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The Bridge

Sacchi Green

from Best Fantastic Erotica

 


"Come!" said the breeze again, more
insistently. And why not? If he could hear the voice so clearly,
Bernard reasoned, he was too far gone already to bother with denial
or to resist. "Shell-shock," the doctors might say, but it scarcely
matter what one called it.

His breathing was labored by the time he
stood naked in the river. Even the mild exertion of climbing down
the bank had strained his damaged lungs. He waited, as he had
waited fourteen years ago, opening himself to magic. Or
madness.

Swallows nested on the underpinnings of the
bridge, and a wren darted in and out of a trailing tangle of
bittersweet on the far bank. The mask of leaves drifted downstream
until it caught there on the dangling vines; then, as Bernard
watched, the water swirled into a sudden vortex, sucking the green
mass below its surface. He held his breath as the river smoothed
again, and, with scarcely a ripple, the man-like form he remembered
rose from it and stood before him.

But not quite as he remembered. Then, the
apparition had seemed scarcely older than himself, and at least as
impetuous. Now the green leafy layers of its beard were edged with
autumn bronze, and the smooth skin of its torso was the weathered
grey of a beech trunk, while the acorn-brown eyes, despite their
glint of challenge, were filled with sorrow and weariness enough to
match his own.

"Come," the breeze commanded in a deeper
tone that would brook no refusal.

Bernard moved toward that outstretched arm.
The water rose to mid-chest before the pebbled bottom sloped upward
toward the waiting figure. A strong hand grasped his and drew him
along until they stood waist-deep, face to face beneath the bridge;
then fingers flexible as vines moved across his cheek and jaw, over
scars still reluctant to heal, stroking gently, gently...until they
reached his ravaged throat and tightened gradually around it so
that he could scarcely breathe.

Tighter, harder--pain sharpened, then
receded, consciousness wavered, the velvet darkness of oblivion
beckoned--but the will to live surged suddenly through him in a
rush of intermingled joy and anguish. He grasped the sinewy arms,
pitting his own strength against them, and the pressure on his
throat relaxed. Their two strong bodies grappled together still,
testing each other, force challenging force, until the friction of
limb on limb sparked a jolt of desire like summer lightning.

Bernard gasped for breath, but the burning
in his chest could not distract from the flare of heat in his loins
as the bearded face leaned close, pressed relentless lips over his,
and blew a gust of cool, sweet air into his lungs.

Pain and weariness ebbed away. Below the
water's surface their lower bodies thrust urgently against each
other, and Bernard longed desperately to fill his hands, even his
mouth, with the hardness pressing into him. But he would not yield,
would not kneel, even to this spirit made flesh. He braced against
the current, against the other's strength--and then a sound like
rain on leaves came from the bearded face.

Laughter! The startled realization caught
Bernard off guard. The body he clutched tensed, leapt upward out of
his loosened grip, and grasped the edge of the bridge. There the
Green Man hung, swaying like a massive, thickened vine, until
Bernard gripped the muscular buttocks with both hands and took the
cock nudging at his face all the way into the back of his
throat.

The force of the eruption made him stagger,
choked him, flooded even his lungs, as though a great wave had
crashed over him. He lost his footing, and as he fell the
still-streaming cock above poured hot rivulets across his face just
before the river claimed him.

 


Read the rest in
Best Fantastic Erotica.


 


 


Master Mind

by Cecilia Tan

from Edge Plays

 


I arrived on the island as summer faded and
the days shrank, with scars on my back and my mind still reeling
from what I had just been through. But this is not the story of the
Emperor and his daughter and all the things that happened to me
before. This is the story of what happened to me on the island of
Lhysa.

Two of us took the government-sponsored ride
from the mainland, me and a woman in her mid-forties, her
shoulder-length hair still richly black but shot through with
strands of silver. The transport left us at the near-deserted
landing point on the island's rocky north side. The white craft
lifted off in near silence behind us as we walked from the platform
to the intake center. The woman, who had not spoken to me the
entire trip from the mainland, asked me as we approached the door,
"So, headed for the spas?"

