, and was surprised at the time. 

She had to go. Saying as much to Peter, she left him to dress on his own and moved to leave, 
a kiss on her lips ready to toss back at him in parting. 

“The basket?” He said as she reached the knob. Turning she cast a hurried glance around 
the room. The basket was lying on its side next to the fireplace, what remained of the food spread 
out across the deerskin mat.  

“Oh, right. Thank you.” She stuffed what she could back inside, tossed the half-eaten loaf at 
him to take home, and blew him a saucy kiss before bolting into the forest. If she didn’t hurry, she 
was going to be late for dinner with her father and Jack and the last thing she wanted to explain to 
either was why she looked so disheveled. 

It was only once she stood at the edge of the woods, looking across the green toward the 
village center did she realise she hadn’t told Peter about Jack, the sole reason she’d been in such a 
rush to see him today. She cursed loudly, startling a songbird in a nearby tree. Oh, well, she 
thought, her hand stroking down her chest and across the plain of her stomach, the afternoon had 
still been worth it. 

 

********** 

 

Her lady’s maid grumbled as she ran the comb through Ruby’s long blonde locks. Ruby 
wasn’t feeling so thrilled about the maid either. She was biting her bottom lip to keep from 
screaming and striking out with her nails to punish the woman, the way she was so intent upon 
punishing Ruby. 

“Miss, what is this? Honey? How did--” 



 

“Quiet, please, Mary.” Ruby admonished the young woman. It was a question she was 
definitely not in the mood to answer, especially to a servant. Mary caught Ruby’s eyes in the mirror 
and bowed slightly, her focus shifting back to the mess of Ruby’s hair. 

Down below, she heard Jack announce his entrance and her father’s bellowing welcome. 
The men were already ensconced in the parlor, awaiting her or dinner, whichever appeared first. 
Although it was probably her imagination, she could almost believe she smelled the Cognac 
flowing quick and fast in their glasses and down their throats. 

At long last, Mary finished, just giving up and winding her hair up into a loose bun, the 
honey-sticky hair tucked underneath, tendrils pulled free to frame her face and tickle the nape of 
her neck with each soft breath. Ruby chose her simplest dinner gown, dark red muslin unadorned 
except for an ivory bit of lace at the waist and hem. Knowing her father would be displeased, but 
hoping Jack would take the subtle hint and wonder about her suitability as a proper wife. 

She cleared her throat as she stood on the threshold of the parlor. “Gentlemen.” Her voice 
was toneless, pleasant, but not unduly thrilled. Another hint of her duress and unsuitability. The 
insult glanced off her father, from his glassy eyes and crimson nose, he was already half-off his 
rocker, but struck a tiny chord with Jack. Not nearly as drunk as her father, in fact he seemed 
barely intoxicated, his dark eyes flashed at her tone and the very edge of his lip twitched up. Good. 
He wasn’t as dense as most men. 

“Dinner is served.”  

The butler was a stout old man. He grumbled the announcement, and then retreated. Her 
father laughed at the retreating figure, shoving himself to his feet and lifting his glass, followed the 
amber liquid to the dining room. Jack offered his hand to Ruby and then tucking atop his elbow, 
helped her to the meal. She took the seat to his right, her father across from her. As was custom, 
Jack, their guest, took the seat at the head of the table. 

A cold soup was served. She sipped sloppily, savouring the heavily spiced roux-based 
appetizer. Beside her and across from her the men took the required five sips to appear pleased, 
and then both dropped their spoons and turned to talk of the village. She grinned around her 
spoon. Her quick stop at the kitchen upon her return to the house to suggest the soup was the best 
idea she’d had all day. As woman of the house, it had been her prerogative to plan the meal. And 
the cook was very sympathetic, having been forced to marry herself. 

The next course was decidedly better and more suited to the men’s tastes, talk ceased once 
again. After they had cleared their dishes, conversation once again returned. This time she became 
the topic, though neither deigned to speak to her. 

“How long has she been without her mother’s influence?” 

“Nine years. My mate died in childbirth to her sister.” 

“Who was her governess?” 

“A Madam Wilks, a widowed matron from the village green.” 

“And when did she take over the household duties” Jack asked, looking around at the dining 
room’s decor, judging her skills as such based on a room her father and she rarely dined in. 

“Since her mother’s death.” Jack look bewildered at that and Ruby hid a smirk behind her 
closed hand. So he has no idea of my age, she thought. She had indeed been young, but a lass of 



 

sixteen was still able to know her duties when raised the first sixteen years by a mother such as 
hers.  

“And her dowry?” 

At this, her father coughed. “Ten thousand gold pieces, family ties to the local pack, and heir 
to my property.” Ruby looked at him like a deer trapped, taken completely by surprise. That was a 
small fortune. How much did he want to be rid of her? 

By the end of the meal, the conversation at last included her, her father encouraging her to 
ask Jack questions about himself, university, his future prospects, etc. Not traditional, but she 
understood where her father was coming from. This was his attempt at reconciliation. Too little, 
too late but she seized upon the oppourtunity. Jack seemed a little less pleased at the turn of the 
tables.  

“You were at university?” she began. He nodded. “What were your studies?” 

“History and politics.” Sitting taller, he preened proudly. 

“So you are seeking a government position?”  

“Perhaps. But I was thinking closer to home. A local position.” 

She frowned. She didn’t know of any open positions. Both her father and his were still men 
in their prime. “Is there an opening?” 

“There will be.” His tone was suddenly brusque and his eyes narrowed on her. 

“Is your father considering retirement? So soon?” 

