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INDECENT PROPOSAL 

By Eden Myles 

 

I had just gotten into work that morning when I found an appointment note glued to the edge of 

my computer monitor. It read MEETING: IAN STERLING, and under it a date and time. The 

day was today. The time was two hours from now. I ripped the note off and looked at it in horror, 

then glanced over at Clarissa, the temp that worked directly across from me.  

Clarissa is four inches shorter than me and thirty pounds lighter. She wears a size zero. Suffice to 

say, I do not. My dress size is in the low double digits. For most of my high school years I’d 

been surrounded by her type—girls who were slim and petite, with boyish hips and gravity-

defying boobs, able to wear anything they wanted right off the department store rack. Their hair 

was always perfectly blonde, their skin perfectly flawless. When I finally got to college, I found 

that nothing much had changed. The girls there were perfect too, whereas I remained a giant at 

six feet even. I wasn’t too surprised to find the secretarial pool was the same way, full to 

brimming with blonde, perky Clarissas. But Clarissa was also nice. Beautiful and nice. I couldn’t 

even hate her in good conscience.  



I looked down at the note, then back up at Clarissa. “I think I’m about to be let go,” I said, 

sounding sadder than I wanted to. As jobs went, working for Sterling Cosmetics (“All natural, 

organic, animal-cruelty-free ingredients.”) was the best job I’d ever had.  

“No way,” Clarissa said, running around the edge of our shared workstation and snatching up the 

note. There’s nothing like gossip to get the pool jumping on a dreary, rainy Monday morning. 

“Evie, you’re the best worker here.” 

“I have to see Mr. Sterling in two hours. I just know he’s going to can me.” 

I was never big on self-confidence, sue me. In grade school I’d been taller than all of the girls 

and most of the boys. Things just went downhill from there. The other kids used to call me Evie 

the Beanstalk, or sometimes Lurch because of how big and pale I was. Even the Goths wouldn’t 

have anything to do with me. I never got angry fast enough, and I was always too afraid to 

smoke weed with the other “bad kids” in the bathroom. My mom had worked hard to support my 

brother and I after my dad left us, so I had no reason to rebel. Besides, I was too busy curling up 

with a good book or a mystery movie on PBS to do those things.  

I looked out the rain-lashed windows of the Sterling Building and wished I wasn’t here. I’d 

rather have been home today, wrapped in my favorite plush, worn-out robe with Betty Boop all 

over it, hemmed in by my cats and reading Agatha Christie. The thought made me feel 

immediately guilty. Getting the job at Sterling had been more of a lucky accident than anything 

else. The temp agency had sent me over for just one day to fill in for a secretary who’d come 

down with a case of food poisoning. That day a worm got into the computer mainframe and there 

was a massive crash. Part-time geek that I was, I was able to recover a lot of lost data, and the 

head of my department, Mr. Wilkins, recommended Mr. Sterling take me on as a regular.  

I didn’t even have to do an interview, which was good. I hated doing interviews. 

“You like working here, Evie, don’t you?” Clarissa said. She still looked concerned, but as she 

shuffled the huge stack of files we needed to tackle this morning, I could see the wheels turning 

in her head. She was wondering if she was next. 



“It’s okay. I’ll get another job,” I answered to cover up my feelings as I sat down at my station, 

adjusted the picture of my brother and me on the desk in front of me, pushed away last Friday’s 

clutter, and booted up my computer.   

Mr. Sterling paid better than the temp agency, so of course I liked the job. It was better than 

seeing a long procession of dingy, dark, unfamiliar offices on the Lower East Side all the time. 

And I liked working what we girls called “the pool”. My job was to make certain our client files 

were up to date and make and confirm appointments for Mr. Sterling’s junior staff. That meant I 

was on the phone a lot, but that was all right because I didn’t mind talking to people on the 

phone all day. No one can see you on the phone. You can pretend to be pretty and glamorous and 

a size zero, and who would know? 

“Maybe he’s making you permanent,” Clarissa suggested happily from the seat opposite me. 

“Maybe you’re worrying for nothing.” Clarissa is a natural optimist just like she’s a natural 

blonde.  

“Yeah,” I agreed, glancing down at the note again. “Maybe you’re right.” 

But I doubted it. 

*  *  * 

A few minutes before my interview with Mr. Sterling, I excused myself from my workstation 

and retreated to the ladies room. I made certain my heavy dark hair was still pinned up in a 

semblance of a corporate chignon—it had a terrible habit of slipping free every chance it got—

and freshened up my lipstick. I wore Tangerine Dreamer, one of Mr. Sterling’s more understated 

colors. I checked to make certain I hadn’t broken out in hives in the little triangle of bare skin 

above my blouse. I decided I looked human—pale, dark-haired and dark-eyed, and, of course, 

absolutely huge, the mutant result of Greek and German genes that had no business mixing 

together. I didn’t look beautiful, but then, I never did. I hoped I didn’t make a fool of myself. I’d 

learned to school my face so you couldn’t see what I was thinking most of the time, but the hives 

always gave me away. 

I exited the room and walked down the icy white hallway to the big bank of elevators at the end. 

I had never been anywhere but on the ground floor of the Sterling Building. Only senior staff 



members were allowed upstairs. The walls of the Sterling Building are all sterile marble and 

decorated with black glass plaques with the names and pictures of people I didn’t know on them. 

I stepped into the elevator and was shushed silently upward to the penthouse suite. A place of 

privilege, I thought. 

Mr. Sterling was one of the richest and most successful indie businessmen in the world, regularly 

grabbing the attention of Time, Newsweek and the WSJ. He had taken the little boutique business 

that he and his wife had started ten years ago and carried it into the new world arena even in the 

face of the Great Depression 2.0. These days, Sterling Cosmetics were carried all over the world. 

I knew most people preferred them over other brands because they were so hypo-allergenic, 

perfect for folks like myself, sensitive to damn near everything. I’d also heard he had added 

tinctures to his formulas so they were actually good for your skin, and his products had never 

been tested on animals. The animal thing had won me over more than anything.  

Jesus, I’d promised myself I wouldn’t get so nervous, but as the lighted numbers climbed on the 

panel of the elevator, heading toward the P, I started thinking about how much this reminded me 

of my last dinner date with Shawn, the guy I’d known in college.  

He’d taken me out to a very nice Indian restaurant on the outskirts of campus, even bought me 

flowers—tiger lilies, my favorites. I’d foolishly hoped that meant something. He was my first 

serious boyfriend, and even though we’d only been dating for three months, I’d been convinced 

he was the one. I imagined him asking me to marry him, and I imagined myself saying yes. I 

imagined myself not turning into The 40-Year-Old Virgin. Well, that night he’d told me about 

Brie, a girl he knew at work. They’d been seeing each other on and off for the past six months, 

but of course I hadn’t been bright enough to figure that out. He’d wanted to make Brie jealous, 

that’s all, but he really liked me, he said, and he wanted us to be friends. I didn’t even have the 

guts to get angry right then and there. I was too afraid of making a fool of myself in front of 

everyone in the restaurant. I never got angry until it was too late, and by then, of course, there 

was nothing I could do about things. 

The elevator let me out into a posh white corridor. The walls here had a lot more interesting 

things than plaques. A series of black-and-white photographs dominated them. I thought at first 

that they must be pictures of popular celebrities and professional models wearing Sterling 



Cosmetics, but when I looked closer, I realized the subjects in the photographs didn’t have that 

“look” that professional models have. A lot of them were of ethnic young women—Chinese, 

African American, Indian—some nude or mostly nude and wrapped in strips of silken ribbons or 

clutching huge flowers to their breasts and groins. They looked thoughtful, staring at their feet or 

out of frame. Not glam shots. Not professional spreads. I’d never seen any of these pictures in 

the popular magazines.  

It was a shame they hadn’t made the final cut. They were beautiful, full of plain-faced but 

attractive women whose natural feminine allure had been accentuated by Mrs. Sterling’s 

cosmetics rather than painted over to look like something else. The women looked shy, innocent, 

and very, very real, unlike so many traditional models.  

I was getting more and more nervous as I headed down the long, polished white marble corridor 

to the glass doors with the etching that read IAN STERLING, CEO, STERLING OF NEW 

YORK. My hand was slicked with sweat when I finally grasped the brass handle of the door and 

let myself in. At least I’d gotten a look of the penthouse before I was canned, I thought. It was 

almost worth it. I knew I wouldn’t forget the photographs for a long time to come. It was very 

inspiring for a girl like me, like the photographs were telling me I could be pretty without being a 

different person.   

A young, blonde receptionist sat at a huge glass desk, talking into her cell phone. I looked her 

over, noting that she was one of those girls. Slim, petite, almost ludicrously beautiful. She looked 

like a former model, or someone you might see on reality TV. I wasn’t surprised. Mr. Sterling 

was a very unattached widower, from what I understood. I bet he’s all over that, I thought. It 

wasn’t a kind thought, but at least my time with Shawn had taught me something of the world. I 

wasn’t the naïve little college co-ed anymore.  

The receptionist looked up as I approached, a strange, almost hostile look beaming across her 

face. It surprised me because I was used to women, and most men, looking right through me like 

I was a ghost, just not that interesting. Her look had a strange effect on me, and as I came to a 

halt before the big glass desk that looked more like a piece of art than anything functional, I 

realized I was spoiling for a fight. I was about to lose the best job I’d ever had. I wasn’t in the 

mood for her shit. “Can I help you?” she asked, somehow looking both bemused and 



contemptuous at the same time. She was probably using the same expression she normally 

reserved for the janitor. 

“Mr. Sterling called me up?” I said, automatically making it sound like a question so I didn’t 

come off as too confrontational. It would be so easy to fight now. I showed her the appointment 

card. 

She looked at it blankly like she couldn’t read at all, then flipped open a leather-bound date 

planner to look for a corresponding entry. I was surprised to find Mr. Sterling had penciled me 

into his schedule like that. I reflected on how dismal my life had become when the idea of 

someone entering my name in a real life leather-bound ledger made me feel special. “It says ten 

o’clock,” she said.  

“Yes, I’m aware of that. Hence the reason I’m here now,” I answered, glancing up at the 

sunburst clock on the wall behind her. It was five to ten. 

She looked me over like she didn’t approve. “I guess you can go in,” she said, almost sniffing 

like she smelled something bad in the room with her. 

Gee, thanks. 

I moved past her and walked down another corridor with more of those photographs decorating 

the walls. Ahead loomed a huge pair of oaken doors that looked like they belonged to an English 

study in a manor house by the sea somewhere with flappers and a murderer on the loose. Yes, I 

know. I read too many British cozies. I knocked, perhaps too softly. I thought about knocking on 

the door again, but a terse voice from the other side said, “Come.” 

I let myself into a vast suite done in arctic white and proceeded to gape like the Brooklyn-born 

cretin that I was. There were white walls and white Italian marble floors. There were Greek-

inspired statues of Roman generals and gods, arms reaching, spears upraised. Almost all the 

furniture was glass. It was a little like stepping into an icy palace in the Himalayas, or maybe a 

hidden cavern in the Greek isles where some ancient creature dwelled, turning everyone to stone 

with its lurid gaze. I shook my head to clear the morbid image away. 



The only color came from the almost hypnotically beautiful, lovingly framed photographs on the 

walls. These were different from the ones I’d seen in the corridors. These, unlike the photos of 

Sterling girls, were antiques. I saw Rubenesque women in bodice-fitted gowns and men in 

waistcoats and top hats engaged in all manner of undress and carnal knowledge. Bold young 

women with big peacock hats sat on gentlemen’s laps, kissing and fondling them for the camera. 

Men with mustachioed faces suckled at the breasts and loins of young debutantes on fainting 

couches. I had never seen anything like it before and I tried not to blush too furiously. The word 

pornographic came to mind, but I immediately dismissed it. The photographs were far too old 

and expensive to be categorized so easily. I looked away and saw the entire far wall was 

constructed of tinted Plexiglas, offering a panoramic view of Central Park West. The sight of it 

gave me a sickening sense of vertigo. 

 Mr. Ian Sterling sat at another of those vast, crouching, glass monstrosities that passed for a desk 

here. He wasn’t what I expected, not that I knew what to expect. I knew he’d been married, that 

his wife and son had died in a plane crash three years ago. All that money, and his wife and child 

had still died. The story had left me with the impression that he must be older, fifties or early 

sixties. Older people lost their families, not younger ones.  

But the man behind the desk was youngish, early forties. He was tall like me, but slim and 

polished in his dark Italian pinstripe suit. He was much paler than the spray-tanned executives I 

saw all day, and he sported a lot of dark hair that was longer than was strictly au courant among 

the upper class. He had combed it carefully back over his ears, and that, combined with the 

round, wire-rimmed glasses he wore, lent him the look of  someone who had stepped out of one 

of the photographs on the walls. He was clean-shaven, but his chin and throat were shadowed by 

what I suspected was a strong beard if he didn’t shave twice a day. He looked up from the file he 

was working over, and the strangest expression passed over his face. 

I was shocked by the piercing blue of his eyes and the sudden, unwavering attention he focused 

on me. His look was like a physical weight, pushing against me, stopping me dead in my tracks. 

Normally I solicited blank looks. Mr. Wilkins usually looked right through me in the morning. 

The other girls in the pool hardly remembered I worked there.  



“Ms. Christopoulos,” he said, looking me over from head to toe. “Thank you for visiting me this 

morning.” His voice was deep and resonating. He spoke with long vowels and a vaguely 

European inflection. I knew he’d been born in London, that his parents had moved here to New 

York City when he was still a young boy. I knew from the records I handled that he kept flats in 

all the major cities throughout Europe. All very luxurious, all very exclusive. He was friends 

with some of the most powerful men in the world, yet no one seemed to really know Ian Sterling.  

He continued to stare at me unflinchingly like he expected me to respond in some way. I didn’t 

know what to say, so I took a step toward him instead. His eyes were such a wintry blue that they 

looked like the eyes of a Siberian Husky, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that was their real 

color, or if he was wearing colored contact lenses.  

My wandering thoughts turned me into a klutz, as usual. I stepped right into the pathway of a 

glass chair and nearly pitched forward, twisting my ankle as I tried to catch myself against the 

edge of the big glass desk. I knew I was going down whether I liked it or not, and I was halfway 

there when I felt Mr. Sterling catch my elbow and steady me. I never saw him leave his seat; he 

was just suddenly right there, holding me up. He was even bigger than I’d thought. Finally, I 

thought, and it was a ridiculous thought to have under the circumstances, someone taller than I 

am.  

“Are you all right, Ms. Christopoulos?” 

I wobbled uncertainly in my sensible pumps. “Um,” I said, which was a pretty typical response 

for me when faced with a beautiful man totally out of my league. I noticed he smelled good this 

close, something light and airy like vanilla. It didn’t quite cover up his own warm male scent. 

“Thank you,” I offered, my ears burning.  

He kept his hand on my arm as he guided me down into one of those ludicrous glass chairs. 

Then, much to my surprise, he went to one knee on the floor before me to check on my ankle. “I 

apologize for that. I should have warned you in advance.” He let go of my arm so he could take 

my ankle in both hands and run his thumbs along the sides. He had strong, work-roughened 

hands for a CEO, and his touch made the little nerves jump along my leg, which in turn made my 

stomach clench up in a funny and altogether unfamiliar way. “If it hurts, I can call a paramedic 

for you,” he offered.  



I found myself staring down at him, at all his carefully combed and jelled hair. From this angle, 

he was all shoulders and muscle that tampered down evenly to a trim waist and ass. “That won’t 

be necessary, Mr. Sterling. I’m fine,” I said, mortified that I was thinking about Mr. Sterling’s 

ass. It really wasn’t like me at all.  

He stood back up, and I felt an irrational instinct to cringe in my seat. I realized that he was at 

least six and a half feet tall, that his dark, suited presence filled the suite as starkly as the black-

and-white antique erotica filled his wall. “I’m glad it isn’t bad,” he said in a dry, noncommittal 

tone as he moved around the edge of his glass desk to take his seat once more.  

Great first impression, Evie, I thought. Now he thinks you have all the grace of a wounded water 

buffalo.  

His desk was immaculate, unlike my workstation downstairs. I looked over the smooth stones 

and shells he had collected in one corner, wondering if there was any significance to them. At the 

other corner stood a browning, antique vase with an assortment of flowers in them, the 

arrangement starkly Ikebana. One of the flowers was a tiger lily, but only one. He sat down, 

resting his elbows on the one open manila file on the desk, and pinnacled his fingers together. He 

gave me a direct, non-nonsense look that left me swallowing against the knot growing in my 

throat. I knew I was about to be canned. “Mr. Wilkins has good things to say about your 

performance, Ms. Christopoulos.” He paused and blinked very slowly at me. “May I call you 

Evelyn?” 

No one called me Evelyn, not even my parents. I wondered if that was a good sign or not. I 

immediately said, “Everyone calls me Evie.” 

“That’s a shame. Evelyn is a beautiful name. It means ‘Desired’ in old German. I think it suits 

you better.” 

I squirmed in my seat, then sat up a little straighter. My ankle was still very sore, but I ignored it. 

I thought maybe—just maybe—he wasn’t going to can me after all. “Yes,” I finally managed. 

“Yes, what?” 

“Yes. You can call me Evelyn.” 



He quirked a smile. “And so I shall.” He stared at me directly through those old-fashioned 

eyeglasses and spread one heavily beringed hand over the file. He moved his fingers in a slow, 

circular pattern as if he were idly drawing designs there. Most people don’t know that I can read 

upside down. I knew it was my file he was touching. He never took his eyes off me. “Let me cut 

to the chase, Evelyn. A new position has opened up and I thought of you.” 

My whole body heaved upward with relief, and for a long moment I couldn’t speak at all. “I’m 

not fired, then?” I said, and then kicked myself mentally for not thinking before opening my big, 

fat, Greek mouth. 

“Not last I checked, no,” he said. His eyes glinted with amusement. “Would that have distressed 

you, were it true?” 

“Yes, of course,” I answered, the first smart thing I’d said all morning. “I like working the pool.” 

“You like making all those phone calls all day?” 

“Oh yes.” 

He pressed his lips together with interest. I couldn’t tell if he was pleased or disappointed by my 

answer. “What about your job interests you?”  

I realized I was being interviewed for the position right now. My whole body broke out in an all-

over sweat. I hoped I hadn’t flubbed it just yet. I didn’t know how to answer his question 

correctly so I opted for the truth. “I like talking to people. I like having people talk to me.” 

Again he blinked. I hoped that was a good sign. “Do you like having me talk to you, Evelyn?” 

I told the truth. “Yes.” 

“What about talking to me do you like?” 

I was at a loss for words. I thought bosses asked you more basic questions in an interview like 

What are your strengths and weaknesses? What do you think you can improve on? I wondered 

what the position was that I was applying for. Was I here to replace the unfriendly receptionist 

out front? Was that the reason for her hostility? The silence drew out between us, making me 

want to squirm under the weight of his scrutiny. I started worrying about my hives. Finally, I 



decided I had to say something to fill the void. “I don’t know.” My voice was so low it was 

almost inaudible, yet in the sterile vastness of the room, it echoed.  

“You don’t know why you like talking to me?” Mrs. Sterling said. He narrowed his wolfish blue 

eyes and the tip of his tongue wetted his mouth as he chose his next words. “Is it because you 

trust me?” 

I watched the wet tip of his tongue moving over his lips. There was a word that Clarissa used for 

guys she liked. Fuckable. It just popped into my head in that moment. Mr. Sterling was tall and 

powerfully built. He wore glasses. He was so very fuckable. That was why I liked talking to him. 

But of course, I couldn’t say that. So I just nodded.  

“How much do you trust me?” he asked. “I mean…instinctively.”  

I licked my own lips nervously in response. I had been licking them all along, I realized, and 

now my mouth had that gummy lipstick taste. I reached up to brush a wayward lock of hair out 

of my eyes and realized to my extreme horror that my very rebellious hair was falling down 

around me despite my best efforts to pin it up. “Very much,” I told him. I couldn’t rationalize it, 

but yes, I trusted him. I didn’t just want him. I trusted him implicitly. 

“Are you a virgin, Evelyn?” 

The question caught me so off guard that the whole room seemed to shift in a surreal way around 

me, like I was on a carousel moving too fast. My hand grew absolutely still in the process of 

hooking long wayward strands of dark hair behind my ears. “I…I don’t understand.” 

One of his eyebrows ticked up. His fingers continued to trail along my file folder. His voice was 

a low, intimate rumble in his chest. “I’m wondering if you’ve ever had sexual relations with a 

man before. The position I’m considering you for is best served by a virgin. It’s not a necessity, 

of course, but it is my personal preference.” 

I should have gotten angry right then and there. I couldn’t believe his audacity! Instead, I sat 

stunned, wondering if he was being serious or not. Maybe this was his way of testing me? Was 

this some kind of joke? “I don’t understand,” I said again. “What kind of job is it?” 

“I’m looking for a courtesan.”  



Now I did get angry. Finally, I was angry. I’d been called a lot of things in my life—a beanstalk, 

a bookworm, a tight-ass, other unflattering things—but no one had ever accused me of being a 

whore! Not even Shawn. “I don’t do that. I’m not a hooker,” I said with indignation, my voice 

low and growling.  

I expected anger in the face of my outburst. Instead, he looked even more interested, as if my 

anger proved something to him. As if it enlivened him. His hand grew absolutely still. I realized 

he’d disrupted the file he was touching, and that his hand now rested on a picture of me, taken 

from my resume. It was an unflattering picture. I never photographed well. “I’m not interested in 

a hooker, Evelyn. I am interested in a courtesan. They are not the same thing.” 

“How are they different?” I said, my voice rising in pitch and volume. I wanted to get up, to 

leave his office immediately, maybe even press charges for sexual harassment, but I was afraid 

I’d fall down again and make a fool of myself.  

“Well, for one thing, my courtesan will be mine and mine alone. I’m not interested in sharing her 

with anyone else, and that includes husbands or boyfriends. For another, she will have certain 

duties to perform…” 

“I’m sure,” I said drolly. 

He continued on, undaunted. “…including acting as my escort at certain public functions, a 

confidante and companion at home, and, of course, my most trusted friend. We would trust each 

other implicitly. I have certain expectation of her, of course.” He paused to let that sink in. “I 

expect my courtesan to be well heeled, intelligent, and to engage me in interesting conversation. 

I expect her to be strong and confident, but to also know her place. The position is not without 

compensation, of course.” He sharpened his look at me as if he were x-raying me with his eyes, 

seeing past the layers of my clothing and skin and observing something inside of me, something 

that squirmed. “I’ve seen the books you read, Evelyn. Alexandre Dumas, George Eliot. I’ve 

heard you speak on the phone. I’ve read your resume.” Again he touched the file folder and my 

godawful resume picture as if these things were very important to him. “I know you’re an 

intelligent woman.” 



I sat there, blinking at Mr. Sterling like a person gone blind. “I’m sure you can hire a lot of girls 

for the things you want, Mr. Sterling…” 

“I don’t want ‘a lot of girls,’” he answered tersely. He sounded vaguely annoyed by my 

suggestion. “And I don’t want just any girl. I want the girl. I want an intelligent girl. And I want 

a virgin.” 

“And you always get what you want, right?” 

He indicated the whole of the office with a flick of his hand as if to say What do you think? 

“Why me? And why a virgin?” I asked. I was very interested in knowing what kind of obsessive 

hunger Mr. Sterling had for virgins. Call it morbid curiosity. 

Mr. Sterling rose slowly from his seat once more and came around the glass desk until he was 

standing right in front of me. He leaned down and put his hands on the armrests of my chair, 

boxing me in. His heat engulfed me. “I want her unattached…untouched. I want to be her first. I 

want to be the first man to touch her inside. I want a virgin,” he said, as if his request was all 

very sensible, as if his word were law.  

I had stopped breathing. I sat there, suffering his presence. “Perhaps I’m not.” 

“Perhaps you are.” 

“Most women my age aren’t, you know.” 

“Are you most women, Evelyn?” he asked, glaring at me searchingly through the reflective 

lenses of his glasses. “Are you untouched?”  

“I’m…” I stopped. I decided I didn’t want to have this conversation with him, or with anyone. 

The surge of anger I’d felt earlier was ebbing away, replaced by a strange, abiding sadness. It 

was none of his business what my nonexistent sex life was like!  

He narrowed his eyes and licked his lips again like a cat in human form. It was a decidedly 

lascivious gesture, and he meant it that way. “All you need to do is say no, Evelyn, and this 

interview is over. Then you can go back downstairs to the pool and your little job and never 



worry about this again.” He said the pool like it was a dirty word, like it was beneath him, and 

me.  

I sat in silence for a long time. I looked at him and worked at not shivering or cowering under his 

almost reptilian gaze. I’d always been a sensible girl, a good girl, and what he was proposing was 

ludicrous. It was old-fashioned, autocratic. It was indecent. Immoral. So why wasn’t I leaving? 

Why wasn’t I telling him to go to hell? 

“Yes,” he said after a short while, “or no, Ms. Christopoulos?” 

We were back to formalities.  

I kept wanting to say the word, to say no, to shout it in his face, but after a lengthy silence, I felt 

him move closer to me. He smiled in a vaguely wicked way and lowered his head so he was 

actually scenting the front of my body, not touching, but making me quiver inside anyway. I had 

no doubts about what he was scenting. He knew how wet I was suddenly. He could smell it. I 

could smell it in the heated closeness between us.  

He lifted his head, slowly, until he was back at the level of my face. There he laid an almost 

chaste kiss on the corner of my mouth. He tasted like heat and peppermints. I let him do it. I 

didn’t even protest when he moved the softness of his mouth and the roughness of his cheek to 

kiss me more directly on the lips. His hand went to my left breast where he thumbed my 

hardening nipple through the softness of my blouse. His teeth were hard against my mouth, like 

he meant to bite me.  

We stayed that way for an agonizing length of time. And then, finally, he said against my mouth, 

“May I take your silence for a yes? Is that a yes, Evelyn?” 

I made a rumbly noise in my throat. Yes, no…I don’t know. 

“Yes?” He looked at me demandingly, through those glasses. No one had ever looked at me like 

that, with such hunger. He impaled me with his look. “Say it,” he said, and kissed me again, a 

deep, rough kiss that left my mouth numb and tingling. His fingers closed over my nipple, 

pinching it so suddenly I gasped into his mouth. “Say. It.” 

“Yes.” 



It was the maddest thing I’d ever said. 

A look of profound satisfaction overcame his face. He put his hands around my waist and lifted 

me easily from the chair, turned, and deposited me on the glassy edge of the desk. “Dear, sweet 

Christ, yes,” he said as if all his prayers had been answered in that moment. He bent to me, 

cupped the back of my head, and kissed me harshly, completely, breathing into me. His fingers 

dug into my coiffure so the little bit remaining came undone and long dark hair showered down 

around us both. He kissed me fiercely, sticking his tongue deep inside my mouth, almost all the 

way down my throat. I made a half-groaning, half-choking noise. I expected him to draw back in 

response to that sound. Instead, he surprised me.  

He pushed me down so we knocked the beautiful antique vase full of Japanese flowers over and 

my loosened hair unraveled all over his files and ink blotter. He grasped my face harshly in his 

big hands and kissed me like he meant to consume me. A small part of my mind whispered that 

this wasn’t proper, or smart, or anything like me. But a greater part reveled in the feel of his hand 

gripping my curves and jerking me this way and that so he had better access to first my mouth, 

and then my throat. His teeth grazed me, nibbled me, but didn’t bite. Meanwhile, his hands 

worked at my blouse, undoing it with a coordination and speed that impressed me.  

The room was suddenly very cool against my damp and newly bared skin. He groaned with 

satisfaction at the front closer of my push-up bra, undid it, and then he was right there, his rough 

tongue finding an already hardened nipple and licking it, wetting it thoroughly before blowing 

upon it so it was harder still. He moved back and forth between both nipples, licking and then 

sucking upon them, his tongue moving in lazy circles, his teeth nipping only very gently. I let out 

a small cry of surprise, the delicious tingling sensation moving like a vibrating wire from my 

breasts to my groin and then lower still, between my legs. I writhed upon the desk for him, 

helpless to stop him even when his hand moved down my body, his touch heavy, hot and 

demanding. He kept the glasses on, observing my reactions with a scowling concentration that 

made my whole body flutter with fear and anticipation.  

I realized my interview was far from over. I desperately wished I was thinner. I wished I was 

beautiful. I wished his office suite was darker, not all bright, clinical lights. I almost scooted 

backwards on the desk away from him, but he held me in place, pinned me to the desk.  



He finally stopped tormenting me so he could grip me at the hips, twisting my sensible, navy 

blue business skirt around my legs. It took me a moment to realize just what he was doing. I 

almost said no, and then realized the absurdity of the statement. If I said no, he’d stop. I didn’t 

want him to stop. I had never experienced anything like this before, even with Shawn. My ex-

boyfriend’s blind pawing at my boobs during late-night TV-watching sessions simply didn’t 

count at all.  

He’d finally gotten my skirt hiked up and bunched around my waist like a wreath. That left my 

legs and bottom cold in the almost sterile white room. The stockings didn’t shield me. The bikini 

underwear I wore didn’t help me at all. He disapproved of my undergarments. I could tell by the 

breathless, disgruntled mutterings he made. He said with annoyance, “Stockings with garters in 

the future, Evelyn. No panties. Panties are for children.”  

“Yes, sir,” I said. I would have said yes to damned near anything in that moment. I wondered 

where I would get garters. The internet, maybe? Did they sell such things on places like 

Amazon? 

He slid my black pantyhose down over my hips. They were cheap hose, bought on sale at J. C. 

Penney’s where I got much of my business wear. I wondered if he could tell. You don’t make 

much money working the pool, and even though two years had passed since my graduation, I 

was still paying off student loans. The panties went next. He disapproved of them enough to pull 

them off me, bunch them up, and toss them into his wastepaper basket. I wondered what the 

night janitor who cleaned up after him would think.  

I started shifting around, the glass desk cold against my bare bottom, but Mr. Sterling said, “Stop 

it, Evelyn. Be still, dove. I must know for certain.” 

Know for certain what?  

I was about to ask him when I got my answer up front and personal. He slid his big hot hand 

between my legs and scissored them apart. Oh Christ, I thought as panic seized me and made my 

heart trip almost all the way up into my throat like a little bird flying up a chimney flue. Is he 

actually going to check?  



No one had ever touched me like this, not even Shawn. I didn’t even have an OB/GYN because I 

couldn’t bear the thought of being touched down there by a stranger, even a doctor. I started to 

protest then, to really say something, but Mr. Sterling leaned over me, his upper body pinning me 

soundly against the top of his desk, and held my legs wide open for his inspection. His hands 

were firm against my inner thighs but his touch was gentle on the outside of my exposed sex. He 

circled his fingers through the soft, dark fur there, then boldly parted my outer folds as if it was 

his right to do so, as if my body were his to play with. It was cold down there, against my inner 

labia, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. It didn’t hurt. I was still fairly limber, despite the bit of extra 

weight I’d gained over the years. I’d spent years waiting tables while in college, and work like 

that keeps you flexible.  

I threw my head back so I was staring up at the banks of lighted panels in the ceiling above the 

desk while Mr. Sterling’s hands worked at keeping me spread wide, all my tender pink parts 

exposed to his scrutiny. “Ah,” he said with enormous approval and pleasure. He sounded hoarse 

with desire. “You have a beautiful cunt, Evelyn. Healthy and pink and untouched. I think I shall 

enjoy exploring your little cunny.”  

I shuddered in fear and anticipation. Suddenly I didn’t have the power or the strength to fight 

him anymore. I couldn’t even fight the desire within myself. His fingers danced over my sex, 

brushing the supersensitive nub of flesh there, then moved inward. “Ooohhh,” I said, mortified 

by the way my body immediately responded to his touch. I shuddered at the invasion. I couldn’t 

believe I was letting a stranger touch me like this, like I belonged to him, like I was some 

desperate animal in heat, no will of my own.  

“If you want me to stop, Evelyn, just say the word and I’ll stop,” Mr. Sterling said. He sounded 

serious. “But you must tell me now. Soon I may not be able to control myself.” He leaned 

forward, covering my body, so his breath blew hot against across my throat. “But I don’t think 

you will, little virgin. You enjoy my touch. You trust me.” He watched me, his fingers brushing 

across my most sensitive parts. My body jumped in response as if it meant to obey him even if I 

would not.  

I groaned and rolled my head back on the desk, unable to make any more coherent noises than 

that. 



He smiled against the skin of my throat. The pressure at my core increased as he inched first one 

finger inside me, then two. My whole body trembled for him. I tried to retreat, to thrash away, 

but there was nowhere to go. I tried to clench my legs closed but he wouldn’t allow me to close 

my legs to him. His grip was powerful, relentless, his fingers pressing ever deeper, widening me, 

preparing me, teaching me to obey his touch. 

I climaxed hard against his hand before falling back onto the desk. He withdrew his fingers while 

I gasped with exhaustion. I tilted my head up, realizing to my extreme embarrassment that not 

only were his fingers shining with my inner cream, they also had a bit of blood on them from 

him pressing so deeply and forcefully into my formerly untouched core. He held my eyes as he 

brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them, tasting me. He sucked his fingers and I 

shuddered at the sight. “Are you hurt? Is there much pain?” he asked with surprising tenderness 

and concern. I had proven myself to him, I realized. I had proven myself a virgin. And now, 

finally, he trusted me.   

“No, I’m fine, sir,” I told him honestly. And I want you to touch me again, I added silently.  

He grunted in acknowledgement of that and moved down my body until he was between my legs 

again, relaxed, in control, fascinated by what he found there. He bent his head, the roughness of 

his chin grazing the tender inside of my thigh, and licked my cunt in gratitude. The soft, rasping 

sensation made me cry out in surprise. He drove his tongue up and down my slit in slow, sensual 

strokes. He pressed his tongue a little ways inside me, a gesture that left me gasping for breath. 

Then he moved back up my body, slowly, always slowly, always watching me through those 

imperial glasses of his. Hooking his arm under my knees, he elevated both of my legs over my 

head, pinning my knees against my chest. I cried out in surprise. Suddenly, to my extreme 

embarrassment, I was exposed completely, back to front, everything laid open and bare and 

vulnerable to his scrutiny. I was more humiliated than at any other time in my life.  

“Hush, my dove, hush,” he said. I must have been saying something, begging for something, but 

I think he knew I was his then, body and soul, that there was no turning back for either of us.  

He explored my various nether parts thoroughly and carefully as if he meant to familiarize 

himself with every private part of me. He touched and licked me shamelessly, his tongue dipping 

in and out of my openings until I was wet and dripping and calling out to him. Then he plunged 



two fingers back into my cunt so suddenly that I cried out, though there was no real pain. I was 

so slick with my own juices and his saliva that I felt almost no discomfort at his invasion this 

time.  

No one had ever touched me like this. No one had ever entered me there. He was less gentle this 

time. He pushed harshly against my opening, merciless in his desire to reach inside me, to claim 

me, to initiate me. I clenched down on his fingers, squeezing them with muscles I wasn’t aware I 

had even as he milked me. He groaned in appreciation and said, “Christ, you’re so beautifully 

tight, Evelyn, and you taste so good.” My cheeks burned as I rocked my hips back and forth, 

letting him finger-fuck me to another orgasm that left his fingers and my entire cunt shining wet 

with my release. “Evelyn, my dove, my virgin,” he said, “are you always so tight?” 

I couldn’t have answered him if I tried, and anyway, he didn’t wait for an answer. He shifted 

forward so he’d crawled up onto the desk with almost catlike agility. He grabbed my chin and 

held me firmly in place as he forced his dripping wet fingers into my mouth so I, too, could taste. 

I sucked on his fingers, taking them almost all the way in. I tasted myself—a minty, unfamiliar 

flavor—and listened to his low growls of approval. “You’re perfect, Evelyn,” he said. “So 

fucking perfect. So fucking sweet and perfect. I can’t wait to fuck that perfect virgin mouth of 

yours, my dove.”  

His words made me wetter, made the desire all the worse. 

He withdrew his fingers and I started telling him how I had no experience with these things, but 

he ignored me. He eased my legs down over his shoulders. He had other plans for me today and 

they didn’t include my mouth. He took both my wrists and trapped them over my head with one 

hand. The desk was huge, more than large enough to support the two of us. His eyes were mean 

and hungry. “As my courtesan, you will be given written instructions at certain times,” he 

explained. “They may come to you directly, or they may come to you by post. You are to follow 

them explicitly. For you, they are the letter of the law, they are your whole world, and failure to 

do so will result in your punishment. Do you understand me, Evelyn?” 

I groaned in response. He released my wrists, not that it mattered. I lay in some kind of reverie, 

aching for him, aching as I had never ached for Shawn, or for anyone. I didn’t know that desire 

could hurt this much.  



He leaned forward between my legs. He tilted my hips up and at an angle that I instinctively 

knew would make the entry of his flesh into mine that much easier for him. He leaned forward, 

crushing my breasts against his chest. He nudged against my now aching and oversensitive clit 

with his cock, making me convulse against him in desire. When had he gotten his pants open? 

I’d never noticed. I did force my head up so I could look down at him, at us, at the way he was 

positioned to take me. I had to make certain we were using protection. 

We were. Why had I ever doubted him? I trusted him, I realized. Implicitly.  

He was huge against me, both hard and soft at the same time, and the head of his cock rubbed 

deliciously against my clit. His nudged and bumped me, but for the moment he tensed himself 

and stayed apart. He leaned down and touched my cheek with the palm of his enormous hand. 

His touched was incredibly gentle. “I want to fuck you, Evelyn. I need to fuck you, my virgin. 

But I need your permission. I need to know that you’re mine, that you’ve given yourself 

completely over to me. That you’ll do as I ask. That you’ll obey me from this day forth.” 

I angled my hips up, hoping he understood the answer I could not speak in words.  

“My dove,” he said, kissing me with enormous feeling and a strength and control that made his 

entire body tremble above me. And then, gripping my hips, he speared me, driving his cock deep 

inside of me, piercing me and filling me at the same time. 

I clenched my eyes shut against the sudden, unfamiliar pain. It made me cry out and arch my 

back and buttocks up off the desk, which just made him go deeper. He grunted a response, 

sounding deeply satisfied by his conquest, and when I finally opened my eyes, I saw his face was 

determined and a little remote, as if he were concentrating very hard on the task at hand, as if this 

was his whole world now, the most important thing he had ever done. I grabbed at the edge of 

the desk over my head to anchor myself. I struggled not to scream at the raw, terrifying sensation 

of him taking me again and again, a feeling like nothing I had ever experienced before. I knew 

that if I screamed, if he knew how much it hurt to feel this, he would stop. I didn’t want him to 

stop. So I hung on instead, letting him drive himself in and out of me in long, deliberate strokes. 

I glanced down between us. I watched him plunged himself in and out of my body, in and out of 

my wanting soreness, until, somehow, the pain became pleasure and we both wound up crying 

out.  



My climax caught me unawares. It convulsed my whole body and clenched me down around 

him. I felt the exact moment when Mr. Sterling let himself go. He groaned and shuddered 

violently in his release, his hips dragging me right up off the desk like some rutting animal barely 

in control of his instincts. He buried his face in my throat and said things then, lovely things, 

perverse things, things you only ever say to your lover.  

Lover, I thought. I have a lover.  

We lay spent for some moments with him atop me, still buried deep inside me. I was sore with 

the fullness of him, but he seemed reluctant to move. We might have stayed like that a long time 

were it not for the knock on the door, and the receptionist announcing Mr. Sterling’s eleven 

o’clock appointment. Had we only been an hour? It seemed much longer than that. It seemed a 

lifetime. 

Mr. Sterling dislodged himself from me and sat up on the desk. He looked down at me and 

touched my face tenderly with just the tips of his fingers. His face was touched with something 

close to religious exaltation. “I must attend to some things now, my dove, but I shall have my 

receptionist give you your instructions for tomorrow. They’ll be sealed in an envelope, and you 

must not open them until tomorrow morning when you wake.” He let out a shuddering breath, 

leaned down and kissed the corner of my mouth. “Evelyn, Evelyn, what a lovely courtesan you 

will make me,” he said. “I simply cannot wait to show you off at the Dollhouse tomorrow 

evening.” 

Evelyn’s entire story is available for purchase under the title The Dollhouse Society: Evelyn, 

available at all major ebook distributors.  