It was a funny question. The reasons for me
to go to the island were myriad. I suppose was there to recuperate
but the healing waters had not been explicit in my plans. I was
being kept out of danger, I was curious about my mother's people,
and I was very curious about the woman asking me my destination. I
wondered if she had The Sight and raised an eyebrow at her. She
raised an eyebrow in return. She was wearing a shirt too large for
her, the sleeves rolled up, showing sunbrowned arms and empty
hands. On her back she had a small pack.

"Well, you don't look like a researcher,"
she said then. "How long are you going to be staying?"

"Not sure," I told her. I was carrying a
small satchel of clothes, some of my father's money, and nothing
else. "My plans are kind of open ended. What do you mean,
researcher?"

"Not a scientist?" She pointed to her head
and I realized what she meant. There were only three types of
people allowed on the island, those who came to study the unique
psionic powers of the inhabitants, those who were approved to come
for healing treatments, to stay at the spas for short periods of
time, and those who were descendants of island dwellers. I belonged
to this last category, as the pass I showed to the intake clerk
read. I was processed in mere minutes and let through. On the other
side of the small building, there was nothing but a road leading
south and inland.

The woman followed me out.
"Welcome back, unduma," she said, using the island word for "homecomer." "I never
would have guessed."

"Why?"

"Because you look like one of them." She
meant I looked like a Kylar. Tall, rangy, I looked more Kylaran
than my own father, who had once been the second in command in the
empire. "Half blood?"

I wondered if everyone on the island was so
direct and nosy. I suppose in a community of mind-readers there is
no need of secrecy. "Yes."

"Do you have The Sight?"

"No." We were both walking down the road
now, though I did not know where it went. "Not so far as I've
noticed."

She nodded. "Not everyone here has it
either, you know. Only a few. The gene pool's been watered down
over the years."

I murmured in agreement as if I knew what
she was talking about. My mother, at least according to Audan, had
various psionic talents. I had been separated from her too young to
have known she was different from other humans. "How about you? Can
you read my thoughts?" I asked, throwing some of her directness
back at her, very curious if her interest in me was genuine or if
it was my imagination.

"No," she answered. "Not me."

We walked in silence then for a while and I
studied her out off the corner of my eye. She was older but still
had a kind of beauty, a fine-shaped face and sharp chin--if I had
to guess I would have said she was part-Kylar, too. Though the way
she had said "them" made me wonder. "What's your name?"

"Vika," she answered. "And yours?"

"Arshan."

She looked at me when I said that. "Like the
emperor?"

"My father has high hopes for me." I tried
to make a joke out of it. After all, there must be a Kylaran male
born every day who was named for the emperor. But she took it
seriously.

"Then what the hell are you doing down
here?"

"Staying out of trouble," I replied. Lhysa
was perfect for that, on a world that was barely in Kylaran
control, plus the island itself was a protected state.

Vika walked in front of me then, stepping
backwards so she could face me as we went. The land on either side
of the road was barren and dry, just a few strange plants twisting
up through the reddish soil. "You'll need a place to stay."

I also had a pass to the spas in my satchel,
just in case, but her tone of voice intrigued me. "Yes, I suppose I
will."

"I have a spare cot you can use for a
while," she said, her eyes suddenly shying from mine. "I know it
won't be what you're used to, but..." She took a deep breath. "But
many things here won't be as you're used to."

So much for directness. "What do you
mean?"

"I mean, you know. The lifestyle here is
different." She had gone from brazen to shy and I could guess why,
but something in me wanted to prolong her discomfort.

I suppressed a smile. "How different?"

She stumbled then and fell backward, landing
hard on her rump in the middle of the dusty road. I loomed over her
as I reached down to help her up. She took hold of my hand with
both of hers and ran her cheek along the back of it, speaking fast.
"There are few of us here who enjoy.... I mean, who can satisfy
your tastes."