Jack paused and ducked his head. “Not soon enough,” he mumbled, hiding the words under 
a false cough. Her father didn’t notice, but she did. He cleared his throat. “It has been discussed.” 

Confident in her hearing, she nettled him again, a bit of panic driving her. “By whom? My 
father,” she looked over at the man swaying gently in his seat, “hasn’t mentioned anything. I am 
sure he would have been part of the discussion.” 

“Men do not gossip, my dear Ruby. Those who need to know, know.” 

“Ah,” she chuckled low. “Touché.” 

“The older order is not always the best to make decisions important to the future.” 

She winced at his mention of the “old order” having heard her father refer to him and his 
drinking buddies the same way. “Then who is the best?” 

Jack shrugged, his smile anything but warmth and open. 

Turning the conversation to lighter talk, she asked about his friends at university, about his 
likes and dislikes. And though he opened up a bit more, she had a feeling he was giving her only 
part of the truth, enough to seem pleasant, but not a hint of who he really was.  

Once again, she remembered the night of her first change. Older, but no less kinder, Jack, 
she decided, hadn’t changed much at all. There was no way she was going to marry him. 

 

********** 



 

 

As the sun finally slipped below the horizon, Ruby closed her shutters. The moon already 
hung low and heavy in the west. It glowed orange with the final rays of the sun.  

Over and over, Jack’s words danced in her head. Was she imagining the sinister nature of 
his answers, the snide comment about the old order, or the way his gaze flicked repeatedly out 
towards the forest, a shadow of dark green rising far across the farmlands behind her home. Not to 
mention, his soft, almost non-existent smile when that lone wolf’s howl had risen toward the end 
of their dinner. 

He was keeping a secret. A dangerous secret, maybe not for her, but definitely for her father. 
She could feel it in her bones. And her father had no idea. Something was wrong. 

Reacting to instinct, she made a rash decision. Peter. Dressed in her nightgown, she didn’t 
waste time changing. She grabbed her red riding cloak, tucking her long hair beneath its 
voluminous hood, and left. The run to Peter’s house seemed to take forever. Twice, she stopped, 
sensing she was being followed, stalked, but each time she looked behind her, there was nothing. 
No one. 

Outside Peter’s house, she didn’t bother with the stones, this time shouting his name. His 
window was open and immediately he appeared, disheveled, but alert. 

“Quiet, Ruby, you’ll wake everyone!” His whispered shout was thick with sleep. She almost 
felt silly for waking him. But right then, the snap of a twig had her reeling about. A deep grey 
shadow shifted between two trees, the ghost of two yellow eyes burned into her mind. 

“Hurry,” she whimpered, her fear palatable. Peter was downstairs in seconds, pulling her 
into his arms. Immediately, she felt better. She felt safe. 

“What’s wrong?” He pushed her away a bit, his eyes searching her face, trying to figure out 
why she appeared so pale. Her bottom lip trembled, a sheen of sweat settled across her shoulder 
blades, a droplet traced between her breasts. Her blue eyes swam with unshed tears. 

“Let’s go to the house…” she tugged at his shirt. “Please?” He shrugged. She knew she’d 
won. Latching onto him, she allowed him to lead the way. Ten steps later, she realised he had 
forgotten his trusty rifle. Pulling him to a stop, she said, “Your rifle?” He dragged her back to the 
safety of the house, abandoning her for only a moment as he snuck back inside and retrieved his 
rifle. She took it from him, a first, and shook it. The ball bearings a welcome sound. Handing it 
back, Ruby allowed him once again to lead her to her grandmother’s house in deep, dark woods. 

They were within sight of the house when she first felt the stirring of the moon change sing 
in her blood. Her eyes sought the heavens above. The moon was a white globe, suspended like a 
lantern over the dark canopy of oak and ash. All around her the forest became alive with the smells 
of prey, wet foliage, and the ancient cling of her grandmother’s spirit. Her vision sharpened, 
turning the woods a stark contrast of dark and light. Movement drew her attention. Sounds from 
miles away assaulted her ears, rushing water, a whooping owl, the heartbeat of a rabbit, and 
underneath it all, the soft pad falls of large predators. Wolves. 

Her inner bitch growled. These weren’t the wolves of her own clan. 

“Hurry,” she begged Peter, yanking him into a full run for the house and shelter. Her legs 
burned with the need to change, her arms aching. A rib cracked, her spine twitched. The pain 
wracked her body. With all her might, she shoved the need down, swallowing it. She must hold off 



 

until it was safe. Until they were safe. Even with Peter’s rifle and her fangs, they couldn’t withstand 
the onslaught of a pack attack. No one could. 

With her hand on the doorknob, she heard more than felt the change in the predators, from 
chasing to stalking. Circling their position, the wolves chortled their plans to one another, shifting 
closer in spurts meant to scare and confuse. She hated to admit it, but it worked. For the first time 
in her life, she knew what it meant to be a rabbit.  

Ruby pulled open the door and shoved Peter through. She followed him, yanking the heavy 
wooden door closed loudly behind her. He was sprawled on his back on the floor, the rifle under 
him, and the whites of his eyes bright in the darkness. 

“What--?”  

Right then a large, sleek almost black wolf slammed against the door, its head rising to 
snarl, lips curled over sharp white canines shining through the window. Coal black eyes stared at 
her, hatred clear. Ruby screamed! A blood-curdling wail of despair. Peter shook, the smell of his 
fear making her nose wrinkle in distaste. Not that she blamed him.  