*  *  * 

THE RULES OF ENGAGEMENT 

By Eden Myles 

 

“My pet, I have exciting news for you,” Wolf said when he stepped into my office that Monday 

morning. 



I flinched and stopped dismantling the storage box on the desk in front of me. The box contained 

about two hundred file folders, covering contracts from over seven years ago in the company. I 

sighed. It was only Monday, seven o’clock in the morning, and already I was annoyed with this 

week. I hated it when Wolf called me pet. It made me feel like a child when we were nearly the 

same age, both of us in our late thirties. He poured himself into my power chair, steepled his 

fingers, and waited for me to ask about his exciting news. I was seriously starting to hate the 

sight of Wolfgang Beck and I questioned why I had ever taken him on as my partner in the 

company.  

I stopped attacking the box and looked up. He knew I would, of course. It was almost like he 

counted on me giving in first. Like he was playing some game, only I didn’t know the rules.  

He sat there, staring at me, virtually glowing. He wore a dark Italian suit with creases so sharp 

they could have drawn blood, complete with tie and a waistcoat that hugged the width of his 

chest and the slimness of his waist like he had been sewn into the clothes just that morning. He 

was the only man I knew under the age of sixty who regularly wore a waistcoat to work. His hair 

was a shocking white-blond color, almost surreally brilliant against his ruddy, sun-baked 

complexion—the end result of icy Germanic genes left to warm under an African sky. He wore 

his hair long and knotted at the nape of his neck so it twitched when he walked like the tail of a 

cat.  

The first time I’d met Wolfgang Beck, I’d thought he was ugly, like pieces of different men all 

sewn together, the slim, rangy body of a male stripper, the hard, blade-like face of a cutthroat 

Wall Street man, the silvery, faintly amused eyes of a thirteen-year-old boy who had just gotten 

hold of his first Playboy magazine. He normally spoke with a soft, lilting, faintly mocking voice, 

but he could turn all majordomo in the boardroom in seconds. I half-expected to see him come to 

work one day with a bullwhip coiled over one shoulder. With Wolf, nothing seemed to fit 

correctly, and yet it all came together somehow to produce a man who was not exactly 

classically handsome and yet somehow unforgettable.  

Wolf pressed his lips together in a little smirk. He never smiled, only smirked. I figured he was 

going to throw a curve ball my way. He’d been doing so for the past six months since our 

partnership had begun, making me scramble to keep up with him as he reorganized the company 



so it ran like a smooth, fast, efficient locomotive. In the beginning, I’d thought he was just 

another billionaire playboy messing around. I knew better now. He genuinely loved doing 

business, he loved the company, he loved the magazine, and he was very good at what he did, 

which only made me hate him more. “I may have found a courtesan,” he said when he could 

contain himself no longer. 

I stared at him a long, hard moment, thinking maybe he was joking. “Excuse me?” 

“I haven’t asked, just yet. And it may take some time for her to decide, but I believe I may have 

found the one.” His phone went off, probably a call from some celebrity he knew, but he ignored 

it. This was more important to him than any celebrity.  

I was acutely aware of the energy he put off, and of the nice, solid barrier of a desk between us. I 

felt a prickle of rage, which only ignited my anxiety. I took a deep, calming breath and said, “I 

don’t know that I want to hear anything about that Dollhouse nonsense…” 

His face changed, sharpening in that way he had. It reminded me of the time he promised me an 

exclusive interview with Oprah Winfrey for the magazine. I hadn’t believed him, of course—

why in hell would Oprah give an interview to an African-American men’s magazine?—yet he 

managed to pull it off and our sales had tripled in less than a month. “This is about the 

Dollhouse, yes. If the girl says yes, I’ll finally be an active participant in the Society. I’ll be able 

to play. I wanted to share my potential good news with you, Rachaela. We are friends, aren’t 

we?” 

“Yes,” I answered cautiously. I’m happy you’ve found a little sex slave to play with. I turned my 

attention back to dismantling the box, stacking file folders on the edge of Wolf’s desk. One of 

our longtime photographers was insisting his contract had expired and the rights to his shoot had 

reverted. He wanted to resell it to Ebony magazine, our number one competitor, but I knew 

better. I knew he was locked in for ten years. We just had to prove it. And right now, I really 

wasn’t interested in hearing about Wolf’s kinks.  

“You don’t sound happy,” Wolf said in an accusing way. “This is very important to me, pet. One 

of the reasons I came to the States.” 

“Jesus,” I breathed. “I’m sorry if I’ve insulted your favorite sex club.” 



“It’s not a sex club. It’s an exclusive gentleman’s club.” 

“Gentleman’s club, then. I’m happy for you, Wolf, thrilled you’ve finally found the one.” I 

worked at not rolling my eyes. There were a hundred exclusive “gentlemen’s clubs” in the city of 

New York. All you really needed to get into them was a healthy appetite for sex and a lot of 

money, both of which Wolf had. Why he was tying himself down to just one club with a lot of 

weird and outdated rules and regulations, I had no idea. On the other hand, it was none of my 

business what Wolf did with his free time. “If that’s everything, then I really need to get back to 

finding that contract.”  

He grabbed my hand as I was reaching into the box for another file folder. The strength in his 

fingers surprised me. I stopped dead in my tracks. Until now, Wolf had never touched me. He 

had thrown plenty of offers and double entendres my way, and I had successfully deflected them 

all. I knew he was a cad. You didn’t dress like he did, look like he did, or flaunt your weekend 

sexcapades unless you were. I also knew that a smart girl never gets involved with a cad. I’d 

done that with my ex-husband Jerrel, a professional golfer with an ego as big as the package in 

his pants, maybe bigger. I’d gotten that T-shirt. I wasn’t going back.  

Wolf’s eyes flashed beneath his winged brows, the color of storm clouds on a rainy night. 

“Rachaela, my pet, you don’t understand. You’ve no idea how long I’ve waited for this. I should 

like you to meet my future courtesan. As my partner and best friend, I should like you to approve 

of her.” 

*  *  * 

Blaze Magazine was doing remarkably well up until the end. Then the Great Recession rolled in, 

and my elite, African-American men’s magazine—a magazine that I’d dedicated over ten years 

of my life to, a magazine that had once been called the black man’s answer to Playboy—had 

started falling apart. It was a simple enough equation. People were losing their jobs and 

mortgages. They were turning to the internet for their fixes. Print couldn’t compete.   

On the day I realized I was facing the very real possibility of letting some of my staff go—people 

I had known and worked with for years, people who were more like family than coworkers to 

me—one of my longtime photographers called. Malcolm told me he and his partner Devon were 



throwing a holiday soiree at their Upper West Side studio apartment. I’d been in no mood to 

party, but my daughter Asia insisted I go. She said I needed to get out and clear my head. There 

are times when I think Asia knows me better than I know myself. I finally gave in, which is how 

I wound up meeting my partner Wolf. 

I’d dressed down in a simple holiday-red cocktail dress. Nearly all of Malcolm’s friends were 

gay; it hardly seemed worth the trouble. I was there less than ten minutes before a tall, rangy 

blond stranger started hitting on me. He wore a dark suit and carried a cane with a wolf’s head on 

it. He spoke with a singsongy British accent I could not place. When I finally got Malcolm aside, 

I asked him who let the British Viking in who thought he was Barnabas Collins. Malcolm 

laughed and told me I’d just met the “big bad wolf,” as he and his friends called Wolfgang Beck. 

He was a South African Namibian of German descent, and one of the bigger landowners in what 

Malcolm called “The Colony”—a small collection of German immigrants who had taken over 

Namibia to the late 1880’s to forestall the British encroachment of the region. Malcolm said 

Beck owned over one billion head of cattle, a vast, one-hundred-thousand acre game reserve for 

the rich and very bored, and at least three different gold ore mines. He regularly employed over 

ten thousand people both in Africa as well as in the United States.  

I immediately disliked Wolfgang Beck just a little bit more. If it was one thing I’d learned, it was 

that if you follow the money, it always leads you back to the rich white guy.  

I asked Malcolm what Beck was doing in the States, and Malcolm smiled a little and said, “Sex 

tourism.” 

“You must be kidding me.” 

“Be careful around him, my dear,” Malcolm warned me with a wise smile. He looked me over in 

a concerned, fatherly way. “You look like Little Red Riding Hood tonight and there’s a saying 

among my circle: ‘Everyone take cover when the wolf is on the prowl.’” With a wink and a 

gracious smile, he went off to find his partner Devon among the melee.  

Later that night, Beck tracked me down in the kitchen and said, “Despite what you might have 

heard, Ms. Lee, I’m not some villain.”  



I stiffened at the sound of that weirdly dislocated British/African voice. “I don’t know what 

you’re talking about,” I told him as I busily uncorked bottles of champagne. I’d decided that I 

would rather hide out in Malcolm’s kitchen than stand around and wallflower all night, trying to 

look like I belonged where I didn’t. Malcolm’s friends were a strange lot. They dressed like 

people from another era, and they all had a certain cohesion I’d never understood. I always felt 

like an outsider at Malcolm’s parties. 

“I’ll have you know, I’ve built over a hundred schools and medical centers all over Namibia and 

Botswana. I’m also working on the concept of seed villages, small ports of economy all over the 

Central Plateau. I want to preserve my people’s way of life, yet still improve upon it.” 

My people? “Congratulations, Mr. Beck,” I told him. “I’m sure you’re very proud of your 

accomplishments.” 

He paused a moment and then said, “Have I offended you in some way?” 

I stopped uncorking and looked up at him. He was big and blond and almost frighteningly 

imposing. He made me so angry I thought about smashing one of Malcolm’s champagne bottles 

over his head. “‘My people,’ Mr. Beck? You’re not African. You’re German.”  

Beck ignored that and jumped up onto the edge of Malcolm’s custom-made marble countertop. 

He spread his legs and rested his hands on his knees. He had large, slender, heavily corded white 

hands. He bit back a smile, looking very much at home, dominating the space around him. “I was 

born in the Namib Desert, Ms. Lee. How does that not make me African?” 

I knew I sounded surly, and I was starting to even feel a little stupid. I was talking to a white man 

who was more African than I was. “Being born in Africa doesn’t automatically make you 

African, Mr. Beck.”  

He didn’t take offense. “I dare say I’m more African than you are, Ms. Lee.” 

“I don’t think so.” 

He looked amused, which just made me angrier. “You were born American. Which, by your own 

definition, means you can hardly call yourself African, can you?” 



“I don’t call myself African, Mr. Beck!” I said, deliberately sounding churlish. “It’s African-

American, thank you very much.” 

“You’re mixed. Bi-racial,” he said. “And very hot. Do you like fucking white men, Ms. Lee?” 

Mr. Beck asked. 

I startled at his words and knocked over the bottle I was uncorking. I immediately set it upright 

before too much of Malcolm’s very expensive bubbly splattered across his fine Italian tiles. I 

glared at Beck in horror.  

“I feel I should ask for future reference.” 

I started walking out of the room.  

“Forgive me,” Beck called after me. “I did not mean to frighten you, pet.”  

I stopped and turned to face him, my anger boiling over. I’d dealt with his type before. Powerful 

men like Beck deliberately said inappropriate things in the hopes of mining reactions from those 

around them—particularly women, whom they naturally assumed were weak. It was the air they 

breathed. But if you didn’t fan the fire, eventually it went out. “I’m not frightened. I am 

offended, but not because you call yourself African, Mr. Beck. I’m offended because you’re an 

overbearing, egotistical, chauvinistic pig of a man, and I would prefer not to associate with men 

like yourself.” 

I started to go again when he said, “You publish Blaze magazine.” 

“Yes,” I said, without turning. “I do.” 

“A men’s magazine. Otherwise known as lad mags in Africa and the UK.” I could hear the 

creeping satisfaction in his voice. “Your photographers take pictures of nude African-American 

women and you sell them to desperate, lonely men. You sell porn.” 

I turned back, biting my lip, the fury rekindled within me. “Blaze isn’t about porn, Mr. Beck. It’s 

never been about porn. It’s about elegant erotic art.” I’d had this argument at least a hundred 

times in the past with people who did not seem to understand the difference between art and 

porn.  



Beck stared at me from across the room, rubbing his hand against the top of one of his thighs. I 

tried not to notice the rather substantial bulge in his tailored trousers. I had a feeling he wanted 

me to see. For a moment, the world seemed to tip sideways a little. I was acutely aware of how 

hot Malcolm’s kitchen was, and the fact that my panties were almost soaked through with sweat. 

“I know what you sell, Ms. Rachaela Lee,” he said. His voice was quiet. He watched me like 

some cunning predator hiding in the tall grass, waiting to ambush a prey animal. “What would 

you say if I told you I could connect you with some of the top African supermodels and actresses 

today?” He rattled off a number of A-list names I found very hard to believe. 

I stood there and watched him, looking for the lie in his face. “You know these people?” 

“I know a lot of people.”  

Of course he did. I thought about what Malcolm had said about Beck’s “sex tourism,” and I 

wondered just how intimately he knew them. On the other hand, if he could deliver on just one of 

those supermodels, that’s all it would take. One exclusive, that’s all I wanted. A top supermodel. 

She would be to Blaze what Marilyn Monroe was to Playboy. I didn’t like Beck, but I knew 

better than to slam the door of opportunity in my own face. I crossed my arms and gave him my 

sternest look. “What’s the catch?” 

Beck smirked for the first time, but not for the last. “What do you mean?” 

“Assuming you can deliver on even half of what you promise, what do you want in return? You 

must want something.”  

Beck’s face sharpened. “Oh yes. I want things.” 

“Such as?” 

He narrowed his eyes with interest. His hand moved up his thigh so it rested near the top of his 

leg, very close to his rather substantial erection. When next he spoke, it was with a different 

voice, softer, hoarser. “Sleep with me tonight, and I’ll make a call, and tomorrow morning you’ll 

have the number one African supermodel on your doorstep.”  



I shifted around, the sweating insides of my thighs squicking uncomfortably. “I don’t think so,” I 

said, but my voice was soft. I was almost afraid he couldn’t hear me. “I’m not sleeping with you, 

Mr. Beck.” 

“We won’t be sleeping, pet.” 

“Don’t call me that. And I’m not giving you a quick roll in the sheets for a name on a list, so 

forget about it.” 

“I had something else in mind, actually.” He looked me over, carefully and thoroughly. “You 

have a beautiful mouth, Rachaela. I should like to fuck your mouth. Then tie you down on my 

bed and cane you since it’s obvious you’ve had very little discipline from the men in your life. 

Then I’d like to fuck your pussy. I might even like to fuck your ass. I haven’t decided. After that, 

I’ll decide if I should keep you or not.” He slid off the counter so he was resting against it, very 

tall, very slim, and more than a little foxy in his dark suit. I tried to decide if he was handsome, 

homely, beautiful or just scary. I looked at the walking stick in his hand and decided on scary. If 

he had said all those things in some kind of joking manner, I would have laughed him off. But he 

sounded dead serious.  

“Oh,” I said, sounding disappointed even to myself. “You’re one of those.” 

“One of what?” 

“A kink. You hurt women.” 

He blinked slowly, like he didn’t understand. 

“You’re a dom. A dominant.” 

“I know what a dom is,” he said, his voice so low it faintly growled. “I’m not a dom. I’m a 

gentleman.” 

“Gentlemen don’t talk like that. Gentlemen don’t cane women.” 

“You misunderstand. I’m a gentleman.” He said it like it was his title.   

“Malcolm said you were here for the sex tourism.” 



“In a way, yes,” he agreed. “But I’m not looking for a submissive. I’m looking for a courtesan.” 

I could feel the sweat trickling down my legs under my dress. “What’s the difference?” 

He looked faintly annoyed with me, as if I should know better than to make him explain. “I’m 

not looking to terrorize a woman with ropes and paddles, Ms. Lee. I’m looking for a courtesan 

willing to submit to both punishment and reward at my hands. A permanent engagement. I can 

see you don’t understand.” 

“No,” I agreed. “I don’t.” 

“The gentleman/courtesan relationship is old, Ms. Lee. It is ancient. And there is more to it than 

some silly game played between two naïve children. A dom and his sub have an understanding, 

an arrangement. They play a game. A courtesan belongs to her gentleman. There is no 

arrangement. There are no games. No lies. No ‘role-playing’. She lives for him. She services 

him. That is her purpose.” And that’s all he said on the matter.  

I didn’t even know where to begin with that. So Wolfgang Beck was a deviant sexual maniac 

and a completely twisted control freak. I thought about asking him further questions out of plain 

old morbid curiosity, but he blinked and the look went out of his eye, that look that said he was 

thinking about me tied down on his bed while he did those things to me. His face smoothed out 

and returned to its usual easy, almost empty, mirth. I had been dismissed, released. He had tested 

me, and I had failed. I was free.  

I waited to feel relief. I felt angry instead.  

“How would you feel about a corporate partnership?” he asked suddenly. His voice was even and 

remote. Not a trace of his earlier aggression remained. He gave me a cordial look I easily 

recognized. It was the same look I got from all the good businessmen I knew, that look that says, 

Let’s do business, shall we? Let’s make a lot of money. “I’m here in the States looking for 

investment opportunities, and I think it would be great fun to help you run the magazine, Ms. 

Lee. I think I should enjoy that very much.”  

*  *  * 



I was still thinking about Wolf’s invitation to meet his courtesan when I got back to the 

apartment that night. The first thing Asia said was, “You’re late. And Daddy called. You missed 

him.” She was on her way past me, carrying a pint of Ben & Jerry’s into the living room.  

I threw my purse down on the sidebar in the hallway. “Did he say anything about the papers?” 

“Not to me.” She disappeared into the room.  

I looked after her. She was thirteen now, tall and coltish. Like me, she’d gotten my mother’s 

smooth, straight hair. Like me, she wore it long so it hung like a curtain nearly to her waist. She 

used to wear pajamas all the time at home with My Little Pony on them. Now she wore painted-

on Guess jeans and middy shirts and a chain around her neck with a school ring that her 

boyfriend Jayden had given her. They were going steady, although Asia called it exclusive. 

Sometimes I wondered where my little girl had gone.  

I stepped into the darkened living room and watched her bunker down with her ice cream and an 

episode of Vampire Diaries on Netflix. “Sorry about being late. We’re having a contract crisis at 

the office. You want I take you out? We could get some Indian.” 

“I already ate,” she said, ignoring me.  

“I can order in.” 

“I said I ate already.” 

Asia and I had been best friends once, up until Jerrel and I got serious about the divorce. Then 

everything changed. I’d thought she would adjust. She was a smart girl, a real survivor like me. 

But maybe I was wrong. A few months ago, she’d surprised me for my birthday with a Carnival 

Cruise Line vacation. She’d saved up for it for two years, she’d told me, and there were two 

tickets, one for me, and one for her daddy. I offered to go with her instead, and she blew up in 

my face. She’d been blowing up ever since. 

I’d been blaming hormones, but I knew better now. I stepped around the furniture and reached 

for the ice cream carton. I snatched it away and banged it down on the table beside her. “Listen 

to me, Asia. Don’t you ever speak to me like that again. Do you understand me?” 



Asia glared at me defiantly. “No!” she shouted, jumping to her feet and snatching up the ice 

cream. “I don’t understand you at all!” She threw the ice cream across the room and raced up to 

her room in tears.  

*  *  * 

I was feeling like shit the next day when I got to work. I hadn’t slept, the birth control pills I took 

to control my PMDD were making me feel sick again, and I’d had to play phone tag with Jerrel 

for three hours before he finally got off the golfing green long enough to tell me the divorce 

papers were on their way. I had to make certain he sent them to my office instead of the 

apartment. I was sure if Asia found them we’d have another fight. On top of it, one of my top 

editors came down with the killer flu bug that was going around and wound up in the emergency 

room the night before. And we still hadn’t found that contract. 

I was sitting at my desk, trying to unfuck a thoroughly fucked up photo shoot schedule with one 

of our models when Wolf let himself into my office and sat down on the edge of my desk. I 

looked up and noted the fitted, pinstripe Brooks Brothers suit, complete with waistcoat and 

watch fob, the glowing white shirt, the silk tie, everything wrinkling up because of the way he 

was perched on my desk, not that he cared. He once told me he liked having sex in his power 

suits because of the way they rubbed against him when he came inside a woman. No, really.  

He dropped the contract in front of me. “Found it.” 

“Thank God,” I said, picking it up. “Where was it?” 

“Filed wrongly.” 

I was far too relieved to be angry with my secretary. “At least something is going right for once.” 

“Rough day, my pet?” 

“Rough week.” 

“Perhaps you’ll tell me all about it over dinner tonight?” 

I looked up at him, wondering if he was being serious or just flirty, as usual. “Are you asking me 

out?” 



“As a friend only,” he said. His voice was dry, clipped, almost without accent. “I want you to 

meet Jasmine tonight. I want to get your opinion of her.” 

“Jasmine your potential it girl.”  

“That’s correct.” 

I held his steady, almost steely gaze. “Isn’t choosing a sex partner sort of your decision, not 

mine?” 

“Courtesan,” he corrected me. 

“Courtesan,” I agreed. I was feeling too tired to argue with him.  

Wolf smirked. “You have good instincts for people, Rachaela. You know whom to trust. I want 

you to meet her. I want you to tell me if she would make a good courtesan or not.” 

“I don’t even know what to look for.” 

“You will tell me if she is submissive. If she will please me. You know what I like.” He put his 

big hand over mine.  

I looked at it. I thought about tonight. Jerrel was picking Asia up so they could see the game at 

Yankee Stadium. Undoubtedly, Asia would spend most of her evening telling Jerrel how awful a 

mother I’d been. I didn’t want to sit alone in my darkened living room, watching/not-watching 

TV and eating Chinese out of a takeout box while I thought about that. “Sure. Why not,” I said.  

It’s not like I have any kind of life, I silently added. Why not pick out a sex slave for my business 

partner? 

*  *  * 

There was a French restaurant in Midtown that seated only twenty-six people at a time. It was 

considered the most expensive French restaurant in the city. But I didn’t know that until Wolf 

arrived to pick me up and told me where we were going. He said he wanted to make a good 

impression on Jasmine.  



I stepped down off the curb and looked over his roadster. It was silver, vintage, and looked like 

the one James Dean had owned and died in. I didn’t ask him if it was the same car.  

Wolf looked particularly dashing in his Brioni tuxedo. It was dark, geometrically fitted to him, 

and made me think of James Bond. He carried purple orchids and he smelled like a rich African 

bazaar full of flowers, sun and spices. His cologne had a slight citrus smell about it. I figured it 

was foreign and very expensive, just like him. 

He looked me over, but there was an aloofness to his face that I wasn’t used to seeing. I was his 

friend, not his date. I wore my black take on Marilyn Monroe’s pleated halter dress and red 

gladiator sandals with three-inch heels. The dress wasn’t very expensive but looked it. The shoes 

were expensive and had been my gift to myself on my thirty-fifth birthday. He offered me the 

orchids, which surprised me. Then he took my hand and brought my fingers to his lips. His eyes 

stayed focused on my face, not going below my chin, even though the neckline of the dress 

plunged lower than I was generally comfortable with. He was being a gentleman tonight. “You 

look like heaven,” he said.  

“You don’t have to be so formal,” I replied. 

“It’s not formal to treat a woman well. It reflects good manners and good breeding.” 

“Both of which you have.” 

“I like to think so.” He nodded toward the roadster. “I have roses for Jasmine, but I felt if I gave 

you roses, that would be like sending you the wrong signal. Then I saw the very regal orchids 

and thought of you. You are my friend as well as a woman, Rachaela. That means I should take 

very special care with you.” 

“No caning?” I said, and wondered where that had come from.  

His expression changed, and I could tell I’d ruined an otherwise perfect mood. “You confuse 

cruelty with discipline. But then, most uneducated people make that mistake.” He turned, 

suddenly very cold, and opened the door of the roadster for me. I didn’t like the way he’d said 

that, so dismissive, but I slid silently into the car anyway and worked at keeping my big, fat, 

“uneducated” opinion to myself.   



On the way over to picking Jasmine up, I asked, “You don’t have plans to hurt this girl? I don’t 

want to be party to that, just so you know.” 

“I have no plans to harm Jasmine in any way she does not consent to.” 

“What exactly does that mean?” 

“Just so.” He drove with one hand on the wheel and one on the gearshift. He was a smooth 

driver, but defensive.  

“Explain to me what you mean.” 

He blinked and the wind tossed his yellow ponytail over one shoulder. “I promise that nothing 

will be done to Jasmine that she does not fully agree to. I’m not a sexual predator, you know.” 

“I didn’t say you were, Wolf. I just don’t want you…convincing her to do something she’ll 

regret.” 

“You don’t have much trust in me, do you?” he said. I could feel a kind of tension building 

between us, an invisible wall. I was getting so tired of fighting. I was fighting with Jerrel, Asia, 

everyone I knew. I didn’t want to fight with Wolf tonight. His mouth, a very severe and almost 

lipless slit, grew grim. “Is it because I’m white, or it is because I’m a man?” 

I decided not to dignify that with an answer. 

We picked up Jasmine in Soho, from the back door of a studio apartment. I had been expecting a 

tall, leggy African woman. Instead, I got a small, demure and rather sweet-looking Asian girl of 

about twenty-five with a bob of black hair, an exceedingly short, dark blue satin cheongsam, and 

a body that made me envious from the get-go. I thought how uniquely unfair it was that very 

petite women should have such big boobs, a kind of cosmic joke played on the rest of us giraffes.  

Wolf went shamelessly up to her, seized her face, and kissed her. He ran a big hand possessively 

over her hair. Wolf was a very physical person, very much into touching, but Jasmine didn’t 

complain. She parted her lips a little as they kissed and I imagined Wolf poking his tongue a 

little ways into her mouth. Then I imagined him poking her a lot as they went ahead and played 

tonsil hockey for the next two and a half minutes while I waited impatiently in the car. 



Jasmine sat between us on the way over to the restaurant, the roses in her lap and her hand on 

Wolf’s knee as he drove. She smiled sweetly and chatted with me, much friendlier than I’d 

expected her to be—much friendlier than I would have been, had my boyfriend pulled up in a 

sports car with a strange women in the front seat. Jasmine explained that she was a professional 

graphic designer. She liked ice-skating in Rockefeller Center during the winter months, and she 

taught an origami class on the weekends. A lovely, well rounded individual. She was probably 

kind to old people and animals, too.  

“How did you meet?” I asked.  

“The opera. We both like Wagner.” 

I hadn’t known that Wolf liked opera. Then again, I never asked Wolf what he did on the 

weekends.  

Jasmine leaned into Wolf’s arm and I suddenly felt very third-wheel-ish. “Are you all right with 

this? With me tagging along?” I asked Jasmine. I thought about begging off, but now it was too 

late, wasn’t it? 

“Wolf likes you,” Jasmine told me. “That means I’ll like you too.” 

“I feel like a chaperone on a girl’s first date,” I laughed.  

Jasmine frowned at me. “I’m twenty-five. I’m not a girl.” 

“I just mean…you know. I feel like you two should be alone or something.” I shut up. I kept 

expecting to go into Mom mode. After all, a part of me wanted to try and protect Jasmine from 

the big bad Wolf. But when I looked at the girl, really looked at her, I realized that she wasn’t 

Asia. She wasn’t my daughter. Nor was she a child. She was here of her own free will. Surely 

she understood what Wolf expected of her? Wolf must have told her something? 

At the restaurant, the owner seated us herself behind a glass partition painted with sparkling 

flocks of hummingbirds. We got a round table with a plush, U-shape booth and plenty of 

cushions all over the place. Wolf sat in the middle with the two of us girls to either side of him. It 

made for a jiggy scene, as Asia would probably say. I was starting to feel like one of those molls 

in Prohibition movies, hanging onto my gangster boyfriend. While we waited to be served, 



Jasmine regaled me with stories about her company’s more exclusive clients as if eager to 

impress me. Finally, she said, “I’ve seen your magazine, Rachaela. I like the girls you 

photograph.” 

“Thank you,” I said, looking over the all-French menu like I knew what I was reading.  

“I like erotica. I don’t like porn,” Jasmine explained, and I wondered if Wolf had encouraged her 

to say that.  

I lowered the menu. “Has Wolf explained anything about…” I stopped. Wolf was reading the 

menu. He didn’t appear to be overly perturbed by my talking about him like he wasn’t there. 

“What I mean to say is…do you know what Wolf expects of you?” 

Jasmine looked up. I thought how she resembled a fine china doll, so dear she was almost 

breakable, but the more I looked at her, the more I realized her eyes weren’t young at all. “You 

mean about being Wolf’s courtesan. We talked about that last night in bed.” 

“You slept with Wolf last night?” 

Jasmine smiled, not a child’s smile. “We didn’t sleep.” 

I felt the dreadful heat creeping up my face, but when I chanced a quick look at Wolf, he was 

engrossed in the wine list. I didn’t get a chance to ask further questions as the waiter came up 

and Wolf ordered for us. We moved through a course of lobster bisque and foie gras, followed 

by duck confit and some cheeses, everything accompanied by champagne and a series of table 

wines that seemed to go on forever.  

Wolf was a perfect gentleman all through the meal. He said nothing inappropriate. In fact, he 

said very little at all. He almost seemed more interested in listening to me chat up Jasmine. I kept 

trying to figure out if there was a way to hint to Jasmine about Wolf’s particular predilections, 

but she was so cute and lively, like some excited little kitten, that I couldn’t bring myself to 

mention anything sordid. Anyway, I was afraid I would come off as sounding like a jealous rival 

for Wolf’s affections.  

Just before dessert, I excused myself and went to the ladies’ room. It was a very exclusive 

restaurant and the restroom looked more like a fancy French boudoir than anything else, with 



flocking gold wallpaper, plush seats set before immense marble vanities, and what looked like 

real art on the walls. I was trying to figure out if there was a way I could ring Asia without 

sounding too desperate and clingy when I heard someone step into the room and a presence 

closed in on me.  

I recognized the citrus-like cologne immediately. When I turned, I found Wolf practically on my 

heels. I slid backwards a little, and the edge of the vanity brushed my ass. He had a very light 

step. It was easy to forget how big a man he really was.  

He looked at me with a hint of amusement. He enjoyed how skittish I could be around him 

sometimes. I thought about pointing out that he shouldn’t be here in the ladies’ room, but 

something told me that Wolf didn’t exactly worry about the rules.  

“What do you think?” he asked, leaning against the wall beside the vanities. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Jasmine, of course.” He looked at me more directly. “Do you approve? Do you think she would 

make a fine courtesan for me?” 

“I really don’t know. She seems nice.” 

“Too nice?” 

“I don’t know. What do you mean?” 

“Too sweet? Too submissive? I shouldn’t want a courtesan who was too submissive. There 

would be no challenge in training her then.” 

I watched Wolf carefully for some moments. A lot of things fluttered through my mind. Mostly, 

I wondered how exactly you trained a courtesan. “I think she might be too nice,” I finally said.  

“Too nice for me?” And he smirked. 

I was getting tired of these games. I sighed in exasperation. “What exactly do you want, Wolf? If 

she’s too nice, you’re disappointed. If she’s too willful, you disapprove. What are you really 

looking for?” 



He looked me over carefully, then stepped forward, planted his leg between my knees, grabbed 

the back of my hair hard, and kissed me. It was very difficult to breathe suddenly. All I could 

taste was Wolf—a meaty, minty taste. He didn’t merely kiss, he sucked at my mouth with his 

own as if he were trying to eat me. His free hand came up, following the line of my body, and 

then he shocked me by seizing my left breast and working my nipple with this thumb. I shifted 

around, my breasts heaved up, and an unfamiliar, half-choked whimper crawled up my throat 

and half parted my lips. His tongue went into me then, slippery and hot. I squeezed my eyes shut 

as I felt tears coming to my eyes. Jesus, his grip in my hair and on my tit was so tight, so 

painful… 

I cried out, right into his mouth. I expected him to respond the way a gentleman should. I 

expected him to immediately release me. Instead, he rolled my nipple in his immensely powerful 

fingers and said, intimately, against my mouth, “My pet, does it hurt so much? Such little pain?” 

“It hurts,” I agreed.  

“But nothing you can’t endure.” He wedged himself between my legs. The cleft between my legs 

immediately dampened in response to his presence. He released my nipple but slid his hand 

down my body. To my extreme embarrassment, I shifted my hip slightly so my pelvis was 

pressed more tightly against the enormous hard-on in the front of his trousers almost as if my 

body had been programmed that way. A sly smirk tugged the corners of his mouth. He loosened 

his hold on my hair, rested both hands on my shoulders, and pushed me forcibly down so I was 

sitting on the vanity top in front of him.  

“You are one arrogant son of a bitch,” I growled, though there was less anger in my voice than I 

wanted there to be. “You’ve set this up…” 

“And you’re spoiled, Rachaela. You’ve never learned your place.” His voice held that serious 

edge to it. He touched my hair and face. He leaned forward to bury his nose in my hair. He 

inhaled me. His accent grew more gravelly and singsongy. If I closed my eyes, I knew I would 

hear Africa in his voice. “Your husband wasn’t much of a man, Rachaela. He taught you nothing 

about submission. Would you like me to touch you again? Would you like me to teach you 

discipline?” 



“I don’t need discipline,” I said, my face resting against the front of Wolf’s tuxedo jacket so I 

was inhaling that wild African scent while he ran his hands lovingly up and over my hair.  

“We’ll begin slow,” he said softly, gently. I felt the dull thunder of his voice in his chest. “You’ll 

do as I tell you. You’ll learn to obey. Then we’ll see who I enjoy more, you or little Jasmine.” 

Heat flooded my face. I wanted to tell him to fuck off, to go back out into the restaurant and play 

these stupid games with Jasmine. But he put his hand up on my face and kissed me. He nudged 

against me, making me spread my legs wide to accommodate him. He kissed me gently, slowly, 

a long series of nibbling kisses that left me gasping into his mouth. His face looked so smooth 

until you kissed him. Then you felt the sharp burn of the almost invisible blond beard on his 

upper lip and chin. His hands cupped my breasts while he kissed me. He gently pinched my 

nipples, exploring my limits, slowly increasing the pressure of his touch until I groaned with the 

near pain of it all. Satisfied, he moved a hand lower, pressing it into the juncture of my thighs. 

Only my panties were a barrier between us. I immediately drenched myself down there. I 

strained to close my thighs, but Wolf said, “No.” His voice was cold and harsh against my 

mouth. My entire body jerked as if he’d hit me.  

His thumb pressed into my tender flesh, then gripped the edge of my panties. He pulled them 

down, along with my nylons. “Lift your bottom,” he said, again with that steely cold voice, so 

deep and resonating I swore the mirrors shivered in the room all around us. I wriggled around on 

the vanity while he worked my undergarments over my hips and down my legs. He went to one 

knee to remove my shoes one at a time so he could pull my stocking the rest of the way off. He 

disposed of everything in a nearby trashcan, then carefully replaced both shoes. “Pretty shoes,” 

he said approvingly of my bright red Jimmy Choo sandals. “But I want you to buy some 

stockings with garters, Rachaela. And I want you to dispense with undergarments.” He stood 

back up, running his hands up my bare calves as he did so, making the muscles tense.  

“There are rules,” he said. 

I tried to think of a scathing comeback, something snarky at least, but the steel in his voice 

stopped me. It’s hard to be sarcastic when the person you’re talking to is dead serious.  



When he reached my knees, he forcibly pushed my legs further apart, which drove the skirt of 

the Marilyn dress up to my waist. I shivered and a small cry caught in my throat when the 

coolness of the room touched my bare skin. “Rule Number One. A good courtesan makes herself 

physically available to her gentleman at all times.” His hands clamped over my knees to hold 

them apart.  

I felt a flash of panic, followed by a greater surge of anger. “I’m not your courtesan,” I insisted, 

but he ignored me. I was sitting at a level that put me a little below his line of sight. He bent one 

of my legs carefully at the knee and brought it up to the level of the vanity. I shifted back a little 

to relieve the tension in my leg as he set the heel of my shoe on the edge. Then he repeated the 

process with my other leg so I was mortified to find myself leaning back on the vanity with both 

legs spread wide, my knees pointing inward, the skirt of my dress bunched around my waist, and 

every private part of me on display for his amusement.  

“Rule Number Two. A good courtesan knows to obey her gentleman.” 

I started closing my legs, but Wolf placed his warm, heavy hands on the insides of my thighs to 

keep my legs spread far enough apart for him to enjoy me. “You’re wet,” he said. His voice was 

whispery-soft, gentle, intimate. “You’re wet and beautiful and ready, like a rose in full bloom, 

Rachaela. Tell me, are you always so wet when I talk to you?” 

I squirmed uncomfortably.  

“Let me touch you,” he said. “That is Rule Number Three. A good courtesan places the needs of 

her gentleman above those of her own.” When I didn’t immediately object, he moved his hand 

back between my legs, this time without the barrier between us. He touched me softly, a fluttery 

touch, then did something with his fingers so I felt a sharp pinch. I cried out, and the pain 

stopped. He drew careful circles around my sex, then his fingers slowly moved into me, 

spreading my labia and probing the inside of my vulva, causing me a flood of pleasure. My hips 

bucked in his hand. I tasted blood and lipstick where I had bitten my bottom lip to keep from 

crying out. 

“Shhh,” he said soothingly. “Be still, pet. If you cry out, someone might hear.” 

Oh God, I thought. If someone came through the bathroom door right now… 



He started circling my opening again, very gently, almost a non-touch. I tried not to whimper. 

His gentleness was somehow worse than the pain. “You feel like a rose, Rachaela, a wet velvet 

rose. Are you a rose, or are you an orchid? A rose lives only a short time on its own but is very 

beautiful. An orchid clings to the tree that is its refuge and may live almost forever. I want to 

know how you feel inside. A rose or an orchid. This may hurt, but you’ll stretch. You’ll take 

me.”  

His words, his cologne, were making me feel dizzy. His held me open with one hand while his 

fingers pushed inward. I shuddered. I thought I could not feel any more vulnerable than I already 

did, but when his fingers went into me, I nearly cried out. He went deep. He made me take three, 

maybe four, fingers. I could feel all the muscles inside me reacting, muscles that hadn’t felt this 

kind of stimulation in years. My bottom jerked up off the vanity, and I could feel the building 

pressure of my climax. But before I could come, he withdrew his fingers and sucked my wetness 

from them. 

I groaned. 

“Rule Number Four. You are my business partner up until the workday ends at six o’clock in the 

evening. Then you become my courtesan. As such, you’ll follow the instructions of your 

gentleman from then on.” He touched my clit again, gently, circling, teasing, the tension building 

slowly inside me once more, but with no way to relieve it.  

“Please, Wolf…” 

“Rule Number Five. A good, well-heeled courtesan addresses her gentleman as ‘sir’ at all times. 

We are off the clock, Rachaela, so you will address me as ‘sir.’” 

I whimpered in frustration.  

“Listen carefully. As my courtesan, you will be absolutely obedient to me. You will not question 

or oppose my requests. I may send you instructions from time to time. I expect them to be 

obeyed. I may summon you to me. Barring familial duties, or some unpleasantness beyond your 

control, you will come without question or hesitation.” Each time his thumb returned to my clit, 

it brought me closer, and yet not close enough. He pinched it, then squeezed it with such pressure 



that I wound up groaning and thrusting against his hand. The pleasure built. I squirmed and 

fought him for my release, but his grip only lessened.  

“Failure to follow my rules will end in severe punishment. Do you agree with my rules, 

Rachaela?” 

“Yes,” I said, nearly sobbing. “God, yes…” Now let me come! 

Wolf grinned in triumph and dropped to one knee. He flicked his tongue over my clit. His 

ponytail of hair brushed against the inside of my thighs. Now I did cry out, a strangled noise. He 

rolled my clit back and forth with his tongue. I thrashed and bucked beneath him. My climax 

finally broke over me, starting at my cunt and working its way outward like a shockwave so that 

every muscle tightened and relaxed at once. I came and Wolf sucked at my wetness. He licked it 

from my clit. He probed into my cunt for more. The scrape of his tongue against all that 

oversensitized flesh made me convulse. I dug my fingernails into the back of his head, I clutched 

his ponytail as I thrust and thrust against his mouth, giving myself to him, begging him to take 

me. I came. He nipped at my clit with the sharpness of his teeth and I came again as he ate me 

out.  