As I suspected. My--or rather the
Kylaran--reputation for dominance preceded me. I pulled her to her
feet and spoke to her softly. "I am not a lord." Not here,
anyway.

"No, but...." she swallowed whatever words
she was going to say. Trembling next to me, her hand still in
mine....

It was almost a reflex, to reach out and
stroke her hair. If it was what she wanted, then she knew the
desires of the average Kylaran dominant well. We are groomed for
it. She shivered under my touch, and suddenly the fact that she was
worldly wise and I was barely an adult did not matter. I kept my
voice low and quiet. "Have you served before?"

"Not... formally." Her head was bowed and I
almost felt like I could cup her soul in one of my hands. I raised
her chin with one finger and her face was scarlet with shame or
desire or both. Then her natural forthrightness came through. "But
I thought you might need... I mean, if you're going to stay here
for a while..."

"You thought my knob might need
polishing?"

She turned even redder at that. I moved her
hand to the loose fabric of my pants where my erection was
hardening. I am my father's son, of that there is no doubt, and my
body responded to her gesture of submission. She nodded, her breath
catching in her throat. "But, but the people here don't
understand."

"I know." The Kylar had conquered many
places and our customs had come to rule dozens of worlds. But on
this island, the old ways remained. Honestly, it was a relief to
know that I was not in for months of celibacy. Half-blood or no, I
was all Kylar in that sense. We are bred with sharp passions and
they need to find release. I looked into her eyes to reassure her.
"So let it be our secret."

"Secret," she repeated, her fingers quaking
against the stone stillness of my flesh.

She was still on the ground and I pulled her
up onto her knees, even as my other hand was freeing my cock. There
were questions and protests in her eyes, even as I filled her mouth
with me. "There is no one here on the road," I said in answer to
her unspoken worries. "We are not even in sight of the town yet.
And I need to know if you are worthy of having me sleep on your
cot." I tried to make it a joke but the seriousness with which she
began tonguing and sucking me proved she did not take it that
way.

She may have lacked formal service, but she
had years of practice, or so it seemed, with the Kylaran anatomy.
As she licked and drove her head down over me, she kept one hand
wrapped around my balls, restricting me somewhat. I could have
grown larger, large enough to choke her, if I had wanted. But with
her hand there--and my desire was for pleasure not for
punishment--I stayed hard and mid-sized in her mouth. If I had
wanted, I also could have held back my ejaculation. But I let hot
liquid jet into her mouth and relished the feeling of her licking
me clean. I licked the edges of her mouth then, pulling her up to
me and returning her to some semblance of respectability. We shared
a laugh, and as we made our way into town she told me some about
the island and what I could expect.

It took another hour to cross to the greener
side of the island, where the ground was still stony but plants
grew and the shore sloped to sandy beaches and calm waves. She led
me to a settlement near the ocean, in and around an area of hills
and stone outcroppings. Her home was built into the side of a rocky
cliff, the front room built of mudbaked bricks, the back
disappearing into the island's body. It was five rooms, clean and
warm, rustic and very private in its innermost chambers. I had just
put my bag down in the deepest room and was removing my boots when
her home system alerted us to someone at the door. She went to
answer it while I nosed about trying to discover where in the
rustic architecture the system's speakers were hidden.

Vika came back a few minutes later, worry
lining her face.

"What's happened?"

She sat down on the bed pallet next to me.
"Our priestess was very sick. She had something even Kylaran
medicine wouldn't heal."

"You said
was..."

"She died yesterday."

"I'm sorry."

"Her funeral will be soon--probably tomorrow
or the day after."

"Is that a problem? You look troubled."

She shook her head. "It's a big ritual,
supposed to heal her bereft partner. If you're here, they'll expect
you to participate. Everyone is expected to be a part of it."

"That's fine with me."

Her mouth relaxed in relief then. "You might
find it sort of silly..."