The other wolves moved in. One after another, they leaped at the windows, shoved at the 
door, and sniffed at the gaps between wall and floor. She heard them shuffle about the exterior of 
the house. Their scent was strong, the entire pack of wolves male. So, not a family pack. Her father 
had been wrong. This wasn’t a pack looking for new territory; this was a rogue pack of bachelors. 
Out for one thing and one thing only. The fight, blood, and victory.  

Peter wrapped his arms around her, hugging her close. She welcomed the embrace, leaning 
into him in turn. He shifted his rifle to his side, his eyes locked on the door, ready to defend her to 
the death if required. 

Under her skin, the moon change begged her to give in. The fear and excitement of the last 
few minutes weakened her resolve. She writhed in Peter’s arms, her flesh crawling, itching. She 
needed to do something to get her mind off the pull of the moon. 

Twisting her neck over her shoulder, she looked into the scared, but resolute, face of her 
true love. Her chosen mate. This may be their last night together. It was a sobering thought.  

“Start a fire. Wolves hate fire.”  

She knew it was a lie, but it got Peter moving. At least the fire would provide some warmth. 
Though the night was pleasant enough, the sweat clinging to her, caused shivers to wrack her body. 
While he was away, she quickly disrobed, her nightgown and cloak without those pesky back ties. 
It was a foolhardy idea. The moon change’s demand grew as she bared her skin to its glow. 

But she was willing to risk it for one more time. 

Peter turned back from the fireplace, fingers sooty, eyes no longer wide with fear, but 
dilated and focused on her naked body. His gaze trailed over her, finally rising to meet hers. 

“I need you tonight, Peter. I don’t want to die without feeling you inside me again.” 

He nodded solemnly, agreeing. Stripping off his clothes, he propped the rifle beside the 
fireplace and approached her. Not unlike the wolves baying at the door, his hungry stalk was 
predatory in nature, but his prey was already taken, already won. He was already a victor. Ruby 
spread her legs as he got near. The scent of her arousal tripled in the sway of the moon. She lay 



 

back, allowing him to set the pace. She prayed it would be fast and wild. She needed the animal in 
him tonight. 

His fists tightened on her ankles as he kneeled between her legs. He stroked up, cupping the 
back of her knees and lifting her legs over his shoulders. With her pelvis raised and angled, bared 
to him unashamedly, his fingers danced over her wet skin. He tested her readiness, finding her 
swollen and dripping with desire. One finger slipped between her folds, his thumb circling her 
bundle. She arched and moaned. 

“Too slow.” 

Even with the growling of hungry werewolves all around and death imminent, Peter found 
the time to grin at her statement, a wink making her laugh. He was a naughty boy, her love. 

His cock head pressed to her entrance, nudging her petals apart. With a deep breath, he 
surged forward, filling her in one long stroke, his sacs held tight against her ass. Withdrawing, he 
ignored her whimpers. Not from pain, but driven by the need to be filled and drove his cock home 
again. Over and over, he pounded his cock deep within her sheath. 

She pulsed around him, her inner muscles tightening on his length. A hand snaked down 
her body, her wrist atop her mound, her fingers plying her bundle with expertise. A twitch, a flick, 
a single pinch. Her pelvis bucked, her sheath spasming along his length, wrapping muscles snug 
around his width. Her moisture eased his way, urged him ever faster. She was close. 

Ruby’s breath struggled in her chest, her skin flushed; her veins pulsed with the echo of her 
heartbeat. Every sensation was doubled, her wolf close to the surface. He sped up, hips thrusting 
into her with a punishing rhythm. His large hands found her breasts and kneaded them. She lifted 
into the sensation, just letting go.  

The crashing wave of her orgasm seized her, taking overall control of her body, inside and 
out. She howled out her passion, the moon change no longer able to be denied. As Peter rocked 
within her, his eyes closed, seeking his own release, her body shifted under his hands.  

Muscles stretched, ligaments ripping apart, then re-stitching back together, altered. Wavy, 
plush, white blonde fur sprouted across her flesh. The bones in her arms and legs broke, 
shortened, shifted, and then healed. Her spine bent.  

Grunting and growling his own release, Peter stilled above her, his cock still buried deep, 
twitching as he erupted, coating her sheath in his heat. A long moment passed as she focused on 
his face. She knew the instant realisation dawned, his fear flared once again to life. But it was too 
late to warn him, to calm him. 

She yipped as the final shudders of the change overcame her. The pain, at this point in the 
morph, so overwhelming that she closed her eyes to shut out all else. She needed to control her 
breathing, to breathe through the agony. It was the only way. Finally, it eased. She was a wolf. 
Opening her eyes, she found Peter. Backed into a corner, the rifle raised to his shoulder, his 
forefinger vibrating on the trigger, he was a figure of shock.  

“Ruby?” His voice shook with the effort to speak. 

She sat on her haunches, lowering her head and tilting it at him sideways. She tried to smile, 
but instead, her flash of teeth made him whimper. She padded closer, watching as the rifle moved 
with her, and edged her muzzle under his other hand. A quick lick of his wrist in hope. A tense 



 

minute passed, neither breathing, then his fingers curled into her dense fur and he patted her 
between the eyes.  

“Ruby!”  

The shout made both jump, the rifle going off, the bullet grazing her shoulder. She spun 
around, howling. Teeth bared, hackles raised, her legs tensed to leap. The bullet struck the door 
with a dull thump, the sound echoed by a loud crack as the door finally gave way to the pounding 
of the predators. Another shove of a shoulder and Jack stood tall, naked and threatening in the 
threshold. His arm extended, hand fisted and one finger pointing accusingly at her and Peter. 

“My betrothed! My promised!” The words weren’t of undying love, but possession. 