Finally, I crumpled back onto the vanity, shuddering and gasping for breath. My heart was 

slamming around in my chest like a windblown bird, and for a moment I saw a sparkling 

darkness in the corners of my eyes and I wondered if I wouldn’t pass out. I had never 

experienced anything like this with anyone, not even Jerrel. My experiences were somewhat 

limited, granted, a boyfriend in high school, then Jerrel in college, but still… 

Wolf stood up. He watched me greedily—wolfishly—licking the juices of my release off his lips 

and chin. “I should like to take you from behind now,” he said, his voice soft but metallic, and 

one of the hardest and most unforgiving sounds I’d ever heard. “Make yourself available to me.” 

Oh God, I thought. I can’t do this now… 

“Now, Rachaela. I won’t tell you twice.” 



I skittered down to the floor, barely able to stand. I turned so I was facing the mirrors, facing the 

woman with the long mussed hair, the pale, milk chocolate skin and wild, dark, flickering eyes. 

She didn’t look like me. She looked like some ravished model from a porn film.  

Wolf was very aggressive, as I expected he would be. He grabbed my hips and pushed my upper 

body forward while his hands ran up the backs of my legs, over my bare ass, and pushed the skirt 

of the dress up to my waist. He leaned against my back, pinning me to the surface of the vanity. I 

heard the sound of him undoing his zipper, the rip of foil on a condom. I waited, breathing 

hoarsely, as his voice came soft and hot on the back of my neck. “I will never harm you, 

Rachaela. I will never cause you more pain than you can endure. Do you believe me? Do you 

trust me?” 

I breathed in and out, in and out. Only the pressure of Wolf’s body kept me upright. I felt the 

pressure of his cock probing me, exploring me. He felt big. Bigger than Jerrel. I whimpered deep 

in my throat. 

“Rachaela, do you understand me?” 

“Y-yes.” 

He rubbed his cock up and down the slickness of my slit, rubbed against me like some large, 

aroused animal. The head of him parted my folds. He said words then, but not in English. Little 

words, little assurances, in a low, rumbling voice. I realized he was calming me like I was some 

poor, skittish horse. “My Rachaela,” he said, “my lovely, my pet, take my cock.” And then he 

drove himself into me.  

I immediately came with a cry. I’d thought he was big, but I’d no idea of the size or pain of him. 

My body immediately rebelled at the invasion and I tried to move, to scramble away. I scratched 

at the vanity top in my need to escape, but he reached under me and grabbed my breasts, 

crushing them in his hands as he battered into me, making me take all of him at once. I wanted to 

scream in outrage and defiance. I wanted to move. I wanted not to move. Wolf reached around 

and cupped my mouth with one hand. He slid his fingers into my mouth and said, “Bite.”  

I bit.  



He started thrusting in and out of me in long, punishing waves so powerful that my whole body 

tried to convulse around him. He pounded into me, each impact stretching me, forcing me to 

acclimate to his size. His English turned to German, then to Afrikaans, then English again, and I 

realized he was calming me, telling me things to comfort me, but also training me. 

“Take me, my pet, mein liebeling, my sweet, take me deep, take my cock. Let me ride that sweet 

ass of yours...” 

I whimpered and finally relaxed into his thrusts. It hurt less when I let go, when I let him take 

me, when I stopped fighting him tooth and nail. I watched him rut with me in the mirrors in front 

of me. He went deep into me, long, course motions that almost went to the end of me. His eyes 

were a narrow, fiery grey, his face lean and carven and somehow beautifully cruel. I thought how 

Jerrel had always looked a little goofy when he’d make love to me. Wolf didn’t look goofy. He 

looked like some cruel, despotic archangel. He moved, and I started moving with him instead of 

against him. Wolf groaned with satisfaction against the back of my neck. “Ah, my pet, my little 

courtesan…so quickly you learn.” 

He thrust inside me one last time, shuddered, and came. He closed his eyes and groaned as he 

emptied himself inside me. When he was done, he pulled out of me. He settled on the edge of the 

vanity and took me in his arms and kissed my face and chin and lips, soft, ticklish kisses that left 

me gasping and whimpering against him. I kissed him back, sliding my hands under his suit 

jacket and reveling in the hard, solid muscles of his chest. I opened my mouth to the wet slip of 

his tongue. He kept murmuring words against my mouth, sweet words in other languages I didn’t 

know.  

I wanted this to go on forever, this sweetness. I didn’t care if anyone discovered us, shuddering 

and disheveled and covered in sweat and passion, but Wolf pulled away and stood up, taking my 

hand. “That’s enough training for tonight, my courtesan. I have a crème brulee planned for 

dessert, and then we must attend to Jasmine. I have plans for her too. Come along.” 

Rachaela’s entire story is available for purchase under the title The Dollhouse Society: 

Rachaela, available at all major ebook distributors. 

*  *  * 



EYES WIDE OPEN 

By Jay Ellison 

 

“Maybe he’s an asexual,” Sheri mused beside me in the lecture hall while I half listened to 

Professor Linden droning on about the ancient economy of Mesopotamia and how it affected us 

today. “Maybe that’s his problem.” 

“What the hell’s an asexual?” I said as I doodled on a corner of my notebook.  

“You know. A guy who doesn’t like sex.” 

“I don’t think that exists,” I told Sheri.  

I looked out over the lecture hall and found Simon sitting near the front. He was here at 

Columbia like me on scholarship, but it was a football scholarship, not the World Leader 

Scholarship I’d gotten for my paper on economics. I wondered if he got teased a lot, being a jock 

with a name like Simon. He paid me to edit his papers, along with a bunch of other students, but 

other than that, we’d never had a real conversation or anything, even though the rumor went that 

he didn’t have a girlfriend. And all jocks have girlfriends, right? Unless they’re queer as fuck. 

I was still thinking about that when Sheri kicked my seat and said, “Earth to Daniel. You gonna 

stop daydreaming about your toy boy and get a coffee with me or what?” 

Professor Linden was done and students were drifting out of the lecture hall and I hadn’t even 

noticed. I jumped up and said, “Actually, I’ve got an interview for a job this afternoon.”  

Sheri raised her eyebrows. “You still editing? ‘Cause I got a few papers for you to look at.” 

“It’s a weekend type of thing. In-home care,” I explained as we exited Stafford Hall. I yanked 

my jacket closed against the blustery chill and adjusted the strap of my shoulder pack. It had 

been hot for most of September, but now it was definitely starting to feel like fall. I thought again 

how the east was totally like Jekyll and Hyde, one extreme or the other.  

We checked out Simon and his pack of jocks as they headed for the Stadium, probably to warm 

up for tonight’s game against Rutgers. I didn’t actually like football but I always showed up for 



the games to watch Simon play. “You gonna talk to him already?” Sheri asked as she loosened 

her uniform tie. “You know in this town the country mouse attitude doesn’t get you anything but 

the back of the line.” 

The thing with Sheri was, she didn’t mess around, which is why I liked her. She was forward and 

a little pushy while I was quite and docile. Almost from the first day I’d landed in New York, 

she’d taken me under her wing. I knew that if she’d liked Simon, she would have already 

“bagged and tagged” him, as she liked to call it. With her blonde, cheerleader good looks, that 

probably wouldn’t have been a problem. Sheri had like fifteen exes on the school campus alone, 

and every last one still wanted to get with her.  

“Yeah,” I said, watching Simon’s fine ass. “Eventually.” 

“When the moon is in the right phrase.” 

“Shut up!” 

“Okay, so you won’t talk to Simon and have a real weekend life, but you’re willing to take care 

of some old dude,” she said when we reached the parking lot. She shook her head with 

exasperation. “Makes sense to me.”  

She made it sound like it was a job scrubbing toilets or something. But Sheri and her friends 

were loaded, so what did they know about trying to make it in an Ivy League school like 

Columbia on a scholarship and student loans?  

I shrugged. I’d taken care of my dad through his chemo treatments. I didn’t see how this was any 

different. Besides, the last email I’d gotten from my mom had been a little disturbing. My dad 

had been laid off from his job for reasons that just didn’t add up but screamed liability, and the 

six months of his worker’s comp was quickly running out. Mom finally admitted that they were 

“a little behind on the mortgage,” and she was looking for work in town, but I knew her arthritis 

was going to make that nearly impossible. Apparently, the money I sent home every month 

didn’t amount to shit anymore. My mom hadn’t said that, of course, but I was smart enough to 

read between the lines.  



So I wheeled some old guy around a couple days a week. The pay was good. And it would leave 

me plenty of free time to edit papers or just try to think of ways of talking to Simon without 

sounding like some brainless dolt. How hard could that be? 

*  *  * 

The address was for an old, stone, south-facing townhouse on a quaint, tree-lined street in the 

heart of the West Village, the kind of place Manhattan billionaires retired to when they fell on 

hard times and had to sell that third vacation home in the French Riviera. I got off the bus and 

went up to the big, wrought-iron gates surrounding the property and wondered what my chances 

here were of being arrested for vagrancy.  

The call box sprang to life and I jumped as a female voice said, “Thanks for coming. Daniel, 

right? Go around to the west entrance, will you?” 

“Okay,” I said into the box, then realized I had to hold a button down and repeat myself. 

The gate clicked open and I let myself in and followed a long, curved, cobblestone path around 

the side of the house to what I assumed was the west entrance, surrounded by a gigantic stone 

pavilion. A young woman in her early twenties stood by some French doors. She was tall, model 

thin, with short black hair and almost black eyes. She had a pretty, horsey face and amazing 

cheekbones, like some European actress I didn’t know but should. “Thanks for coming by, 

Daniel. Did you find the house all right?” 

“Sure,” I said, big talker that I am, and followed her inside to an industrial-sized kitchen with 

stone walls and all stainless steel appliances. I thought how my mom would get such a kick from 

a kitchen like this. 

“I’m Kate. You’re an undergraduate?” 

“Yeah,” I said, and kept looking around the place, which looked like a poised magazine layout. I 

finally snapped my attention back to Kate so I didn’t come off as too ghetto. At least, that’s what 

Sheri always said. Don’t look around rich folks’ pads because it makes you look ghetto. Or, in 

my case, country mouse. I shook Kate’s hand and said, “From Columbia.”  



“Ivy League,” she said and whistled. “I bet you’re super smart. This job must sound pretty 

boring to you.” 

“I took care of my dad,” I said.  

“Was he disabled?” 

“Cancer.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s cool,” I said, and slid my hands into the pockets of my jacket. “He’s okay now.” 

“Does he live in the city?” 

I didn’t want to say he lived in Kansas with my other family, so I just said, “No. He’s out in the 

country.”  

Kate nodded and led me into a gigantic living room done in royal red with vaulted ceilings and 

Greek statues. Wow. “I wish I could get my dad to move out to the country. I have a house out in 

Martha’s Vineyard? But Da’s a stubborn old codger. When he first came to this country, he 

settled here in New York, and now he won’t leave it at all. He says the house reminds him too 

much of my mother, who passed on a few years ago.”  

“I’m sorry,” I said. “He’s the one you need in-home care for?” 

“Yes. Da’s disabled. I mean, he’s fine around the house, and he can manage if he goes into the 

office, but I don’t like him going out on his own. I landed a gig with the new X-Files reboot 

that’s filming in Vancouver? So I won’t be down here in the city to look after him that much. 

You understand.” 

I raised my eyebrows at that. No wonder Kate looked familiar. I think I recognized her from a 

sitcom I’d seen one night. Shit, a celebrity. I wondered if it would be impolite to ask her for her 

autograph. Up ahead I spotted a pair of big, oaken double doors. Faint strands of classical music 

drifted from the room. “Is your dad an actor too?” I asked. 

“No. Da’s in container shipping. Have you heard of NorthStar?” 



“Oh yeah,” I said.   

“He stepped down as CEO about ten years ago, when things started getting hard for him, but he 

still has controlling interest, and he likes to go into the office on Saturdays and look things over. 

Do you think you could handle taking him into the city?” 

“Sure,” I said.  

“He also likes to visit with his friends.” 

“Okay,” I said. The old guy sounded pretty active. And if he wanted to sit around Central Park 

and play checkers with some old dudes or feed pigeons or whatever, that was fine. I figured I 

could do my papers or editing while I waited.  

Kate pushed the doors open and we stepped into a gigantic conservatory with a glass ceiling. The 

music hit me full on, the kind of rolling crescendo you normally only hear from concern pianists. 

I worked at keeping my jaw from dropping to my shoes while Kate led me across the hardwood 

floor to a giant black grand piano where her father sat playing. “Da, I’d like you to meet Daniel 

Collins. He’s here to look after you.” She hugged the man at the piano and kissed him on the 

cheek. “Daniel, this is my dad, Alexei Karenina.” Her cell went off then and she snatched it up. 

“I’ll let you two get acquainted while I take that,” she said and excused herself from the room.  

Holy Christ, I thought as my heart stopped for one second in my chest, and then, as if to make up 

for it, started galloping like crazy. I gripped the straps of my pack and just stared at Kate’s dad, 

who’d stopped playing the moment we’d stepped into the room. He looked like a forty-

something, male version of his daughter, tall and slim in his dark suit, with a lean, angular face 

and those incredible actor cheekbones and almost pitch black eyes. His black hair was brushed 

neatly back away from his face, with just a few strands of virile grey at the temple, and the lashes 

that framed his eyes were dark and lush, like the little hairs along the backs of his hands. 

“Daniel Collins,” he said, staring at me somewhat blankly. 

“Yes, sir,” I said.   

“How old are you?” 



“Twenty-three,” I told him. “I go to Columbia. I’m studying economics. I’m hoping to land a job 

with a firm as a CPA one day,” I babbled on.  

Shit. I never babbled until I saw a hot guy. Then I couldn’t shut up.  

He blinked. “I didn’t ask what you’re studying or what your plans were. I just asked your age.” 

I flushed at the steel in Mr. Karenina’s voice. “Sorry.” 

“Why are you sorry? Because you’re studying economics? Or because you want to be a CPA?” 

“No,” I immediately answered. “I mean…never mind.” 

Mr. Karenina gave me a cold look out of those dead, unblinking eyes and reached for a bottle of 

expensive scotch sitting atop the piano. Jesus, great going Daniel, I thought. Retarded much? I 

watched him stick two fingers into a tumbler and pour until the amber liquid reached the halfway 

line. Then he got up and carried the tumbler across the room, navigating with amazing accuracy 

for a blind guy. He reached a dark, plush, leather sofa opposite a wicker chair and sat down. “Are 

you going to hover or are we going to conduct this interview?” 

The steely sound of Mr. Karenina’s voice made me flinch inside. He rolled his “R’s” and clipped 

the ends of his sentences. I though German, at first, then figured, Karenina…must be Russian. 

He sounded like a fucking drill sergeant from the Soviet Union. Comrade, we are Red partisans, 

and we SHOOT deserters! 

I went over to the wicker chair and dropped down, my pack at my feet.  

Mr. Karenina sat there opposite me, his dead black gaze centered just a few inches below my 

chin. I felt the sudden, intense need to stick my tongue out and cross my eyes at him. “What did 

Kate tell you about the job?” 

“She said I was to look after you, take you into the city sometimes.”  

He sipped his drink and then rested the tumbler on his thigh. He sat with his legs slightly spread 

apart, so I checked out his package. I figured why the hell not? It wasn’t like Mr. Karenina was 

in a position to notice. His suit was nicely fitted, obviously tailor-made, making a pleasant 



enough bulge in his pants. It reminded me of a good underwear ad, where the model’s briefs are 

just tight enough to rub and keep the cock semi-erect.  

Mr. Karenina had said something and it took me a moment to backtrack and figure out what it 

was.  

“Do you know how to walk a room properly?” 

“Sure,” I said. “Um…what do you mean?” 

Mr. Karenina gave me a grave look of disapproval. “I’m looking for someone to walk the rooms 

of the house and make certain everything is in its proper place and there are no obvious tripping 

hazards. My housekeeper has a tendency to move things around on me, which, frankly, annoys 

me.”  

I had a feeling that a lot of things annoyed Mr. Karenina. I rolled my eyes but said, “I can do 

that.” 

“Don’t bother with the sarcastic gestures, young man. It’s a waste of energy where I’m 

concerned.” 

The fuck…? “Sorry.” 

“Are you going to keep apologizing the whole time?” 

“Sor—no,” I said. I shut my mouth. 

“I’ll need you on Saturdays and Sundays, from eleven in the morning until six in the evening. Is 

that a problem?” 

“No.” 

“You have no life to speak of?” 

My body flushed with anger. I almost said something rude and obnoxious, but I’d been raised 

better than that. Three years in New York hadn’t changed me that much. “I’m available to do the 

job, Mr. Karenina. That’s why I’m applying.” 



“You sound angry.” 

“I’m not angry.” 

“What kind of accent is that? Midwest…Kansas City?” 

“Manhattan…Kansas.” 

“Ah. What are you doing here, Daniel? Aside from studying economics and dreaming of being a 

CPA? What do you think New York has to offer you?” 

I sat in silence. I had no intention of rationalizing myself to Mr. Karenina.  

“Now you’re angry again.” 

“I’m not angry,” I insisted, a little too angrily. I grabbed at my pack, finally ready to stand up 

and get the hell out of here. Mr. Karenina was a total dick, and if I wanted this kind of abuse, I 

could just as well phone home and talk to my dad.  

But before I could go for the door, he said, “Can I see you?” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Touch your face.” 

The request made something jump uncomfortably inside of me. Normally, a hot guy wanting to 

touch me would make for a very happy Daniel, but I’d decided I didn’t like Mr. Karenina, hot or 

not. “I don’t think so.” 

“Are you always like this?” 

“Like what?” 

“A defensive little bitch.” 

I stared at him long and hard. Who the hell did he think he was? I marched over to Mr. Karenina 

and dropped my pack. I stood there. “So touch me.” 

“Kneel down.” 



“No.” 

“Then leave.” 

Fuck me. I thought about laying into the guy, telling him he was an overbearing prick, but Kate 

was offering a lot of money to take care of the old bastard. Enough to fill in the gaps during the 

winter semester. Enough to send a little home. And, I reminded myself, it was only two days a 

week. 

I knelt down on the floor at Mr. Karenina’s feet so we were almost eye-to-eye and I was inches 

away from his crotch. This close, I could feel his heat. Mr. Karenina shifted the tumbler of 

scotch to the table beside the chair and reached out both hands to touch my face. His expression 

remained impassive as he set his big, heavy hands on my cheeks, then brushed his thumbs over 

my fluttering eyes and down to my mouth. He had slim hands, pianists hands, and a gentler touch 

than I’d expected. His thumbs brushed across my lips, leaving a tingling sensation in their wake. 

He grunted, though I had no idea if it was a sound of approval or indifference.  

He put his hands back on the armrests of the chair. Kneeling in front of him, I noticed the bulge 

in his fine, tailored pants had grown substantially in the last few minutes. “You’ll begin this 

Saturday,” he told me. “Don’t be late. Now leave.” 

Definitely the weirdest interview of my life.  

*  *  * 

“So he’s creepy,” Sheri said over Skype that night as I sat at the desk in my dorm and worked 

over one of Simon’s papers.  

“Creepy…in a hot kind of way,” I said into the mike clipped to the front of my T-shirt. 

“Like Hannibal Lecter.” 

“I don’t think he’s eaten anyone of late.” 

“The night is young,” Sheri said with a diabolical laugh as she rubbed her hands together on the 

cam.  



I ignored Sheri’s ribbing.  

“You going back on Saturday?” 

“The money’s good.” 

“Well, if you disappear, I’ll know he ate you with a side of fava beans and a nice Chianti.” 

“Thanks a lot.” 

Sheri laughed and logged off to smoke some weed and call one of her boyfriends. I spent the 

next half an hour finishing up Simon’s paper and emailing it back to him. I thought about 

including a friendly note, but what would I say? Great game. That last play was brilliant. Do you 

want to go out with me? 

Yeah, right. He’d probably tell his friends all about the country mouse who threw himself at him, 

and then everyone on campus would be laughing at the expense of Daniel Collins, the hillbilly 

transplant.  

Out in the hall, I heard the hall monitors doing a final round of the dorms before locking up for 

the night. I realized it was almost one o’clock in the morning. I turned off my laptop and sat 

there for a moment as I got an idea, a stupid idea, but it still made me curious. 

I finished out one of my uniform ties from the closet, tied it around my eyes, turned out all the 

lights, and tried to navigate the room. I barked my shin three times and stubbed my toe twice, 

and I’d lived in this dorm for three years! This was definitely harder than it looked. After 

battering myself up, I climbed into bed, wondering how Mr. Karenina coped.   

I lay there wide awake for a while before turning the light back on and grabbing the old, dog-

eared Neiman Marcus catalog I kept stashed in a drawer of my bedside table. Call me weird, but 

I’ve always had a thing for men in good, snug suits, though I’ve never told anyone that, not even 

Sheri. Ten minutes after perusing the Versace collection, I’d rubbed one out good and was 

feeling sleepy enough to switch out the light. Normally, I thought about Simon. One of my 

favorite fantasies was of him trapping me in the men’s locker room, our Columbia uniforms 

rubbing together deliciously as he kissed me. I imagined him undressing me slowly, a hot 

shower, holding me against the wet tiles. But that hadn’t brought me tonight. Instead, I’d thought 



about kneeling in front of Mr. Karenina while he forced me to deep-throat him and he called me 

his bitch.  

“Shit,” I said before turning over. It was pretty obvious that I needed to get laid, and soon. 

*  *  * 

On Saturday, I got to Mr. Karenina’s house a half hour early. I hadn’t planned it, but traffic had 

been light in the West Village. I went to the west entrance where Mr. Karenina’s housekeeper 

Maria waited to let me in. She said Kate had flown out to Vancouver, but had left some numbers 

on the refrigerator in case I needed to contact her.  

The first thing I did was walk the house the way Mr. Karenina had asked me to. I didn’t see Mr. 

Karenina anywhere. Since I didn’t know the place very well just yet, I just made certain there 

were no obvious tripping hazards. It was pretty easy, as far as jobs went, and I realized I was 

getting paid to go through some rich guy’s shit. It was definitely better than working retail or 

waiting tables, both of which I’d done over the years.  

Maria was less than happy with my presence and kept giving me the look of death. I got out of 

the kitchen and surrounding rooms as soon as possible. When I finished the gazillion rooms on 

the ground floor, I went upstairs where I found a gazillion more, all very spare and white and 

airy. For instance, there was a giant white room with just a glass table and a big stone amphora in 

the middle of it. I wondered if that was a rich guy thing, or if Mr. Karenina had purposely 

stripped his rooms down to the bare minimum so he had less to worry about tripping over.  

I felt a pulse of anticipation as I stepped into the master bedroom. It was huge, with vaulted 

ceilings, and full of old, well-preserved Colonial furniture and more of those leather chairs and 

settees that Mr. Karenina seemed to favor. He had thousands of books on shelves that stretched 

the length of the room, but when I took one down off a high shelf and opened it up, I realized it 

was composed of old cassette tapes. Bigger, ring-bound books were located on the lower shelves, 

and when I checked those out, I saw they were in Braille. I’d never seen a Braille book before. 

The king-sized bed was old, wrought iron, and full of picket-like spokes that looked faintly 

dangerous. A prickly bed for a prickly man, I thought with some irony and moved to the sunny 

window seat with the cushions that looked very broken in. I thought Mr. Karenina must spend a 



lot of time sitting here, reading his Braille books. I looked down upon the pavilion and spotted 

the man of the house sitting at a table in a long dressing gown, sipping his morning tea, a shaggy 

calico cat resting in his lap. He hadn’t struck me as the cat-lover type when I’d first met him, but 

then, I wouldn’t have imagined him having a hard-on during our interview, either. 

Downstairs again, Maria said, “Mr. Karenina is planning to go into the city shortly. You can take 

tea in the breakfast room while you wait.” She still didn’t sound happy with my presence. 

I didn’t actually like tea, but I drank it anyway and munched on a few fancy imported biscuits 

while I waited for Mr. Karenina. My stomach growled and I remembered that I hadn’t had 

anything for breakfast that morning. Ten minutes later, I heard Mr. Karenina in the kitchen, 

arguing with Maria in Spanish. Since I didn’t know Spanish, I didn’t know what they were 

arguing about, but I figured it probably had something to do with me.  

Mr. Karenina looked dapper—if grim—when he finally stepped into the breakfast room. He was 

dressed in a fine, three-piece, pinstriped business suit that fitted him like a glove and a long, 

unbuttoned wool coat. He carried a heavy leather valise. “Daniel, we’re leaving now,” he said in 

that harsh mechanical voice, and I sprang up, a biscuit in my teeth, and followed him out into the 

front hallway, snatching my coat and shoving my arms into it as I hurried along. Mr. Karenina 

wasn’t exactly taking his time, and for a blind guy, he sure could book. Once outside, he slipped 

on a pair of dark sunglasses and took my arm.  

He had a shockingly powerful grip. His warmth soaked into me as I walked him to an idling 

Lincoln Town Car waiting at the curb. A chauffeur held the door open and we both ducked 

inside. I slid my ass along the suede interior, leaving a reasonable distance between us, yet the 

moment the door closed, the dim, confined space started feeling way too intimate. The car was 

too warm, and I could smell Mr. Karenina’s aftershave, and a scent that was just male, just him, I 

think.  

We’d driven along for about five minutes when Mr. Karenina said, “Did Maria give you a hard 

time?” 

“Yes, sir. But it’s okay. She’s probably just not used to people checking up on her work.” 

“Do you have a good idea of the layout of the house?” 



“I think so.”  

“What do you think of the books?” 

I started at that, and wondered how in hell he knew I’d checked out his library. Then again, how 

many people would not want to check out the book collection of a blind man? “They’re 

interesting,” I admitted.  

“Do you like classical literature, Daniel?” 

“I did a paper on Tolstoy once.” 

“I hope you brought along something to read. We might be a while.” 

“I brought my netbook,” I told him.  

I sat in silence as the car headed into Midtown. On Fifth Avenue, we parked in an underground 

parking garage and got out. Mr. Karenina unfolded a cane but took my arm again, his fingers 

digging into my bicep, and instructed me to walk him to a glass elevator that would take us to the 

penthouse suite of the NorthStar offices. The receptionist seemed happy to see him, and while he 

went off to the executive offices, she led me to a café next door that doubled as an employee 

lounge. I found a table near the back wall, plugged my netbook into the Internet, and spent the 

next four hours working on a paper I had due for Advanced Calculus. After that, I spent some 

time trying to draft an email to Simon that didn’t sound lame as hell but wound up playing 

Second Life instead.  

Around four o’clock, Mr. Karenina appeared in the café to collect me. “I’m stopping at the Royal 

for dinner. Are you hungry?” he asked.  

“Sure. I guess.” 

“You don’t know?” Mr. Karenina said, sounding annoyed.  

“No, I am,” I said as he took my arm and I led him back to the bank of elevators.  

The Royal was one of those formal bistros you see on a lot of nighttime soap operas but figure 

you’ll never see the inside of. The maitre d’ seated us behind a privacy screen and Mr. Karenina 



told me to pick out whatever I wanted, which surprised me. As far as I knew, we weren’t exactly 

friends. Since the cheapest entrée on the menu was fifty dollars, I decided on just a house salad.  

“You’re not hungry,” he said, sounding accusatory.  

“I like salad,” I explained. He’d already stated he was paying and this wasn’t coming out of my 

salary, but I’d never felt comfortable dining on someone else’s dime. Midwestern pride, if you 

will. 

When my salad arrived, the server explained it was a mix of spring greens tossed with prosciutto 

ham and Asiago cheese dressing, and garnished with goat cheese pesto croutons. I wasn’t quite 

sure what all that meant, so I just poked at the green stuff I could identify on my plate and 

watched Mr. Karenina. He added a dab of wasabi to one of the fresh oysters resting on the 

crushed ice before him, them upended it into his mouth. He savored it a long moment before 

swallowing it down, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He caught a bit of oyster liquor on his chin and 

sucked it off his finger instead of using his napkin. 

“Do you like the work so far?” 

It took me a moment to wake up after that performance. “Sure. It’s great.” 

“Not too boring.” 

“No. It’s fine. I worked on some papers, wrote some emails, and I played Second Life.” I wished 

I would shut the hell up already. 

Mr. Karenina didn’t reprimand me this time for talking too much. “Do you think you could 

handle a few more responsibilities?” 

I stabbed at the ham on my plate and hoped that meant he was happy with my work so far. 

“Sure.” 

“There would be more pay in it for you, of course.” 

“Okay.” 

“But I might require your presence a few more times during the week.” 



As long as it didn’t clash with my morning classes, I was okay with that. “No problem.”  

“I’d like you to work as my courtier.” 

“Is that like a valet or something?” I had a sudden fantasy of dressing Mr. Karenina like in a 

British TV show. Yum.  

“It’s a male sexual companion.” 

I dropped my fork and glared up at him in shock. Was he fucking kidding me? I started choking 

on my ham, but once I’d coughed the knot of meat out of my throat and into my napkin, I blurted 

out, “What are you, some kind of pervert?” 

“I’m a gentleman,” he said.  

“I don’t think so.” 

Mr. Karenina removed his glasses and looked at me with his stark, almost black eyes centered on 

a place at about the level of my chin. “I have an admission, Daniel. The ad I placed for your 

position was partly because I do in fact need a ‘human seeing-eye dog,’ if you will. But I’m also 

seeking a courtier. A male companion.” 

“I don’t understand. I thought Kate put the ad up.” 

“No,” he explained calmly. “I did. I’m part of an exclusive group of professional men who keep 

sexual companions called courtesans, if they’re female, and courtiers, if they’re male.” 

“I still don’t understand.”   

“The gentleman/courtesan relationship is an old establishment going back centuries, Daniel. In 

fact, it goes back to the very founding of this country. Generally speaking, a gentleman favors a 

young woman, trains her to be his companion, and then shows her off at special Society 

gatherings. In the past, the Society has been somewhat reluctant in their support of same-sex 

relationships, but that’s changing now. They’ve become very open-minded.” He added a dab of 

wasabi to another oyster and swallowed it down as though he were talking sports with me, or 

about the weather, something mundane. “The Society has approved my request to take a courtier, 

and I would like that courtier to be you.” 



I sat there, my heart thudding, just trying to grasp what he was telling me. I’d heard some weird 

shit in my time, particularly in this city, but this literally took the prize. “How exactly do you 

know all this?” I asked.  

“I kept a courtesan for many years. Kate’s mother. But she died two years ago of breast cancer.” 

“Oh,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 

“We were together for twenty-seven years.” Mr. Karenina’s face was hard and impassive, not 

like a man who felt nothing, but like a man who had accepted the inevitable. I’d seen that same 

expression on my mother’s face all through my dad’s illness.  

“I’m just…I’m really sorry about that,” I said. 

“I miss Elizabeth, of course,” Mr. Karenina explained. “We were closer than even a husband and 

wife can be. But Elizabeth is gone, Daniel, and I’ve mourned her for two years. I’m ready to 

move on now, and I know she would want me to.” He paused, not touching his oysters now, just 

listening to my silence. Finally, he said, “Does my offer interest you?” 

I told the truth. “I don’t know what to say.” 

“Are you a virgin?” 

The question was so unexpected that I nearly choked again. “No. I had a girlfriend in high 

school.” 

“That’s not what I mean.” He pursed his lips together. “Have you ever had sex with a man?” 

“No.” 

“But you’re exclusively gay, yes?” 

“How can you tell?” 

“I can tell.” 

“But you’re not,” I pointed out.  

“I’m bisexual,” Mr. Karenina stated simply. “Is that a deal-breaker?” 



“No.” 

“You don’t like older men, then.” 

“I don’t know,” I told him honestly. What the hell am I saying? “I’ve never known any…in that 

way.” 

“There’s something to be said for experience, when you’ve never been with a man…in that 

way.” 

I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation with him.  

“You’re not attracted to me,” Mr. Karenina said and took a sip of wine. He said it not in some 

accusatory way but like he was trying to reason through my reluctance.   

“It’s not that,” I said, stumbling all over my words. A sort of morbid curiosity had settled in 

along with the numbness I was feeling, and I said, “What is…what I mean to say is…what’s 

involved in being your…courtier?” 

“You want the rules.” 

“There are rules?” 

“Oh yes.” He folded his hands together and rested his chin atop them. “A courtesan…or, in your 

case, a courtier…must be absolutely obedient to his gentleman. He must put the needs of his 

gentleman above those of his own. And, of course, be must be sexually available to his 

gentleman at all times.” 

I blushed at that but was thankful he couldn’t see.  

“Are you really a virgin…in that way?” he asked me directly. “Don’t lie.” 

“I’m really a virgin…in that way,” I said. It sounded depressing, even to me. 

“That’s good. I shouldn’t want a courtier with too much sexual experience. I want to be able to 

train him to perform in a specific manner that pleases me.” He stopped and tilted his head as he 

listened to my silence. “Is this disturbing you?” 



“No,” I said, making my voice sound more sophisticated than I felt. I drank down some water, 

almost spilling it over my shirt. My heart was running in my chest like a track and field 

champion. I asked the really difficult question next, “Do you…I mean…are you into really kinky 

shit, or whatever?” 

“Define kinky shit.” 

“I don’t know. Bondage?” 

“Does the idea of bondage disturb you?” 

“I don’t know,” I said.  

“What does disturb you?” he asked in a perfectly serious tone of voice. “It’s important we’re 

upfront about these things.” 

I thought about that. “I don’t like anything painful.” 

“Such as?” 

I shrugged and realized how stupid that was to do. “Just…painful stuff.” 

“Have you ever experienced any kind of pain during sex?” 

“No.” 

“Then how do you know you don’t like it?” 

I was silent a long time.  

Mr. Karenina stared directly at me, not blinking, but almost like he could see me. “Listen to me, 

Daniel. I will never do anything to hurt you. I will never scar you or damage you. You will never 

be forced to do anything you don’t approve of. I’m responsible, and I can be reasonable,” he said 

in a soft, gravelly voice. “If you agree to this, we’ll begin slow. Fully protected sex, no tools or 

toys. We’ll keep things simple and clean. Then, as your trust develops in me—as we begin to 

trust each other—we’ll explore your limits. We’ll use safe words, of course, so that that trust we 

have developed between us is never violated.” 



I suddenly realized I was sitting in a high-end restaurant, being propositioned by a hot, retired 

billionaire to be his sex slave, and he was being perfectly serious. Shit, Daniel, we’re so not in 

Kansas anymore… 

“You will be compensated for your time, of course,” he said. “I mean, aside from what Kate is 

paying you to look after me.” He reached into his inside suit pocket and drew out a check. He 

laid it on the table before me. 

I looked at it. Then I looked again, thinking maybe I needed glasses. It was more money than I’d 

made in a year in the odd jobs I’d done in the past. 

“That’s for the month. If you please me, I’ll re-double it next month.” He must have taken my 

extended silence for insult because he said, “If you feel it’s not enough for spending some time 

with me, we can negotiate a new fee.”  

“It’s…fine,” I said, gaping at it.  

“I have expectations, of course. I expect you to come when I summon you. I may send you 

instructions from time to time. I expect you to follow them exactly. I may request your presence 

as my escort at certain functions, and I expect you to fully submit to training before we spend 

any amount of time among the Society. I may need to break you in some—you seem a rather 

willful young man. Of course, I expect you to discontinue any romantic ties you have with 

anyone else.” 

I squirmed uncomfortably in my seat. “I can’t see anyone else?” 

“Correct. Some gentlemen are more lenient in that regard, allowing their companion to date or 

even to marry on the side, but I’m a greedy man, Daniel, and jealous. I should make that 

perfectly clear at once. I expect to have my courtier all to myself. I don’t share anything I have 

with anyone. If you agree to my terms, your training will begin at once.” 

He turned back to his oysters and finished them all. 

*  *  * 



I slid into the Town Car ahead of Mr. Karenina and sat there nervously, wondering what it was 

I’d agreed to. The moment the door was closed and the dark, opaque glass blocked out the view 

of the city, Mr. Karenina turned to me, boxing me against the seat, and ran his hand up the back 

of my neck. The touch of his fingers sent a trill down my back. He fisted his fingers in the short 

hairs there and bent his head to kiss me. My entire body heaved upward in response. He kissed 

me like he wanted to crawl into my mouth and rip the breath from my throat. He tasted like the 

wine he had drunk, and a little like the oysters he had eaten, bittersweet. No one had ever kissed 

me like that, like I was something sweetly edible. Mr. Karenina let me go long enough to say, 

“You taste as good as you smell, Daniel.” 

“I’m not wearing any cologne.” 

“Yes, I know.” He used both hands to seize my cheeks and kiss me again until the saliva had 

welled up between us. He licked at the seam of my lips, then probed into my mouth. His tongue 

slid wet and hot against mine. As he kissed me, he moved a hand down the front of my body and 

over my clothes, exploring me. “You obviously dress economically. I’d like you to visit my 

tailor in the coming week. Such a beautiful young man should have a beautiful wardrobe. And I 

want my courtier well dressed as well as well-heeled.” 

“Okay,” I said, trying not to blush too hard in case he could tell. I reached up to grab at the back 

of his neck, to drag him down for another kiss, but he snatched my hand and forced me to lower 

it.  

“Don’t grab me, Daniel. You haven’t earned the privilege yet.” 

“Sorry.” 

“Don’t apologize. Learn.” 

“Okay.” 

He kissed me again, roughly, so our teeth clicked together. He pushed me down onto the seat and 

shifted his body a little, so he half pinned me under his weight. I listened to the breathy, intimate 

noises we made as we kissed. His hand continued to travel down my body as he kissed me. Then 



he squeezed my cock through my pants, and the sudden, unexpected pain made me jump. “You 

don’t like that,” he mused.  

“No.” 

“You’ll learn to,” he answered and squeezed my balls even tighter.  

I lurched and felt myself go right in my jeans. I gasped against the pressure and pain of my 

sudden release, my spunk running down the inside of my leg. I’d never been so embarrassed in 

my life.  

“You shouldn’t have done that, Daniel,” Mr. Karenina warned, fingering the dampness of my 

jeans so I blushed at the realization that he knew. “A good courtier puts his gentleman’s needs 

above his own.” 

He undid my jeans and slid them, damp and a little sticky, down my legs along with my briefs. 

Next he went to work on my other clothes so that in a matter of minutes I was extremely naked 

where he was not. I wanted to touch him, undo his jacket and trousers—I wanted to feel the soft 

friction of his skin against mine—but he hadn’t liked me being so forward before, so I just lay 

there obediently on the seat, shivering with anticipation. He arched over my body, his hands 

pinning my hips, and lowered his head to kiss my belly button. It was a strangely tender gesture, 

but the roughness of his cheek tickled me and made me buck my hips a little. Mr. Karenina said, 

“No, Daniel,” in a gravelly warning voice and I tried to remain as still as possible as he removed 

his glasses and then started touching and licking and kissing and sucking a path across my lower 

stomach to my semi-erect cock. Despite my accident of before, I was almost ready for him again.  

His hot, wet mouth closed over my cock, and his tongue probed my slit. I immediately began 

thrusting into his mouth, shoving myself in all the way to the balls. I whimpered as I hit the back 

of his throat and he began sucking so hard my hips lifted up off the seat as I pounded against his 

tonsils. I had never had my cock in anything except, briefly, my high school girlfriend, and yet 

this seemed the most natural thing in the world.  

I remembered my father catching me with a Sears catalog when I was fifteen. I don’t know if 

he’d suspected something, but right after that, I got a talking to and he explained that a real man 

has a woman, that it was the only way a man could really be called a man. I thought about that as 



Mr. Karenina lathered my cock with his saliva, while he kneaded my balls—a little harder than I 

liked, but I was getting used to the roughness of his touch. My cock pulsed and ached as he deep-

throated me, and I thought how this was like heaven, the only place I wanted to be right now, and 

how I had never felt more like a man than right at this moment. I groaned as I felt my climax 

build and build, as a little pre-cum spilled down his throat, I was almost there…almost ready to 

come…but then he stopped and spit my cock out with disgust. He seized it tight in his hand, tight 

enough to hurt, tight enough to stop the pulsing waves of my climax. His face was stark and 

cruel with disapproval. “It’s obvious you need to learn some self-control, Daniel. You mustn’t 

come until I tell you.” 

“Okay,” I breathed out.  

“If you come before I tell you, you’ll be severely punished. Do you understand?” 