I quieted her with a finger to her lips and
her eyes widened, as if she suddenly remembered my power over
her--such as it was, undeclared, undefined. "My father was a priest
once," I told her. "And remember, my mother was from here. I'd be
honored to take part in a ritual."

She smiled then and I could tell she was
thinking I wasn't like the other Kylar she had known. I didn't
really want her thinking about that too much, though, comparing me
to the men who had held her enthralled before me, so I distracted
her with a kiss. Her response was polite, schooled, until I dug my
fingers into the hair at the back of her scalp and bent her
backwards. Her lips went soft and the flutter in her chest began
again. So soft, so vulnerable. I wanted to make her forget, then,
that any other man had ever given her pleasure or pain. My other
hand slid under the waistband of her pants, cupped her mound, and
then my fingers spread as I pushed deeper between her legs. My
longest finger sank into the wetness there--no doubt it had been
pooling ever since she had admitted her desire to me on the road.
Through her lips were locked in mine she let out a small
whimper.

The Kylar have colonized, annexed, or
conquered something like eighty five other worlds. You can see how
hard it is to resist the impulse. How could I hold back from such a
treasure as her softest places? I pressed her back into the rumpled
blankets on the bed, her legs falling open, eager for me. I
withdrew my finger and instead circled her engorged clit with it.
When I was sure I had found the right speed and angle, I stiffened
my finger against her and she threw her head back. I kept at her,
one hand still behind her head but with a loose grip, letting her
thrash in the palm of my hand, while the other had but one goal,
which was to make her come. As she came close I whispered into her
ear, "I want you to come. Be mine. Come for me, come on, let go,
give yourself to me." That seemed enough to push her over the edge,
as she clamped her legs around my hand and cried out.

When her orgasm subsided, I pushed her pants
down her body. She stripped off her shirt and spread herself for me
again, but I kept my own clothes on. I gave a small shake of my
head as I lay down next to her, hugging her naked body to mine. "I
am not finished making you come yet."

She seemed unsure what to say.

"That was only one of my ten fingers. The
other nine are waiting to see how you respond." And although I did
not have The Sight, I can say with certainty that she responded
very well to all of them, though I made her sore and made her beg
for a rest before all ten orgasms were done.

We slept the rest of the afternoon like
that, atop the blankets, me clothed and her curled naked against
me. The island was already being quite restorative to me, it
seemed. It was energizing to have a woman give her strength to me
that way, a woman who was not part of court politics or maneuvering
me for my father's favor. I felt relaxed enough to sleep with her
by my side and the empire seemed very far away.

 


Read the rest in
Edge Plays.


 


 


Alpha

Molly Maddox

 


The same genetic plague that had made the
eaters how they were was what made Seamus, and his parents and
grandparents before him, into medical monsters normal humans called
the wolfpeople. Innumerable other types of monsters existed--some
strangely close to the traditional monsters of human fable and
nightmare--but it was the wolfpeople who survived when the mindless
hordes of the eaters, and their slightly more sentient
parent-minds, devoured city after city. It had been five years
since the government formally toppled; now existence was a
continuing parry of life and death, and you took your safety where
you found it.

Mine was in Brooklyn, with my group, but
that night--the shouts--the wordless screams of the running
eaters--it was all so vague--

It all came back when I realized my arms
were handcuffed behind me. Gramercy. The Midtown eaters were
starving, choking at their bits. They had tried to take the Garment
District as a slavering, stumbling, desperate army. My team, the
3rd Scooter Calvary, had laid a daisy chain up and down 1st Avenue.
A few of us stayed back to cover the retreating scooters, who were
taking the injured and the evacuated with them as they went out. A
flash--

Shrapnel? I wiggled all my extremities,
making sure all my important bits were still attached. I felt
bandages here and there. Nothing stung, nothing ached.

The others? They had to be dead. Skinny and
Addle and Guido, all those civilians...

Seamus' people had obviously brought me in.
They were my group's grudging allies, but they didn't trust regular
humans. That would explain the handcuffs, and what appeared to be
the subbasement of their Clinton Street stronghold around me.