In her wolf form, she couldn’t answer. Couldn’t deny him. So she did the one thing she 
could do. She attacked. In a split second, her teeth were buried in the soft flesh of his thigh, his 
metallic blood filling her mouth. He screeched, grabbing her scruff and tossing her across the 
room. She skidded on her paws, readying for another approach. Outside in the night, the other 
wolves, his pack, began to gather, drawn by the scent of fresh blood. Snarling and snapping 
erupted beyond the glow of the firelight. Large bodies jockeyed for position. 

Jack lifted a hard stare at her, vengeance clear in his eyes. In a blink, he was back in wolf 
form. A huge, hulking male wolf, at least twice her size. Ruby held her ground. If her and Peter 
were going to die, then she was going down fighting.  

The two wolves circled one another. Low, threatening growls communicated their mutual 
hatred. Neither noticed Peter stand and aim his rifle. An orange spark, the last thing Ruby saw 
before her head struck the wooden beams of the floor and her vision blurred. Sharp nails dug 
through the tender flesh of her stomach, teeth ripped at her shoulder, trying to reach her neck. The 
frothy foam of a crazed and rabid dog clung in globs of wetness on her fur.  

Another blast of thunder rocked through the small house. This time, the dark wolf atop her 
swung his head around and snapped at the sting of a bullet. Another blast, then a third. Her ears 
rung with the deafening racket. Jack forgot about her and lunged for Peter. 

Peter lifted his rifle in protection, swinging as if it were a club at Jack’s muzzle. He missed; 
fear a powerful motivator if not better aimer. Ruby blinked, fighting her concussion, trying to roll 
over and get her feet under her. Peter risked his life for her. She had to save him. 

But she was too late. Jack, with his dying blood-speckled breath, bit down hard on Peter’s 
arm, marking him. Peter yelled, kicking and swinging the alpha wolf off and away from him. Blood 
streamed down in rivulets, coating his sleeve, his hand, making his grip on the rifle tenuous. Still, 
he pushed her behind him as she rushed toward him shakily, and faced the roiling storm of the 
restless pack.  

Watching warily, Ruby saw the beta wolf enter the house, his head bowed, tail tucked, eyes 
looking anywhere but at them, and sniff his alpha. Dead. Jack was dead. He stood for a moment, 
staring at the lifeless body. Then, with a lift of his tail and a half-yip, he trotted back into the forest. 
One by one, the rest of the pack did the same, turning tail and running after sniffing Jack’s form. 
They were lost without their leader and this wasn’t their fight. 

When all were gone, Peter collapsed on shaky knees. Burying his face in Ruby’s pelt, he 
began to shake and cry. 

She understood. 



 

“Marry me?” he whispered when at last he could breathe normally, though his voice was 
harsh with raw pain and passing fear. 

She still couldn’t speak, but she leaned forward and licked his nose. Of course, she thought. 
I only hope father will offer you the same dowry. After all, and she glanced at the bite wound that 
was already healing, now you are one of us. Ruby licked his nose again. You saved the village and 
me. 

  



 

DEVOTION. 
 

o… Nervous… It wasn’t like me to be so damn nervous! I had been staring at myself in the 
mirror for at least thirty minutes but I just couldn’t get my feet to move forward. Sweat was 
starting to glisten on my forehead and while my normally unkempt chocolate hair was 

styled to look a bit more formal, I could see the normal, side-swept fringe starting to break free and 
form. In my eyes I could see the nerves, which meant that they would be able to see my nerves as 
well, without a doubt.  

Standing in a standard black tuxedo with a baby blue tie around my neck, I was supposed to 
be going to stand at the end of the aisle and wait for the love of my life to walk down to me so that 
we could say our vows. I had been in the bathroom, away from the eyes of everyone else, to make 
sure that I was prepared and that everything looked right for the pictures that would be snapped 
afterwards. I wanted them to be perfect for my partner. I was having an outside wedding, complete 
with beautiful dogwood trees for shade and trickling stream with a wooden bridge where our vows 
would be said. A picturesque countryside wonderland, or at least that’s what I was told the 
wedding theme was. 

Normally, I was the cheerful, upbeat type of guy and if anyone needed to be calmed, it 
would have been my partner, but when I saw myself in the mirror, it hit me how much this day 
really meant to me. When we first started our relationship all those years ago, it seemed like 
everything in the world was against us and we had even accepted the fact that we would probably 
never be able to get married. Then laws started changing and progress was made. Still, the state 
that we resided in remained adamant in their conservative ways, but we were for the most part 
okay with that. We told ourselves that it was just a piece of paper and moved on with our life 
together. Then the Supreme Court ruled in favour of us and it took me no time at all to get the 
question out, I was ecstatic. But all of this didn’t even delve into the other obstacles that were in 
our relationship in the beginning. It seemed insignificant now though, today was finally the day. I 
just needed to get myself out the door. 

“Louis… Sweetie?” my mum’s voice rang into the room and I stiffened even further. That 
meant that they were probably looking for me now.  

“Yes?” I spoke slowly, my eyes on the door as it opened and my mother walked in. She and I 
were very close but today the pure happiness in her eyes was something that I hadn’t seen in a 
while. She wore a simple blue dress with pearl accents and heels. Her dark hair sat in a bun on top 
of her head. While the happiness was still in her eyes, there was worry in her brows. 

“Everything okay in here?” she asked as she walked up to me and instantly adjusted my tie 
and then brushed my hair that was starting fall back a bit. “You look nervous.” 