“Yes.” 

He stared at me in that weird, mechanical way he had, his gazing falling at about the level of my 

naval. “I don’t think you understand, Daniel,” he said softly, in that dangerous tone. “You agreed 

to be my courtier. You belong to me.” 

I shuddered at his words. I heard my own breathing in the confined space. “Yes.” 

“You say ‘yes’ but I don’t think you mean it.”  

My heart, which was already knocking in my chest, started to bang so hard I was afraid he could 

hear it in the confined space. His hold on my cock increased, making me want to cry out with 

need and frustration.   

“There will be more rules, since it’s obvious you need them,” Mr. Karenina announced. “From 

this day forward, you won’t touch yourself without my permission. You won’t masturbate. You 

won’t come at all without my approval.” 

I groaned with disbelief. But there was no point in arguing with him, was there? I could promise 

Mr. Karenina anything. After all, he couldn’t tell what I did late at night with my catalogs… 



Mr. Karenina smiled a little, darkly, as if he were reading my nasty thoughts. “You won’t cheat, 

Daniel. Do you know that the volume and force of a man’s ejaculate can be determined by how 

frequently he comes? The longer you wait, the greater the experience. Some men even ‘save it 

up,’ as it were, for a special occasion, which is what we’re going to have to do with you.” 

I felt a surge of anger. “You mean I can’t do anything without asking you?”  

“That’s correct. If you want to come, you’ll need to ask my permission first. And I’ll know if 

you’ve cheated, so don’t bother lying to me. On our next encounter, you’d better be spectacular.” 

He licked his lips in a deliberately lascivious manner. “Turn over. I want you on your hands and 

knees with your ass up.” 

He released his hold on my cock so I could turn over on the seat. I lowered my head a little and 

arched my back. Apparently not enough for his liking, because he covered me with his body and 

forced my head further down, which forced my ass a little higher. His suit rubbed against the 

tender skin of my bare back and the hardness of his cock pressed against my ass through his 

trousers. “It’s obvious you need a great deal of training to become a proper courtier,” Mr. 

Karenina said. “Luckily, I’m very good at training. I’m very patient, Daniel, though not very 

tolerant of willfulness.”  

My heart continued to hammer my ribs so hard it hurt. “Please…” I said and heard the rising 

panic in my voice at being forced into such a vulnerable position.  

Mr. Karenina ignored my pleas. He tenderly kissed the shivery place between my shoulder 

blades. “I’m going to fuck you, Daniel,” he told me, his voice sounding both sharp and hoarse at 

the same time. “I’m going to fuck that virgin ass of yours until you understand what it means to 

belong to your gentleman, and you’re going to submit to it like the sweet little bitch you are. 

You’re even going to enjoy it, but you’re not going to come until I say. Do you understand?” 

I whimpered and made a skittish attempt to move, but he held me down. He was so much 

stronger than he looked. I forced a “Yes,” out of my mouth, but the sound of my voice had 

changed. The sound I made was little more than a panicky whisper.  

“You’re my courtier, Daniel, mine to train, mine to play with. Do you understand?” 



“Yes,” I answered. 

“That means your cock and balls, even your virgin hole, belong to me. They are no longer your 

exclusive domain. Do you understand?”  

“Yes.” 

“Very good,” he said as he stroked and kneaded my ass. He forced my legs apart and reached 

under me, fondling me roughly between the legs. His other hand moved to my crack and he 

teased me there until I found myself gasping at the sensation. No fantasy I’d ever had about 

Simon could have prepared me for the reality of what he was doing to me. He milked my cock 

until his hand was slippery with my pre-cum. Then he shoved two fingers up my ass.  

I cried out in response, and it was only the pressure of his body that kept me from springing off 

the seat. He worked me wider, adding a third finger, while his other hand squeezed my cock until 

I stopped struggling to escape him. Gradually, I started rocking against his hand, whimpering at 

the pressure of his fingers in my ass and the fierce grip he had on my cock. I was painfully hard 

now, and when he added a fourth finger to my ass I finally lost control and, despite the hold he 

had on me, my come jetted out over the seat beneath me.  

Mr. Karenina stopped finger fucking me and slapped my ass so hard I cried out in pain. To my 

extreme humiliation, I spurted onto the seats again. “You came,” he said with grave 

disappointment. “I told you not to come until I tell you, Daniel.” His hand traveled up my spine 

and neck and he grabbed the back of my hair, hard, and pushed my face down into my own 

spunk. “Lick it up, Daniel. And you’ll lick up every drop you spill without my permission from 

this day forward.” 

I whimpered at his rough treatment but I still licked it up, my tongue scraping across the suede of 

the seat. Then he made me lick the upholstery until the stain was almost gone.  

Meanwhile, I heard Mr. Karenina unzipping his trousers and ripping open a condom. The 

realization of what was about to happen to me finally broke my pride. I started to beg again, but 

he sank his fingers into the bones of my hips to steady me. He rubbed his cock against my back 

and ass. I looked into the opaque, mirror-like luster of the tinted window and saw him. I saw how 

big he was. I couldn’t imagine something like that going inside of me. I started to protest, but 



without warning, he shoved the head of his cock deep into my hole. I cried out, partly from pain 

but mostly from surprise.  

Then my brain seemed to switch off and I suddenly became all animal instinct. I thrust back 

against him and groaned as I took him an inch at a time. I dug my fingers deep into the 

upholstery to better anchor myself and wondered what Sheri would think if she saw me now, 

grunting and panting like some animal in heat, my ass in the air as this gorgeous man fucked it 

hard. She wouldn’t think I was so shy or country mouse then.  

Mr. Karenina buried himself to the hilt inside me, then stopped to allow my body to acclimate 

itself to his size and girth. He leaned against my back and whispered soothing words into my ear. 

I relaxed around him as my body slowly submitted to his penetration. Then he started working in 

and out of me in a slow, erotic rhythm. His balls rubbed against my ass and I groaned and buried 

my face against the suede of the seat as he touched me inside so intimately. His one hand kept a 

solid hold on my cock while his other slid against my sweating stomach, keeping me on my 

shaky knees and at the angle he needed to penetrate me deep. “There’s my good boy,” he 

whispered like I was a pet who had pleased him. “You’re so beautifully tight and submissive, 

Daniel…my boy…my courtier.”  

I concentrated on the sound of his voice, his groans of satisfaction, and the almost comforting 

feeling of him thrusting and bucking gently inside me. He was big, but he was also fat, which I 

discovered counted for more.  

I moaned as he fucked me slow and hard. He answered me with a low growl of pleasure. I 

realized he was enjoying this as much as I was. I bucked forward into his hand and then 

backwards onto his cock. That dragged an even greater cry of pleasure out of his throat. I 

wondered if sex was better for him than for a normal person, if he could somehow feel more than 

a person with sight. I knew he could smell more, probably hear better than the average person, 

and I’d seen him savor his food with a gusto that most normal people didn’t have. I shuddered, 

suddenly finding it very hard to breathe as I matched his thrusts with my own, following the 

rhythm he had set down. The pleasure built and built inside me, expanding and filling me like a 

powerful electrical charge, and I decided I wanted this to go on forever. 



Then he changed things up, grunting as he pounded me harder, taking me right up to the edge of 

pain. I felt the familiar throbbing of my mounting orgasm once more and shouted, “Fuck, yes. 

Fuck me, sir. Fuck me hard and let me come.” I was shocked and appalled by the words coming 

out of my country mouse mouth. I’d never said such carnal things in my life. It didn’t even sound 

like me. 

Mr. Karenina wrapped an arm around my torso and pulled me upright on the seat so I was 

pressed flush against the front of his body and he was pounding me at a slightly different angle 

but with the additional aid of gravity. He fucked me hard and fast, his balls slamming into my 

ass. The depth and sharpness of his thrusts made me shudder and nearly scream as the sensation 

increased. Then he thrust deep into my ass one last time and came with a growl. He shuddered 

and twitched inside me as he came, then came again, and I thought about his statement that 

orgasms were better and stronger if you “saved it up”. If that was true, then it had been a very 

long time since Mr. Karenina had gotten laid.  

He hugged me tight against him, buried his face in the side of my neck, and said in a rough but 

strangely tender voice, “You may come now, Daniel.” 

I came hard with a lunge, spurting uncontrollably against the seat and the inside of the car and 

over his hand, coming harder than I’d ever come in my life, almost blacking out with it. Mr. 

Karenina chuckled at my enthusiasm, sounding pleased with me and with himself. He kissed the 

side of my neck and pulled out. He licked shamelessly at the spunk on his hand, savoring it like 

he’d savored the liquor of the oysters earlier, then carefully redressed me, touching me 

frequently and lovingly as he did so, like I was some big living doll for him to cuddle and play 

with.  

We were perfectly respectable again when the car pulled up alongside the campus parking lot. 

He ran his fingers over his Braille watch and said, “I’m afraid I’ve detained you a bit longer than 

I’d expected to, Daniel.” 

“I don’t mind,” I told him. I sat with my arms around his waist, looking up at him shyly. 



He palmed the back of my head and brushed a tender goodbye kiss against my lips, his tongue 

teasing into my mouth briefly. “I’m going to enjoy training you, Daniel,” he announced as he 

opened the door of the car for me. “I’m going to enjoy that very much.” 

*  *  * 

I couldn’t sleep that night, of course. I kept thinking about him, about the almost painful girth of 

him thrusting and filling me, making me come so hard. I’d never experienced anything like that 

in my life. Finally, I couldn’t stand it any longer and I found myself reaching for the catalog in 

my nightstand. Would he really notice? I mean…really? I was seeing him again this Saturday. 

Seven days was a long fucking time to go without sex of any kind, especially now that I’d had a 

taste of heaven. But what if I disappointed him? What if it wasn’t as good next time as it had 

been today? 

I debated it back and forth before giving into good reason and snatching up my cell phone. He 

picked up on the fifth ring, like he had all the time in the world.  

“Look, I really, really need to rub one out, Mr. Karenina. You can’t expect me to go seven days.” 

The sound of his voice, that harsh, rolling accent, made my cock immediately stiffen in my 

shorts. “No, my courtier, you may not,” he said, and hung up on me. 

Bastard. 

Daniel’s entire story is available for purchase under the title The Dollhouse Society: Daniel, 

available at all major ebook distributors. 

*  *  * 

LADY LUCK 

By Eden Myles 

 

Smithtown, New York, 1805 



My horse Pepper and I lanced through the deep woods surrounding my father’s estate. Up ahead, 

I could hear the huntsmen cornering the fox near the ravine, their trumpets and the baying of the 

hounds echoing around the valley. I spurred my horse on and the branches of the old maple and 

pine began to lash at me as we tore through them. The woods let out to the edge of the ravine, a 

sheer drop to the sandy edges of the Nissequogue River.  

As I came upon the other huntsmen, I saw my cousin Rupert at the head, with a musket rifle 

drawn. He was sighting down the fox that had eaten dozens of our farmers’ chickens in the 

village. It was an old, ragged fox, and my heart went out to the creature who was no longer 

capable of trapping its own prey and had to, instead, feed on hapless chickens. But I also knew 

that for every chicken that was lost, someone would go that much hungrier this winter. The 

winters in Smithtown were brutal, and despite being the daughter of one of the bigger 

landowners, I, too, was facing a meatless winter. 

Rupert’s arms shook. “I can’t do it,” he said and gave a nervous, whinnying laugh.  

Cousin Rupert had always been a bit of a milksop. Then again, Cousin Rupert was only here 

because of my father’s funeral. He was going back to the city in just a few days. Then the fox 

would be no concern of his. I clucked Pepper forward and took the rifle from him. “For heaven’s 

sake, Rupert!”  

“Lucky, have a heart. It’s just an old fox.” 

“And old fox that’s making this village go hungry!” I said, my anger brimming over, though 

what I felt was neither for the fox, nor for poor Cousin Rupert. Instead, it was for my father. He 

had passed on just the month before, leaving the Van der Meer estate in dire financial peril. I 

used to think that was a phrase to be used in books of romance—dire peril—but now I knew it 

intimately. My home, my whole world, was in dire peril because my father couldn’t stay away 

from the casinos on weekends.  

I was now the Lady of the Van der Meer estate—but I was as penniless as the villagers under my 

charge. I wouldn’t let a fox take more meat from their mouths—or mine. With a longsuffering 

sigh, I sighted down the fox and shot it squarely in the head. Quick and merciful.  

I knew my own demise was certainly not going to be that.  



*  *  * 

Mr. Smit, my father’s attorney, was waiting for me at my father’s house when I returned from 

the hunt. I’d hoped I might be able to avoid him, but as I let myself into my father’s once-lavish 

study (many of the antiques and fine Oriental carpets had been auctioned off in the past few 

weeks), striking the dirt from my skirts, I found him sitting at my father’s desk, going over his 

accounts once more. “Mr. Smit, now what are you after?” I cried.  

Mr. Smit looked up out of his half moon glasses and said, “Lucky…what have you done to 

yourself?” He looked appalled by the state of my dress.  

“I gave my lady’s maid the day off,” I joked, and he looked at me sadly, knowing I had no lady’s 

maid anymore. I had let her go two weeks ago, though my nanny, Nellie, had begged to stay on, 

even though I had no money to pay her for her services. She had been the only mother I had ever 

known, my own having died in infancy. She was the only remaining servant at our house now, 

and poor Nellie had resolved herself to attending to household duties that were utterly beneath 

her station.  

“I thought you might like to have an account of your father’s books.” 

“Which is to say, you want more money to pay off his debts.” I dropped onto the divan against 

one wall of the study and just looked at Mr. Smit. “How much this time, Mr. Smit?” 

He hmmed and hawed a bit before blurting out, “It looks as though your father may have had 

financial relations with Mr. Van Tassel.” 

“I don’t believe that,” I said. Mr. Van Tassel was Father’s direct competitor in the textile 

business. Father would never have taken money from him. More to the point, Mr. Van Tassel 

was a salary lender. A disreputable one, at that! “Mr. Van Tassel is a criminal and a gangster. My 

father would never have stooped that low…” 

“Nevertheless…it would seem they had…a relationship.” Mr. Smit sat back in his seat and 

fiddled with his glasses. Like my poor joke about my missing lady’s maid, Mr. Smit always 

played with his glasses when he knew he was right but trying to be polite instead.  



After I was done ranting, I circled the library where my father had done business for decades, 

wondering what my mother would say, were she alive. Or maybe she was giving him an earful in 

Heaven even as we spoke. Finally, I just sighed. “How bad is it, Mr. Smit? How much do you 

need?” 

He glanced down at his ledger and said, “With interest, you owe Mr. Van Tassel approximately 

sixty thousand dollars.” 

I felt the room take a half turn around me. I tottered and Mr. Smit almost sprang to his feet. I 

help up a hand to stop him. “Mr. Smit… the only thing I own which comes even close to that 

amount is the Van der Meer house.” 

“I’m aware of that.”  

“I can’t give you my house.” 

“I’m aware of that, as well.” He shuffled some papers. “However, I may have a solution.” 

“And that is?” 

“Have you considered marriage, Miss Van der Meer?” 

I guffawed. “Mr. Smit, you know that’s quite beyond me.” 

“Miss, we’re in a new century, and there are more and more ladies marrying later in life. Why, I 

know a lady personally who waited until she was twenty-two before marrying…” 

“It’s quite out of the question,” I told him, cutting him off as I stomped in my dirty clothes across 

the carpetless floor, much to the nose-wrinkling chagrin of Mr. Smit. Only Nellie knew my 

reasons for avoiding marriage, and I wasn’t about to go into explicit details with Mr. Smit, that 

was for sure! 

“Well, then,” said Mr. Smit, “the only other option I can suggest is that you look toward your 

father’s partner overseas…Mr. Sloan, I think he’s called? The man from London?” 

I shuddered and went to straighten up some books on a shelf. I had sold the crystal that had acted 

as bookends and now they were in disarray! The last thing I needed was to involve Mr. Tiberius 



Sloan in anything. He was twice my age, and growing up, he used to frighten me when he visited 

my father at the house. He was a huge, towering man with a deep, loud voice and a terrible scar 

he’d received in some rapier duel when he was younger. Ugly and frightening, everyone in the 

house called him the Ogre when he showed up. I used to have terrible nightmares about him 

abducting me, and I used to avoid him at all costs when he stayed at the house. Then again, I was 

living a nightmare now, wasn’t I? 

I bit my lip. “Does Mr. Sloan have any controlling interest in my father’s business?” 

Mr. Smit looked surprised by my language. He needn’t have been. When it was determined I 

would become a spinster, naturally my father wanted to know what it was I planned on doing 

with my life. I had always known in my heart that he’d wanted a son to help him with the family 

business, because, to put it bluntly, my father was good at making money, but excellent at 

spending it. Consequently, I had acted as his secretary and conscience for years. Obviously not 

enough, or I wouldn’t be in this situation now.  

When Mr. Smit didn’t immediately answer, I started toward him, but unfortunately, my riding 

skirts caught on a nail in the shelf, and before I knew it, I’d not only ripped my skirts but shaken 

the shelf so the books in them started falling down. I held up a hand to forestall Mr. Smit’s aid. 

Things like this were always happening to me. When I was still a little girl, my father had fired a 

woman in his employment who was reputed to be a witch. As a result, both he and I had been 

cursed for life, he with the talent for losing money, I with incessant clumsiness. The only things I 

could do with any amount of talent were balance my father’s books, ride a horse, and shoot a 

gun. Unfortunately, none of those skills was likely to take me very far in this world. “I know 

what controlling interest is, Mr. Smit, so please save your explanations,” I said as I shoveled 

books back onto the shelf. 

Again Mr. Smit consulted his notes. “It doesn’t seem so. I believe your father cut all ties with 

Mr. Sloan years ago. Still, he may take interest in your plight on a personal, more nostalgic, 

basis.” 

“You’re suggesting I beg to Mr. Sloan based on his previous business relationship with my 

father.” I played with the locket my father had given me on my sixteenth birthday, a kind of 



consultation prize when he realized I would never have neither a debutante party, nor a husband. 

But as I did so, the chain broke and the locket slithered to the floor at my feet.  

Mr. Smit nodded as he looked at the locket. “Yes, Miss, perhaps…a personal loan to tide you 

over?”  

I bent to pick up the locket and examine it. Of course, the chain was irrevocably broken.  

Mr. Smit cleared his throat. “It is that or you must allow me to prepare the house for auction. Is it 

your choice, of course. But keep in mind that Mr. Van Tassel won’t wait forever for his money.” 

*  *  * 

“So there, dear, is the Ogre,” my childhood friend Charlotte said, fluttering her ostrich fan in 

front of her face.  

I stood in the doorway of the conservatory and looked on the one man I dreaded more than any 

other.  

Mr. Tiberius Sloan stood at the far end of the room, talking to my cousin Rupert and Charlotte’s 

husband Darcy, a glass of port in his hands. Darcy, as an attorney, was acting most respectable, 

though Rupert, who had always had a peculiar predilection for fine looking men, was making a 

fool of himself, as usual.  

As a small girl, I’d thought Mr. Sloan was monstrously huge, like Jack’s giant in the fairy tale. 

He was big, but not quite as large as I remembered. Not the eight-foot giant I had envisioned. I 

realized now that Mr. Sloan was around six and a half feet tall, with wide shoulders and a narrow 

waist. I wondered if he wore a girdle under his shirt and waistcoat like so many cavalrymen did 

these days. It was a fashion that was flowing over from England into the Americas, or so I’d read 

in the ladies’ magazines, a terrible faux pas I could only blame on the invasion of Napoleonic 

troops down in the Peninsula. He looked grim and somewhat clerical in his dark suit, though his 

tapestry waistcoat was quite nice.  

Wearing my best court gown, the one Nellie had put me in, I huddled with Charlotte in the 

doorway. “Oh, he’s simply awful, isn’t he?” 



“I wouldn’t say awful, exactly,” Charlotte drawled, and I could tell that she, too, was 

contemplating whether Mr. Sloan was taking advantage of a girdle, or if that was simply his own 

physique.  

I hadn’t wanted this welcoming soiree, as modest as it was, but both Mr. Smit and Nellie had 

advised me to indulge in an effort to soften the edges of my request, as it were. Charlotte, my 

lifelong confidante, had lent her full support in the matter, of course. She was here with Darcy, 

and they, along with Darcy’s parents, Mr. Smit, and my cousin Rupert, made up the whole of the 

dismal affair, though Mr. Sloan seemed to be enjoying the company of Charlotte’s husband, at 

least superficially.  

“Stockings,” said Charlotte. 

“Excuse me?” 

“I wonder if he uses stockings to fill out his breeches. Some men do, you know.” 

“Charlotte!” 

Charlotte grinned and fluttered her fan. Charlotte was very good at being inappropriate. Father 

had often said she was a bad influence on me. But the truth was, she and I were very much two 

halves of the same inappropriate lady. Growing up, I had enjoyed riding, shooting and climbing 

trees, and Charlotte had enjoyed town gossip and teasing boys. Marriage to Darcy, a junior 

lawyer at Mr. Smit’s office, had done very little to tame her.  

“Oh, no,” Charlotte said in mock horror. “The Ogre has you in his sights!” 

I turned and realized that Mr. Sloan had spotted me from across the room. He had arrived that 

morning on the estate, some three days after I had written him—it turned out that he had been 

doing business in Boston—but we had not formerly met until now. At least, not as two adults. 

Nellie had insisted I stay upstairs until the evening soiree so that I might present myself properly 

to him as the lady of the manor. Unfortunately, I wasn’t feeling very proper or ladylike. I was 

exhausted from all the auctions that Mr. Smit had arranged this week, and yesterday, while in 

town to have my locket fixed, the jeweler had taken an interest and offered me ten dollars for it, 



because of the diamonds. It was so tempting an offer, I’d finally given in, and then spent the rest 

of the day feeling guilty about it.  

I had steeled myself for facing Mr. Sloan, but as he glided across the floor to take my hand in 

greeting, I was mildly surprised. He wasn’t quite as homely as my child’s mind had painted him. 

True, he bore that terrible scar—it edged from his hairline in a crescent across the left side of his 

face to the top of his cheek, and his eye looked quite blind on that side—but the face beneath the 

scar was pleasant enough, stern, but not without character, if you liked that surly, remote Briton 

look. His dark hair was carefully slicked back, very fashionable, and his whiskers were neatly 

trimmed in a Van Dyke beard. His right eye was a deep, mahogany brown, and his left a pale, 

sightless grey. His body was sinewy and strong looking, like a lifelong cavalryman. I knew some 

displaced Britons, like Mr. Sloan, were supporting the Spanish against the invasion of 

Napoleon’s army in Portugal by lending military expertise and support. Since some of Mr. 

Sloan’s business of import took him to Portugal, it wouldn’t have surprised me if his military 

bearing was a result of that, rather than a man’s corset. 

“Miss Lucille Van der Meer, it’s good to see you,” Mr. Sloan said, and the floor faintly vibrated 

with his low, booming baritone. It was still the voice of the Ogre, the voice of a man used to 

crying out orders over long distances, and I faintly flinched at the sound of it. 

“Mr. Sloan, so nice of you to be here…” 

“Tiberius, please.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t.” 

“I insist,” he announced, and brushed his mouth against my gloved hand, though he kept his keen 

eyes centered on my face. I felt a peculiar skip in my heart in that moment, almost as if Nellie 

had spiked my morning tea with a drop of arsenic, as she did sometimes when she wished to see 

more color in my cheeks, usually before an important engagement. I thought how this was a most 

peculiar reaction to a man I did not like!  

“Oh,” I said, “let’s not be too formal.” I smiled. “You shall be Tiberius and I shall be Lucky.” 



He looked me over, but not like he used to when I was a child. There was something more to his 

look now. “I never did understand your father’s predilection for calling you that.” 

“I sometimes hunted with him, and I almost always made a perfect shot with a musket ball. As a 

result, he used to call me his lucky shot.” I grimaced internally only after the words had exited 

my mouth. I was making a fool of myself already! 

“Ah.” He seemed to think about that, and I’m sure he was contemplating how inappropriate and 

unladylike it all was. “I am so very sorry to hear about your father, Lucky. He was a good friend 

and associate of mine. A good man,” he said, tactfully changing the subject. “I hope you will 

consider me at your disposal during this trying time.” 

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. We were headed for the reason behind his visit, and I wasn’t entirely 

certain I wanted to discuss this matter with him right at the moment. So I introduced him to 

Charlotte, instead. He kissed her hand and said, “Madam,” and Charlotte blushed quite 

inappropriately and kept stealing glances at his breeches.  

He must have sensed my overall unease because he said, “Perhaps we should discuss your 

father’s matters tomorrow?”  

I had detailed some of my issues in the letter I had sent him, but I hadn’t become too specific. 

Again, I felt that flutter in my heart, but for an entirely different reason. “No,” I said, lifting my 

head proudly. “We should discuss them straightaway. Tonight, if possible. I shouldn’t want to 

keep you too long. You have business in Boston, correct?” 

“I was on business in Boston when your letter came, yes.” He gave me a pitying look. “Would it 

be terrible of me to suggest we retire to the study until dinnertime?” 

We excused ourselves and he offered me his arm. I set my hand on his sleeve. He felt very warm 

through his formal, black, cavalry-style jacket. He escorted me out of the conservatory and down 

the hall to my father’s study, but before we even reached the door, the heel of my slipper gave 

way and my ankle crumpled. He caught me as I was going down in an array of skirts.  

“Lucille…” he began, then corrected himself by saying, “Lucky…” 

“I’m certainly not that,” I said and grunted at the sharp pain in my ankle. 



“Let me summon your lady’s maid for you…” 

“No!” I told him, suddenly panicked. “I gave her the night off. “Please…just assist me to the 

study, if you would.” 

“I could carry you.” 

“That won’t be necessary,” I told him, and he started walking me down the remainder of the 

hallway, with me limping like a lame horse at his side, but another sharp jab nearly made me 

collapse with a cry.  

“Really, Lucky,” he said, and he scooped me up easily in his arms.  

“Mr. Sloan, I really must insist…” 

“Tiberius,” he corrected me. “And I must insist you be silent until we’ve had a chance to look at 

your ankle. You may have broken it.” 

I sighed as he ushered me into my father’s study and deposited me on the divan. Then he went to 

one knee and pushed up my skirts a little ways. 

I began to protest again but he shushed me, took my ankle in his hands, and slid my slipper off. 

“I worked as a medic on the Peninsula, and we learned to never underestimate injuries.” 

I didn’t much care for a man touching me like this, but my discomfort was minimal compared to 

the fear I felt, should someone step inside the room and find me in such a compromised position. 

I glanced toward the door, but all I could make out were the distant voices of my guests in the 

conservatory. “Ouch!” I said as he tested my ankle, much too roughly, I felt. 

Tiberius looked up with raised eyebrows. “You’ve turned it.” 

“Ah, see. It isn’t broken. Thus, it will mend just fine on its own.” 

“I should fetch the doctor.” 

“I don’t need a doctor,” I insisted.  



Holding my ankle in his big, rough hands, he started rubbing it between them, much like a 

woodsman might do a stick of wood in order to start a flame.  

“What are you doing?” 

“I’ve known infantryman who were injured in their resistance to Napoleon’s troops, and they 

would sometimes do this to help loosen tight ligaments.” 

“My ligaments are quite fine, thank you,” I told him.  

Tiberius stopped and glanced up at me. “Why have you summoned me here, Lucky?” 

“I did not summon you,” I sniffed. “I merely invited you.” There was no tactful way of saying 

any of this, I decided, so I just went ahead with the truth. I couldn’t see lying in order to gain 

money from Mr. Sloan. I started by explaining my father’s gambling habits, and then the loan he 

had taken from Mr. Van Tassel. I finished by inviting him to look over my father’s ledgers at his 

leisure.  

“I see,” he answered when I had finished. He placed my foot back in its slipper, stood up, and 

went to look at the ledger stored in the top drawer of the desk. He must have remembered where 

my father had kept it from his time as his partner.  

From the divan I said, “My father purchased goods from you once, a long time ago, is that 

correct? That’s how you became partners?” 

“Silk I had imported from the Orient, yes,” he answered as he settled in to look over the 

accounts.  

“Is it because my father purchased Mr. Whitney’s cotton gin that your association ended?” I 

inquired. “Was it the change of textiles from silk to cotton?” I knew that cotton was much in 

demand, and much less expensive to manufacturer. My father might have been a terrible 

gambler, but he was very good with business when he put his head to it. Of course, now the 

textile mill on the edge of the river was silent, with no one to run it at all. 

“It is…slightly more complicated than that,” Tiberius said.  



That was the story that my father had told me. I felt my spirits smart along with my ankle. “It 

was his gambling, wasn’t it?” 

Tiberius looked up with a pitying look. “Your father could be difficult to work with at times,” 

was all he said.  

I sat in silence, contemplating my father. I had once thought he was the most wonderful man in 

the whole world. At church, the reverend would often say that men like Jesus and the Saints were 

full of goodness and light, but I used to think how even they paled in comparison to my father—

my father who had given me everything, who had spoiled me from the very moment of my birth. 

He had nurtured me, protected me, and had never complained about my unladylike habits. But 

now I was seeing a side of him I did not like. My father, like all men, was flawed, and the 

reverend was right—the sins of the father were, in fact, visited upon the son. Or, as in my case, 

the daughter he had always treated like a son. I hunched my shoulders. For all my riding, 

hunting, and tree climbing as a child, I did not know if I had enough strength to shoulder this 

burden alone.  

After some time, Tiberius looked up and said, “I must commend you on your work thus far, 

Lucky. You’ve done an admirable job of paying off your father’s debt so far.” 

“Poor Mr. Smit has helped me a great deal. But we still have far to go.” 

“Yes, I see that.” 

“I owe Mr. Van Tassel sixty-thousand dollars,” I said in monotone. “Suffice to say, I do not have 

that kind of money to pay him.” 

“But you believe I do.” 

“No!” I said, sitting up. “I’ve not asked you here to help me pay back my father’s moneylenders, 

Tiberius. Rather, I was hoping you might assist me in getting the cotton mill running again.” I 

took a deep breath. “With just a small investment, we could have the pickers and gins running 

fulltime again, with a full staff of employees, and perhaps with that profit…” 

“You do not have slaves to work the gins?” 



“New York abolished slavery years ago,” I told him. “And good riddance, I say!” 

“Valiant words, but they will not save you,” Tiberius said with a smirk. “Mr. Van Tassel is still 

employing Irish and Chinese slaves to extend his profits…” 

“I am not Mr. Van Tassel!” I told Tiberius. “I will not enslave foreigners to run my father’s mill. 

He himself was opposed to slavery…” 

“I understand,” Tiberius said, cutting me off before I became too excitable. He sighed over the 

books. “Lucky, I will speak plainly. Even if we were able to get the mill running again in good 

time, I don’t believe you would make sufficient money to pay back your father’s debt in the time 

allotted by Mr. Van Tassel.” 

“I am aware of that,” I told him. “I have made a contingency.” 

“Oh?” 

“There is a Jewish banker I know who has had past associations with my father…” 

“You’re going to borrow money from a moneylender in order to pay back a moneylender?” 

I lifted my chin proudly. “I’m merely…delaying the debt.” 

Tiberius sighed and sat resting his chin on his hand for a long moment as he watched me.  

“All I need is a small loan to begin,” I begged, standing up and wobbling on my unsteady feet. 

“That and guidance in running the mill. My father was very lenient with me, but the one thing he 

insisted upon was keeping me from the mill. He said it was too dangerous for me, so I never 

learned its day-to-day operations. But I assure you, I learn quickly…and then, well, you needn’t 

be bothered by these affairs for very long. Of course, I will offer you a percentage of profits as 

remuneration…” 

“I don’t want your money, Lucky,” Tiberius said.  

I stopped and just looked at him. “Well, then, what can I offer you as compensation?” 

He glanced down at the book. “You have kept these books for your father?” 



“Yes.” 

“You keep good notations. I could use an assistant in my own business dealings, someone to 

balance my books for me.” 

“I could do that,” I said. “I would be more than happy to do that. But would it be enough? Clerks 

do not make the kind of salary I would need to pay you back for such a loan. It would take 

years…perhaps even decades.” 

“I’m aware of that. That’s why I wish to employ your services elsewhere as well.” 

“Such as?” I could not imagine what use he had for my limited skills with horses and guns. 

Tiberius looked me over again in that languid way he had. “I am currently seeking the services of 

a courtesan.” 

*  *  * 

Charlotte sensed that something was amiss the following morning when I caught the hem of my 

morning dress with my heel while descending the stairs and ripped the fabric soundly up the 

side. “Dear, what’s wrong?” Charlotte asked as she helped me into a new morning dress in my 

room. She put her hand on my arm.  

“What makes you think anything is wrong?” 

“Your bad luck is particularly prominent today, and that only happens when you’re especially 

nervous.” 

“Oh, Charlotte. It’s not luck. It’s simple clumsiness.” 

Charlotte stifled a smile as we stood together before my mother’s oval floor mirror with the 

gilded flowers around the edges. I looked at the beautiful mirror, but now all I ever saw was how 

much money I could potentially get for something at auction. In the mirror, I saw the two of us, 

Charlotte tall and queenly, and me standing beside her, small and tomboyish, with my drab 

blonde hair and grey eyes and the little pale scars on my cheeks and hands from my various 

accidents over the years. “Well, yes, you are that.”  



“Oh Charlotte!” 

“Don’t take offense! After all, none of this was your doing!” she said. “It was that terrible 

witch!” Charlotte was loyal to a fault. “Did the Ogre refuse to help you last evening?” 

I thought about telling Charlotte everything that had happened, and under normal circumstances, 

I would have. But somehow I just couldn’t bring myself to tell her this. Tiberius’s proposition 

was simply too shameful, and as I, once again, paled at the very thought of being his courtesan, 

his kept woman, Charlotte guided me to my mother’s nearby fainting couch and made me sit 

down and put my head between my knees until she knew I wouldn’t pass out.  

Charlotte touched my shoulder with concern. “I know your situation is dire, Lucky, and you 

should know that I spoke to Darcy about it.” 

“You did not!” 

“I assure you that what was said was said in full confidence, dear. We both agree that should 

things not work out, you absolutely must come to live with us in the city.” 

I looked up at my friend and felt my heart swell with both love and sadness. “I simply cannot. 

You have a tiny house, and twins, there would be no room!” 

“Such nonsense. I would make room.” 

“I cannot, Charlotte. It would be too…too shameful.” I touched her hand touching my shoulder. 

“I simply cannot live off your generosity, as wonderful as it is. You would come to resent me in 

time. I would sooner…I would sooner work as a doxy.” 

Charlotte clucked her tongue disapprovingly. “Well, if you must earn your keep, you could 

always see after the twins for me.” 

I thought about her offer, really thought about it. But then I remembered my bad luck. I would 

likely burn Charlotte’s house to the ground. But I didn’t want to immediately dissuade her, not 

until I’d had time to contemplate Tiberius’s offer, so I said, “I shall think on it.” 

She squeezed my shoulder reassuringly. 



Breakfast was a dismal affair at which hardly anyone spoke. Afterward, Mr. Smit dropped by, as 

was his almost daily habit these days, to inform me of the details of the next auction. He noticed 

my missing locket, but I chose not to elaborate. After that depressing fiasco, I decided to take 

Pepper and go riding for an hour, just to clear my head.  

I usually stayed to the trails through the timber woods surrounding the estate, but my dark mood 

pushed me onward, beyond the trails, and soon I found myself back near the ravine where I had 

murdered the old fox. I had begun feeling very badly about that as well. A fox was vermin, true, 

but he had every right to eat, the same as us. He could not be held responsible for his behavior. I 

looked morbidly down upon the ravine and wondered if murdering the fox had redoubled my 

already bad luck. It certainly felt like it was working overtime these last few days. 

I was so lost in thought that I almost didn’t hear the horses cutting through the woods behind me, 

but when I turned, I immediately recognized Mr. Van Tassel and his associate, a large Chinaman 

that he employed to extract payment from particularly difficult customers. Mr. Van Tassel was a 

small, shrewd, balding man, but his associate was as huge as Tiberius, and covered in arcane 

tattoos that made him seem that much more frightening.  

“Miss Van der Meer, what a pleasant surprise,” Mr. Van Tassel said, grinning like the shark he 

was. 

“I would say not. What are you doing here? This is private property.” 

Mr. Van Tassel settled in his saddle and said, “I’m simply looking in during this most difficult 

time. You have my deepest sympathies regarding your father…” 

“I don’t have your money,” I told him, cutting him off. “But I will.” 

He dropped all pretences of niceties then and glared at me. “I certainly hope so. It would be 

another terrible tragedy, should the news of your father’s debts get out to the general public.” 

“Do not threaten me, Mr. Van Tassel,” I told him, my anger boiling over. “I said I would have 

your money. And besides all that, half the town is aware of my financial state. It wouldn’t take 

much of a mathematician to put two and two together.” 



Mr. Van Tassel nodded. “Perhaps you are right. Then consider what I offer to be a service of 

protection.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

He glanced over at the hulking Chinaman, who grinned at me with rotting teeth. “It would be a 

dreadful tragedy, should your beautiful mare go over the edge of this ravine, for instance. With 

you perhaps upon her back. So I’ll make it my personal duty to see to it that that doesn’t 

happen…” 

I stared at the two men in aghast horror as my blood began to run cold in my veins. I couldn’t 

believe what they were implying! But before I could answer, I spotted the giant grey Suffolk that 

we normally used for draft labor in the fields around the house as he and his rider broke through 

the tree line. Tiberius was riding Gunmetal with great proficiency up the steep incline to the top 

of the ravine. I watched the smooth movement of the thick muscles in his thighs through his 

riding breeches as he approached, his narrow eyes centered on the two men who were addressing 

me. Mr. Van Tassel, spotting the big, scarred ogre of a man, immediately turned his horse’s head 

and he, along with the Chinaman, began to canter posthaste back down the ravine trail, away 

from Tiberius.  

Tiberius came alongside Pepper, and as the two horses greeted each other, he tilted his hat in 

greeting toward me, though his attention stayed centered on the backs of the two retreating men. 

“Nellie said I might find you here.” 

“Well, as you can see, I’m here,” I said, trying not to sound as depressed as I felt. 

“That would be Mr. Van Tassel, then,” he said darkly. “A pity he did not stay around so we 

might become better acquainted.” He looked me over, as was his way. It was a very intimate 

look. Very…possessive. “Are you all right, Lucky?” 

“I’m fine,” I said primly.  

“Have you given much thought to my offer?” 

“Really, must you be so direct?” 



“I must,” he answered, “seeing how I shan’t be here much longer.”  

“Business in Boston?” 

“Something like that, yes.” 

“Something…or someone?” 

He offered me a shrewd look. “If you mean, shall I be continuing my quest for a courtesan…then 

yes. I hear the city women of Boston are more accommodating than the country women of 

Smithtown.” 

“How dare you?” I cried. It was all too much, suddenly. I felt positively ambushed by predators. 

“How dare you belittle your proposal to me?” 

I was used to my cousin Rupert shrinking when I used such a tone of voice on him. But Tiberius 

only narrowed his eyes in insult. “I assure you, Lucky, I belittle no such thing. I gave great 

thought to my proposal to you last evening. It was not some random romantic notion.”  

“I don’t understand you at all! I have nothing to offer you, Mr. Sloan. I am not some 

metropolitan woman.” 

“Neither was your mother, and yet she serviced your father admirably all through the years…” 

I reached out and slapped him.  

He looked at me, surprised.  

“Do not besmirch my mother’s name, Mr. Sloan.” 

He touched his cheek with a gloved hand. “I take it your father never explained about your 

mother…how they met?” 

“They met in church.” 

Mr. Sloan smiled sadly, like a man with a secret. “Yes, of course.” 

“I still don’t understand you,” I told him, feeling hostile. “A man your age should consider 

taking a wife, not some harlot for a companion.” 



Mr. Sloan laughed at that. “I’m afraid my wife hunting days ended with this,” he said, running a 

finger down the scarred half of his life. “And besides all that, I am not seeking a harlot. A harlot 

I can get anywhere. I am seeking a courtesan, a woman who can stimulate me intellectually as 

well as…other ways.”  

“I am aware of what a courtesan is,” I said, and looked away toward the valley full of shiny, 

silvery firs glistening in the early morning dew so he would not see me blushing. “What makes 

you think I should have any experience in matters of…stimulation?” 