Still crouching, Seamus checked my pulse. He
was warm, and so close... I'd known him five years, had seen him
injured and scowling and laughing and drunk and had watched his
mates come and go. He was alone, now, mate-less, without an alpha
female willing to put up with his devotion to the fight.

He'd once told me, over stolen, warm PBRs,
that I was one of the only people he trusted. I was shocked. I was
a soldier and ambassador from the DUMBO Mods. I was a typical. He
wasn't supposed to trust me. He wasn't even supposed to like
me.

He smelled my neck again, sighed, and my
eyes fluttered open. Wolfpeople were affectionate only with each
other, but now and again in the past few months he'd stolen a hug
or a caress from me, even in front of his people, and he didn't
seem the least bit ashamed to be caught now. "You okay, baby?"

"Fine," I didn't move. His heat was so close
it ached me. "The others--"

"They're fine."

"Are you sure?" My throat felt full of
ash.

"A few burns here and there. But you were
the closest to the mines, honey. Ya' just bled a lot. They thought
it best to bring you here, it's closer."

"And the eaters?"

"Got pushed back to Murray Hill. The West
Side MPs came finally, moved out the civilians. Your commander put
about six Mod units up on 26th, and they got some punks comin' in
from Brooklyn Heights. One 'a our alphas, Arpeggio from Houston
Street, you met him, he's rustling artillery from the line down on
Center. We'll try to work 'em outta there."

"Why aren't you with him?"

"Dev and Kay went. They wanted to."

"I--Thanks."

He stroked my arm. "Stay here as long as you
want. Recover. We'll see to ya'." He turned, reached for something.
"Have some water, baby."

As I sipped from a plastic bottle, I
realized I wasn't wearing any pants, only panties, a fatigue
jacket, and an undershirt. My legs were tightly bandaged, but they
didn't hurt. I remembered shaving yesterday. Sweat started at my
crotch and slicked my thighs.

He took the bottle away and resumed his
close-but-not-too-close position at my side. I turned to look at
him. He had a weird expression on his face. His thick brows were
knit, his jaw set, but there was a gleam on his blue eyes. I'd
never seen him look so... concerned?

"Are you okay?" I asked.

"I was worried," he muttered, tossing his
head. "You shouldn't a been so close to those mines."

"I was doing my job," I said, stung. "Sorry
I can't stay in the kitchen like some girls--"

"You know what I mean: you're a fuckin'
ambassador, Janey. You don't have to rush the line like some
limp-dick private--"

"We're already short on soldiers, and those
limp-dick privates were trying to keep your pups and bitches
safe--"

He put a hand on my waist. "I'm thinking
about keepin' you safe, too, honey."

There was a moment where nothing
happened.

Then he put his arms around me from the
back, pulled me to him, and held me like that. So warm, and tight.
I felt him breathe against me, felt his chest shudder against my
back. He nuzzled me and then, startling and strange and yet so
right, he lightly bit my nape and licked my neck and ear.

"Sea..." I murmured.

He nipped me again. "This is okay?"

I nodded, slowly, stunned.

He traced my arms with his blunt claws, his
calluses catching my skin. "And this?"

I felt lightheaded in a way that had nothing
to do with the injuries. "Yes."

He trailed his hands from my belly to my
hips, my ass, then he reached between my legs and rubbed the crotch
of my sopping panties. Rubbing turned to fingering, and a sweet,
deep pang spread out from my clit and turned my pussy to butter.
"And this is okay," he whispered, "right?"

He had no idea how okay it was. He was the
basis of all my major masturbation fantasies: him naked, him in
nothing but tattered jeans, him working his family's ranch, dappled
with sweat, him fucking me in an alley. Thoughts of him alone could
make me hot. I rolled toward him and spread my legs.

He let out a low groan and slid his fingers
into my panties. His fingertips spread my vulva, his thumb flicked
my clit, then laid against it flat. I gasped. Slowly, he rubbed his
thumb right to left, and feelers of pleasure tickled my toes and
nipples.