“Ah… It’s just… This day means more to me than probably any day of my life,” I responded 
with a nervous laugh, rubbing the back of my head only to have my mum swat at my arm to keep 
me from messing my hair up even further. “And I guess I had a sudden realisation of that when I 
saw myself in the mirror.” 

“It does mean a lot. It means a lot to everyone here.” she smiled, still fixing every little thing 
that was wrong with my suit, even going as far as to try to smooth the wrinkles that were forming 
around my collar. “There’s no reason to be nervous. This is supposed to be a joyous occasion and if 
you’re all nervous, it’s going to make them nervous, too.” 



 

“Yeah, I know,” I chuckled. I felt like I was child being lectured all over again. Even though I 
was in my twenties and hadn’t lived with mum since I was eighteen, when I began to work as a 
freelance digital artist and had enough money to go my own way. I still worked as an artist, slaving 
over a tablet or canvas for hours a day, but I loved my job and it was how I had met my partner as 
well. 

It got me to thinking about how we really met. A gaming company for a RPG mobile app 
hired us both. While neither of us were too big into gaming ourselves, the pay was good so we both 
jumped on board. Harry was in charge of creating well-written dialogue, whilst I drew portraits of 
the characters. We had to liaise with each other so that my character art and his dialogue had 
continuity. After that, the seeds of friendship blossomed and we continued talking online. He lived 
across the country from me, so we couldn’t see each other, but even with that and the fact that I 
hadn’t been in a same sex relationship before, we still ended up falling for each other.  

Eventually we took turns flying out to visit each other, with the visits becoming longer and 
more frequent, until one day I picked Harry up at the airport and he had all of his belongings, 
declaring that he wanted to live with me and give our relationship a real shot, he never left after 
that.  

“LOUIS!” My mum’s voice ended my little daydream and my eyes focused on her, she was 
no longer happy with me at all. “You need to stop standing there. If you’ve got time to daydream, 
then you’ve got time to get out on that bridge and wait for your future hubby!”  

“R-right!” I said. Not like I had any choice, she had gotten behind me and was now pushing 
me forcibly out of the bathroom.  

As soon as we were in the public eye, she calmed down and put a smile on her face and I did 
the same. I couldn’t look at everyone in the chairs; I was too racked with nerves so I walked with 
my head down until I was on the bridge where the Pastor was standing with a serene smile on his 
face. It hadn’t been our idea to have a really traditional wedding but somehow our mothers had 
schemed together and both agreed that if their baby boys were marrying other men they would get 
a say in how the wedding was set up. In fact, neither of us even knew where our wedding location 
was until about a two weeks ago. We hadn’t even seen our own wedding invitations, either. It had 
all been left in the hands of our wedding fevered mums. 

Everything was silent for what seemed like an eternity before typical ‘Here Comes the Bride’ 
style music started playing and in that moment, I was half-expecting Harry to come down the aisle 
in a bridal gown. I would love him no matter what he chose to wear on any given day, but the 
thought of seeing him in a flowing white gown and veil made me want to snicker like an immature 
child. I wondered if anyone saw the smirk that was on my face. I would probably get grilled about 
it, later.  

Luckily, he was not in a gown, but instead, a tuxedo very similar to my own, apart from the 
vintage boutonniere that was pinned to it and the baby blue pocket square to match my tie that he 
had borrowed from his sister for the wedding. How did it go? ‘Something new, something old, 
something borrowed, something blue?’ Anyway, his mum had made sure that he had all of those 
things before the wedding, or so I was told. I didn’t see the first two things, but maybe the suit 
counted as something new and his shirt counted as something old. Oh, well. Didn’t matter. He 
looked amazing. 

His wavy mess of light brown curls had been smoothed back from his face, but they were 
still messy in that hot kind of way and those emerald green eyes that always made my heart beat a 



 

little faster were sparkling. Even though I was the older of us, only by two years, he was a couple of 
inches taller than me and often got mistaken for the older one. He had a warm smile on his face, 
the cute little split in his lips that I was used to seeing after years and his father was beside him, 
something that wouldn’t have been possible in the early stages of our relationship. 

The distinguished man with graying brown hair was dressed in a tweed three-piece suit and 
while his eyes were on the ground, I could swear that I saw a genuine smile on his face. Edward 
had been one of the main oppositions to the relationship, though both of his parents were more 
opposing than mine in general. Edward had sworn that he wouldn’t call Harry his son if he chose 
to stay with me. I remember how distraught he was over his family’s objections and how in that 
moment I realised just how much Harry loved me. To choose me even at the cost of losing his own 
family as a result was no small choice to make.  For the next two years they didn’t speak.  One day 
out of the blue Edward apologized for not being supportive and he was over his initial objections it 
seemed. He was now giving Harry a final hug and to my surprise, me as well.  

I now had my beautiful man beside me in front of the Pastor; it was time to make things 
official. 

“We are here today to celebrate the eternal bonding of Harold and Louis in holy 
matrimony,” he started in a stern, flat voice. The music slowed to a stop as he said that first line 
and after a lovely poem mum had chosen, he went straight into the vows, turning to me first. “Do 
you, Louis Daniel Tyler, take Harold Edward Steins to be your husband, to have and to hold from 
this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love 
and to cherish; from this day forward until death do you part?”  

“I do,” I said, glancing at the Pastor and then back to Harry, my jaw parting slightly when I 
noticed the tears in his eyes. This really did mean a lot to him. I mean, it meant a lot to me, but I 
was usually not quite as open with my emotions in public, other than the playful ones. 

“And do you, Harold Edward Steins, take Louis Daniel Tyler to be your husband, to have 
and to hold from this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in 
health, to love and to cherish; from this day forward until death do you part?” 