“A filly needs no instructions in order to submit to her stallion.” 

“Mr. Sloan!” I cried, appalled by his speech. 

“Yes,” he answered. “Continue to call me that. I should like it if you do. It puts our positions in a 

better light.” 

“I’ll have no positions with you! And, further, I am not that type of woman at all!” 

“It doesn’t matter to me if you are. You’re an intelligent woman, Lucky. You frequently speak 

your mind, and more often than not, you speak out of turn. If there is anything you do not know 

about pleasing a man, I should be honored to teach you.” 

“Such nonsense,” I told him. “I should slap you again.” 

He looked at me as if such a concept was not entirely to his dislike. “Why don’t we let fate 

decide what your future holds?” he asked.  

“Fate cannot be trusted,” I told him. “I know all too well how fickle fate is, thank you.” But 

when he remained silent a long moment, I finally turned my horse’s head and said, “What do you 

mean?” 

“I’ll race you back to the house, Lucky. If you beat me, I shall give you the startup you require in 

exchange for your services only as my clerk. But if you lose…” He smiled at me like the rogue 

he was and left things at that. Then he took off at a full gallop, spurring his horse for the trees. 

I had one moment to consider Charlotte and Darcy’s offer. Then I realized I could not possibly 

impinge upon them that way, and I kicked Pepper into action. She snorted and took off at a full 



canter down the hill, and soon I was following within yards of Gunmetal. Darkness ensnared us 

as we entered the timber woods, and then Pepper and I were tearing through the trees at a modest 

gallop. Up ahead, I could hear the frantic beating of the Suffolk’s hooves as they churned up the 

earth, and I could feel the exhilaration of the wind ripping through my formerly coiffured hair.  

I did not hurry at first. I had something of an advantage, you see. Pepper was a young mare, and I 

a small woman. Together we equaled perhaps half the weight of our competitor. In mere 

seconds, I overtook Tiberius. I offered him an arrogant smile as I flashed past him and through a 

patch of particularly dense conifers. I even took my riding hat off and waved at him, the long veil 

trialing after as Pepper and I leapt over a narrow stream, the house just in sight up ahead through 

the breaks in the trees.  

I was almost to the clearing around the edges of the manor grounds when my bad luck kicked in 

again. I felt a thick tree branch snag my sleeve, ripping it ingloriously. Then I felt a backwards 

rush of air as it lifted me off Pepper’s back and deposited me in a pile of pine needles on the 

forest floor. I dropped like a sack of flour, letting out a great guffaw of breath, and felt a stirring 

of wind as Tiberius and Gunmetal rushed past me and charged out onto the grounds. 

Sometime later, I limped home and found Tiberius standing at the stables, Pepper’s reigns 

gathered in one gloved hand. He looked very lordly standing there. Despite my bedraggled 

appearance, he looked me over as if I were an entry on the dinner menu. “I’ll see you later 

tonight, my filly.” Smiling, he walked away.  

*  *  * 

Dinner was abysmal. Charlotte kept trying to lift my spirits when I wanted no such thing to 

happen, and Tiberius kept making references to horsemanship, usually flickering his eyes in my 

direction. And each time he did, I felt a flutter of panic and dropped my fork or else choked on 

my food so I just knew everyone was aware my bad luck was acting up tonight.  

The men retired to the drawing room for after-dinner drinks, and Charlotte and I escaped to the 

gaming room to play Cribbage. It was there that Charlotte finally realized my locket was absent, 

due to the low cut of my court gown, but I offered her a deplorable excuse about it being repaired 

in town which I don’t think she believed for even one moment. We played for hours until 



Charlotte yawned for the first time. Checking the clock on the mantel, she finally jumped up and 

announced that she really ought to get home before the twins drove the housekeeper crazy. I tried 

to keep her, and we played a few more rounds, but I knew in my heart that this day had to end 

sometime.  

With a heavy heart, I retired upstairs. I turned up an oil lamp and noticed that Nellie had 

thoughtfully started a fire for me in the hearth, but the room still seemed bleak and somehow 

threatening. I forced myself to sit down at my dressing table and started unpinning my hair when 

I heard a soft knock on my door. My heart immediately attempted to fly straight up my throat 

and out of my mouth. Please, God, let it be Nellie! I prayed as I rose to answer it. Perhaps she 

was bringing me the repaired clothes I had damaged that morning.  

But of course, luck was not on my side. The large, hulking shape of Tiberius Sloan slipped inside 

my room and closed and locked the door, turning the key in the lock so I felt much like a 

prisoner.  

I took a step back and hissed, “Did anyone see you?” 

“No, my spirited little filly, no one saw me.” He turned and leaned against the door to glance at 

me appreciatively. “I like your hair down. It’s such a lovely shade of corn silk.” 

I ignored his statement. “I’d hoped you wouldn’t come. As a child, I used to hide away up here 

when you visited my father.” 

“I know,” he said, speaking low. “Am I really so frightening to you? Such an ogre?” 

I blushed that he should be aware of that moniker. “Mr. Sloan, I’m not afraid of you so much as 

for you. You do know that I am cursed with bad luck?” 

“The witch’s curse. Yes, I remember your father telling me. Do you really believe such 

nonsense?” 

I lifted my chin. “I know it to be true. I see it in my daily life!”  

“Then perhaps you require a handsome prince to break the curse,” he said, gliding across the 

floor toward me. 



I backed up until I hit the chair at my dressing table and could retreat no further. “Would you 

happen to know of any?” I parried.  

He stopped and looked at me, but not with insult. “Such a spitfire, my filly. You do realize that 

mouth of yours is destined to get you in trouble one of these days?” 

My lips curled in a sardonic smile, and I was about to parry that as well when he pounced on me 

like a hungry cat on a mouse. He grabbed my chin, jerked my head up, and kissed me. I had 

never been kissed before. His mouth was hot and very wet and slightly sweet from the port he 

had drunk. He kissed me like he meant to consume me. It certainly was nothing like the kisses I 

had read about in the tales of romance in my father’s library! His free hand moved like lightning 

to the back of my head and he snared it in my hair to keep me in place as his tongue pushed 

forcefully into my mouth. His hold on my hair hurt, and yet, at the same time, a delightful feeling 

trilled through my body. His tongue slithered over my teeth and tangled with mine and I heard a 

low groan come from his throat, a vibration of noise that quickly had me gasping into his mouth 

in response.  

“You realize a true gentleman would never take advantage of a woman in my position,” I panted, 

my heart slamming against my ribs like a frantic bird in a cage.  

“I am a gentleman, yes,” he informed me. 

“You certainly don’t act it,” I said as he moved his hand from the back of my head, down my 

back, and grasped my backside with a startling urgency.  

“There are many definition of what a gentleman is,” he said, his voice a faint growl I could feel 

vibrating in his chest as he crushed my body against the front of him. The warm, sweetly 

pungent, male scent of him made my head swim and I could feel the sharpness of his arousal 

pressing into my belly. “In my case, it means I’m part of the Society.” 

“Society?” 

“It’s what we call ourselves.” 

“And what Society is this?” 



“The same one your father and mother were a part of.” 

“I don’t understand, Mr. Sloan.” 

“You’ll know soon enough, my filly.” He guided me toward my four-poster bed and pushed me 

down in a puff of skirts and undergarments. He knelt down and started working on my garments 

like a man excavating through layers of earth and rock to find a treasure beneath. He was very 

good at undressing a woman, very learned, and within minutes, I found myself in only my 

chemise and stockings and feeling most exposed. I instinctively covered myself but he forced my 

arms down so he could look me over at his leisure. 

“You’re quite beautiful under all that nonsense,” Tiberius said approvingly. “Like some tiny 

alabaster doll. I should like to play with you, Lucky,” he said, and I blushed furiously at his 

statement. He studied me carefully, drinking in my appearance with his eyes before lowering his 

head to flick his tongue against my exposed collarbone. I squeaked at the sensation and he 

reached out and slid his hands up my back to steady me. He buried his face in the side of my 

neck, his whiskers tickling me. “I take it you know nothing about these matters?” 

“I know enough. I’ve studied human anatomy in my father’s library,” I told him, suddenly 

breathless, my chest heaving against him. “It’s really quite a natural process, repeated again and 

again in nature. Pheromones are involved…” I squeaked again as his mouth moved lower and he 

first licked and then sucked at the tips of my breasts through the chemise, thoroughly wetting the 

cotton material until it was transparent and my nipples were so hard they hurt. I started making 

kitten-like noises. That dragged a low growl of pleasure from his throat, and I wondered about all 

the stories that I had read about the adventures between men and woman. They certainly had 

neglected to mention the things that Tiberius was doing to me! His hot, damp mouth sucked and 

sucked until I moaned at the sensation, then I felt his teeth nipping enough to make me wriggle 

uncontrollably on the bed. A bolt of pleasure ripped through my body from top to bottom and I 

felt the peculiar sensation of wetness gathering between my legs and blushed furiously at the 

realization that my body was responding to Tiberius’s ministrations whether I wanted it to or not. 

“Tiberius…” I began, but he quickly cut me off. 



“No. When we’re together, I am Mr. Sloan to you. You should address your gentleman 

appropriately…” 

“Really, I don’t see the purpose of such formalities…aaaahhhh…” 

He licked, sucked and bit a slow trail down my body, stopping only briefly to wet my belly 

button with his tongue before moving lower. As he did so, his enormously powerful hands 

shoved my legs wide apart. He lowered his head and snorted between my legs so I groaned at the 

sensation, then nearly cried out when his hand found me and his thumb pressed into my wetness.  

“Tiberius…Mr. Sloan…” 

“Yes, Lucky.” 

“I really must insist…” 

“Be quiet,” he said and pressed his thumb inward so hard I jumped and cried out in pure 

pleasure. In the past, both Charlotte and I had experimented with such things, usually with 

dismal results. Despite the things we had read about in her father’s copy of the Kama Sutra, we 

had seldom been able to drag any kind of reaction from our own bodies. Mr. Sloan had no 

trouble at all. “Listen to me, Lucky. You’ll feel a pinch of pain, but it won’t last very long,” he 

patiently explained. “You can take far more than you think.” As he slowly and forcefully nudged 

two fingers inside my body I began to whimper and thrash, trying to move away from the pain, 

but he didn’t relent. He climbed up on the bed and pinned me beneath his weight and kept 

forcing his way inward until I felt a burst of pain shoot deeply, and briefly, inside of me. When 

he finally withdrew his fingers, they were covered in streaks of blood. 

“Oh,” I said in wonder.  

He looked at me before bringing his fingers to his lips to lick. “It’s quite natural, Lucky, I assure 

you. A woman’s first time is often marked by blood. It’s nothing to be concerned about…” 

“Yes, I know. But this is the first time I’m seeing any such thing. It’s quite interesting, isn’t it? 

Almost like some rite of passage.” 

He looked bemused. “I don’t understand.” 



I took a deep breath and explained to him what I had never explained to anyone except Charlotte, 

and my father. “I don’t…I mean…the curse…you see, it has quite passed me by.” 

He lifted an eyebrow. “You don’t menstruate?”  

I winced at his words, that he should be so frank. I lifted my chin proudly so he would not think I 

was too ashamed. “You may as well know now, Mr. Sloan. I am barren—unable to bear 

children. So now you know my terrible secret. The witch’s curse has robbed me of even this. I 

cannot have children, and, as a result, I shall never have a husband.” 

I had hoped the information might deter him. I knew that no man wanted a woman who could 

not bear him an heir, a woman who was not really a woman at all! But, if anything, he seemed 

even more fascinated by me. He pushed the skirt of my chemise to my waist and lowered his 

head so the most private parts of me were exposed to him. I tried to close my legs but his big 

hands held me open for his perusal. His hot breath touched me, made me tremble, and then he 

began to lick tenderly at the pain he had caused me earlier.  

Another thing my father’s books had not prepared me for! I squirmed and moaned as he licked 

and suckled me there. The pain had finally lessened, and now only a warm euphoria spread out 

from the place where his tongue and lips touched me. I sank my fingers into his dark, lush hair, 

and it wasn’t very long before I started moving my hips against the wonderful, almost drowsy, 

bliss of his mouth. My stomach muscles tightened and I started thrusting rather urgently against 

his face.   

“You might be barren, Lucky, but you taste delightful,” he told me, his tongue tracing a warm, 

insistent path all along my long, wet slit.  

I tried to answer but all that came out of my mouth were garbled whimpers.  

“Do you enjoy that, Lucky?” he asked, lapping at me and probing into my soreness with his hot, 

wet tongue. “Do you like what I’m doing?” 

I made more of those strangled whimpers.  

“I’ve finally found something to hush you up,” he said, and the vibration of his voice against my 

oversensitive flesh made me thrash wildly against him. Finally, he slid his hands under my 



backside and dragged me forward so I was sitting on just the edge of the bed. He forced my 

shoulders down onto the bed so I was at a better angle to be serviced by him and then returned to 

the task at hand. His wet mouth swallowed me, sucking harder and harder, so that very soon my 

entire body writhed, my stomach quivered, and I began convulsing like some madwoman, 

thrashing against the bedclothes, tossing my head from side to side and mewling as my body 

jerked spastically in his arms and against his mouth. More wetness gushed from me and was 

hungrily licked up by Mr. Sloan’s skillful mouth. It didn’t last very long, and I was trembling 

when it was over, but at the same time, I wanted to do it all over again. 

But Mr. Sloan had other plans. He had undone his trousers, and I soon learned how wrong 

Charlotte was about her socks theory. Mr. Sloan’s thick, well-veined cock lay stiffly against the 

ridged flatness of his un-corseted waist, reminding me of the horses during their mating season. 

“I really do wish to be inside you, Lucky,” he said, looking down upon me both tenderly and 

fiercely at the same time. “You have no idea.” 

I knew he was asking my permission. 

“Yes,” I answered. I should have been frightened, but I was more curious about what it felt like, 

this secret shared between married people. I watched his cock bob up and down with his 

movements and wondered if he would let me touch it. The more he looked at me, the larger it 

seemed to grow, and pearls of moisture formed at the bulbous head. I didn’t know that a man 

could be as wet as a woman.  

“Will you be mine, Lucky?” he asked, looking down upon me so I could clearly see what he had 

for me. “Will you be my courtesan?” 

“Yes,” I said again, my voice barely audible. For the first time, I could think of no wittier 

repartee.  

“Oh Lucky…” he said, as if surprised that I shouldn’t try and fight him off. He gripped my legs 

and yanked them so only my shoulders rested on the bed and my knees were hooked over his 

shoulders. The sudden motion made me yelp in surprise. His eyes pinned me with furious lust as 

he guided that enormous cock of his inside my body. He rubbed it against the front of me, then 

watched me intently as he bucked the swollen head in and out of my wetness in a steady rhythm. 



He didn’t go very far at first, nudging only a few inches inside as if afraid he might hurt me. I 

felt my face burning under his scrutiny. I knew he was searching me for a reaction. I knew he 

was worried I would reject him. But I felt I had a strange kinship with him now. In a way, we 

were both castoffs of the marriage pool, so in many ways we belonged together. There was some 

pain as I took him inside, but nothing very bad. The pressure of his fingers earlier had hurt more.  

I moved with him, and soon we were straining against one another. I took him deeper and deeper 

within me until he was buried to the hilt inside my body and I saw his face fill with softness and 

a kind of light. It wasn’t an ugly face, I decided, quite the contrary. His face was sharp and 

aquiline. He looked like a warrior, one who conquered, a little bit hard, but under all that 

hardness there was something vulnerable and a little bit human. 

I could feel my body instinctively squeezing him, trying to hold that part of him deep inside. “Oh 

Lucky,” he said again, and his words were like some prayer going up to an unknown deity. He 

closed his eyes and bucked sharply inside me. I cried out at the sensation and two more 

convulsions rippled through me. I could feel my body milking his cock fast and hard. He let out 

an inarticulate cry and I felt him twitch inside me, not once, not twice, but four times in all, and 

each time a delightful heat pulsed through my body as he forced his seed deep inside my womb.  

Finally, he collapsed atop me, still inside me, his weight pinning me almost uncomfortably 

against the bed, but I didn’t think he had the strength to move just yet, so I reached up and ran 

my hands over his hair and nuzzled the scarred side of his face as I brought my legs up and 

wrapped them around his waist.  

I squeezed and he convulsed against me again, spurting deep inside. “Lucky, really,” he said in a 

strangled voice and shuddered violently, his gesture sending the oil lamp over on the bedside 

table. 

The drapery immediately went up in a burst of hot, licking flames, and Mr. Sloan swore under 

his breath, extradited himself from my body, and jumped to his feet. He immediately reached for 

my basin of morning water and used it to splash out the flames. I lay curled on the bed, hugging 

myself and savoring the feelings deep inside me, and watched the white shock of his face.  

“Do you believe in the curse now, Mr. Sloan?” I asked.  



Lucky’s entire story is available for purchase under the title The Dollhouse Society: Lucky, 

available at all major ebook distributors. 

*  *  * 

RED 

By Madeline Apple 

 

Frank Lupo was the type of guy you fell in love with at first sight—and then quickly learned the 

error of your ways. I know because I was one of the stupid ones who did, the first day on the job, 

no less.  

Frank was my boss and half owner of Lupo & Mayer, Accountants. He was tall and powerfully 

built, with the lean, broad physique of a guy who had probably done track in high school and 

football in college. He wore his perfectly black hair slicked back Mafioso-style and his goatee 

trimmed and tight. His eyes were icy blue and his teeth the porcelain white of a man with good 

genetics as opposed to a good dentist. He looked like the devil, if the devil was an accountant. 

He wore no wedding ring, though he did have a football ring from Rutgers University. Real 

movie-star material, I thought dreamily that first day I found myself working in one of the 

biggest accounting firms in New York City.   

The competition for the job had been fierce, and I had only gotten in due to good timing. The last 

girl had been caught embezzling money and I had just put my resume in, thinking nothing would 

come of it. At twenty-four, I didn’t think I would actually get it. But suddenly there I was at 

Lupo & Mayer, crunching numbers. Naturally, that first week I was careful, checking and double 

checking my work. The last thing I needed was an error on the books. The following Monday, 

Frank called me into his executive suite office and told me to sit down.  

I honestly thought he meant to compliment me, stupid me, but as he sat down and I concentrated 

on not gaping at him like some lovestruck teenager, he said, “You work too slow, Sadie.” 

“I’m…sorry?” Maybe I hadn’t heard him right. 



He scooped some papers out of the file folder that I had delivered to him before the weekend. “I 

appreciate you graduated top of your class, and you obviously have a knack for numbers, but, 

Redner, you finished two accounts last week. If I had shown these to my partner, he would have 

canned you before the weekend.” His voice was steady and boomed around his plush, white 

luxury office. He put off a kind of fission as he slapped the folder down in front of me like some 

kind of a displeased professor put off by a project of mine. 

I felt my face burn with shame and anger—shame that I had let him down, anger at being called 

Redner, like he was my coach back in high school. His lips pursed together, hiding his big, 

strong teeth, and his eyes narrowed to laser points. I thought of some big predator stalking a deer 

deep in the wood and the thought made me hyperaware of my body, the way my hose rubbed 

between my legs. My fingers pressed nervously into my sweating palms.  

He lifted his chin in a gesture I could only call arrogant. “If you want to run with the big dogs 

someday, Redner, you’re going to need to step it up.” 

I wanted to tell him I’d done my best, and I’d made no mistakes. It took me three tries to get the 

words out. “All right.” 

As always, I never got mad fast enough, and I always let everything bother me afterward. I knew 

what I would do next. I would thank him and then step out of his office, dutifully reprimanded 

but smiling at all my coworkers as if nothing had happened. Then I would go home and overeat 

and cry into my pillow as all the loose parts of my self-confidence fell apart. I was the same way 

in high school and college. I was the same way in all my relationships. That was me, Sadie 

Redner, human doormat.  

At least I had the good grace to not cry when I got back to my desk. But later that day, as I was 

leaving, Frank called me back into his office. I was shaking and I nearly collapsed to the floor as 

he let me back in. Had he found an error in my hastily performed work? Or maybe I still wasn’t 

fast enough, even though I had knocked out a whole account in a day. 

“Thanks for staying after, Sadie,” he said as he walked around his desk and picked up the file 

folder I had just delivered. He flipped it open and I felt my heart as it started banging around my 



chest. He glanced down at my figures, then up at my face. “Good work. And see, you can work 

fast and not make any errors.” 

I nearly sobbed with relief. He noted my expression and said, “Look...Red…I have to be hard on 

you. My partner’s a nervous man, and we’ve never taken on someone as young as you are. I 

don’t want to see you out on the street. It’s nothing personal.” 

I swallowed and nodded. He stared at me with an intensity that left me feeling pinned down and 

a little vulnerable, but at the same time, hopeful. I hated him for being so confident, but at the 

same time, I envied him. So when he asked to walk me down to the lobby, I scrambled for my 

coat and satchel like a desperate idiot.  

I’d only had two boyfriends, one in high school and one in college that I’d actually slept with. 

Neither of my relationships had ended well, and after my boyfriend in college left me for my best 

friend, I had vowed not to fall for a pretty face again.  

On the way down in the elevator, Frank asked me how I was liking New York. 

“How do you know I don’t come from New York?” I asked. 

“You have a Pennsylvania Dutch accent,” Frank noted, and I felt my face flush for the second 

time that day. “Are you Amish?” he asked. He sounded genuinely interested. “Or were you?” 

Oh god. I hated talking about this. It made me feel like Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm. “No,” I 

immediately told him. “My grandmother and I just grew up in Lancaster, is all. There’s a large 

Pennsylvania Dutch settlement there.” I didn’t mention that Gramma was an ex-Amish and that 

she had largely raised me alone.  

I tried not to talk too much the rest of the way down.  

When we stepped out into the lobby, I immediately saw a beautiful, sleek woman in a smart suit 

and swing coat from Saks Fifth Avenue heading our way. She was carrying a Prada clutch purse. 

I was still about five years away from owning anything Prada. She immediately linked her arm 

through Frank’s and leaned down to whisper something in his ear, something that made Frank 

grin in his wolfish way. The two hurried toward a limo waiting for them in the curb outside the 

building, both their coats flying.  



It was the emotional equivalent of having a cold pail of water dumped over my head. Then I 

wondered what I had been expecting. Frank was so much older than I was, sophisticated. I was a 

country girl at heart. We had nothing in common.  

I hurried out into the street, trying not to gape and look like a tourist. I had only been living in 

New York a few months and its vastness and speed still took my breath away. 

*  *  * 

When I was four years old, my mom, dad and I were in a violent car accident. We were driving 

home from the Lancaster State Fair when a camper ran a red light and sideswiped us. My dad 

was killed on impact and my mom lingered in the hospital for a week before finally succumbing 

to the bleeding in her brain. I was unharmed, and the child therapists told my grandmother, who 

took me in right after, that I would have little if any memory of the incident. But they were 

wrong. 

I remembered the impact, the squeal and burn of tires, and all that came after enough to be 

terrified to ride in cars for years. My grandmother had had to walk me the two miles to my first 

day of kindergarten. When I was sixteen, I tried for my license, I really did, but I kept freezing 

up in Driver’s Ed. The move to New York after college was actually a relief. No one drove in 

New York unless they were masochists. There were buses, taxis and subways everywhere, and 

almost anything I needed was a brisk mile or two from my studio apartment in SoHo.  

I missed my Gramma, of course, every day. She had encouraged me to move to New York and 

“Crunch them numbers like a rock star,” as she used to say, but she had no intention of leaving 

her old, meticulously kept up Victorian in Lancaster. Still, my Gramma, who was a remarkably 

modern woman, had a laptop, so we could video chat all the time, and I called her every night on 

my cell before I went to bed.  

A few weeks after the incident with Frank Lupo, I woke to the sound of my cell bleating on the 

bedside table. I sat up, pushed aside my sweaty hair, aware that I’d been having a very intimate 

dream, if the slick wetness between my legs was any indication, and picked it up, terrified that I 

had overslept and it was the office calling to discover why I wasn’t in work.  



It wasn’t. It was my Gramma’s neighbor Elsie, an old woman with ten cats. She was very halting 

on the phone as she told me my Gramma had been taken away by ambulance to the hospital in 

Lancaster.  

I immediately sat up, painfully awake and now sick to my stomach, and said, “What happened? 

Is she all right? Elsie, tell me she’s all right…” 

The idea that my Gramma might have fallen and broken her hip, or had had a stroke or heart 

attack haunted me. I thought how I should never have left her alone in that old house with all 

those stairs… 

“Dear, the paramedics don’t know what’s wrong, but Miriam seemed quite lucid, I promise. I 

don’t think it’s all that bad, but I wanted you to know.” 

They had said the same thing about my mom. That her injuries didn’t seem that bad. She had still 

died. “Tell Gramma I’ll be up there just as soon as I can arrange for it.” 

“Yes, of course, dear.” 

The bad taste of terror rose in my throat. “And tell Gramma…tell her I love her,” I said and 

jumped out of bed to prepare for the trip up. 

*  *  * 

Since the office was on the way to the bus station, I stopped in to tell Frank in person that I 

needed this Friday off but that I’d be back to work on Monday, no problem. I even intended to 

take some work along for the ride up. He pursed his lips together in that way that always made 

me nervous. Surely he wouldn’t fire me for wanting to see my grandmother in a time of 

emergency? 

“That’s a long trip, isn’t it? New York to Lancaster?” 

“It’s about four hours by bus, not so bad,” I explained with one foot outside his office.  

“Don’t you have a car?” 

“No,” I told him. I didn’t elaborate. My lack of driving skills embarrassed the hell out of me.  



For the first time he looked concerned. He sat back in his seat. “Do you need a ride? I’m headed 

that way myself for the weekend, and I know some back roads so it usually takes me less than 

four hours.” I looked at him funny, so he added, “I have a cabin up in the Poconos. You could 

ride with me if you want.” 

“What about work?” I said, looking around. It was ten o’clock in the morning.  

He shrugged, making his pinstriped business suit slide up and down over his solid, muscular 

frame. “I usually take it with me on the weekends anyway,” he explained as she shuffled some 

papers together into his satchel. “And anyway, I’m the boss. I can cut out anytime I want.” 

So that’s how I wound up riding with Frank Lupo on my way up to Gramma’s house. 

*  *  * 

Frank had a Lincoln Continental and his own driver in the city, but I soon learned that he also 

owned an eight-year-old, mud-splattered Jeep Patriot that he said he used for road trips. When 

we got to his penthouse apartment, I slid my overnight bag into the back of the jeep and went to 

wait in the passenger seat for Frank, who had gone up to change for the trip.  

The Jeep wasn’t what I had expected, admittedly. I had thought a guy like Frank would own a 

luxury SUV, or maybe a weekend Hummer or some other “weekend warrior” vehicle. The 

Patriot seemed far too low key, but when he got back to the underground parking garage, 

sporting a black and white checked flannel shirt molded to his upper chest and biceps, faded blue 

jeans that looked nicely painted on, and a bomber jacket over one shoulder, I felt my breath 

catch. He looked like a totally different person. 

He slid into the driver’s seat, and I was immediately aware of his spicy cologne, which he was 

still wearing from his workday. It contrasted nicely with his rugged appearance. He looked over 

at me with his sparkling blue eyes and said, “All ready?” 

“I think so.” I sounded nervous. And then I asked the obvious question. “Why are you being so 

nice to me?” 



He smiled a smile that was not the typical Frank Lupo smile that he used at work, the 

professional smile that revealed nothing. This one was far more vulpine. “I’m hoping to seduce 

you at some point.” 

I felt my heart lurch inside. 

“I’m joking. Actually, it would be good to have company for the drive up. CD’s get boring after 

a while. And I like helping a damsel in distress.” He shrugged his big linebacker shoulders. “I 

guess I’m old fashioned like that.” 

We headed down the Henry Hudson Parkway on our way to the Lincoln Tunnel. Somewhere 

outside Newark I finally got up the courage to say what had been bothering me for the past fifty 

miles. I hooked a strand of honey blonde hair behind my ear. “I’m not a damsel in distress, just 

so you know. And I’d rather you didn’t refer to me that way.” 

I immediately regretted saying it.  

Frank raised his brows above his sunglasses as he drove. “I’m impressed. I think that’s the first 

time you’ve ever spoken your mind to me, Red.” He glanced over. “And I apologize if I’ve 

offended you. I didn’t mean to.” 

“You didn’t offend me,” I said, even though he had. I so quickly fell back on my old apologetic 

ways. “It’s just…that makes me sound helpless or something. And I’m not helpless. I could have 

taken the bus.” 

“But you chose to go with me.” 

I watched Newark, full of chain link rail yards and dilapidated ghettos, pass by. “Yes,” I 

answered after a few moments. “Thank you. My grandmother taught me to have better manners 

than this.” 

“Tell me about your grandmother,” Frank said. “Is she anything like you?” 

“Oh God, no!” I said before I even thought of it. “I mean…she’s a very strong and decisive 

woman.” I felt stupid for saying that, for putting myself down that way, so I continued by telling 

Frank about her, how she had been born into a very strict Amish Ordnung but had left it to marry 



an Englisher, as she sometimes still called the non-Amish. I couldn’t believe I was telling him 

these things, but it comforted me to talk about her like that, like she was going to be all right. I 

went on to explain how her English husband had left her after a few years and she’d been forced 

to raise my dad all by herself. “She said she thought a few times about going back, but you don’t 

really do that, you know? You can never really go home after you’ve lived English.” 

“That’s interesting,” Frank commented. “I didn’t know that. Was she shunned? I know about the 

shunning.” 

“Everyone knows about the shunning,” I said with a nervous laugh. “But there are good things 

too about the Amish. She loved her family. That’s why she wanted to go back after her husband 

ran off. But she never could.” 

I sat in silence as we crossed onto the Pennsylvania Turnpike. After we were settled in for the 

longest part of the drive, Frank said, “So you’re an almost-Amish girl.” 

I laughed at that. “I guess.” 

“How are you not like your grandmother? She seems like a remarkable woman. Very strong.” 

I shrugged as my confidence wilted. I felt I had already said far too much to Frank about my past 

and spent some time checking my phone for messages, hopefully from the hospital or from Elsie. 

There were none.  

“Try not to worry too much, Red,” Frank said. “I’m sure she’s fine.” 

I sat back in my seat, listened to my breathing and Frank’s, and watched the seemingly endless 

road unravel before us. Despite Frank’s advice, I worried. 

*  *  * 

Around noon, Frank asked if it would be all right with me if we grabbed something from the 

Sonic up ahead.  

“Why wouldn’t it be all right with me?” I asked. I had been making a point of not looking over at 

him too often. His sharp profile, goatee, and dark glasses gave him a mysterious look that kept 

my heart hammering far too fast in my chest.  



“I know you’re in a hurry, is all.” 

“But you must be hungry. You’re a big guy.” 

“Glad you noticed.” 

I blushed at that, despite myself.  

We stopped briefly so he could order two double bacon cheeseburgers, a pile of fries, tater tots, 

and two frosty iced coffees. I told him I didn’t want anything, that I was too nervous to eat, but I 

wound up sipping my coffee and nibbling a tater tot as I watched him wolf down the burgers in 

less than five minutes. It was impressive stuff. 

“Sorry,” he said, wiping away that special sauce stuff to keep his neatly manicured goatee clean. 

It was cute, like something a kid would do. “I don’t mean to eat like a Neanderthal. I just didn’t 

have any dinner last night.” 

“You shouldn’t skip dinner,” I reprimanded him.  

“I never seem to have the time for it. I usually work in the office until eight, then go home, work 

for a few more hours, then crash.” 

“If you were Amish, your wife would be taking better care of you,” I said without thinking.  

He looked regretful for a moment. “My wife walked out on me years ago, so I can’t blame her 

for my lousy eating habits.” 

“Sorry,” I immediately said and sucked on my straw as I gathered my thoughts. “I didn’t know. I 

thought that woman you were with that time was her.” 

It took him a moment to remember, then he said, “That was Adrian. My sister. We’re really good 

friends, and when she comes to town I always have to entertain her. Big Italian family, you 

know. And we werewolves have to stick together.” 

It was my turn to glance over at him with upraised eyebrows.  

“Sorry. Inside joke. My family had a distant ancestor that was accused of being a werewolf back 

in the old country. Since then, we kid each other about it all the time.” 



“That’s really interesting,” I said. “So are you really a werewolf?” 

Frank thought about that. “Well, I was accused of being a wolf back in high school, but I 

outgrew that. And I still eat like one, but that’s to be expected of an Italian boy. My Mamma, 

God rest her soul, used to say that dinner wasn’t done until someone busted a button on their 

pants.” 

I smiled at that. The way he said it made him sound so homespun, so beautifully mundane and 

crunchy earthy. I had a hard time reconciling the image of the good Italian boy who ate too much 

and loved his mother to the chiseled, dangerous-looking man in his mid-forties that I saw 

everyday in his Brooks Brothers business suits.  

Feeling cheeky, I asked, “Are you still a wolf?” 

He grinned then, his large, strong teeth shining. “I can be, around the right type of woman.” 

“You’re picky,” I half-laughed. 

“Wolves can be very picky when they mate, as they should be. They usually mate for life.” He 

smirked a little. “When’s the last time you mated, Red?” 

“That’s a rather personal question.” 

“We’re being pretty personal here.” 

I didn’t want him thinking I was a naïve virgin, so I said, “Not for a while. But I can be picky 

too.” 

“Are you a longtime-relationship type, or more of a one-night-stand type?” 

I squirmed in my seat. “Guess.” 

“You first.” 

“I don’t know. B.” 

He laughed at that. “I suppose I was for a short time after the divorce. Not so much now.” 



“I’m A,” I confessed. “I had a boyfriend in college. We were together a long time. Three years. 

We even started talking marriage, but he didn’t want to come to New York with me. He wanted 

me to stay home and have children with him.” 

“And you don’t like children.” 

“I want to do something more with my life first.” 

“I’m glad, or we wouldn’t have you on our team.” 

I felt my heart flutter with the compliment, the first real one Frank had ever paid me. 

We road along in silence for a while before I said, “Do you get lonely?” 

“Sometimes. But it’s hard to find the right type of woman these days.” 

“What kind of woman are you looking for?” 

I noticed there were no other cars on the highway. We were headed into the more wooded, 

secluded parts of the turnpike. The traffic wouldn’t pick up until later tonight, when New 

Yorkers began to migrate toward the Poconos for the weekend. I suddenly felt very isolated with 

Frank, like we were the only two souls on the road, and probably we were, for miles and miles. 

Frank thought about that. “Someone who can be sweet, but not too sweet. I’d like a woman who 

can handle me.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Someone not afraid to explore her sexual limits with me.” 

I thought about telling Frank that I read a lot of erotica online, the spicier the better, but I was too 

embarrassed to admit to that. In college, Ben and I had flirted with handcuffs, softcore porn, 

some of the more mundane things, but it had never amounted to much. I’d always been too afraid 

to go all the way, the way I’d been in all the other parts of my life. It was at least part of the 

reason why we had broken up. Along the way, Ben had stopped seeing me as his girlfriend, his 

mate, and had started looking at me more like a surrogate mom and wife, a proper girl who never 

did anything dirty or questionable. Our vanilla sex life had died an inglorious death shortly 



thereafter. But for the first time in my life, I hated my good girl image. It was true that nice girls 

finished last. And sometimes they didn’t finish at all.  

I was a good girl. But I was also alone all the time. 

“So do you have fantasies?” I asked, surprising even myself. I thought about all the stories I had 

read online. 

Frank looked impressed, even behind his dark glasses. “Of course I do. Would you like to hear 

one?” 

I felt so warm and comfortable in his presence…and yet, excited. Maybe protected was the right 

word. I trusted Frank, as ridiculous as that sounded. I barely knew him, but my instincts told me 

to trust him implicitly.  

“Yes,” I told him. “Tell me.” 

“I have this one where I’m driving to my cabin in the Poconos when I see this hot Amish girl 

standing on the side of the road, hoping for a ride. So I give her a lift, and while we’re alone on 

the highway, she gives me a show.” 

I smirked at that, wondering if Frank had slipped something into my iced coffee because I felt 

positively giddy and decidedly not at all like proper little Sadie Redner. “What does she do?” 

“First she unbuttons her blouse. Then she slides her skirt up and touches herself for me.” 

“While you’re driving?” 

“I slow down.” And he did, to just about twenty-five miles an hour, and divided his attention 

between me and the road.  

We were passing a cattle farm and the only life for miles around were cows. I didn’t think the 

cows would care, and suddenly neither did I.  

I undid my seatbelt and sat back in my seat so I was more comfortable. I started sliding the 

buttons loose on my white business blouse until it gaped around the shells of my bra-clad 

breasts, then dropped my hands and slid them up the sides of my smart, dark business skirt until 



it was crumpled like a wreathe around my hips on the car seat. My lacy bra and panties were a 

matching bright red. I almost felt embarrassed about that. I had bought them for myself on 

Valentine’s Day last year because I had no valentine.  

Frank had removed his sunglasses and his blue eyes swept over me, fierce, warm and 

demanding. No one had ever looked at me that way, not even Ben. My heart ticked away in my 

throat, sounding louder than it ever had before. I’d never done anything like this for anyone, and 

I wondered if this was how some exotic dancers felt when they stripped for their male audience, 

not vulnerable but powerful. In control. 

“Touch yourself,” he told me. “Start with your breasts.” 

I reached up and undid the front closure on my bra so my breasts spilled out into my hands. My 

nipples immediately puckered up in the coolness of the jeep. My skin felt like it was sparkling 

and alive. I felt both thrilled and terrified as I arched up into my hands. I watched him while I 

encircled my nipples with my fingers, pinching them periodically, impressed by his driving 

skills. He never so much as weaved on the road. 

I half expected him to laugh at me, to tell me he was just screwing with me, that I was a fool, but 

when he didn’t, my confidence built. I thought about the stories I had read, how women seduced 

men in all those fantasies. I thought about his fantasy about the naughty little Amish girl.  I slid 

my hand between my spread legs and pressed against the damp sheath of my panties. A spark of 

desire made me shudder.  

His face grew stern, then, and very concentrated.  

I slid my panties down my legs to my ankles, then slid my fingers up my bare leg and dabbled at 

the wetness between my legs. The closeness of the car suddenly smelled of sex instead of fast 

food.  

“You’re wet,” he said, his voice a low, deep growl. 

“Yes,” I answered as I lounged in the bucket seat and slid my fingers along the dampness of my 

seam.  

“Slide your fingers inside your cunt for me,” he told me. “Rub your clit until you come.” 



I parted my labia and slipped a finger inside my sudden, wet heat. I had touched myself before, 

of course, in private, but never with this reaction. I usually had to work hard to draw out any kind 

of reaction from my stubborn body, but this time it was no trouble at all. I added a second finger, 

and as I rubbed amidst all that slickness and the wall of my cunt contracted around my fingers, a 

shiver of pleasure raced from my loins up into my head, making me feel dizzy. I raised my legs a 

little more, until my knees hit the dashboard, and slid another finger inside. I stroked, tapped and 

rubbed over my sweet spot in a slow, lazy fashion that quickly picked up rhythm.  

“That’s unbelievably sexy, Red,” Frank urged me on. “Fuck yourself. I want to watch you 

come.” 

I was one of those girls who needed a lot of time and stimulation from her lover to reach orgasm. 

There had been many nights when I had faked it with Ben only because I wanted him to stop 

trying already and I was getting too sore to keep going. But this time, with Frank watching in the 

seat beside me, commanding me, it didn’t take long at all. I listened to my fingers moving in all 

that squelching wetness, imagined them as his fingers, smelled the heady perfume of his cologne 

and my arousal mixing together, and rubbed and plucked at my swollen clitoris until my hips 

began to jerk of their own volition and a few choice sounds came out of my throat—not words, 

exactly, but primitive groans and deep-throated cries.  

Frank narrowed his eyes and wet his mouth at my display. Through the haze of pleasant pressure 

slowly building in my body, I was aware of the tent in his jeans. He was as turned on as I was 

doing this. I pushed my back into the leather seat as I climbed toward what was usually a very 

elusive orgasm.  

“Come for me, Red,” he said. “Come hard.” 