"You can't--" he muttered, his voice husky,
"You can't know how much I wanted this... all this time,
Janey..."

I shut my eyes. This had to be a dream. His
mates and lovers were she-wolf babes, amazons, and modelesque
warriors. I was a short freckled nearsighted typical with too many
piercings and a penchant for ugly boots.

My wrists hurt where they were handcuffed
behind me. He turned me over to undo them.

"No," I said. "Keep 'em."

 


Read the rest in
Alpha.


 


 


Navigator

Kathleen Tudor

from Like
That Spark

 


She wasn't kept waiting at the shuttle long. She'd
only just finished a list of pre-flight checks, thoroughly
irritating the tech who'd done them already, when Cassin was
practically carried into the craft and strapped in. She sighed as
the two of them lifted off. Pilots were not supposed to train
Navigators.

They traveled near light speed for several hours.
Out of habit, Kirsa had set their course roughly for Reda, her
former homeport. They would be able to travel for at least a month
at current speeds without needing additional fuel or supplies. Most
shuttles were designed for very long hauls, since Traveling pairs
were not especially commonplace. Finally, the girl started to stir
again, practically squirming in discomfort at trying to ignore the
call.

"Cassin, listen to me." The girl
whimpered. "I know it's hard, but you need to listen. We're among
the stars now. Can you feel it?" The girl's whimpering was rising
into panic. Kirsa had spent the entire journey trying to decide
what to say--how to describe something that she's only experienced
from outside. "You need to embrace the stars. Embrace the ship.
Throw us into the void where they sing. You can do it, it's safe."
It might be safe. Or the two of them might just be flung into
nothingness and lost forever. Kirsa almost, almost hoped for the latter. Death
might be preferable to being bonded to the wrong Navigator. Pain
flooded her as she thought of Taul.

In the seat beside her, Cassin
panted and gasped, her terror and pain radiating. Kirsa ground her
teeth and let down the barriers around her mind, grunting as the
panic assaulted her and she processed it, doing her best to set it
aside from her true feelings. Jump,
Navigator, she commanded, and with a final,
terrified moan, Cassin embraced the stars. Fortunately, she
remembered to hold fast to the ship as well.

In the pilot's seat, everything
went black and reality seemed to drop away. She couldn't move,
couldn't speak, she could only feel. And think. She closed her
eyes, or at least approximated the sensation, and allowed herself
to merge with Cassin. As their minds started to slip together,
Kirsa found herself in Ether. The space was haunting and
terrifying. It had been so long.... She heard Cassin's
voice, Am I dead? Oh, Lady, I lost
control!

You're not dead. You're in Ether.
You are my Navigator, and I am your Pilot. A fierce protectiveness overcame Kirsa, the same that she had
felt for Taul, though he had laughed at it, being much the stronger
physically. She could sense the girl's fright still. They would be
lost if her Navigator could not be taught to return them to normal
space. No one had returned after more than six hours in
Ether.

I don't know you. Who are you?
Where am I? Cassin was a nebulous cloud of
thought, churning in her fear. She had been kept drugged and nearly
entirely unaware since she had begun to show signs of the
skill.

This would be easier for you if
you had a form. Focus on your body. Make yourself real. As Pilot, Kirsa was
not in control, and could not change things in this alien place.
She could only direct her Navigator, who was slowly taking shape
before her. Finally the mists coalesced into the form of a naked
woman. As her own fear, tightly held, began to abate, Kirsa found
herself opening even further to this frightened young woman and her
feelings.

Cassin was afraid, certainly, and very confused, but
slowly the fear was being washed away by the arousal that such a
heightened state naturally brought. Kirsa had braced herself for
the wave of desire, which was natural among Navigators while they
were in Ether, but it wasn't enough. The desire that burned through
the Navigator from the stars slammed into Kirsa, engulfing her and
filling her until she was sure that she would drown in a sea of
pure lust. It felt like hours before she could think clearly again,
though Kirsa knew it had only been minutes.