“I do… With all of my heart, I do…” he answered, tears now streaming down his cheeks. 

His tears were contagious and before I knew it, my eyes were glossy and damp as well. I 
barely even heard the Pastor say, “You may now kiss,” when Harry bent down and grabbed my face 
tenderly in his hands and kissed me. It was a kiss that spoke to my very core, the need for him 
seemed just as essential as the air I breathed. In the back of my mind I heard the crowd bursting 
into applause but I was lost in the kiss. His hands were warm and I wasn’t sure if it was my 
heartbeat or his that I could feel in my palms. His lips trembled as he kissed me again and again, 
and when I cracked my eyes open, I could see that tears were free flowing from his eyes now. Tears 
ran down my cheek at the sight of it.  

We parted and our mum’s ran up to us in hurry. “You look perfect!” Mum noted, clapping 
her hands on either side of my cheek and staring into my eyes. “I’m so happy!” She pulled me into 
a tight hug, which reminded me that of all of our family, mum had been the most accepting of our 
relationship, even though I didn’t even tell her until Harry was already living with me.  

“Oh darling, don’t cry!” Harry’s mum, Angela, said, pulling Harry into a death grip as well. 

“I’m trying not to,” Harry sobbed, sniffling loudly. “I just never thought I’d get to have a 
beautiful wedding like this.” 



 

“Speaking of which, this place is fantastic!” I commented, looking around. A gentle breeze 
was blowing and the white petals from the dogwoods were dancing in the wind. Apart from where 
the ceremony was set up and the gazebo for the catering, there was a wide-open field in front of us 
too, with lush, green spring grass. I was certain that our wedding pictures would be even prettier 
than some of the illustrations I could draw. 

“Isn’t it, though?” Mum said proudly, stepping back. “Angela and I put countless hours into 
finding something like this!”  

“We did,” Angela beamed, proudly nodding. 

I laughed while Harry just smiled, stepping close to me and leaning his head against mine. 
“It’s really gorgeous,” he said, sniffling again. 

Music started playing and it caught my attention. I began to look around and then I turned 
to mum. “Why are we playing music again?” 

“It’s time to dance,” she said with a wink. “I’m going to go find your father. He’s probably 
already getting into the food or the bourbon.” 

I watched her as she disappeared off into the crowd and took a moment to savour the 
atmosphere. Just seeing everyone here to share in our special day made me realise that we had a 
lot of friends. There were even some people whom I had only met over the Internet before today. 
Our parents must have put in a lot of effort to get in touch with all of our contacts. 

I looked around to see that Angela was gone as well and I turned to Harry. “So… My 
wonderfully adorable and sexy hubby, care to slow dance with me?” I urged, holding out my hands 
for him to take. 

“I’d love to slow dance with you, my dearest husband,” he announced whilst putting an 
emphasis on the word husband. Tears formed in his eyes again and I tilted my head. 

“Geez love, what’s with all the waterworks? Everyone will think this is a shotgun marriage 
and start looking for the baby bump,” I teased. 

He smiled at me and wiped away some of his tears. “I can’t help it. I’m so happy that I can 
barely breathe.”  

“Well, I’ll let you in on a little secret, I’m that happy too.” I said, tapping his nose with mine. 
He tilted his head when I did, kissing me softly. I pulled back and then pulled him close and began 
to sway and step to and fro with him. “I love you,” I said in the most honest tone I could muster. I 
wasn’t bawling my eyes out with joy, but I was happier than I had ever been. Less than thirty 
minutes ago, I had married the most incredible human being that I had ever known, and tonight, 
we would return home to our apartment and snuggle up in bed as newlyweds. We still had so much 
to look forward to. Not only our dream honeymoon to Europe starting in a week but a lifetime of 
memories to start creating together. 

“I love you, too,” he whispered, smiling through his tears and pressing his forehead into 
mine. “I really, really, really love you….” 

“What do you think of how traditional our mums decided to go with it?” I inquired. Neither 
of us were highly religious one way or another; so all the traditional vows weren’t quite what we 
were about. We weren’t a traditional couple either but I guess what is traditional in this day and 
age. I couldn’t deny that there was something exciting about hearing the traditional wedding music 



 

and agreeing to vows. It seemed right. It was something I never felt I needed until it was 
happening and then I realised just how much it meant to me, to us. 

“I like it. I really think it just feels more impactful to be so traditional… And I really love 
how we’re outside, especially since the day turned out to be so glorious.” 

“Me, too,” just as I said that, the wind got just a bit stronger and that was the end of my hair 
being styled back, my fringe fell against the side of my forehead as it always did. Harry would 
always tease me that I was a pretty-boy complete with boy-band hair, he must have seen this as he 
giggled at me in that adorable way that only he can. 

We fell into a comfortable silence as we danced, our bodies only inches apart, our foreheads 
pressed together. Harry was my husband now, my beautiful, sexy, sweetheart of a husband.  

It wasn’t long before we started dancing with other people, as old friends from high school 
and longtime friends from our works came to ask for dances. I figured this would be the case since 
the wedding was quite traditional. We didn’t see each other for an hour, when mum’s voice came 
over a megaphone of all things. I had to laugh that mum hadn’t gone with a microphone at least 
like most people would have. I adore my mum but that woman could talk underwater, no one in 
their right mind should ever let her loose with a megaphone, we’ll never get it back. 

“It’s time to cut the cake before hungry eyes get the better of people!” she announced. 
“Would the grooms come and do the honour?”  