With one last thrust inside I came hard just as he asked, and it was definitely in the top ten 

orgasms of all time for me. The hours of tension in my body gave way to an all-over shudder and 

a deep-seated, orgasmic ripple that had me jerking uncontrollably in my seat and gushing 

wetness all over my fingers. I felt a brief flash of shame, but it felt so good to do it. I felt so bad, 

so out of control, so unlike the almost-Amish girl I usually was.  



When it was over, I slumped in my seat and glanced over at Frank, who had managed to drive 

without looking at the road for the past two minutes. His eyes had softened but his look had 

hardened. It was a very male look. “Better?” he asked. 

“So, so much,” I said, wriggling around in my own juices on the leather seat. “Oh God, I’m so 

sorry, Frank,” I added with genuine remorse, sounding hoarse. “I think I stained your leather.” 

“It was worth it, Red, believe me. It was worth it.” 

*  *  * 

We reached my grandmother’s house around three in the afternoon. I had decided to stop in and 

get her a nightgown and robe and maybe a few toiletries before we hit the hospital. My 

grandmother, though ex-Amish, was still a very proper woman, and I knew she wouldn’t 

approve of the hospital Johnny. Frank helped me throw some things together into a canvas bag, 

but as we were about to hurry back to the jeep, I heard the key turn in the door and my 

grandmother walked in, accompanied by old Mr. Philips, the man who lived down the street and 

who used to yell at me all the time for riding my bike over his lawn.  

I was surprised to see them. “Sadie!” Gramma said and threw her arms open wide. “Why didn’t 

you tell me you were on the way, girl?” 

“I wanted to but you weren’t picking up your phone!” 

“Miriam forgot to charge her phone again,” Mr. Philips helpfully pointed out, smiling down at 

my grandmother in a fond way. 

“Oh you! Be quiet!” Gramma said.  

“What happened?” I said, hugging her again. “Are you all right? You scared me half to death! 

Elsie called and made it sound like you were on your deathbed!” 

“Oh, Elise’s always been a bit dramatic,” Gramma said. “I blame all those cats! And I’m sorry 

she frightened you, my dear. I explicitly told her not to call you until I knew what was wrong. I 

didn’t want you to worry about me!” 

“Oh, Gramma, of course I worried! You’re all alone here.”  



She looked over at Mr. Philips and something passed between them. I suddenly had the feeling 

that my grandmother had a new beau.  

“So what’s happened?” I demanded to know. 

“It seems I’ve a touch of angina, my dear, nothing to be too alarmed about. The doctor says I just 

need more exercise.” 

“Which she will get, because I’m getting her out of this house whenever I can,” Mr. Philips said 

with authority and winked at my grandmother. 

Of course, after that, things quickly turned to Frank. I introduced him as my boss, but I think my 

grandmother knew there was something more between us. She seemed by turns delighted and 

fascinated by him and insisted we stay for dinner, seeing how we had driven all the way up to see 

her. Frank was delighted to indulge in some genuine Pennsylvania Dutch cooking. He even said 

the meal was as good a feast as his own mother’s, which I knew was a huge compliment. He ate 

everything off his plate and even asked for seconds. 

By then, it was almost full dark out. Gramma offered to put us up in my old room, but Frank 

explained that he had a cabin only five miles north of here. All of us were sitting in the living 

room, drinking my Gramma’s homemade wine, and I couldn’t help but notice the furtive glances 

between her and Mr. Philips. I looked over at Frank and noticed the same hungry look in his 

eyes.  

While helping my grandmother clean up in the kitchen, I said, “Gramma, I have something to 

ask you—” 

Gramma turned away from the sink, drying her hands on a tea towel, and gave me a stern, wise 

look. “Good lord, girl, go with him! You don’t need my permission! And I certainly don’t need 

supervision!” She threw her arms around me, and we hugged and giggled like schoolgirls over 

our respective beaus.  

“I’m so happy you’ve found someone,” I said and kissed her white curls. 

“As I am you, Sadie. And your handsome Englisher is headed for his car, so I think you should 

hurry!” 



I smiled, kissed her on the cheek, and hurried out to the jeep, snatching my red coat off the hook 

by the door as I went.  

Frank looked surprised when I opened the passenger side of the jeep and boldly slid into my 

place beside him. “You weren’t going without me?” I said. 

“Do I have a choice, Red?” 

“No,” I told him with authority. “I’m yours tonight. And you’re mine.” 

That vulpine smile spread across Frank’s face. “Do you mean that?” 

“I can be a wolf too,” I told him.  

He laughed as he put the jeep into gear. “And wolves know what they want and aren’t afraid to 

go after it.” 

*  *  * 

We were only a mile or so from Frank’s cabin when he pulled the jeep to the side of the 

darkened road. We were in one of the most heavily wooded areas of the Poconos. The roads 

were rough, gravel with patches of asphalt, and we hadn’t passed a house in at least a half mile. 

Frank turned off the engine but left the headlights on. It was the only light as far as the eye could 

see. He turned in his seat and said, “Did you mean what you said about being mine tonight?” 

I shivered in the dark with his eyes on me. “Yes.” 

“Not afraid to be with a big, bad werewolf?” 

I shook my head. “No.” 

“My cabin’s just down this road about a mile, but you can reach it faster if you cut through the 

woods here. It isn’t far, and there are trails to follow. I’ve done a lot of hunting up here.” 

“You’re a hunter.” 

He smiled at that. 



“Why are you telling me this?” I said, my voice breathy and my skin electric with a tingling of 

fear and anticipation.  

“I want to give you a head start.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“I’ll give you a handicap. Five minutes. If you find the cabin before me, you can do whatever 

you like with me tonight. I’ll be your slave, your wolf. But if I catch you before you reach it, 

you’re mine. You’re my mate, mine to do with what I want. Are you in agreement?” 

I shivered in my seat. “It’s cold out there.” 

“September. It’s not too cold.” He hesitated. “If you’re afraid…?” 

“I’m not afraid,” I told him, and I wasn’t. I felt both weak and powerful around Frank, but not 

afraid. I had even made the decision to ask him to help me learn to drive when we got back to the 

city. I slid the door open and climbed down to the edge of the road. “I won’t need five minutes.” 

“I’m a very good hunter,” he told me. Then his face grew fierce and wild. “Go!” 

I went. 

*  *  * 

I found one of the paths that Frank was talking about easily enough. It quickly became apparent 

that he’d spent a great deal of time in these woods. But that didn’t make me feel any better. If he 

knew these woods that well, and was that good a hunter, I was sure I didn’t have a prayer of 

escaping him. Still, it was fun.  

Sticking to the path, I tried to move between the trees and over the rocky ground as quickly and 

soundlessly a possible. A twig snapped in the dark and I jumped as some large animal bounded 

across the path that I couldn’t make out clearly just by the light of the full moon. I thought about 

the bear in this region of the mountains, but then a large dog started barking somewhere not very 

far off, and I felt a wave of relief. I knew from living up here in the mountains most of my life 

that bear don’t like big dogs and usually avoided the areas where they lived. 



As I searched for the cabin in the almost perfect darkness my breath came in short, hard gasps, 

and I was hyperaware of everything around me—the cool prickling of the Indian summer on my 

skin, the cooing of a distant owl, the thrill of the chase. Something crackled on the path behind 

me and I picked up my pace, my heart racing in my throat like a terrified jackrabbit being 

pursued by a predator. But ducking under some low-hanging trees, the hood of my coat got 

stuck, and by the time I managed to untangle myself, my business coiffure had long since fallen 

down so my long, straight hair showered around my shoulders and stuck to my sweating face. 

Gathering my hair, I pulled up my hood to keep it tame and continued down the path. 

Squinting, I thought I recognized a vague structure in the distance, maybe a quarter of a mile 

across an open field. I thought it must be Frank’s cabin—it was larger than I had expected, rustic, 

but not without charm. Private, embraced by pines and fallow fields, with a stream running 

nearby, I imagined spending weekends there with Frank, warm in his bed, with him snoring into 

my hair.  

Stifling a happy gasp, I started that way, realizing that victory was close at hand, but as I stepped 

out of the trees, someone grabbed me in the dark. I squealed in surprise and delight as that 

someone propelled me backwards until we reached a tree. Cradling the back of my head, his 

mouth found mine, biting, nibbling, licking, his goatee tickling my chin as he kissed me as if he 

meant to consume me. I immediately tasted my grandmother’s homemade wine in his mouth. I 

groaned at the taste of him, wild and sweet.  

“Caught you, my prey,” Frank said, and in the dark I felt the rumble of his voice in the solidness 

of his chest, the ripples of the muscles under his shirt. 

“You’re a good hunter, my wolf,” I told him as he stuck his tongue down my throat until I sighed 

and started clawing at his flannel shirt, practically ripping the buttons from it.  

“Are you certain you’re not the wolf?” he asked with a chuckle and tore savagely at the front of 

my blouse, ripping it at the seams as he dragged it and my coat off my shoulders. The cool night 

air made me shiver, made my nipples stand at rigid attention, even through the lace of my bra. 

He lowered his head and snagged a nipple through the fabric with his teeth, sucking and biting 

ever so gently. I arched up and up into the almost-pain, my bare back scratching against the tree. 

I whimpered and cried out as I felt myself come in a lunge against him, drenching my panties.  



He forced my legs apart and slid one giant hand up the inside of my thigh, finally snagging the 

edge of my lacy underpants and yanking them down, ripping them away. Then his fingers were 

right there, parting the dripping folds of my sex so his thumb could press hard against my clit, 

rub at it hard, pinch and tease the engorged little bud until I thought I would go mad with the 

sensation. I groaned and writhed against the tree he had me pinned to, his substantial erection 

jabbing into my belly.  

“God, you’re wet. And tight. Open your legs, Red,” he commanded me.  

I murmured a halfhearted protest against the roughness of his cheek.  

“I won, Red,” he reminded me. “You’re mine tonight.” He breathed roughly into my throat as he 

forced two of his fingers deep inside me with one rough jab. He turned them, curled them, and I 

would have shuddered and gone to my knees had he not been holding me upright. He was so 

rough, and yet not rough enough.  

He growled against my throat as he worked me wider, as he trained me to take him, finger-

fucking me to ever higher layers of mindless delirium and desire. His teeth caught my jumpy 

skin over my pulse and I thought about how big they were, those teeth, how powerful he was, 

how he so easily bent others to his will, not just in the office, but everywhere. The thought made 

me want him all the more. 

He stopped just long enough to undo himself and work open a condom from his pocket. I rested 

against the tree, nervous about what he had for me, watching the pines and mountains against the 

backdrop of a star-filled sky unlike anything to be found in the city. It made the silhouettes of the 

distant mountains look like torn paper.  

“Red,” he said. “Look at me.” 

I looked down the rippling muscles of his lower belly to see his cock was thick and erect, 

swollen and a meaty bright pink with his need. He wore it well, perfectly proportioned to his 

large, powerful body. Though the hair on his head was peppered with silver, the warm, dark 

matting of fur on his chest and loins was perfectly black and sparkled in the moonlight. He 

stroked the swollen head of his erection against my exposed belly, leaving behind pearls of 

precum like he was marking me as his, as his mate. He growled as he dry humped me a few 



times, then slipped the sheath of the condom on, gripped my leg, and drew it up to the level of 

his hip. It made me painfully aware of what was about to happen. 

He covered one of my breasts, squeezing the exposed nipple hard even as he thrust upward, 

impaling me on that beautiful, faintly curved cock of his.  

The first hard thrust knocked the breath from my throat, I was so unprepared. It had been so 

long, and Ben had been nothing to write home about anatomically. But Frank was huge and 

almost frighteningly aggressive. He groaned, sank his fingernails into my ass cheek, and pushed 

up high inside me so I cried out in surprise and delight and discomfort. The night sky felt so 

primal…as huge and wild and unstoppable as the man mating me. He grunted and growled into 

the side of my neck, his breath hot and fast as he fucked me hard, going steady and deep. Each 

thrust lifted me briefly off my feet and scraped my back up the tree with the sheer force of his 

penetration, his need.  

He fucked me a few times without coming before pulling out and dragging me to my knees on 

the leaf-littered ground with him. The sky looked jagged with light, and the moonlight brushed 

us in places but didn’t reveal any of my lover’s identifying features, which made it all more 

exciting to mate with him this way. I smelled his arousal, his sweet male scent, felt the silken 

pressure of his muscles moving over me, the softness of his furry chest. I thought of his story 

about his ancestor the werewolf as he embraced me from behind. His fingernails glided over my 

breasts and belly, leaving faint marks. His mouth sucked at the side of my neck. His hard, hot, 

beautiful cock pressed against my lower back. I moaned and leaned against his chest, wanting 

him to fuck me again, giving myself to him in a way I had never given myself to anyone before.  

His hands trailed down my back and I felt his silken wet tongue follow soon after. I caught my 

breath even as I felt that tongue, hot and fast, following the crack of my ass. His tongue found 

me at my core and I shuddered in a seizure of pure pleasure. His tongue flittered over both my 

holes before delving into my pussy. I wriggled and went down on all fours, giving him my 

opening.  

“Oh,” I said, gripping some roots in the earth for purchase and concentrating on the feeling of his 

hot, strong tongue lapping at me. He loved it, kissed it, as he had kissed my mouth. Then he 



pushed me down so my breasts and chin were pressed to the earth but my ass was still elevated, 

still his.  

My heart started racing at the vulnerability of the position he had put me in. He mounted me 

from behind while simultaneously holding me down. He ran a hand up my belly and pinched my 

nipples. I moaned as his cock rubbed deliciously against my crack. It felt so good to have him 

there, to have a beautiful man desire me. He growled, “Let me fuck you, Red. Let me fuck you 

and fill you until you’re mine.”  

Then he raised a hand and unexpectedly slapped me soundly across the ass. I screeched in 

surprise and delight as the vibration of his blow echoed through my body and made my cunt 

spasm as I ejaculated juices down the inside of my legs.  

“God, that’s sexy,” he said as he embraced me, testing the extreme wetness between my legs 

with his fingers. “You’re the first woman I’ve ever known who could do that, Red.” 

I spread my legs further as I submitted to him, begging him to take me, my breathing so rapid I 

was afraid I might start hyperventilating. He pinned my shoulders as he once more sheathed his 

impressive cock easily inside my slippery opening. Then he was in deep, deeper than Ben had 

ever been, ball’s deep, the burning heat of his body holding me still as he pleasured himself 

inside my body. I groaned as I came a second time, that first hard thrust of his cock ripping 

another shuddering orgasm out of me. He groaned in approval, his voice a growling vibration in 

my hair as he bit at strands of it.  

“God, you’re fucking amazing,” he said, and for the first time in my life, I felt really sexy.  

I needed more, and I pushed off the ground, pushed him back with his cock still lodged inside of 

me, and then rocked forward, partially unsheathing myself before thrusting backward and 

impaling myself fully once more. He moaned with delight as I fucked him a few times like that, 

letting me have him, letting me “handle him” as he had called it. Then, overcome with the 

violence of his own lust, he grabbed my hips, his fingers digging almost painfully deep into my 

flesh, and started working my pussy. I tried to move, but he moaned in disapproval and slapped 

me a second time, hard, hard enough to make me scream, and I learned the error of my ways.  

I was the prize tonight. Tomorrow night things would be different. But tonight I let him have me.  



After that, he held me still, motionless, and started fucking me furiously with a series of fierce, 

punishing jabs, battering into me, growling the whole time, his teeth nipping at the back of my 

neck until I cried out at the intensity of it. He filled me to capacity and I screamed incoherently at 

the sheer, raw pleasure of being fucked and used this way to sate the appetite of this enormous 

beast. 

“Jesus…I fucking love you, Red,” he managed through the grunting labor of his work.  

I wanted to tell him that I loved him too but an orgasm stole my breath away and left me 

chanting, “Oh, oh, oh!” as my body was rocked by his violent thrusts. Finally, with a final, sharp 

lunge, he shivered as he came with me, bucking and thrusting in the throes of his own orgasm, 

and we collapsed to the earth together, warm and sated in each other’s arms.  

I shivered in the afterglow of our love, our mating, and he curled himself around me, still inside 

me. He breathed hoarsely in my hair, kissed the back of my neck and his little bite marks there. 

For the first time, I thought of how cold and hard the ground was, and how his cabin was only a 

few hundred feet away, but I didn’t want to move.  

And anyway, my wolf wouldn’t let me.  

Other stories in the Fifty Shades of Fairy Tales series are currently available at all major 

ebook distributors.  

*  *  * 

ALL I WANT FOR CHRISTMAS 

By Jay Ellison 

 

“Fuck, yeah, that feels so good,” Devon said. He ran both wet hands down Malcolm’s back, 

massaging the slick, strong muscles there and grunted as Malcolm wrecked yet another upward 

thrust deep inside his body. Shower water beat against Malcolm’s back, creating a shimmering 

veil of droplets that caught Devon in the face each time Malcolm’s powerful thrusts forced 

Devon’s back up the slick, tiled wall of their custom-built, walk-in shower.  



Malcolm nipped the front of his throat. “Like that, my pet?” he growled familiarly and pressed 

his smile into the side of Devon’s throat as he worked them both up to climax, hard and fast, the 

way Devon preferred. He was not a patient man by nature. He worked hard and fast, and he came 

hard and fast. 

“Bloody hell,” Devon groaned as Malcolm sucked in a bite of supersensitive skin just under his 

ear and slid his greedy hand around Devon’s ramrod stiff cock. Through half closed eyes, Devon 

watched their shadows merging and writhing on the wall opposite. Then he dropped his eyes to 

the man he loved, the water beading and sluicing in rivulets down the cleft between Malcolm’s 

pecs, wetting the mat of curly dark hair there, sprinkled with virile silver.  

Malcolm had never much favored his own appearance. He thought he was too fat, too hairy, too 

old, too much of everything disagreeable, though Devon had repeatedly tried to assure him he 

was perfect, everything he wanted, everything he needed. But Malcolm was a stubborn old git—

perhaps not traditionally handsome, but still beautiful inside, generous, loving. And he could 

fuck like a bunny, even for a man in his mid-fifties. Devon sometimes had trouble keeping up 

with him, especially when he got into the adult toy chest they kept in their bedroom.  

Devon’s eyes then dropped to his hand resting on his gentleman’s shoulder. Over the nearly ten 

years of their relationship, Malcolm had bought him so many items of jewelry that almost every 

one of his fingers bore a ring, all of different, but equal, significance. Except the ring finger on 

his right hand, which was deliberately bare, though Malcolm had never questioned Devon’s 

eccentricity. Perhaps it had not occurred to him that Brits wore their wedding rings on their right 

hands.  

Malcolm gripped his ass as they fucked, massaged the firmness of his flesh. Devon raised his 

hips and Malcolm plunged home—deeper, harder, than even Devon was used to. He gasped at 

the depth and intensity. It had been a very long time since they had enjoyed such rough sex 

outside the Dollhouse. Devon came with a lunge in that moment, grunting and gripping 

Malcolm’s shoulders, his come gushing against Malcolm’s thick but solid belly, and Malcolm 

growled and came deep inside his body, filling him, subjugating him, loving him as only 

Malcolm was capable of.  



Out beyond their penthouse apartment, they heard the bells of St. Patrick’s ringing, indicating 

midnight. Christmas Eve was officially over, and Christmas Day had begun. Devon wondered if 

anything would change between them today…after he asked Malcolm to marry him. 

*  *  * 

When Devon Grayson was sixteen years old, and Malcolm Sloan thirty-six, Devon tried to lift 

his wallet. Malcolm was standing in line for an early screening of The Eternal Sunshine of a 

Spotless Mind in Times Square with his date Richard when the young ruffian lurched into him 

from behind. Malcolm, a native New Yorker, immediately knew what that meant.  

“Shit,” he breathed under his breath, and Richard looked over at him in question. Malcolm 

clapped his trouser pockets, turned and searched the crowd with narrow eyes. He spotted what 

looked like a young fence with canary yellow hair elbowing through the crowds of people.  

He considered pursuing the kid for exactly one-point-five seconds, then realized he would never, 

ever catch the kid. He wasn’t in bad shape, but the kid was lean and determined, and he moved 

between passersby like greased lightning. Instead, he reached for his cell phone and put a call in 

to the police. 

He didn’t expect anything to come of it. Nothing usually did. But he had recently been promoted 

to VP of Harper House, the second biggest publisher in New York (in fact, he was here tonight to 

celebrate his promotion with Richard) and he didn’t anticipate that when he told the police his 

name, they would scramble like dogfighters to retrieve his lost property.  

Two hours later, as he and Richard were sitting down at a private VIP table at the Royal, a very 

exclusive bistro on Central Park West, his cell rang again. The police had caught the pickpocket. 

Malcolm went downtown to retrieve his lost property. The Chief of Police was there, and he 

treated Malcolm like royalty. For Malcolm, who had spent over ten years as a middleman, 

editing and marketing his way up the ranks, the reaction was strangely intoxicating.  

“If you want to press charges, we’ll send the bugger up the river. He already has a rap sheet a 

mile long,” the Chief informed him. His mouth was virtually watering at the prospects of 

sticking it to the kid.  



Malcolm gave it exactly three seconds of thought. He had always been a decisive man, the main 

reason he had climbed to the top of the dog pile in this town. He knew what he wanted, and he 

wasn’t afraid to go after it. “No,” he said, though he had no idea what exactly was prompting 

him to be so compassionate tonight.  

Maybe it was the promotion, the buoyant feeling of power he was experiencing, and the gnawing 

feeling at the back of his mind that with great power comes great responsibility, as clichéd as that 

sounded. Maybe it was just his upbringing—he had been raised by a single mother who had 

worked as a hotel maid for forty years to give him an education and a chance at a better life than 

she’d had. He felt he still owed his mother by doing something good for others.  

Whatever the reason, something about the situation bothered him. “No. I’d like to see the kid.” 

The Chief raised his bushy eyebrows in surprise. “As you will,” he said and led Malcolm out into 

the holding cells.  

They had put the pickpocket in the drunk tank instead of the pen. Malcolm soon realized why.  

He was young, and rail thin, and poor, and ragged. A strong wind could have knocked him over, 

and he wouldn’t have lasted a minute at the hands of an angry New York rough. He looked cold 

in an Army surplus jacket that didn’t really fit his rangy limbs. His nails were black with grime 

and his knuckles broken and bleeding from the cold. His combat boots were full of newspaper. 

Malcolm immediately knew he had made the right decision.  

The kid gave Malcolm a wary look as the Chief let him inside the tank. Three other drunks lay 

snoring against the walls, but none of them stirred as Malcolm approached the boy sitting on the 

bottom bunk, scraping at the grime on his thumbnail. 

For Devon Grayson, Malcolm Sloan epitomized everything he hated in this world. The bloke 

looked bloody rich and arrogant, the typical New York Wallstreet type, forgettable in a crowd. 

He was of medium height and build, with brown hair professionally tousled and grey eyes. He 

was built solid, and doing the best he could with his negligible good looks, but he didn’t look 

especially dangerous. Still, Devon shrank back on the bunk as the man approached. He had 

learned through hard experience that looks could often be very deceiving. You couldn’t trust 

anyone, not even your old man.  



Malcolm offered the kid his hand and his name. “We weren’t properly introduced when you stole 

my wallet,” he said and Devon stared at the offered hand. Generally speaking, people avoided 

touching him unless they absolutely had to, or they were paying for it.  

“Whatever, gov,” Devon said dismissively. 

Malcolm blinked. The kid was giving him a bored, worldly expression, but his eyes told another 

story. He could tell the kid had been there. He was scared. And hungry. And bitter. Under all the 

grime and flippant bravado, the kid was frightened half to death that Malcolm would put him 

away, where he’d be roughly processed through the system and probably spend the next six 

months being violated by his cellmate. “You’re British,” Malcolm said in an attempt to calm the 

kid. 

“What difference does it make?” the kid asked. “You like dicking limeys?” 

Malcolm sat down beside the kid, who immediately inched away. “I’m just wondering why 

you’re so far from home. London, isn’t it?”  

“You some social worker?” 

“No.” 

“Then why the fuck to you care?” 

“Settle down, punk,” the Chief said from the other side of the bars. 

Malcolm turned to him and said, “Could you leave us alone a moment?” 

“With him?” The Chief looked appalled.  

“Do you really think he’s capable of doing anything to me?” Malcolm asked.  

With a shrug, the Chief walked away. 

Malcolm turned back to the kid with the canary yellow hair. Under the grime and panic, he was 

beautiful, and he had amazing, cornflower blue eyes. He resisted the urge to pat the boy’s knee. 

He didn’t do jailbait. “Look, pet, I know you’ve probably been through hell. But some advice? If 



you’re going to pick a pocket, you might not want to dye your hair Tweety Bird color. It makes 

you stand out.” 

“Sure, gov,” the kid said, staring at his feet. “You pick pockets?” He made it sound sarcastic, but 

Malcolm could tell he was genuinely curious. 

“I used to, when I was younger. I didn’t have much to eat, growing up.”  

“I know how that is. Your folks beat you too?” 

Malcolm felt a spike of sickness in his belly. He wished there was something more he could do, 

but he wasn’t sure what that was, and he’d decided taking the kid home with him wouldn’t be 

very wise. With a sigh, he dug out the thousand dollars he had secreted away in a hidden 

compartment of his coat pocket, kept there as emergency money (say, for instance, for when 

someone lifted his wallet) and laid it on the bunk beside the kid. “Buy yourself some food, some 

better clothes, and go to a shelter tonight, all right? There’s one down on Madison Avenue, near 

the Laundromat. I just know there will be snow tonight, and you’ll be cold out there, and I don’t 

want to worry about you. Will you do that?” 

The kid looked at the money but didn’t immediately touch it. He said in a low voice, “You didn’t 

answer my question, gov. Why the hell do you care?” 

“Jesus, kid,” Malcolm said as he stood up. “Why wouldn’t I?” 

The kid looked up. Malcolm knew from the police report that his name was Devon Grayson, he 

was sixteen years old, and he had an arrest record for pickpocketing, assault, and prostitution. 

Jesus. Malcolm feared what would become of him in this town.  

Impulsively, he brushed his thumb across the grime on Devon’s cheek. “I gotta get out of here 

before I break the law.” He winked at Devon. “Try and make something of yourself, kid.” 

That night, as Malcolm made love to Richard on his new king-sized bed in the new penthouse 

apartment he had rented, he felt the satisfaction of having done a good deed—of having done the 

kid right.  

Devon.  



Devon Grayson. A sixteen-year-old juvenile delinquent from the East End of London.  

He did not expect to ever see Devon Grayson again. In fact, he knew it in his heart. 

But he was wrong. 

*  *  * 

When Malcolm Sloan was forty-one years old, he came home early to his penthouse apartment 

one day to find Shane, the guy he’d dumped Richard for three years ago, in bed with their 

housekeeper, Juanita. Malcolm wasn’t sure what hurt more, the fact that Shane was a cheater or 

that Shane had sworn on his mother’s grave that he was gay, not bi, and definitely not straight.  

“Malc, wait!” Shane, a marketing exec originally from Kentucky, shouted.  

Malcolm threw his briefcase at Shane’s head. Shane ducked in time, and his briefcase collided 

with a bedside lamp, knocking it to the floor.  

Malcolm felt a wash of relief. Despite his lover’s infidelity, he didn’t really want to hurt Shane. 

It had never been his way. He even felt a little ashamed for reacting so childishly. His mother, 

God rest her soul, had once told him that a real man knows how to control himself as well as his 

environment. The philosophy had served him well in life. Maybe not in love, but definitely in 

business. 

Shane continued to call after him, but Malcolm had slammed out of the penthouse in anger and 

frustration. He took a cab to a posh hotel on Central Park West run by a friend of his from the 

Dollhouse Society. Udo, his friend, had a courtesan where Malcolm did not, not yet.  

He had thought of asking Shane at one point, early on in their relationship, but something had 

stopped him. Shane was just as alpha as he was. Were they not lovers, they would have been 

mortal enemies. As it was, their fights left holes punched in the walls of Malcolm’s bedroom. 

That’s what had held him back—or, at least, that’s what he had told himself. But now he finally 

realized the real reason he and Shane didn’t click. Underneath it all, he didn’t really trust Shane, 

not the way a gentleman and a courtesan (or courtier) needed to trust each other to have a solid 

relationship. Malcolm wanted a courtier he could trust, one he could take care of, one who didn’t 

mind exploring their sexual boundaries…someone he didn’t have to watch like a hawk.   



Udo ran a very exclusive, high-end bordello out of his hotel. Malcolm had not had very many 

occasions to avail himself of Udo’s services, but tonight seemed just right. The sex workers were 

handpicked by Udo, clean of drug use or STD’s. Udo ran a very tight ship. After Malcolm 

arrived (he had an open VIP invitation, seeing how they were both members of the Society), he 

called down for the package deal. 

It occurred to him, while he waited for one of Udo’s boys to arrive, that he was only cheating on 

Shane because Shane had cheated on him, and that was a pretty childish attitude to take, but at 

the moment, Malcolm just didn’t care. He didn’t believe in committing unnecessary violence, 

and he didn’t drink—the man who had been his father (he used the term lightly) had been a 

chronic alcoholic who’d left his pregnant teen mother when he was still in utero and had died 

drunk and penniless in the gutter. But he did like sex. A lot of it. He liked the release, the way 

orgasm melted away the stress and violence within him, the way it left him in control of himself 

and his environment. And, after all, it was obvious his and Shane’s relationship was broken.  

Udo called to inform Malcolm that he was sending up one of his newest studs. The young man 

was clean, good and expensive, just the way Malcolm preferred his lays.  

Malcolm was in the magnificently tiled, Grecian washroom when the boy arrived. He stepped 

out of the room, tying the knot on his silken dressing gown, and immediately recognized Udo’s 

new stud, who was standing by the desk and unzipping his leather jacket. 

It was Devon Grayson.  

For a moment, Malcolm wondered if he was only hoping he was seeing Devon Grayson after all 

these years. But no…it was him, though he had changed, matured. He was taller and more filled 

out. His hair was still blond (though not canary-colored, more natural and subdued, a rich 

caramel color) and his eyes still clear and blue like a Caribbean sky. His complexion, once so 

icy-white and cold, had been professionally tanned to a butternut color. He was bare-chested and 

oiled to a hairless sheen under the leather jacket. He was, to put it mildly, beautiful and utterly 

fuckable.  

Devon said, “I know you. You’re that bloke. The gov.” 



“Hello, Tweety Bird,” Malcolm said. The desire was there inside him, rough and hard. He had 

only felt such desire once before, his teenage crush, their first time. It had been five years since 

he’d spoken to this boy. That made Devon…twenty-one.  

They stared at each other from across the hotel suite, Devon shyly, Malcolm less so. Then 

Malcolm, acting on a rare but powerful impulse, crossed the room and took Devon in his arms. 

He smelled the oils of his leather, the sweetness of his hair and body, the musky, spicy scent that 

was just him, just Devon, and spun him around so Devon’s belly was pressed against the edge of 

the desk.  

Devon braced himself on the edge, and as he did so, his firm ass jutted up, whether intentionally 

or not. Malcolm wanted to believe it wasn’t just part of his training, that he was offering himself 

up to Malcolm.  

Devon watched over one shoulder as Malcolm gripped him by the hips and undid his belt and 

jeans in a frenzy of anticipation. “Let me fuck that sexy ass off you,” Malcolm said, surprised by 

his own lusty aggression, and dropped to his knees to lick the length of the boy’s bare ass crack. 

Devon immediately groaned and thrust back impulsively against him. “Please, yes,” he answered 

breathlessly. “Fuck me hard and make me come.” 

He wanted to be gentle. He didn’t want to hurt this boy. But the need to be inside him was 

overwhelming. He knew he would come in a matter of seconds, just from that one taste. He 

bounded to his feet and undid the belt of his robe, and before Devon could say anything more, 

before he could even react, Malcolm pinned the upper half of his body to the top of the desk and 

shoved the hard, hugely swollen head of his shaft deep inside him.  

Devon’s body fit him like a glove, like it had been made for him. Devon gasped even as 

Malcolm buried himself to the hilt in the boy’s sweet ass. Devon immediately tightened down 

around his girth, and before long, Malcolm found himself digging his fingers into the buttery soft 

flesh of Devon’s hips as he pounded away at him in an animal-like frenzy of pure lust.   

Devon grunted at each impact, the force of it shoving him roughly against the edge of the desk 

before dragging his hips back so he was ready for another assault. Malcolm’s balls slammed his 

ass so loudly the sound nearly drowned out the mewling noises that Devon was making. He 



clawed the surface of the desk with his nicely polished nails, leaving shockingly deep grooves 

there as Malcolm released his lust, anger and frustration inside his body. 

The violence of his need both shocked and worried Malcolm. He had never been this way with 

Shane, or even Richard, whom he sometimes regretted leaving. He breathed roughly into 

Devon’s hair as he fucked the boy hard and fast. His fucking finally grew so savage that Devon 

screeched with pleasure and came hard against the surface of the desk. Malcolm growled, buried 

his cock deep inside his lover’s ass, and came with a violent shiver that rippled through his body 

and into Devon’s.  

He felt like a shit when it was over and they had managed to collapse onto the bed together. 

Malcolm prided himself on being a good lover, on putting his lover’s needs above his own. He 

was never this greedy or self-serving, and he was almost never this violent or demanding in his 

lovemaking. But something in Devon had wrenched the lust from him, had torn his emotional 

guts out and laid them bare.  

He sexed the boy a second time on the bed, gently this time, going slow and watching Devon’s 

face for his reactions, for what he liked and didn’t like. Afterward, he lay holding Devon, kissing 

away the beads of sweat clinging to his hair and the odd tear on his cheek. He kissed Devon 

hungrily, as if he meant to feed at the boy’s mouth, swallow the air he breathed. He pressed 

himself against Devon’s rangy but strong body. Finally, he sought words. “I told you to make 

something of yourself, pet,” he whispered angrily against Devon’s ear.  

“I did, gov. I did.” Devon looked on Malcolm curiously, as if he were speaking another 

language. “Udo’s a great bloke. Doesn’t lay a hand on me, or any of the other boys.” 

“Oh Devon,” Malcolm said, sounding angry even to himself. “Is that why you came here to 

America? Did your family…did they hurt you?” 

Devon shifted away from him and sat up. “It’s no concern of yours, is it?” He reached for a clove 

cigarette in his clothes.  

Malcolm bit his lip and watched the boy light up. “You deserve better than this.”  

Devon’s shoulders sagged. “This is all there is.” 



“Come here.” 

Devon did, and together they shared the clove, Malcolm’s first. Malcolm then gathered him in 

his arms and pulled him gently against the front of his body so Devon was sitting in his lap. 

Devon guided Malcolm’s already stiffening cock into his hole and started rocking against him. 

He closed his eyes and grunted as he took as much of Malcolm’s substantial cock as he could. 

“You are so fucking beautiful. You could be an actor, a model,” Malcolm said, passing both 

hands over Devon’s face and hair. “Devon. Or maybe Devon, like divine.” He kissed Devon 

tenderly, tasting sweet clove on his breath. 

Devon laughed, a hollow, unhappy sound. “I’ll be whatever you want tonight, gov,” he told 

Malcolm as they kissed. 

The following morning, Malcolm was up before the boy was—not surprising, since he had all 

but worn Devon out. He dressed in the near dark of the hotel suite and left a ten-thousand dollar 

tip lying on the desk, atop the scratches that Devon had made. He told himself he was going 

home to try and fix his and Shane’s relationship. He owed his lover that much, at least. A second 

chance.  

But the truth was, he didn’t like what Devon did to him. He didn’t like the loss of control he 

experienced in Devon’s arms. Devon was like Kryptonite to him.  

As he was slipping out the door, Devon turned over in bed and pulled the coverlet around his 

bare shoulders. He narrowed his sleep-softened eyes. “Until we meet again, gov,” he said and 

wet back to sleep.  

*  *  * 

When Malcolm Sloan was forty-six years old, his boyfriend of six months, Warren, took him to a 

runway show down in SoHo for Fashion Week. The show was being held in a huge, renovated 

warehouse on the East River, and it was rumored only VIPs would be attending. Honestly, it 

wasn’t Malcolm’s scene. Maybe he was getting old, or maybe he was just overworked from all 

but running Harper House on his own, but somehow, he’d lost his appetite for these high-profile, 

flamboyant affairs. More and more often, he thought about settling down, really settling down 



with a partner, a family. Of course, the Dollhouse Society would keep the flame awake in their 

relationship, but he didn’t want anything more than that anymore.  

Anything Warren dragged him off to was apt to be fun, but shallow. Warren was fun, but 

shallow, and Warren was the first to admit to that. He even reveled in it. He dressed like George 

Hamilton (cravats and sailing suits), wouldn’t eat anything that wasn’t imported and organic, and 

tanned to roughly the shade of a plum. Warren was most definitely not the one, but their 

relationship was good enough for now, and Malcolm had finally decided that good enough for 

now was all he could really hope for in this life.  

True love didn’t exist outside of fairy tales, made-for-TV movies, and bad 80’s power ballads. 

Passion was a concept for fools. Malcolm knew he was just one in a very long string of 

conquests for the lovely, air-headed Warren. But he went with his lover anyway, because he 

sensed these were the last fleeting days of their relationship. Malcolm felt both sadness and relief 

at the notion.  

Almost as soon as they arrived, Warren ran off to speak to some young, cute rep from Louis 

Vuitton, leaving Malcolm to mingle with a distasteful assortment of shallow, stony individuals 

obsessed with their stock portfolios until the lights went down and everyone assumed their seats 

for the show.  

Malcolm sat at his table in the dark, grimaced over the swill-like wine, and watched anorexic 

young men and women in ridiculous and impractical clothes stomping up and down the runway. 

He even entertained a fantasy of standing up, putting on his coat, and leaving the show. He 

thought about walking and walking—where to, he didn’t know. Away from here, he thought. 

Away from New York. Away from this life. His family was gone and love was just a fancy.   

Then he appeared. 

Devon Grayson, modeling a Burberry blazer and designer jeans, stomped toward him, blinded by 

lights and oblivious to his presence. Malcolm felt his heart catch, stop, turn over. Then it started 

to beat double-time to make up for itself. It took everything he had not to stand up and call out to 

him.  



Devon didn’t see Malcolm in the dark, of course, and Malcolm had a ridiculous notion: he had to 

find a way of telling Devon he was here, of begging him to stay. He had to stop Devon from 

stomping out of his life a third time. Reaching for a red rose in the vase on his table, he threw the 

flower to the stage at Devon’s feet.  

Devon stomped to a halt in front of it, glanced over the audience, and shielded his eyes. He 

immediately recognized Malcolm, though he was five years older and weighed almost forty 

pounds heavier than when they’d last met. Devon picked up the rose, cupped it in his hand to 

smell it, and blew Malcolm a kiss. The lights surrounded Devon, caressed him like he was some 

golden, earthbound angel, and the audience finally learned to appreciate something beautiful and 

clapped and cheered. For five minutes they were intrigued by what they thought was a glorious 

show.  

Afterward, Malcolm slipped backstage amidst all the models changing into their street clothes, 

hunting for Devon, though most of the models did not even give him a backward glance; he 

looked like any other VIP coming through. Malcolm was, and always had been, the invisible 

man. But he didn’t care. He was a man on a mission. 

“You know, only the queers are allowed back here,” Devon said, leaning against the wall beside 

him, still holding the rose like some precious gift. 

“Yes, well, I’m a queer.”  

“Stalker.” 

Malcolm started before realizing that Devon was teasing him. He slid his hand over Malcolm’s 

arm and guided him to one of the private dressing rooms. He checked first to make certain it was 

empty, then ushered Malcolm inside the cramped, crowded little room full of dressing tables and 

racks of couture. The room smelled musty and sweet like too much perfume and body oil.  

Malcolm didn’t care. The moment they were inside, he slid his big hand around the back of 

Devon’s head and dragged him forward so their mouths could cling in a soul-searing kiss. 

Neither of them spoke, and neither of them needed to. Everything inside Malcolm surged at the 

taste of Devon’s mouth, that sweet clove taste. His desire. His love. And under that, a subdued 

ferocity he could only identify as jealousy. He was jealous of every man Devon had ever kissed, 



every man who had ever fucked him, either in the name of love or money. He wanted to erase 

those encounters, the years and the pain. He wanted to be Devon’s first. Devon’s only.  

Like their first time, he could just barely control himself. He pushed Devon back against a 

dressing table, held him down, and fumbled with both their trousers. There were strange buckles 

and ties on Devon’s jeans, and Malcolm ripped mercilessly at the fabric.  