This was not normal.

Cassin lay sprawled against a backdrop of stars,
practically writhing with the mindless lust that had overtaken even
her fear. The older woman took a mental gulp as she watched with
her mind's eye. She could no longer think of the woman before her
as a mere girl. This Cassin was the truth--no drugged slip of a
girl, the woman before her was well proportioned with full breasts
and a spread of dark hair beneath her taut stomach. Kirsa had never
heard of such overwhelming desire when Traveling. Of course, she
had never heard of a Navigator surviving so long after maturation
without bonding a Pilot, either. If there was a 'next jump' it
would be tamer.

Come on, now, you have to
focus, she told the young woman. Cassin's
answering moan was of a different sort than she had made in the
cockpit. This was sheer desire. The young woman was mad with it,
almost lost in it. Kirsa allowed herself just a moment of panic.
What the hell was she supposed to do with a Navigator incapable of
even listening to her?

The woman before her seemed to provide the answer in
the movements of her body. Would she listen for the promise of
fulfillment?

She dove into the younger woman's
mind, deeper than she had ever gone before, and touched her
thoughts to Cassin's mind. To Cassin, the sensation would be that
of a hand running down her arm. Cassin,
you have to listen to me. Can you feel my hand?

"Yes, I feel it. I don't understand... oh Lady!"
Cassin was weeping, confused and torn.

I'm reaching out to your mind. Do
you like this? Kirsa stroked up one of
Cassin's arms and down the other, her ghostly fingers trailing
goose bumps.

"Yes." Cassin panted and stretched her arms up over
her head, inviting.

I need you to listen to me,
Kirsa told her. She ran her phantom hands from
Cassin's wrists all the way down her sides, nails scraping. With a
little focus, she made the young woman feel a stir of breath at her
ear as she whispered into her mind. Can
you listen to me?

"I'll do whatever you want. Please, don't stop."

 


Read the rest in Like That Spark.


 


 


Transplant

Ellen Tevault

From Up for
Grabs

 


Katrina sighed as the man kissed her shoulder. He
pressed his finger against her hole, urging it open. Once he
penetrated her with three fingers, he slid his cock into her. She
gasped as he filled her up. He grunted when he entered her to the
hilt. She backed up to him as he withdrew, but he pounded back into
her before he exited completely. Katrina grunted with the thrust.
His breath hissed out as he pumped. When he came, he kissed her
ear. "Oh, baby, you're going to make a beautiful woman someday."
Even though he continued to kiss her, Katrina's mind closed down as
the word 'someday' haunted her thoughts. After that night, she
swore to never open herself up to a man again until after she had
surgery.

 


* * * *

 


"We have found a transplant match for you."

Katrina's hand shook as she stared at the letter. "A
match? They found me a match?" Her voice wavered. "I can't believe
it. Finally, they found one." She smiled and shuffled through the
papers in the envelope. Finding no picture of her match, she sighed
and reread the letter.

Thinking she should tell her mother, she slipped
into the few pieces of male clothing she still owned--brown
trousers and a tailored shirt. She sighed as she looked into the
mirror at the stranger looking back at her. She choked back tears
as she scrubbed the last residue of make up from her chocolate
brown face.

"Time to go, Lance," she said to her male
reflection.

A couple hours later, she descended the stairs from
the bus onto the streets in front of the wall, which split New
Republic from Right Republic. She stared at the huge brick wall and
remembered learning as a young boy about the history of the United
States split into the two republics by civil war.

"See class," the teacher had said, pointing to the
New Republic section of the map. "The Conservatives wanted to save
us from them."

"Who's them, sir?" Lance had asked, flailing his
arms as he spoke.

"Don't gesture like that. That's queer. You'll turn
into one of them."

Katrina smiled at the wall decorated with rainbows,
smiley faces, and other symbols of happiness as she thought about
that incident, which had been her first insight into the fact that
she was one of "them." As a teenage boy, she had snuck into the New
Republic and met women like her. As soon as she was of age, she
moved despite her mother's wishes.