I realised that with all the pleasantries I had forgotten all about the food that we had. I 
made my way over to the large gazebo and my eyes landed on the three-tiered white cake that was 
accented with powder blue and had two groom figures on the top of it, holding hands. I 
approached it and was met by Harry, who had the knife.  

“Looks delicious, almost good enough for you to wear,” I teased. “If we’re going to keep on 
the traditional route, hmmm?” 

“Sure does and don’t even think about it sunshine,” he retorted with a smile. 

I held his hand as he cut the cake and the crowd of guests cheered once more. Our mums 
hovered to make sure all the guests were served a piece and were given glasses of champagne for 
the inevitable toasts which were full of emotion and a few embarrassing childhood stories as well. 
The guests seemed to be enjoying the occasion, dancing, drinking and conversing. The children 
that were present at the ceremony chowed through their food and began to play tag, as children 
tend to do when given a wide-open space to run a muck. 

After talking and goofing off with guests, some of which I had to think of whether or not I 
even knew, I realised how much I wanted to just run out and play with the kids. I was thankful that 
everyone was congratulating me, but after the standing “Congrats on your husband” part, it was 
the same questions about what I was doing in my life and how my drawings were coming along. 
Answering them over and over again was monotonous. 

Once I hit my thirtieth guest, yes I was counting. I decided to live out my whims; it was my 
wedding after all. My suit was expensive but I didn’t care. I sprinted out - with a little regret, since 
dress shoes weren’t comfortable to run into the field - and be the big kid that I was. It was really 
fun actually and a good break from answering all the questions. I played with them until I noticed 
people gathering up to depart. I wasn’t sure how long the reception had been going on, but I did 



 

notice that the sun was already starting to set. I headed back to the gazebo to be greeted by Harry, 
who dusted some grass and pollen off of my tux before smirking, “Did you enjoy yourself love?”  

“Yeah. I got tired of being an adult so I went to be with the kids,” I laughed, rubbing the 
back of my head. My hair was already extremely messed up anyway.  

He chuckled at me and kissed me on the cheek. “I like your hair messy. I think everyone is 
waiting for us to do our big goodbye. I offered to clean up but Mum said that we just needed to 
enjoy ourselves and go home if we want. So are you ready to head home?” 

“Sure. Does that mean what I think it does?” I asked, waggling my brows at him. I was 
mostly joking. 

He gleamed and pulled me close. “It does, the things I’m going to do to my husband, you 
just wait,” he whispered, surprising me. I was usually the ‘initiator’ when it came to our sexual 
encounters. It was rare that he spoke much of it unless we were actually in the bedroom.  

“Okay,” I muttered, a little lost for words, as I followed him to our car. Mum had wanted to 
get us a limo for the ride home but since I wasn’t a big drinker anyway I was happier to have the 
drive in before the ceremony to myself. Our Jeep Wrangler had been painted, which unlike my 
husband’s words, did not surprise me. ‘Just Married’ was written in white paint on the back 
windshield and both of the back windows had hearts painted on them. There were some cans tied 
to our bumper as well. I climbed into the driver’s seat, not even bothering to make a comment on 
the state of our car as Harry got into the passenger seat. 

As we drove off I could still hear the music mixed with the sound of the trickling stream as 
we left. At first, the silence was fine with me, but then I realised that Harry hadn’t even been 
playing with the radio like he normally did so I glanced over at him. “Are you okay?” I snuck a 
quick look to see that he was looking down at his wedding band. 

“I’m fine,” he answered. “Just really, really happy… It feels so surreal…” 

“I know,” I said, reaching over and giving his hand a squeeze. 

“When I was younger, I was made fun of a lot when people at school noticed the way I 
looked at cute boys and I always thought that I would probably have little secret relationships and 
never be able to be open about my love, but then all of this happened… And it’s just too much. I’m 
too happy.” 

“Nah… There’s no such thing as too happy,” I grinned. I felt as happy as he did, but I wasn’t 
going to let my emotions run rampant like he was. “You should say something fancy, like you’re 
elated or ecstatic or simply thrilled to the bone… Not just too happy.” 

He laughed at me. “You’re right. This marvelous occasion has tickled my fancy to the very 
core of my bones,” he mocked in a stereotypically aristocrat accent.  

We fell back into silence again after that, both of us becoming engrossed in our own 
thoughts, but this time Harry fiddled with the radio, dissipating my concerns. We finally made it 
home and when entering the studio apartment that we shared, I decided to lighten the mood by 
carrying him over the threshold.  

It wasn’t the cleanest of quaint living spaces, but there were worse. In one corner across 
from the bed and near the door to the bathroom, there was a pile of laundry. The bed had been 
made and had the ‘good’ linen on it. In the corner to the left of the door was our lounge room area 



 

and two desks that fit snuggly into the corner that were our workspaces. Overall, the apartment 
had a modern appeal to it. There was a lot of space on the floor, but the walls were decked out in 
posters and pieces of art. I have lived in the same apartment since I was eighteen, but hopefully 
within the next few years, Harry and I would be moving into a house and starting a family of our 
own consisting of fur babies, children, or both. Our mums were already getting the granny lust bug 
and wanted some grandchildren to spoil sooner rather than later.  

Just as I was closing the door, Harry pushed me against it and pressed his lips to mine. He 
tugged at my tie until it came loose and then unbuttoned my shirt swiftly, brushing it off of my 
shoulders and leaving my chest bare to his lascivious stare.  

“H-hey!” I stammered out. I was not used to this at all. Not that I minded it. Harry was a 
passionate man, but that was usually after I initiated things or every once in a while when a wine 
or two too many made him a little reckless. 