“Easy, gov. Those are couture,” Devon complained. “They cost a thousand dollars.” 

“I don’t care,” Malcolm growled. He reached through a placket in Devon’s thousand-dollar 

couture jeans and took Devon’s fat, eager cock in his hands. Devon swore violently and threw 

his head back against the dressing table mirror when Malcolm closed his powerful fingers around 

the girth of him and began to stroke, to tug, to work him. He moaned when Malcolm traced the 

shell of his ear with his tongue before gently but fiercely biting the lobe.  

“Jesus, you are so fucking beautiful,” Malcolm told him breathlessly. “You’re all I want. You 

can’t be real.”  

Devon guffawed. “You don’t even know me, gov.” 

“I know you,” Malcolm told him as he fumbled Devon’s buttons open. “I’ve always known 

you.” 

They grappled each other’s cocks and stroked until they were both moaning and writhing. They 

groaned, kissed, licked and bit. Malcolm snagged one of Devon’s hard little nipples in his teeth 

past his half open silk shirt and sucked and bit until Devon writhed uncontrollably and started 

thrashing beneath him.  

Malcolm pushed him back on the dressing table. “Open your legs for me, sweetheart,” he said, 

and Devon obliged him. Panting, Devon urged his head down, relishing the warmth of his lover’s 

lips, his skin, his breath touching him so intimately. It was like some feverish madness, a dream 

that neither of them could control. It was something beyond control. 

It made perfect sense to Malcolm. Devon was unbelievably, unfairly gorgeous. Devon was what 

he’d been waiting for his entire life. 



It made less sense to Devon. Malcolm Sloan was hardly a looker, not even his type. He was 

invisible in a sea of business tycoons—quiet, unassuming, frighteningly mundane. But he 

smelled like leather, musk and cologne, and he had a gorgeous, learned mouth, a sure, steady 

touch, and the moment Devon felt the man take his cock in his mouth to suck, adding just a hint 

of teeth, he knew he was Malcolm’s, that he belonged to him. Malcolm was right; he had always 

known him. He arched upward into his lover’s wicked mouth, groaning out his satisfaction. 

Malcolm swallowed him down and sucked, slowly, seductively, but with tremendous force.  

“Bloody too slow,” Devon complained gleefully, gripping Malcolm’s hair. “Hurry up, gov.” 

“Not gov,” Malcolm said, coming up for breath. His voice was a low, faint growl. “I’m a 

gentleman. Call me Malcolm. Or call me sir.” 

“Yes, sir,” Devon said, spilling pre-cum over his twitching cock. Malcolm bent his head and 

licked it all away. He used his tongue to trace Devon’s cock from base to tip, boldly licked at the 

soft velvet of Devon’s testes. He breathed in Devon’s scent, nudged his legs further apart. Devon 

clutched his head and leaned back on the table to offer him better access. “Now bloody hurry 

up!” He sounded so much more confident than in their last encounter.  

“I hurt you last time,” Malcolm said, tenderly licking the insides of Devon’s thighs until they 

gleamed with his saliva. Devon’s cock twitched and brushed his cheek, fat and hard. He lapped 

at his lover’s hole, blew gently upon it until Devon trembled. “I was too rough. I intend to take 

my time with you, pet.”  

“I like it rough,” Devon said, thrusting upward in an effort to entice Malcolm, and then added, 

like an afterthought, “sometimes.”  

Malcolm glanced up, raising his eyebrows at that. He’d had few lovers who wanted to explore 

their sexual boundaries with him. Fewer still ever made his short list for a courtier. He lowered 

his head and sucked at Devon’s balls, lathering his saliva all over them, then traced the narrow 

bridge of his perineum with his tongue before circling his eager opening once more. Devon 

thrust compulsively against him. Malcolm stopped to slide one of Devon’s legs over his 

shoulder, then returned to licking and teasing his asshole until he was just wet enough. He sank 



two fingers inside and Devon arched his back and muttered a breathless “Fuck,” before coming 

with a lunge into Malcolm’s hand.  

Malcolm licked the come from his fingers, then returned to licking and teasing Devon until he 

begged Malcolm to fuck him. It was only then that he stood up, pinned Devon to the dressing 

table, and eased his cock inside his slick, quivering hole. He caught Devon’s beautiful face in his 

hands as he took him. He wanted to see his expression as he submitted.  

It was beyond sublime. Devon watched him out of dreamy, half-closed eyes as Malcolm moved 

inside him, little thrusts at first as he waited for Devon to acclimate himself to his size, and then 

long, even thrusts as they came together in a natural erotic rhythm. Devon arched his back and 

matched Malcolm thrust for thrust, giving himself over to his lover, muttering little nonsensical 

words in his ear in his crackling, halting Cockney dialect.  

“Tell me,” Malcolm said, as they moved together as one, and Malcolm realized they were taking 

up the thread of their conversation from five years earlier. “Tell me why you came here to 

America.” 

“My father…” Devon managed between grunts of pleasure. “My father beat me. Why wouldn’t I 

come here?” 

“You were a pickpocket and a whore, but you became a model,” Malcolm said, not without 

pride. 

“You told me to. You told me to go to the shelter. I did. You told me to make something of 

myself. I did.” 

Malcolm rocked him gently. “Do you always do what I tell you to do, Tweety Bird?” 

Devon’s eyes widened at the realization, then they fell back to blissful slits as Malcolm increased 

his rhythm. “Yes…but only you, sir.” 

Malcolm kissed him for that, kissed him sweetly and completely as they came together. He 

clutched Devon’s ass with both hands, held him against the shelter of his body. He realized he 

loved Devon. He wanted to protect Devon, take care of him. He had probably loved him from the 



first moment he’d lain eyes on him over a decade earlier, and perhaps something sentient in the 

universe had known that, had conspired to put Devon in his pathway again and again.  

With one final, harsh, thrust, Malcolm came and Devon cried out, his fingers digging into the 

back of Malcolm’s neck as Malcolm collapsed upon him. “Then you must listen to me,” 

Malcolm told him, holding him down solidly against the table and tracing his cheek with one 

finger. “You must come with me. Be with me. Because I refuse to ever let you go again, my pet. 

From this day on, you’re mine.” 

*  *  * 

Several weeks passed before the Society approved Malcolm’s request to take Devon as his 

courtier. It was not that the Society was deliberately being homophobic. In fact, it tried 

desperately to emanate its founder, Jeremiah Hampton’s, libertine philosophy in that it harm 

none, do as thou wilt. It was only that the Society feared that Malcolm’s introduction of a 

courtier, the first in over a hundred years, might turn the other gentleman and their courtesans 

away.  

In an effort to appease everyone, Malcolm agreed to bring Devon to his first Society meeting 

under a trial period. The rest of the Society would then decide if Devon could stay or not. 

Naturally, they were both nervous that first night, though it turned out they had no reason to be. 

Almost from the moment they arrived, the other courtesans attached themselves to Devon. He 

was tall and beautiful, and they loved his accent and his biting, cynical wit. When it came time 

for the gentleman and their companions to pair up, the girls didn’t want to let him go—they were 

getting excellent fashion and grooming advice from Devon—and Malcolm had to all but pry his 

courtier loose from their iron grip.  

“Are you enjoying the girls’ company?” Malcolm asked. 

“They’re bloody amazing,” Devon said, leaning against Malcolm as they walked to the center of 

the Great Hall. “And these pictures are too.” He glanced around with awe at the erotic 

photography scattered around the hall. “They said you took some of them?” 

“I dabble,” Malcolm admitted.  



“Could you show me?” Devon said, sounding shy, which he almost never did anymore. “No 

one’s ever shown me how to do anything. I’ve always had to figure it out myself.” 

Malcolm squeezed his arm in response. 

They had reached the center of the room. A white, cane-backed chair sat there. Devon looked at 

it curiously.  

“Do you know what’s expected of you tonight?” Malcolm asked.  

“The girls told me.” 

“Do you trust me, pet?” 

Devon looked at his gentleman solemnly. “I trust you.” 

Malcolm sat down in the chair. He held onto Devon’s hands, looked up at his courtier, and said, 

“Come sit in my lap, pet.” 

Devon straddled his gentleman’s lap even as Malcolm captured his face and drew him close for a 

long, exploratory kiss. Devon set his hands on Malcolm’s shoulders and opened his mouth to that 

kiss. Malcolm’s tongue stealthily slid in and around his mouth, tickling him into a smile. He 

licked the roof of Devon’s mouth until he moaned and started writhing against the solid, 

muscular wall of Malcolm’s chest. Devon decided there was something vastly underrated and 

incredibly intimate about kissing. And with Malcolm there was an added feeling of warmth and 

security. With Malcolm, he felt safe, protected, for the first time in his life.  

Malcolm kissed his jaw to his ear, his tongue wetting the shell even as the other members of the 

Society gathered around them, hemming them in together, watching them perform. Perhaps it 

bothered Malcolm. It didn’t bother Devon too much. Before he’d modeled, he’d sold himself to 

strangers, sometimes more than one at a time. And before that, he’d danced in the downtown 

leather clubs and in Times Square peepshows. Onlookers had bought or else stolen away every 

bit of his shame, his dignity, and his self-worth.  



But then he reconsidered his situation. He liked the girls, the courtesans, the Society. He didn’t 

mind them watching. They were his friends now, his family. He minded even less that his job 

tonight was to bring Malcolm pleasure, to let Malcolm pleasure him for their entertainment.  

He untangled himself and slid to his knees before Malcolm’s chair. He boldly undid Malcolm’s 

trousers with learned, dexterous fingers. He was fucking incredible, the biggest Devon had ever 

seen outside of professional porn. And hard. Like velvet over steel—which, in some ways, was 

just like Malcolm himself.  

He licked the sweet length of Malcolm’s cock, all nine and a half inches of him, then guided the 

swollen, meaty head into his mouth. There was no human way to deep throat him, but Devon did 

his best, taking most of him before he began to choke.  

Malcolm grunted and tangled his fingers in Devon’s hair and guided him up and down his shaft. 

Then he bucked once, sharply, and Devon neatly swallowed him down. When he started to 

choke, Malcolm eased himself out of Devon’s mouth and let him lick and nibble the head until 

his saliva had frothed up. Devon dug his tongue into the little slit until Malcolm’s cock wept for 

him. Then Devon lovingly licked up the pearly drops of his gentleman’s pre-cum.  

“Oh pet,” Malcolm said, and they were the sweetest words Devon had ever heard. He looked up 

into Malcolm’s soft but stormy grey eyes, his plain but strangely endearing face. Malcolm used 

both hands to seize him by the face and guide him up until he was straddling his gentleman’s lap 

once more, Malcolm’s incredible erection sandwiched between them. “You are so fucking 

perfect. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted, everything I’ve waited for.” 

“Such nonsense, gov,” Devon complained drolly, then closed his eyes in bliss when Malcolm 

jerked his chin up and fiercely attacked his throat with his lips and teeth. He sucked Devon’s 

Adam’s apple deep inside his mouth, drew circles over his skin with his tongue until Devon 

mewled in pleasure. “Christ, please fuck me already…you’re such a fucking tease.” 

“Such a dirty mouth. I may have to punish you one day.” 

Devon looked at him, wondering if he was being serious or not. Then it dawned on him that 

Malcolm was exploring his limits, trying to discover what he was comfortable with. “Yeah, gov, 

you may want to do that one day,” Devon answered as his hands moved slickly over Malcolm’s 



cock, which was stabbing him in the belly like a sword. “Just not with a belt,” he answered in an 

intimate little whisper meant only for Malcolm’s ears. “My dad hit me with a belt.” 

“I’ll remember that, sweetheart,” he said, and started working Devon’s shirt open under his 

tuxedo jacket. Between the two of them, they got the rest of Devon’s suit off him so he was 

sitting naked in Malcolm’s lap. Malcolm licked and kissed the pulse in Devon’s throat. He took 

each of Devon’s nipples in his mouth and sucked hard until Devon hissed between his teeth and 

his fingernails all but pierced Malcolm’s back in anticipation. 

“Jesus H. Christ. Bloody hurry up.” 

“You know you’re terribly impatient,” Malcolm complained against his lips. “I may have to 

punish you for that, as well, my pet.” 

“Punish me, fuck me, I don’t care, but hurry up.” 

Malcolm laughed and Devon rested his ear against the wall of Malcolm’s chest to listen to the 

soft, comforting sound. He hadn’t heard much laughter in his short life. 

Finally, after much anticipation and whispering among the Society, Malcolm withdrew a small 

vial of oil from his tuxedo pocket and worked it open. It smelled minty, and when Malcolm 

applied a little to Devon’s well-gnawed nipples they immediately began to burn coolly and 

Devon groaned at the promising little pain. “What is that?” 

“A little tincture I pick up in Chinatown.” 

“Will it hurt…I mean, really hurt?” 

Malcolm kissed the shell of Devon’s ear and said, “Nothing I do will ever hurt you, pet. I 

promise you that.”  

“I know, Malcolm, I know,” Devon answered and lifted his bottom a little as Malcolm began 

slicking his lower belly, perineum and then his opening with the minty oil. Within seconds it 

began to burn, but not unpleasantly. Malcolm slipped a finger inside him, then two. Devon 

arched his back against the burning and the stretching, and Malcolm immediately slid two more 



up his ass so Devon began making those mewling noises again and thrusting his pelvis against 

Malcolm’s body, inviting him to take him, and soon.  

Malcolm licked his courtier’s lips and chin as he worked him wider. Devon’s swollen cock 

bumped him and he knew he was near to bursting. Lifting Devon easily, he worked his cock 

inside him, letting gravity and Devon’s weight pull him down upon his thick shaft. Devon 

grunted and his fingers clawed the front of his gentleman’s jacket as he took more of Malcolm 

than he ever had before. Malcolm seated himself slowly inside Devon’s slick, eager hole until 

Devon was fully sitting in his lap once more with his gentleman buried balls deep inside him.  

 Devon’s face had flushed. Malcolm began by saying, “Devon…” but his courtier cut him off 

mid-sentence.  

“Just do me,” he said, gasping through the pleasure and the pain. “I can’t stand that you’re just 

sitting there, gov. Fuck me hard. Fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked anyone in your life.” 

Malcolm began to move inside him, slowly at first but with an increasing, grinding rhythm that 

soon had Devon groaning, crying out, and rocking against Malcolm’s body as Malcolm touched 

him deeper and deeper inside. He bucked sharply near the end, lost in a reverie of lust and 

emotion, and Devon screamed his release into Malcolm’s shirt as they came at the same moment, 

as one. 

*  *  * 

On that very special Christmas Day ten years later, Malcolm took Devon to the Royal, a favorite 

spot among the Society. It had good wine, better food, and it was owned by a pair of brothers 

who were also members of the Society, so they were able to get a private room off the main 

dining area.  

Malcolm spared no expense. He ordered champagne, caviar, oysters, lobster for them both, and 

black pudding for Devon. In the nearly ten years of their relationship, he had been unsuccessful 

in breaking Devon of some of his more disturbing British culinary habits. For dessert they had 

bread pudding, crème brulee, and a chocolate rum cake, heavy on the rum.  



Afterward, Malcolm slid his Christmas gift over to Devon, wrapped in a love letter he had hand-

written on parchment with a quill. It was a two-week vacation in a Cuban resort that they would 

have all to themselves. Devon looked over their travel plans with great enthusiasm. He had 

wanted to see Cuba for some time. He read the letter that Malcolm had written, all the things 

Malcolm felt, and nearly wept. Then he slid his own modest, foil-wrapped box over to Malcolm.  

Malcolm opened it carefully to reveal a new, fine leather wallet from Brooks Brothers. “To 

replace the one I stole,” Devon admitted sheepishly. That night, over ten years ago, Malcolm had 

recovered his most important things and his money, but Devon the teenaged pickpocket had 

thrown his wallet into the East River. 

“Really, Devon,” Malcolm said and slid his big hand over Devon’s slim one. He brought 

Devon’s fingers to his lips to kiss. 

“Open it, gov,” Devon said with a teasing smile. 

Malcolm did, anticipating a gift card to a men’s boutique or maybe a health club. Devon was 

sweet but practical in his gifts. Four years ago, when Malcolm complained about gaining an 

unexpected ten pounds from having too little time to exercise, Devon had bought them two West 

Highland White terrier pups so they could walk the dogs in Central Park in the morning.  

This time he found the ring, a thick gold band dotted with small diamonds and one large, 

flawless white diamond in the center. Malcolm looked at it blankly for a moment as he processed 

the information. Devon felt his spirits slowly sink. If Malcolm had to look at the engagement 

ring like that, then something was wrong, very wrong.  

Had he moved too fast? But they had been together almost ten years. Surely ten years was 

enough to know if you wanted to spend the rest of your life with someone you loved? Maybe 

Malcolm didn’t want to marry. He never spoke of it, almost as though he feared he’d jinx their 

relationship if he did.  

“Malcolm?” Devon felt his heart trip and then start thumping with disconcerting pressure against 

his ribs. He wondered if he was on the verge of having a panic attack. He knew he should say 

more, propose properly, maybe even get down on one knee or something, but he was at a loss as 

to what to do. Suddenly he felt like a fool, a damned fool for giving Malcolm the ring. 



Malcolm continued to stare at the ring in his palm. Then he moved his other hand to his face and 

covered his eyes. It took Devon a moment to realize Malcolm was fighting back tears.  

He had never seen Malcolm cry before. He wasn’t sure the man was even capable of it. 

“Malcolm?” Devon said, frightened now as he partially stood up.  

And then Malcolm looked up and smiled. “Yes, Devon. I’ll marry you. Of course I will.” 

Devon froze as he felt his heart lighten, bloom…fly away. There was no other way to describe it. 

He started reaching for his cell phone, to tell his girls, his family, the good news, but Malcolm 

stopped him. He took Devon by the wrist and guided him around the table. Devon climbed into 

his fiancé’s lap and Malcolm palmed his cheek as they shared a quiet, passionate kiss. Then he 

tucked Devon’s head under his chin and just held him so fiercely that Devon could barely 

breathe. 

“We need to visit Evelyn and Rachaela…oh, and I need to tell Daniel too. We need to tell 

everyone we know,” Devon insisted. For the first time in his life, he was really happy. “Or we 

can wait until tonight, until the Society meets up.” 

“Just stay with me like this for a moment, Tweety Bird,” Malcolm said, holding him close. There 

were tears in his voice. “I have everything I want right here.” 
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Read an excerpt of Eden Myle’s new BDSM vampire serial, The Master’s Pet, Part 1: Claimed: 

ONE 

The sign on the office door read in large, bold letters: NO PETS ALLOWED. 

I looked at the secured pneumatic door, one of many in the huge, sprawling estate belonging to 

Lord Dane Trevelyan. I was about to say something when one of my handlers seized my leash 

and started guiding me down the long corridor with the dimly lighted walls and ceiling. “This 

way, please,” he said. His voice was as courteous as a computer over voice, as all handlers’ 

voices were, but he tugged my lead with just enough urgency to let me know that resistance 

would not work to my favor. 

I had no intentions of resisting him. I had been waiting for this moment all of my life.  

I had turned eighteen only three days ago. I was a legal Pet now, and it filled me with a kind of 

joyful terror—not to mention some misgivings. What if my new owner didn’t like me for some 

reason? What if I forgot my lessons or did something to make him angry? I didn’t know what 

vampires did when they became angry. For the past eighteen years, I’d led a fairly sheltered life 

at the Academy, and I knew it.  

I had learned all my lessons well, passed all the tests my instructors had put to me. I’d been told I 

excelled at manners, etiquette, and academics. I loved history, and I loved to read, something that 

was almost unheard of among the Pets I knew. I had done so well, I was often put in charge of 



the little ones. In fact, the Academy’s dean had made an example of me of what a near-perfect 

Pet was.  

But I wasn’t so foolish as to believe that any of that could prepare me for what was to come in 

the real world. Everything I knew about the world I had learned through books, the internet, or 

through the few brief outings the instructors had allotted us children. But I was smart, I told 

myself to bolster my confidence. I could learn almost anything.  

For instance, I had learned early on about the Coming Out, the time about a hundred years ago 

when vampires and other supernatural creatures had revealed themselves to the world. I knew 

that had been a time of great trouble, violence and racism in the world, and I knew the precise 

dates when the United States signed a treaty with the Vampire Council to maintain peace. I knew 

when the vampire cities like this one—New Constantinople—had first gone up, and I knew that 

it wasn’t very long before scientists began manufacturing genetically modified clones for the 

purposes of keeping the vampires’ often violent hungers slaked and the human population safe. I 

knew that what we Pets produced was not actually blood but a life-sustaining nectar that 

vampires considered the sweetest in the world. It put Pets like myself in high demand, and we 

fetched a ridiculously high price on the open market. I knew my new owner had spent a small 

fortune to manufacture me to his specs and have me delivered eighteen years after 

commissioning my design. 

I knew, finally, that it was my job to please him, to feed him, to satisfy him. I knew he would see 

me as a valuable asset to his estate, and that he had absolute control over my destiny from this 

day forward. He could handle me, drink me, breed me according to his whims and desires. Such 

thoughts should have paralyzed me with fear, but my handlers had long ago explained how 

important our roles were in preventing the extinction of the human race. Without us to keep the 

vampires in check, the human race would have been enslaved or destroyed long ago, and when 

we served, we served from a place of honor. Besides, my whole genetic makeup had been altered 

to fulfill my role as a Pet. I had been designed to long for my master, to desire him constantly. 

Today—the most important day of my life—I wasn’t afraid so much as giddy with anticipation. 

I had been told so much, instructed in so many different ways, but this was the first time I would 

be meeting him. My owner. My Master.  



We had reached another pneumatic door, this one more elaborate than the rest. A coat of arms 

was engraved on it. The lord’s personal quarters. 

I glanced over my shoulder to examine the corridors we had traversed. The vampire’s estate 

complex was sprawling and confusing. From what I understood about him, he had a thousand 

staff members, and a hundred security guards, yet his wealth was moderate by vampire 

standards. He was only a century and a half old. A very young vampire, really. His parents had 

died long ago, during the time of the Coming Out, when vampires had been hunted in the years 

before the treaty was signed. From all accounts, he seemed to hold no ill will against the human 

race. I hoped that meant he was kind. I had heard that many of the Old Ones were hard and 

callous creatures, and that they treated their Pets with flippant cruelty. 

“Eyes forward. Pay attention,” said my handler. 

I obediently turned to face the door as the handler leaned forward to speak into the software lock. 

A grey-haired, male servant in a black valet suit let us in and took my lead. He signed my release 

forms one by one while I waited, heart thudding dully in my chest, palms sweating at my sides, 

then thanked the handler before turning to me. “My name is Albert. I see after our lord’s 

personal quarters.” His voice was soft, but his words stern, like the way you speak to a small 

animal or young child. “You may go anywhere in our lord’s quarters that you like, and anywhere 

in the adjacent gardens, but you are not allowed beyond that door.” He pointed to the door I had 

come through. “Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“What do they call you, miss?” 

I gave him my serial number. Obviously, he was new to my caste or otherwise had little 

knowledge about Pets because he arched an eyebrow. “My name is my owner’s to choose,” I 

explained. 

“I see,” Albert said. He held my leash more loosely than was normal, like he was afraid of 

hurting me. He was old; I thought it was possible he came from an era where Pets were 

unfamiliar fixtures in vampires’ estates. “Well, come this way, miss.” 



We passed through a series of large, sumptuous rooms. Most were furnished like old pictures I 

had seen of English manors during the eighteenth century, with a lot of wainscoting, velvet 

divans, embroidered drapery and teak-inlaid tea tables. I spotted samovars, Indian sculptures in 

ivory on shelves, enormous chandeliers and elaborate, old-fashioned oil lamps that were showy 

rather than functional. Huge oil paintings of old and distinguished vampires leered down over us 

from their frames. In many ways, the estate reminded me of the sitting parlors in the Jane Austen 

novels I had loved when I was younger.  

Further on, we reached a short hallway, and beyond that, I spotted a large arch that led to a 

sunroom with floor-to-ceiling windows that let in a flood of reddish, late evening light. There 

were two men standing over a billiards table, shooting red balls into the side pockets. They were 

discussing something to do with the Vampire Council when we arrived, but turned when Albert 

announced us. 

They were tall men, with slim and well-chiseled bodies. Their muscles moved sleekly beneath 

their dark suits. I watched with interest as the fine fabric was stretched across their limber bodies 

as they leaned across the red velvet table and took their shots. One was dark-haired and one light. 

My attention immediately snapped to the blond man standing on the far side of the table. He was 

very young—much younger than I had expected—like a man in his early twenties. Pale blond 

hair tumbled over amber eyes the color of old gold, and his features were princely and refined, 

with a stubborn chin, soft lips, and perhaps a touch of bitterness around the mouth. His suit was 

so straight and un-creased I swore you could have drawn blood from the angles, and he wore a 

beautiful assortment of antique rings on his big hands.  

He looked me over and I felt a blush heating my cheeks as Albert explained about my arrival. I 

could feel my heart thudding harder and the muscles of my lower belly clenching in anticipation. 

My hands knotted at my sides and my thoughts stumbled. The dark-haired man made me more 

nervous. He was just as gorgeous, but his blue eyes were hard like cut diamonds and there was 

something about his hands and the way he gripped his cue that made him seem very cruel.  

“Is this she? The young filly you’ve been going on about, Dane?” asked the dark-haired man 

with a wry, lustful smile.   

I felt some relief at the news that the dark-haired man was obviously not to be my new owner.  



“Yes, Malak, she is,” Master said and a kind of light came into his icy pale face. His voice was 

deep, velvety, very deep but also very soothing. He was a large man, well muscled, and he 

towered even over his friend, but his big hands held the cue with gentle strength, unlike his 

companion. I had been trained to pick up on the slightest changes in the body language of 

vampires, and my hearing and other senses were acute and well developed. I could hear Master’s 

heart thudding harder, could smell the changes in the chemicals of his body as he looked on me. I 

realized he was as excited about our first meeting as I was.  

“Jolly good. Let’s have a look at you, Pet,” Malak said, stalking forward.  

But Master intervened, stepping forward to take my leash from Albert. Once the butler was 

dismissed, and I was alone in the room with my Master and his friend, the two vampires took 

their time examining me. Master smelled my hair and ran his hands down my body, familiarizing 

himself with me. Malak asked about my manufacturing and what I had cost Master. He said 

eighteen years was a long time to wait for an order to come in and laughed about that, but Master 

shot him a look. 

“She’s more than worth it, Malak, I assure you. She’s absolutely gorgeous, more perfect than I 

ever imagined,” he said as he undid the clasp of my gown at my hip so he could push the silken 

material off my shoulders to better examine me. I flushed all over at his compliment.  

I was only a little embarrassed to be naked in front of these strange men. For most of my life, I 

had been handled and examined by countless doctors and scientists. They had probed and studied 

me up and down. No part of my anatomy had escaped their interest. Modesty was something you 

grew out of very quickly when your body was not your own. 

I sensed Malak’s interest piquing moment by moment. He complimented Master on his design of 

me. He said he loved my long, perfectly raven hair, pale, icy skin and chocolate brown eyes. He 

said brown eyes were greatly underappreciated—though my breasts were a little undersized for 

his liking.   

Master barely paid his friend any mind as he took one of my firm, big breasts in his hand and 

stroked the pads of his fingers over the rosy budded point. He touched me gently but thoroughly, 

with controlled strength that told me he wouldn’t harm me, but neither was I to resist him. As a 



bead of nectar formed, I whimpered and could feel my slit dampening from his attention. I had 

secretly promised myself that I would remain stoic in my duties, but now I saw that was quite 

impossible. My body was reacting to his stimulation as it had been designed to do. Master smiled 

at that, and his eyes darkened with lust. The inside of my legs were suddenly sticky. I was 

producing my nectar there as well. 

“You really are quite beautiful, Pet.” Master’s blond head dipped and he swept a quick, rough 

tongue over my nipple. It was barely a touch, but it was all I could do to stop my legs from 

folding beneath me at his soft, masterful touch. My body was responding as it had been 

programmed to. All I could think about was curling myself around him, burying my face in his 

neck and inhaling his scent. He smelled like vanilla and musk. My nipples ached and the folds 

between my legs were slick and sticky.  

“I think she likes you, Dane. She’s practically purring,” Malak joked.  

“She is, isn’t she?” Master laughed. He touched my cheek with his cool hand and I turned into 

his touch but kept my eyes lowered respectfully. His eyes were black with lust now, and his 

feeding teeth more prominent. I could smell his scent changing as he became ever more aroused 

at the sight of me. I felt immensely proud that he found me so desirable. “She tastes delightful. 

What shall I call her, Malak?” 

Malak, perching on the edge of the billiards table, shrugged. His face looked strangely angry 

beneath his mask of indifference. “She’s your Pet. Haven’t you picked out a name?” 

“Many,” Master confessed, studying me with an intensity that made me feel self-conscious. 

“Beauty. Precious. Princess. But now, seeing her, I don’t think any of those silly monikers will 

do. They just don’t fit her somehow.” 

Malak’s lips wriggled scornfully. I could tell he didn’t have much respect for Pets. “I wouldn’t 

call her anything. The bitches never come when you call them anyway.” 

“Don’t be bitter,” Master said. “Just because your Pets don’t like you…” 

“The one Mother chose for me scratched my face only last week…!” 



Master’s scent was intoxicating. I could feel my body responding, spasming around me. My 

breasts were heavy and aching, and I could feel my nectar dripping down my body. I nuzzled 

under his chin and wrapped my arms around his slim waist. He was hard through his trousers. I 

could feel the solid press of his cock, and even his balls, through the fabric. I wanted to taste him 

so much I went to my knees and started licking him through the fine fabric of his trousers, 

wetting the material. He laughed at the soft noises I was making. He hugged me close and it was 

like heaven. “She is like a cat. I think I’ll call her Kitten. Would you like that, Kitten?” 

“I want whatever you want,” I said.  

Malak sighed with annoyance. “Does she know any tricks, at least?” 

Master reached down and seized my chin, tilting my head up to meet his even gaze. I could feel 

the unnatural power in his hand. I knew he had the strength of twenty men. He could crush me in 

an instant, if he chose. But he was very gentle. “Can you do tricks, Kitten?” 

I nodded. They had taught me all kinds of tricks at the Academy.  

A billiards ball suddenly flew past my head, just barely missing it but nicking my shoulder in 

passing. The ball hit the far wall and bounced away. It hurt and I shied away. 

“What are you doing?” Master barked. 

“Make her fetch the ball, Dane. Better yet, make her suck my cock. That would be a good trick.” 

Malak unzipped the front of his trousers. Grinning cruelly and holding himself in his hands, he 

stormed forward, shouldering Master out of the way and grabbing my hair. He tried to plow his 

cock into my mouth, but instincts kicked in, ones I didn’t even know I had. I hissed and snapped 

my teeth at him, which made him jerk back reflexively.  

Master’s expression changed then. I could feel the fury pouring off him like heat from an oven as 

he turned on his friend and shoved him away with both hands. Master’s push packed incredible 

power. Malak wound up slamming into the edge of the billiards table, making the whole room 

shudder. Master’s hands bunched into fists and I could see his muscles tensing under his suit and 

the wiry cords standing proud in his fists as he prepared to defend his property. “Don’t ever 

touch her like that. She’s mine.” 



Malak’s face clouded with rage. He showed his teeth, but thought better of attacking Master. 

“Blood hell, Dane, she’s just a Pet! A stupid animal…!” 

“And I paid a fortune for that ‘stupid animal’,” Master growled out, standing between me, on my 

knees on the floor, and Malak, crouched warily against the table. “I waited eighteen years to 

meet her, and I won’t have you breaking her the way you break all your Pets.”  

“You’re being an arse, Dane!”  

“And you’re a spoilt child. You have no appreciation for your Pets. But then, you’ve never had 

to pay for any of them, have you? Mother pays for everything.” 

“How dare you!” Malak tensed, and I could see him contemplating a fight.  

I had heard that, despite their nobility, vampires fought each other for almost everything—

power, Pets, even political seats of power. It was how power changed hands among their ranks. 

Master sensed an imminent fight as well and snorted, standing his ground. The tension grew 

between them, moment by moment.  

Slowly, Malak’s body relaxed as he made the wise decision not to attack his friend. “You’re a 

fool. You have to break them, Dane. It’s the only way they learn who’s in charge. Otherwise, 

they run your life.” Malak sounded disgusted.  

“No, that’s the way you do it, because you don’t know how to run your estate or your affairs,” 

Dane growled. “You’re nothing but an extension of your mother, Malak, and you always will 

be.” 

Malak’s blue eyes flashed to black and I caught a glimpse of his teeth descending. “At least my 

parents are still alive, and not burned at the stake by some vampire hunters.”  

I thought for one sure moment there might be a battle, then Dane’s eyes changed as well, and he 

let out a little growl. Despite them both being imposing, well-muscled men, Dane was larger. It 

was enough to deter Malak from pushing Master’s patience any further.  

He shoved himself back in his pants, looking insulted. “Right, then. I can see you two want to be 

alone. I must be off to see to my mother’s needs, seeing how I’m only an extension of her,” he 



said as sarcastically as possible. He stood up straighter, trying to regain some of his lost dignity. 

“I’ll see you around, old boy.” And with that, he stormed from the room, calling for his coat and 

hat from Albert.  

Master turned back and reached out, pulling me gently into his arms. He held me until I was 

calm and quite once more, and my heart had stopped triphammering in my chest. I clung to the 

hard, muscular wall of his chest and inhaled his sweet scent. Soon I was purring again.  

“Don’t worry, Kitten. You’re my Pet and I’ve waited a long time for you,” he stated 

emphatically. “I know you’re frightened, but I promise I won’t let anything terrible ever happen 

to you.” 

*  *  * 

Read a three-chapter excerpt of Adalind Winter’s sizzling hot M/M debut novel The Little Death 

(The Erotic Mysteries of Dorian Gray): 

Chapter 1 

The victim was named Melany Webber—23, Caucasian, brown hair, blue eyes, roped to a St. 

Andrew’s cross in the center of a private room at Club Bacchus, her throat slashed and the lower 

part of her abdomen ripped open by a deep, jagged wound. The violence had been fast, 

methodical and messy, but the perpetrator had taken great care to remove her internal organs and 

arrange them in a circle on the floor around the body. 

There was something almost ceremonial about the crime scene, 39-year-old Detective Dash 

Chandler thought, rubbing thoughtfully at the wedding band on his left hand like it was the lamp 

of a djinn that might grant him all the answers he needed. Sadly, after almost ten years of 

working homicide, he knew better. Nothing was ever easy. Human beings’ endlessly creative and 

fiendish cruelty to each other knew no bounds. Likewise, there was never a simple, clear-cut 

answer to any of it. 

“I want all the camera footage you can find and I want this place dusted down top to bottom,” he 

ordered the forensic team as it scurried about.  



The crime scene was kicking him in the back of the brain. He’d seen—or, more likely—read 

about something similar. He just needed time to remember.  

While the cops on duty, along with the M.E and her assistants, fluttered around him, Dash 

carefully removed the notebook he always carried with him in the inside pocket of his smoothly 

pressed raincoat and started making notes. He could hear some of the cops muttering off in their 

corners. He was a method guy, liked to make plenty of notes, and had a huge dry board in his 

office he used to study the cases assigned to him. Some of the guys on the force thought that was 

pretty funny; he didn’t care about their opinion, only that he caught the bastards responsible for 

their crimes. The way he looked at it was, if they thought police work was funny, they were 

never going to get out of their uniforms anyway, so they were never going to be his problem.  

He knew that something would come to him soon. “What do we know about the victim?” he 

asked one of the rookies putting up yellow crime scene tape. The kid briefly consulted his own 

crumpled notes in his pocket, gotten when he interviewed several patrons of the club prior to 

Dash’s arrival. He was making notes, which was good. Unlike the other clowns, he might make 

it out of his uniform one day. “Melany Webber. Single, 23, worked as a party planner to the rich 

and famous. She was a member of this club.” 

“Bacchus,” Dash said, looking around the room at the black pleather furnishings, racks of whips 

and floggers, sawhorses, Eton benches, and the X-shaped St. Andrews’ cross set up in the center 

of the room—the place where Melany had met her end. The lighting was low and moody, with 

candles burning down to wax nubs on the ornate oak mantel at the far side of the room. Only a 

few hours ago, a couple had been satiating their wildest bondage fantasies. Now the girl slumped 

from her cross, disemboweled and exsanguinated, and her partner and murderer was out there 

somewhere. Not a good end to the night. “That’s the Roman name for Dionysus, the god of wine 

and sex,” he mused. 

“It’s a BDSM club,” the kid added unnecessarily, but eager to please.  

Dash reached up and spun a number of cushioned leather handcuffs hanging off what looked like 

a human mobile in the corner of the room. “I gather that. Cameras? Witnesses?” 

“No cameras. That’s what the owner said. And no witnesses. Everyone was in costume.” 



Dash felt a surge of annoyance at the news. “Christine? What do you have for me?” 

The Chief Medical Examiner, Dr. Christine Fowler, turned from examining the body. She was a 

tall, curvy woman in her twenties with a perpetually cheery expression and long blonde hair 

twisted into a topknot. She was dressed in a white forensic jumpsuit and gloves as she used a flat 

wooden toothpick to scrape the victim’s fingernails for evidence, but her generous curves 

showed and most of the cops on duty took notice. One even catcalled from across the room. 

Dash was about to go over there and flatten his goddamn nose when Christine held up a slender 

hand to stop him.  

“Let it go, Dash. It’s not worth it.” 

He grunted. “Talk to me.” 

“Pretty brutal stuff,” Christine said, transferring the sample to an evidence bottle before 

consulting her clipboard. She always managed to remain cool, professional and unflustered in the 

face of even the most brutal crime—or the biggest misogynistic idiot. Dash enjoyed working 

with her. Besides being tough, she had a keen mind and a good eye for observation. “You can 

tell by the blood splatter pattern that she wasn’t disemboweled post-mortem.” She indicated the 

pattern of stains on the walls and floor with one gloved hand. “She was still alive when it 

happened. Some kind of ceremony, I’d wager. The perp’s knife hand was rough, though. Poor 

girl suffered, I’d wager. I’ll know more when I get her back to the lab.” She turned away from 

the victim and offered Dash a sad, sympathetic smile. “By the way, it’s good to have you back, 

Dash. How you holding up?” 

“I’m good,” Dash said, rubbing at the back of his neck but offering a neutral smile. They held 

each other’s eyes for less than two seconds before he dropped his attention back to the notes in 

his hands. Christine was the first colleague he’d told about Pepper’s diagnosis. She’d visited 

Pepper almost every day in hospice, right up until the end, and afterward, she’d been a rock for 

him. She smiled back reassuringly, though Dash detected a hint of pity.  

He hated that more than the ribbing—the looks he got from his friends, the little reassuring 

touches, the tiptoeing around him like he was made of glass and might shatter at any moment. 

The thought made him angrier with himself than with Christine. He knew he was spending too 



much of his time being angry, but he didn’t have any family, and only a few close friends. There 

weren’t many people he trusted to talk to about this. For over ten years, Pepper had been his 

rock, his whole world. Now Pepper was gone, had been for almost six months. He knew it was 

time to move on, to stop blaming everyone and everything for something so freakish and 

unexpected it was like being hit with a meteor while on your way to work.  

Only a year ago, they got pregnant for the first time. Pepper was overjoyed. They’d been trying 

for almost ten years. But the pregnancy did something to Pepper’s estrogen levels, and only a 

few months in, she found a lump. By then, it was already almost too late—Stage 4, aggressive, 

the doctor said. They discussed treatment, but Pepper refused the chemo and radiation. It would 

have killed their baby. They argued and Pepper won. She was six months on when the cancer 

finished its job. It took her and their baby. In less than a year, his family was gone. Pepper was 

32 years old at the time. 

Looking up apologetically, he smiled. “Could you rush me your report?” 

“Will do,” Christine said with a salute.  

He nodded over at Christine’s staff. “You can take her now.” 

Christine mobilized her unit and they started cutting down the victim and moving in the gurney. 

“Where’s the owner?” he asked the rookie, who pointed with his pen toward the door.  

He was standing with his back to Dash, talking to one of the cops. He was a tall, rangy, but well-

built man in his early twenties with a slick, Eurotrash look about him that Dash usually 

associated with trust fund babies. Dash suppressed a surge of irrational anger. The guy wore a 

dark red pleather suit that positively screamed bondage, and his pale, honey-blond, shoulder-

length hair was tied back in a queue. Dash couldn’t help but groan at what had to be a custom-

made, ten thousand-dollar suit clinging to his hips and shapely ass as he walked over to talk to 

the man. 

Before he could reach him, the man turned around as if sensing his presence and stuck out his 

hand. “Detective Chandler, is it?” he said, speaking with a watered-down British accent.  



“Yes,” Dash answered without taking the man’s hand. Due to his ten years of police work, he 

was generally distrustful of men who extended themselves too willingly. Besides, the owner 

looked so young, he thought maybe the rookie was mistaken. Maybe the club belonged to his 

father or family. He couldn’t be more than twenty, with the face of a prince, a fair, almost 

ghostly complexion, and eyes as fiery blue as a Siberian Husky’s. He was ridiculously beautiful, 

like a man who’d had good plastic surgery done. He wore rings, cufflinks, and a sly, cat-like 

smile on his pearly pink lips. The smell of money and imported Egyptian cologne clung to him.  

“You are…?” Dash said abruptly, because beautiful men always put him on the defense.  

When the young man told him, Dash thought maybe he was joking, or that it was an affectation, 

like calling yourself Lestat or Vlad Tepes to seem cool and hip. He’d seen it enough times in 

these types of places.  

“No,” the young man said before Dash could ask. “It really is Dorian Gray.” Obviously, he was 

used to this type of skepticism. Undoubtedly, he had faced it his entire life, not that it seemed to 

bother him. His smile was confident, even a little playful. He brushed his ponytail off his 

shoulder and the overhead lights played over his lean, youthful face, making it shimmer like 

white satin. No surgery scars were apparent. “I can show you my birth certificate, if you like.” 

The offer sounded more like a quip or a challenge than an offer. A sort of arrogance poured off 

the young man that fanned the flames of Dash’s anger. Anger, always anger, he thought. His 

grief counselor had said Dash had unresolved issues, but he knew the truth. These sparkling 

young, untouched types with their perfect lives and money and shatterproof naiveté just pissed 

him the fuck off. They had no concept of what it was like to live in the real world. “That won’t 

be necessary,” he said, writing it all down. His jaw ticked. He’d have one of the rookies look into 

the man’s background at a later date. “Were you here at the time of the murder?” 

“Yes, as was all of my staff, though we didn’t know anything about this terrible tragedy for some 

time. The young woman—Melany—had retired to this room with her partner. And the room—

well, in case you hadn’t noticed—is soundproofed.” 

“Didn’t you check on them? You must have gotten suspicious after a while.” 



“We were a private club having a masquerade ball. All of us are legal, consenting adults. I have 

background checks done on all my members.”  

Obviously not well enough, Dash thought. “Do your members generally stay with the same 

partner all evening long?” 

“No. That would be boring, and my patrons don’t come here to be bored.” 

“I doubt they come here to be murdered, either,” Dash bit out, then regretted it. It was just stupid 

anger talking. 

“Tell me, Detective Chandler, do you get bored?” 

“I’m a cop. Cops don’t get to be bored in this town.” 

“I’ve never had a cop before,” Mr. Gray mused, touching his lips with two fingers in a coy 

gesture that looked like something from another century. 

Dash shot the man a glare. Any other night, he might have been flattered by the man’s flirting 

and obvious interest, but tonight was not that night. “Do you have any idea who Melany’s 

partner was?” 

“Over five hundred members were here tonight, all of them masked.” Mr. Gray lifted the mask 

he was carrying—a red plastic devil mask. “The whole point of the evening was not knowing 

who your partner was until your private session was over. No one was supposed to get hurt. No 

one ever does here.” 

“Until now,” Dash pointed out. 

Mr. Gray bit his perfectly plump bottom lip and looked around at all the patrons being 

interviewed by the uniforms. “Touché. I can get you our members list, if you like. This whole 

business is awful. I’ll help in whatever way I can.” 

Dash was surprised by the offer and reconsidered his initial assessment of Mr. Gray. Maybe he 

wasn’t the beautiful, money-hungry airhead he’d initially assumed he was. He suddenly seemed 

much older than his years. “I’d appreciate that.” A thought occurred to him. “So none of the 



people here tonight knew who their partner was? Isn’t that taking a bit of a chance, even for a 

place like this?” 

“Not really. Everyone here uses protection. We’re not stupid,” Mr. Gray said, sounding insulted. 

Dash scribbled more notes, then looked up, surprised by what he saw. Though Mr. Gray’s face 

was young and smooth, there was something about his eyes that made his features all wrong. The 

reality of the situation had torn away the flirty mask this man normally wore and Dash was 

seeing the man beneath—at least a little. His eyes looked like they belonged to a much older 

man, a man who had seen terrible things far beyond his years. “Thanks. We’ll be in touch.” 

“Remember my offer,” Mr. Gray answered as Dash walked away. “Take full advantage of me, if 

you must.” 

Dash shook his head. As he headed out of the room, it occurred to him why the crime scene 

looked so familiar. The mutilation of the body was almost exactly like that of Jack the Ripper’s 

historical slayings.  

*  *  * 

Chapter 2 

The whole affair was brutish and unnecessary—but familiar, as well. 

London, Dorian Gray thought. We have come full circle. 

Dorian watched the detective go. He was a big man, powerfully built, but meticulous in his 

grooming. His chestnut hair was cut neatly and slicked back, and his suit and raincoat pressed. 

His outdated skinny tie made Dorian smirk. He was striking rather than handsome, and his hazel 

eyes were full of years and sorrow. A skeptical tic to his jaw spoke volumes about his life, the 

things he’d seen and how they had shaped him. He was wounded and cynical, but not beaten. In 

another life, he might have been a knight or warrior. Dorian would have to have him. There was 

no question about that.  



There was something about his large, scarred hands, soft voice and demanding intelligence that 

made him irresistible. Loneliness clung to him like a bittersweet scent. If nothing else, pleasuring 

the good detective might help smooth these unpleasantries over. It wouldn’t be a hardship. 

Dorian glanced around at the crime scene, clenched his fists at his sides to keep the low-grade 

panic from rearing its ugly head, and marched away to his private office at the back. Star, his 

business partner, and co-owner of Club Bacchus, was on the phone when he got there. She was 

going, “Uh-huh. Yes, exactly.”  

“Star, we really should talk…” 

She held up a well-manicured finger for silence. She was a striking woman in her early forties 

with a thin but virtually unlined face, peachy fair skin and whorls of blonde hair that she wore in 

a tumbling fury down her back. Star had worked as an exotic dancer, a high-end escort, and a 

dominatrix for most of her life, yet somehow she had never lost the bright-eyed, child-like 

appearance that had made her so successful. Retired now, she enjoyed helping him run the club, 

and despite what most people thought, she was an astute businesswoman. Her petite, curvy body 

was hugged by her costume of the night—a blue and green hobble dress, heavily sequined, with 

peacock feathers trailing off the hem. On Dorian’s desk lay her mask, also feathered, which she 

had been wearing when she first discovered Melany’s eviscerated body hanging in one of their 

private rooms. 

After a moment, she hung up and turned to him. “What awful business! That was Martin 

DeBeers. He said he’ll be right over, in case we need his assistance.” 

Martin DeBeers was their attorney, and in many ways, their only true ally in this city. He was not 

the straightest of arrows as solicitors went, but he got the job done, and Dorian and Star had 

needed him on several occasions over the years—mostly cases where their patrons’ particular 

predilections were discovered by angry spouses or the media. Dorian waved it away. “The good 

detective won’t be making any arrests tonight.” 

Star arched an eyebrow. “What did you do to him, Dorian?” 

Dorian held up one slim white hand and smirked. “Nothing, my dear, I promise. I wouldn’t be so 

bold…or foolish.” 



She put a hand on one hip. “I should hope so! I don’t fancy having to pick up and go—especially 

after what happened in London.” 

He met Star in London in the early nineties, when she was nothing but a slip of a girl. Dorian had 

been running a strip joint in the East End called Eden’s Garden. He had hired her as a dancer, but 

she’d been far cleverer than he’d given her credit for, and over the years, she’d managed to put 

two and two together. When she finally discovered his secret, she’d confronted him with an 

intention towards extortion. She wanted ten million dollars, or she promised to call in the media, 

the newspapers, and national TV. Dorian was disappointed by her betrayal but not really angry. 

She’d come from a poor, hungry, abusive background. Were he in her position, he would have 

done the exact same thing. 

He considered leaving the country for the Americas then, but his plans were forestalled when a 

number of his girls were attacked and mutilated by what seemed to be a serial murderer. Both the 

police and Scotland Yard investigated his club, but they could make no connections, though he 

himself was suspect for a while when he became involved with a particularly beautiful Detective 

Sergeant. It was not his smartest move. Eventually she discovered an old birth certificate of his 

from the early 19
th

 century among his things—one of many he’d kept as souvenirs as he moved 

from place to place, assuming the identity of his own son again and again to cover his 

peculiar…condition. The Detective Sergeant had been close to revealing everything when she 

accidently ran into the killer in an alley behind the club. The killer had never been caught, 

though he did send Dorian a brief letter that read only: You’re welcomed. Until we meet again, 

Jack.  

When everything finally blew over, Dorian finalized his move to America and invited Star to 

join him as equal partner. He was unsure about his decision at first; he had spent the long 

centuries alone, separate from the world and its people, but quickly learned it was good to have 

an ally to watch his back…and share his secret. They’d been inseparable ever since.  

“You have nothing to fear, my dear,” Dorian said as he took his place behind his desk and tapped 

in a few commands on his laptop. He laced his fingers together. “I shall, as always, keep the 

disaster to a minimum.” 



Star moved to stand behind her partner and rested her hand on his shoulder while Dorian did a 

search on local antique dealers. “What are you doing?” 

“I never told you, but back in London, when we had that spot of bother, the knife that Jack used 

was purchased locally, from an antiques emporium. He always uses the exact same knife to kill 

the same kind of girl. And that, my star, is what the detectives call a lead.” 

 “If you say so. I spoke to security and they said no one who wasn’t a member was let in or out 

of the building all night. They made quite sure of that.” 

Dorian rested his hand on hers as he started scrolling through results. “That means whoever 

killed Melany was here all along.” 

“One of our members.” Star sounded miserable. “Lovely. What are we going to do?” 

“We’re going to find him, uncover him...and then destroy him.” Dorian hit print, then turned in 

his chair and regarded his partner with serious eyes. He kissed her hand. “Would you be a star, 

Star, and print out our bluebook?” 

Star was in charge of staff and records. Her computer had all their up-to-date memberships 

stored on it. But Star gave him a woeful look. “You’re not giving that detective our bluebook?” 

“I think it would be prudent. He could be very helpful to us.” 

“What if he leaks it to the public or the press? The patrons will be furious. Everything we built 

here will be ruined!” 

She made a good point. They had built this business on being clandestine, and Dorian had no 

reason to believe the detective wouldn’t sell the information to the press, but he had a feeling 

about him. There was a kind of…righteousness about the handsome detective. “I dare say 

everything here has already been ruined by this unfortunate event, my star.”  

Dorian sat back in his seat and folded his hands. Anger spiked within him for the man who had 

harmed Melany, for the man who was now threatening their business and very existence in this 

town. These people trusted him with their secret passions, and he had let them down. They were 

no longer safe, and the killer might not even be human. “There’s only one reason for this murder. 



It’s a message to me, Star. A warning. We’ll need to proceed carefully, and if the detective can 

help us expedite things, all the better.” 

Star’s mouth pinched into a thin white line. “What makes you think your lovely detective will be 

any help at all?” 

“I don’t,” he admitted. “But he may be all the ally we get in this matter.” 

Star shivered and clutched her elbows. “Fine. Do what you want, Dorian, but I don’t think you 

should get personally involved. If you feel the need, write an anonymous letter to the police 

detailing your suspicions, but don’t get too close to that detective.” She shook her head. “It won’t 

end well.” 

“It will end.” Dorian climbed to his feet and clutched his partner and best friend’s shoulder. He 

gave her a reassuring squeeze. “I will end it, Star. I will end him.” 

*  *  * 

Chapter 3 

The M.E.’s office presented its findings at a morning briefing the following day. The bullpen 

was buzzing with excitement—this was the first serial they’d had in a long time and almost 

everyone had been included in the task force. Dash stuck to the back of the room, passing a few 

words with his former partner Tony, who had been reassigned during his leave, but saying little 

otherwise. It felt odd to be back after six months, to see such familiar and sympathetic faces, to 

have no Pepper to go home to after he punched out. 

Lieutenant Maria Martinez stepped into the bullpen with Christine on her heels. As their 

commanding office at the 13
th

 Precinct, Martinez was a tall, thick-bodied, no-nonsense woman in 

her early fifties. She was always neatly pressed, but her face was heavily lined and showed her 

years. The boys in the bullpen called her the Ice Bitch behind her back, but Dash knew it must 

have been hard for her to get where she was in a mostly male-dominated field. Because she was 

a woman, she had to be twice as tough—and twice as mean. Martinez wasted no time giving her 

men the rundown and warning them if they dropped the ball, the FBI would likely swoop in and 

steal their case.  



There was much grumbling among the ranks. Everyone knew the FBI treated local cops like idiot 

kids who were getting underfoot. 

After quieting the troops, she stepped back so Christine could present her evidence on the 

bullpen’s dry board. “It’s most definitely a Ripper clone.” She flipped the board to show them 

enlarged photos of the evidence. Pictures of the vicious, gory wounds and the weapon covered 

the board. “A black-handled surgeon’s knife with a six-inch blade was used to disembowel the 

victim, Melany Webber, before the perpetrator cut her throat. However, we didn’t discover it 

until we did a full autopsy and found it lodge up under the girl’s ribcage. There was no note or 

message, but we think it’s significant.”  

“He’s taunting us,” Tony said and the other officers agreed. 

“What do we know about the knife? Is it real or a reproduction?” Dash asked, making notes in 

his notebook.  

Christine found him at the back and smiled. “Excellent question, Detective. It’s an antique. 

London manufacturer, made specifically for surgeons. It was produced around 1888, right 

around the time of the real Ripper murders.” 

The bullpen exploded into theories and suppositions, some logical, some pure fantasy. Martinez 

stepped back in, holding her hands up for silence. “Chandler, you were first on the scene last 

night, so I want you on lead. The rest of you, we have about 500 suspects to comb. So—

background checks and interviews. Start with the victim’s friends and family and work your way 

out. I want everything neat and concise and by the books. No mistakes. Don’t let the Feds take 

this.” 

Most of the cops in the room made disgruntled noises about being relegated to desk jockeying. 

Dash saw some of the catcallers from the night before shooting him dark looks, but he ignored 

them. He was one of the youngest guys to make detective. That was part of their grievance with 

him. The other part was more elemental. Despite being married for almost a decade, most of 

them had learned over time that he liked playing for both teams. That didn’t sit well with some 

of the more backward uniforms, but he hadn’t gotten where he was by worrying about other 

people’s prejudices.  



As everyone scattered, Dash fetched the M.E. files from Martinez. “You can take Tony until we 

get a partner assigned to you,” she said. 

Something about having his old partner with him depressed him endlessly. It would be like the 

old days. Except it wasn’t the old days anymore. It never would be again. He shrugged it off. 

“It’s just legwork. I can handle it alone.” 

Tony, a tall, handsome black man with a normally dazzling smile, looked disappointed, but Dash 

kept his attention focused on the boss. He expected Martinez to give him lip about it, but she just 

nodded. A few years ago, Martinez’s nephew had gotten into serious trouble with the law and 

was borderline suicidal after the kids at his school called him gay. Dash had managed to talk the 

kid down, and ever since, Martinez had been in his corner—just one more reason for everyone to 

hate on him. “Just get it done,” she said, beefy arms across over her ample bosom. “And the 

minute you have something, I want it on my desk.” Always brusque, she turned back to the 

bullpen and said, “This is going to be a PR nightmare, folks, so I find out any of you are talking 

to the press, your badge is mine. Got it?” 

More grumbling. Tony turned to Dash and offered him a dear-god-she’s-on-a-rampage-look, but 

by then Dash was grabbing his coat and exiting the bullpen. He didn’t want to shoot the shit with 

Tony, or with anyone. He just needed work. A lot of it. As much as he could handle. Anything to 

keep his mind focused.  

He stopped at the local coffee shop-slash-cop hangout to buy a coffee, then sat in the parking lot 

and slowly went over the finer details of the forensics reports. The perp was both smart and 

arrogant to do this in the middle of a bustling club full of people with only one thin wall between 

him and everyone else. The method…the timing…this wasn’t some amateur who just happened 

to have a knife and a psychotic break. Everything had been thought out and planned in advance.  

He turned to Christine’s report on the knife. It was a rare antique, the kind of purchase that 

makes people remember you. The perp would have purchased his weapon locally, in cash, from a 

collector, antiques dealer, or pawnbroker. Someone shady who had a lot to lose if he flapped his 

lips. Having grown up in lower Brooklyn, Dash knew all the major players. There were only a 

few antique dealers who met the definition of “shady”.  



He’d just started the car when someone popped up on the driver’s side, wearing some kind of 

Inverness coat like the one that Sherlock Holmes wore. Dash was so startled, he had his gun out 

before he realized the man was unarmed and holding his hands up in surrender. 

“Are you Detective Chandler?” he said. He was small, in his mid-fifties, with mouse-like 

features, beady eyes and an overbite. Dash disliked and distrusted him at once. 

“Who wants to know?” he asked, putting his gun away. 

The man produced a business card. “I’m Rudy Delaney, head of the Historical Preservation 

Society.” He said it like Dash should automatically know all this.  

Dash looked at the card. There was a bloody cartoon knife on it, and below that, it read 

RIPPERWALK.COM and had a bunch of contact information. It took Dash a moment to realize 

Rudy Delaney was a Ripperologist, a person interested in the mystery of Jack the Ripper. 

Something of a history buff himself, he’d come across the phenomenon on some late night TV 

shows when he couldn’t sleep. Feh, Dash was more inclined to call them crime buffs, journalists, 

cranks and hoaxers. Worst of all—armchair detectives. He gave the card back. “I have nothing to 

say to the press at this point.” 

“Very wise,” the man pointed out. “But I’m not the press. I just run a website that gives virtual 

tours of Jack the Ripper’s stomping grounds.” 

“Good for you.” Dash started the car. 

Delaney grabbed the car door. There was a positively maniacal gleam in his eyes. “Look, I can 

help you out. You won’t find anyone else locally who knows more about Jack the Ripper than I 

do. I’ll even volunteer my time.” 

“You’re not volunteering your time and you’re not getting involved in this investigation…” 

“So you admit there is an investigation?” 

Dash offered him the kind of withering glare that usually had suspects cowering in seconds. 

Ruby Delaney was either too crazy or too stupid to react. “And if you interfere, I’ll run you 

downtown for obstruction of justice.” 



Delaney took his hands off the car door. 

Dash hit the gas and pulled out recklessly into the street, barely missing hitting a sign on the side 

of the road. Delaney ran to the end of the parking lot and started yelling something about all the 

information he had, but by then Dash was too far away to hear what the crazy man was saying. 

Just great, he thought. Because of last night’s media coverage, this whole thing was going to be a 

media circus whether he wanted it to be or not. 

Ten minutes later, he was pulling into the parking lot of one of the more infamous pawnbrokers 

in downtown Brooklyn. The owner, a character named Shelby, had been busted on several 

counts of trafficking stolen good. His specialties were antique weapons like swords, bows and 

spears, many of them crafted from elephant tusk and black rhinoceros horn and sold on the black 

market to high-end collectors who knew better than to buy them but were too rich to give a shit. 

Shelby pissed him off in a special way. Not because his crimes were grandiose and news-

breaking, but because they were small, cruel, and consistent, and no matter how many times they 

closed down his shop, he managed to bounce back on some technicality. The man had no 

conscience.  

He was prepared for arguments and much abuse when he pushed through the old, creaking 

wooden door into the musty interior of the dim little shop, but not for who was in the shop. 

Dorian Gray, he of the unfortunate name, was standing at the counter. He was dressed more 

conservatively in a dark suit and ascot, his luxurious blonde hair braided back away from his 

ridiculously perfect ivory profile. His eyes were a fiery blue and centered on Shelby across the 

counter from him. A switchblade with a jade handle was in his hand, and he was holding it under 

Shelby’s generous waddles and saying, “Say it again, please, sir. I want a bloody reason to slit 

your throat from ear to ear.”  

Shelby held very still but his eyes moved sideways to follow the tinkle of the bell as Dash 

stepped inside. “A little help here, Detective.” 

Strangely enough, Dash’s first instinct was not to jump to Shelby’s rescue. He knew the man too 

well. Instead, he crossed his arms across his chest. “What did you say to him, Shelby?” 



“Nothing!” 

Dorian Gray looked dark and dangerously sexy as he lifted the blade slightly and Shelby’s whole 

gelatinous body went to tiptoe. Dash felt a strange thud from within—not fear or outrage. It felt 

like his heart had been relocated to some place further down in his body. “Lying does not 

become you, sir,” Mr. Gray said in his proper British upper crust accent. To Dash he added, “I 

was here only to inquire about a purchase, and Mr. Shelby made a despairing remark about my 

sexual preferences. One would think, considering our modern era, that American men would at 

last find such sport distasteful.” 

Dash quirked an eyebrow. He wasn’t sure about the fancy language, but he was pretty sure he 

knew what the man was talking about. “Shelby’s a troglodyte. He’s not indicative of most 

American men. Now, Mr. Gray, if you’ll be so kind as to lower the weapon…?” 

Mr. Gray considered that. Their eyes met and a kind of secret signal passed between them. “Only 

because an officer of the law is present.” The knife, an antique of some kind, snicked closed and 

Mr. Gray tucked it away in his jacket pocket. 

“That guy is crazy! I want you to arrest him!” Shelby pointed, snorting with indignation. 

Dash examined some knives in a velvet case on the counter. He picked one up. “Elephant tusk. 

Are you sure?” 

“He threatened my life!” 

Dash turned to Mr. Gray. “Did you threaten Mr. Shelby’s life, Mr. Gray?” 

Mr. Gray gave him facetiously large eyes. They made him look even younger than he was, and 

slightly innocent, which he certainly was not. “No, sir. Of course not.” 

Dash turned back to Shelby. “In a court of law, it would be your word against his…and let’s face 

it, Shelby, you’re not exactly an upstanding citizen with a sparkling record…” 

Shelby gaped. “He’s threatening me! You’re a cop, man!” 



“Tell you what, I’ll take Mr. Gray out of here and give him a stern talking to if you can give me 

some information regarding this.” He withdrew a picture of the black surgeon’s knife from the 

forensic file and deposited it on the counter.  

Shelby insisted he knew nothing about the knife, had never seen it until today. He looked 

genuinely confused by it. Dash was pretty sure he was telling the truth. Shelby was a scumbag, 

but he’d never been a good liar. It was an antique, he said, rare and well preserved for its age. 

Doctors and barbers in 18
th

 century London owned scores of them, but the metal deteriorated 

fast. That’s all he could say about it. When Dash pressed him, he admitted a number of antique 

surgery sets had gone to private auction recently, but it had all been hush-hush, Upper West Side 

stuff that Shelby had heard about but not been privy to.  

It wasn’t much to go by.  

“That’s all I know. Now get that freak out of here!” Shelby demanded, pointing a trembling 

finger at Mr. Gray, who was examining a set of Samurai swords mounted on the wall. 

Dash went over and seized Mr. Gray by the elbow. He was only an inch or two shorter than 

Dash, but slimmer, more delicate somehow. Dash was almost afraid to bruise him. “Knife. Now. 

Please,” he said, and Mr. Gray handed over his switchblade with no argument. “Time to go,” he 

said, dragging him to the door. Mr. Gray let Dash steer him out the door. 

“I hope you’ll be giving me my stern talking to soon, Mr. Detective,” Mr. Gray quipped. “I’m all 

aflutter with anticipation.” 

Dash ignored him. “Mind telling me what you’re doing here?” He jerked Mr. Gray 

unceremoniously across the parking lot, not that Mr. Gray seemed to mind too much. 

Thunderclouds were gathering above and some light pellets of rain fell upon them as they headed 

toward Dash’s unmarked car. 

“Obviously, the same as you. I thought the knife might be a lead.” Mr. Gray smiled, fully 

unleashing his boyish, languorous charm. He knew he was beautiful and he knew how to use it to 

get out of sticky situations. He’d probably been doing it his whole life. The problem was, when 

he smiled so charmingly, he didn’t look young after all. 



“You can stop doing that now. I’m not going to arrest you.” Dash stopped and let him go. 

“Do what, Mr. Detective?” Mr. Gray asked innocently.  

“That. Whatever you’re doing.” He gave Mr. Gray back his knife, then started toward his car, but 

Mr. Gray dogged him. If anything, the whole experience had made him ratchet up the volume on 

his charm. Dash got into the driver’s seat and slammed the door, but Mr. Gray leaned in the open 

window.  

His smile was as charming as ever. “I have that client list you need. Why not take tea with me 

and we’ll discuss the possible suspects?” 
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Read a three-chapter excerpt of His to Tame (The Dollhouse Society) by Eden Myles: 

Chapter One 

Half a minute after I finished explaining everything, Jason threw the bundle of roses he’d gotten 

me against the wall beside me. Petals fluttered everywhere and the roses slid moist and 

despondent down the wall, leaving a snail-trail behind them that was going to play havoc with 

the moiré wallpaper I’d picked out for our condo. 

I gave him a steady look and crossed my arms over my ample bosom. “That’s real adult, Jason.” 

Jason stomped around in a circle before giving me an angry look. “Don’t give me that shit, 

Morgan. I’m tired of hearing it!” 

“Hearing what?” I spread my hands. “You know I have to do this!” 

“Erica is twenty-four-fucking-years-old! She doesn’t need you mommying her because she broke 

up with her latest burnout of a boyfriend!” 

I could almost feel the steam pouring out of my ears, cartoon-style. Jason knew family was 

important to me. “Erica is my fucking sister!” I retaliated, struggling not to ball my fists up 



childishly at my sides. “The only family I have, and she’s in trouble! I have to take care of her! 

It’s my job!” 

After Mommy and Daddy died, I was put in charge of Erica’s welfare. Even though she was 

technically an adult, she still needed me. 

 Jason gave me narrow green eyes. I used to love those eyes, and the way a lock of his hair 

always fell boyishly across his forehead. I used to love everything about Jason. Then we moved 

in together and I realized he was seriously flawed. He was a slob, for one thing. I tried my best to 

ignore it, and I reminded myself every day that I loved him despite those flaws, but I couldn’t 

forgive him this. He was crossing the line. “Erica is always in trouble,” he said. “You’re always 

riding off to save her ass!” 

“Well, what would you do?” I cried, realizing that our romantic night out was about to devolve 

into one of the worst fights we’d ever had—and not for the first time. It seemed lately we were 

fighting about everything. When we’d get married. How we’d spend our money. Vacations. 

Kids.  Erica… 

Jason continued to stomp around, stopping by the black leather sectional furniture we’d bought 

together. He grabbed a pillow and twisted it as he glared at me. A part of me wanted to tell him 

to put the pillow down, to stop messing up my living room arrangement, but I held myself back. 

See, I can be reasonable. “This isn’t about Erica. Or all of it isn’t,” he finally admitted. 

I uncrossed my arms and pulled at my suit, A-line straight and winkle-free, unlike his. “Well, 

then, what is it about?” 

He threw the pillow down and it tumbled to the floor, distracting me. I thought about picking it 

up, but he wasn’t done with his childish tirade. He ticked points off on his fingers. “For one 

thing, I set a reservation a month in advance and you go and re-arrange it behind my back…!” 

“It’s Friday. That place will be packed…” 

He ignored me and went on. “I order red roses, but I can tell you don’t like them because they 

aren’t the right color…!” 



I eyed the roses lying on the floor. When Jason and I moved in, we’d decorated in black, white 

and orange, my favorite colors. Red roses were going to clash with the décor and he damned well 

knew it. 

Still, he wasn’t done. “And now this?” He spread his arms. “You’re going to cancel the whole 

weekend for Erica? Because Erica called you?” 

“She’s my sister!” 

“Morgan, you’re a control freak! You have to control everything! Work! Erica! Me!” 

I shook my head. I didn’t understand. I wasn’t undermining him, just tweaking his plans, the way 

I’d always done to make them picture perfect. I worked the same way at the office. That way, 

everything ran smoothly. There were no bumps in the road. After all, someone had to take care 

of things… 

“I don’t understand…” I said. 

“That’s just it! You don’t! Everything has to be Morgan’s way!” 

“Now, come on…” I barked, getting angrier by the moment. I went to the galley kitchen to 

retrieve the dustpan for the roses, but he caught up to me, grabbed my arm. 

“Where does it end, Morgan? Why don’t you just move Erica into the apartment? That way, you 

can keep an eye on both of us twenty-four-seven!” 

For a moment, I thought he was being serious.  

His eyes widened. “Oh my God. You’ve really thought about it, haven’t you?” 

“The place is half mine!” I retorted, pointing at the floor. “I pay for half of everything!” 

“And it’s half mine!” Jason shouted back, making the crystal in the room sing. “That means I 

have half say—but around you I never have any say on anything!” He snorted through his nose. 

Normally, Jason was an extremely mild-mannered man. It was what had attracted me to him in 

the first place. Laid back and flexible. Or he had been, anyway. This whole blow-up was coming 



as a shock to me. “You have to micro-manage every single last detail, including everyone in 

your life! Well, I’ve had it, Morgan! I can’t do this anymore!” 

Boiling, I chopped at the air in front of my face. “Fine. You know what? You don’t have to.” I 

threw the dustpan at him. The pain of his words vibrated through my heart. “This? It’s all yours, 

Jason. Every inch of it! Have fun!” I started marching toward our bedroom to pack. 

“Morgan, for heaven’s sake…” He tried to grab at me, but I jerked away from him. I micro-

managed everyone? Well, we’ll just see how he did without me around to make sure he got to 

work on time and his dry-cleaning was picked up! Let him take care of the messes he made all 

over the condo. I gave him a week at most and he’d come crawling back to me! 

I started throwing clothes into the suitcase I kept in the closet. I realized I couldn’t spend another 

night under this roof, not with him. 

From the doorway, Jason barked, “That’s right, Morgan. Just run away. That’s what you do 

whenever you don’t get your way! You run like a snotty little girl!” 

I slammed the bedroom door as hard as I could in his face and something in the living room fell 

over and crashed to the floor. For once, I didn’t give a shit.  

*  *  * 

Chapter Two 

Erica was more than happy to let me room with her in her tiny, decrepit Soho studio apartment 

with its sad brownstone walls and mismatched furnishings. We had a girls’ night in, ate take-out 

Thai, indulged in chocolate sundaes, talked shit about our exes, and binge-watched Charmed the 

way we used to do when we were kids.  

Later, lying on the cot in the dark of my sister’s guest bedroom, I replayed my fight with Jason 

over and over in my head. I knew I wasn’t going to get much sleep tonight. I got up, watched 

some women’s porn on my laptop, pretended Jason was inside of me instead of my own fingers, 

and got myself off. After that, I feel into a fitful, if troubled, sleep. 



I was a natural morning person. I got up early the next day and cleaned up the living room and 

loaded the dishwasher. Since it was a Saturday, I had to have something to do—something to 

keep my mind off Jason—so I picked up laundry, cleaned Erica’s kitchen and one tiny bathroom, 

then rearranged some of the furniture in the great room to add space, since it seemed I would be 

staying for a while. 

I was vacuuming the carpet when I spotted a sleepy, bedheaded Erica shambling toward the 

galley kitchen. She was wearing a Ren & Stimpy T-shirt, men’s boxers and socks. She stopped 

to squint at me, her face pale and puffy. I could tell she’d been crying over her boyfriend Matt 

leaving her. You and me both, I thought. Spinsters- in-arms were what we were now. “What are 

you doing?” she said in a dry, squeaky voice. 

I shut off the vacuum and started coiling up the cord. In years past, I’d often do a little light 

housework before I made breakfast for us both. “I figured I’d let you sleep in while I tidied up.” 

She looked around the studio with wide eyes. “Jesus, Morgan. You didn’t tidy up. You changed 

everything around!” 

“Not true. I made you more space,” I told her triumphantly, then I indicated the kitchen. “The 

Kuerig is on, if you want coffee. I’ll pop out today and get a regular coffee pot so we don’t have 

to do the one-cup juggle. By the way, your microwave acts a little weird…” 

“It does that…” 

“I’ll make sure to replace that, too.” 

She held up a hand. “Stop. Just stop, Morgan. All right?” 

I didn’t much appreciate her tone. I put my hands on my hips. “I want to help out.” 

Erica shook her head. “I don’t need you helping out, Morgan. I don’t need that anymore than I 

needed you cancelling your plans last night with Jason…” 

“You called me last night!” I shouted.  

She rubbed at her eyes with her knuckles. “Yeah, just to talk a few minutes. Vent. That isn’t code 

for you to drop everything and run over here.”  



I felt a spike of anger—I had ruined a six-month relationship because of Erica!—but before I 

could say anything, she held up both hands. “Look, I gotta cover that big modern art exhibit 

down at Battery Park, so I’ll be out of your hair today.” Erica worked for a popular Ne w York 

City tourist site, taking photographs of famous landmarks while she built up her portfolio. Her 

studio was filled with oversized prints, mostly architecture and cityscapes. She was very good at 

what she did. She looked around. “I know you want to help, but don’t change anything else, all 

right? Morgan?” 

I blinked dumbly at her words. I couldn’t understand why she was so angry. I’d been raising 

Erica single-handedly since she was nine years old, after our parents were killed in a freak car 

crash. I acted more like her mother than her sister. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’m just trying to 

take care of you, sweetie.” 

“Well, don’t. I’m okay. I’m a grown woman.” 

She headed for the kitchen. I trailed after her. She rooted around in the ancient cupboards before 

saying, “Where’s my favorite mug? The one I made in Art Class?” 

“That old, misshapen thing? I threw it out.” 

She looked at me and I could see the tension building in her face. “Oh my God, you’re such a 

control freak!” She turned on her heels and stomped back to her bedroom. 

After she went off to work, I finished the housework, put some food into the crock-pot for dinner 

tonight, then took a long, hot shower. I tried singing with the radio, but I was hopelessly tone 

deaf. After blasting the suds out of my hair, I slid down the tiled wall and just sat there, the suds 

washing off me, and wept. 

*  *  * 

Chapter Three 

“Morgan, do you have a minute?” my boss Malcolm Sloan asked the following Monday, rapping 

his knuckles on the inside of my open office door. 



I looked up from the pile of manuscript submissions sitting in orderly stacks on my desk, put on 

an appropriate smile, and said, “Yes, of course, Malcolm. Come in.” I slid my glasses to the top 

of my head.  

“I brought some lattes,” he said, carrying them in a carton. Malcolm Sloan was, beyond doubt, 

the best boss I’d ever had. He was VP of Harper House, the second largest publishing house in 

the United States, and the man who had hired me as Acquisitions Editor of their romance 

imprint. And yes, the fact that I ran the romance department but had never had a romance that 

had lasted more than six months was not lost on me. Talk about cosmic irony. 

“You shouldn’t have. You’re making me fat,” I said, carefully shifting my stacks to make room 

for him.  

“You’re not fat. You’re deliciously curvy,” he said, setting the lattes down. Had any other man 

said such a thing to me, I would have slapped him with a sexual harassment suit, but that was 

just Malcolm’s style. He looked and acted like someone from another century and was given to 

such observations. Plus, he was gay and quite happily married. I had nothing to fear from him. 

He was smirking as he sat down in my guest chair, tucking his cravat into his suit jacket. 

Malcolm had hired me two years ago. At the time, I was young and green by publishing industry 

standards. Even now, I remained the youngest acquisition editor on staff. Still, he’d given me a 

lot of responsibility, and I took such things very seriously. 

Malcolm wasn’t at all extraordinary, at least on the outside. Middle aged, with a medium build, 

medium brown eyes and hair. Ordinary and unassuming, and yet he threw off such a raw aura of 

sensuality that most men and women were rendered damned near speechless when he walked 

into a room. A true alpha dog, Malcolm reveled in his power over others, yet he was also 

extremely even-handed and fair. Alpha dog charm, I called it. 

I took a sip of the delicious drink and raised an eyebrow. “You’re not here to fire me, are you?” I 

half joked. Despite his easy nature, I’d seen him chop down men twice his size with a flourish of 

a pen or his rapier-like wit and observations. 

His smirk saddened. “If that were true, would I waste a latte?” He sipped his drink, then set it 

aside. “Actually, I need a favor. Bella Dalton is flying into the city tonight for a book signing at 



The Crossroads Bookstore. I know she isn’t a romance writer, per say, but she is one of our 

bestselling authors. Could you be there tonight to keep the wheels from falling off? I’d go, but 

I’m indisposed.” 

Bella Dalton was a big deal. A retired professional dominatrix, she had written our current 

bestseller, Learning the Ropes, recounting her years in a business very few ordinary people even 

knew existed. I’d read it, but, personally, I couldn’t understand what all the fuss was about. Still, 

that didn’t mean I wouldn’t do my best. “Ah, a bribe then.” I saluted him with my latte.  

He smirked at that. Malcolm was one of the very few who got my quirky sense of humor.  

A thought occurred to me. “You’re not ill?” 

“It’s Devon. I promised him I’d take him to the Dollhouse a couple of weeks ago for our bi-

monthly Society meet-up, but we had that late night contract negotiation, if you remember, so I 

had to cancel. I want to make it up to him.” 

Devon was Malcolm’s husband, and the Society one of his pet interests outside work. He’d 

always been very candid about the Society, who they were and what they did at the Dollhouse. 

I’d found it odd and maybe a little questionable in the beginning, but there never seemed to be 

any scandal, and it didn’t interfere with Malcolm’s work, so who was I to judge a group of kinky 

men and women who met up twice a month to have public sex for the entertainment of their 

friends?  

I sat back in my seat, fixed my paper stacks so they were geometrically aligned on my desktop, 

and said, “It doesn’t bother you, does it?” 

“What’s that?” 

“Subjecting Devon to public humiliation.” I’d met Devon on several occasions. As far as I could 

tell, he was a very sweet man, playful but submissive. I wasn’t sure what he was doing with the 

likes of Malcolm Sloan. Opposites attract, I guess. 

Malcolm smirked in that way he did that said nothing and everything at the same time. “I think 

you have the wrong impression of the Society. Any humiliation exists entirely for the pleasure of 

the gentlemen and courtesans or courtiers who have gathered. Why not join us some night?” 



I crossed my arms across my chest, taken aback by his invitation. “Why would I do that?” 

Malcolm reached out and pushed one of my stacks out of alignment. I reached out and 

straightened it. He maintained his smirk. “A woman like yourself might find it very…liberating.” 

“I’d rather not humiliate some man, thank you very much.” 

“I wasn’t suggesting you join us as a lady, Morgan.” 

A “lady” was a female dominant in Malcolm’s little Dollhouse world. That meant he was 

suggesting I join as a courtesan—a submissive, like Devon. “Excuse me?” I thought maybe I 

hadn’t heard right. 

He looked me over, not in some sexual way, but like he was judging a fine piece of art. “You’d 

make a lovely courtesan. I know several gentlemen who would jump at the chance to tame an 

alpha like you.” 

I blinked. Tame me? “I’m a feminist, Malcolm. I wouldn’t enjoy it.” 

“You never know until you try. Alphas often make the most interesting courtesans.”  

Before I could react, he got to his feet and deliberately pushed one of my paper stacks out of 

sync with the others. I had the feeling he was playing with me and worked at not touching it, not 

putting it back in place. “In any event, you’re always welcomed at the Dollhouse—If you’re ever 

interested.” 

I tried not to let my lips twist into a sneer as I said, “Thanks for the offer, Malcolm, but I think 

I’ll pass.” I was hardly sub material. 

As soon as Malcolm was out of the office, I pushed my paper stack back in line with the others. 

A courtesan, I thought, rolling my eyes. “Sure, Malcolm,” I said as sarcastically as possible. “I’ll 

get right on that.” 
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