“I’m yours and you’re mine now, right Louey?” he purred as he slid his shirt of his 
shoulders, waiting for my response. 

“Of course, you know that,” I sputtered, gawking at him. I had seen Harry’s chest hundreds 
of times by this point, but the effect on me was always the same. I loved the way his body looked 
and even more so, the way it felt against mine.  

“Well just go along with it then. It’s my turn to see if I can make you moan” he smirked 
whilst tilting my chin up and kissing me eagerly. His hand pressing against my fast growing 
firmness through my suit pants.   

“Whoa, I’ll go along with anything as long as you keep touching me like this,” I panted as he 
broke off our kiss and began nibbling across my collar bone. My pelvis, instinctively arching 
forward, pressing my erection firmer against his warm hands, aching for the friction I longed for. 
His hands reached to my waist, swiftly undoing my trousers as he launched into stroking my cock 
rhythmically. In an instant, I went from a rather playful mood to one completely stricken by need. 

I arched into him and let out a light moan. I wasn’t used to being taken unawares like this 
and whether it was an extension of the mood of the day or just how incredibly hot Harry taking 
charge was, I could feel myself building surprisingly quickly. My fingers digging into Harry’s biceps 
as my entire body began to throb with euphoria, on the brink of finding it’s sweet release. “H-
Harry…” I breathed out, sweat beginning to glisten across my face and chest. He broke away just 
before my tipping point and stood back as a slow smile spread across his face. 

“You didn’t think we were going to be done that quickly, did you baby? My new husband is a 
very breathtaking man and I plan on showing you just how much I want you,” Harry croons in a 
seductive tone that sends shivers straight down my shaft whilst leading me over to our bed.  

“This is a new side of you, what did you do with innocent Harry,” I remark, looking up at 
him with the most virtuous look I can muster. 

“You’re mine now and I want to do deliciously naughty things to you.” He smiles at me and 
even though I can still see the sweet person that Harry normally is, I can also see mischief building 
in his eyes. 

“I think I might really like this side of you. My husband the seducer,” I tease as my lips part 
into a smirk. I didn’t mind the thought of being bottom for the night, especially the night of our 



 

wedding. It would not only be my first time with him since we were married, but it had been a 
while since Harry had taken the lead. 

He chuckled and leant over me, propping my legs up on his shoulders as I had with him so 
many times in the past. “It’s been a while since you’ve been on this end baby so we’re going to take 
nice and slow to begin with. I’m plan on making you feel so good,” he breathed. His face leaning 
closer to mine so I can see the passion that is burning in those gemstone like eyes. I love it! I watch 
through cloudy eyes as he prepares me with the lubricant, encircling and slipping in his thumb. 
The lube is cold compared to the rest of my skin and I tremble from the temperature as much as 
from my body wanting to find it’s release. 

“Are you okay,” Harry questions, gaging whether my body’s response is from pleasure or 
pain. 

“I’m fine babe, don’t stop. I need you now” I gasp. 

In one slow motion, I feel myself opening to him and the elation in the burst of both pain 
and pleasure. I wince and arch my back at the same time. My hands balled into tight fists, grabbing 
at the soft sheets, I can hear threads popping from underneath them. I pant ferociously as my 
heart races from the sudden feeling of fullness. 

“Are you sure your okay?” he breathes. I notice that his face is red and already sweating with 
enjoyment. It isn’t the side he was usually on either.  

“Y-yeah,” I groan. “Faster baby,” I add. I lock eyes with him as he begins to pick up the pace 
and thrust into me, watching as his brows furrow the way they do when he is enjoying himself. 
With every single movement, I feel another wave of pleasure and pain, though the pain is 
dissipating with each thrust. 

“You feel amazing…” Harry mumbles as his body begins to tense up and his moves hasten. 
He steadies himself with his hands on the bed and by the tugging of the blanket under me; I can 
only guess that he now had locked his hands into fists as well.  

“Not as great as you, just a little longer… I’m almost there.” Normally, I would tease him a 
bit when we’re in the bedroom, but all of the traction and passion I’m feeling clouds my thoughts 
and leaves my mind blank of anything but sensation. 

Harry’s movements become shaky and a primal groan stirs from within him. I can feel his 
stomach muscles tighten against my erection and that is enough to drive me over the edge. I lean 
my head back and let pleasure take me over, no longer paying attention to anything around me as I 
throb, pulse and release myself at the same time as my husband. 

Just like that, the storm of emotions is over and I lean my head back down to see Harry step 
back, sweat dripping down his forehead. “I don’t see how anyone could be as in awe of someone as 
I am of you right now. I truly love you,” I babble sincerely.  

“Except for me, of you gorgeous boy. I love you too. More than you’ll ever know,” he beams, 
leaning back over me to kiss me tenderly. “As much as I love you though I think that maybe we 
should wash ourselves off, don’t you?” 

“Yeah, you look like I just put you through the ringer” I chuckle momentarily as when I 
stand; I realise that at least part of me had been put through the ringer too. I let out a small, 
involuntary whimper of distress.  



 

Harry turns around and smirks at me, letting me know that he realises exactly what’s going 
on. My gallant husband scoops me up and carries me to the bathtub to enjoy the soothing water 
and our warm embrace.  

“I can’t wait to begin the rest of my life with you” Harry smiles whilst picking my hand up 
out of the water and playing with my new ring, the symbol of all we feel for each other. 

“I’ll second that,” I agree, wrapping his arms back around me. 

I was exactly where I wanted to be, in the arms of my new husband and our new life 
together. 