"Don't you dare move over there. You'll become like
them. A freak," her mother had shrieked, pacing the living room
floor.

"But, mama. I don't belong here."

"Lance, you don't know what they will do to a
handsome, young boy like you." She glanced to her son with tears
streaming down her face and sat on the couch next to him. "I've
tried to do right by you." She slapped his legs. "Don't cross your
legs like a girl. Jesus, Act like a man. What is your problem?" She
sobbed into her apron. "I've tried so hard."

Interrupting Katrina's memory of the last time she
saw her mother, a Right Republic officer yelled from the passageway
to the other side, "Hey, Are you sight seeing? Or what?" She stared
at the entryway as her insides fluttered. She jumped when the bus
pulled away from the drop off point with a loud hiss. She closed
her eyes and returned to the memory.

"I want a female body, mama. I always have." Katrina
hated the fact that her voice had a begging quality to it as she
explained herself to her mother. "I've never been comfortable as a
male."

"I should've locked you away when I first caught you
wearing my dresses." She shook her head. "I can't believe it. I'd
hoped you'd change your ways. This is nonsense, Lance.
Nonsense."

"It's Katrina, mama."

"I'll never call you that. I only have one
daughter." She stood and paced the living room. "I guess, now, I
only have one son, too."

"Mama, please." Katrina stood and walked toward her
mother.

"Freak," her mother shrieked.

Katrina ran away. Sobbing, she glanced over her
shoulder, anticipating a police car to follow her. At the brick
wall, she wiped her tears away on her sleeve before she searched
for the opening where she'd snuck through before. She pressed
against the cool wall. She bit her lip harder and harder as she
touched the secure bricks. She swallowed the panic threatening to
close her throat. She glanced around expecting to see prison bars
surrounding her. She felt trapped. Hoping she was wrong about the
spot, she stepped back and studied it for signs of repair.

"Young man?" An officer patrolling the wall shone a
flashlight in her face. "Looking for something?"

Katrina jumped at the man's voice. She thought her
mother had let her get away, but she had called the police after
all. Her body shook as she struggled to think of a response. She
stuttered an incoherent response as she turned toward the
officer.

"Wanting to go somewhere?" The guard stood with his
fingers looped through his belt of his brown uniform pants required
of all Right Republic males. His smile told Katrina he knew.

She didn't respond and forced herself to appear
natural.

The guard stepped closer to her until he breathed in
her face. "Young man?" He stared into her eyes and waited for a
response. When Katrina felt his hard cock press against her
stomach, she nodded and noticed that his smile changed to a sneer.
"Maybe we can help each other." He gazed down her body clad in the
tight brown pants and long sleeved shirt, her government-issued
male costume. "Understand?"

Instead of waiting for an answer, he pressed on her
shoulders until she slid onto her knees before him. With trembling
fingers, she undid his pants.

When his cock sprung through the open zipper, she
licked her lips. She couldn't believe her response to the
situation. Instead of fear, she found herself aroused. She
regretted that it was so obvious pressing against the zipper of her
tight pants. She wished it was more mysterious like other women. To
prevent him from seeing it, Katrina wrapped her hand around his
cock and guided it into her mouth. She gagged as the thick cock hit
the back of her throat.

"That's it." The guard grabbed the back of her head
and moved himself in and out of her mouth. He sighed as he pumped
in a steady rhythm.

Katrina tried to take in a breath through her nose
when he pulled out, but her mind swam from the lack of oxygen. Her
eyes watered.

The officer grunted as his cock released down her
throat. She swallowed the salty cream and gasped for breath, while
he tucked it away and zipped up his pants. In silence, he walked
her to another secret passageway to the New Republic. As she
crawled through, she wondered if she'd ever be able to return
again. On the other side, she felt bittersweet.

Returning to the present, Katrina realized
she had been right on that last trip through that it was her last.
She couldn't go back again. The New Republic was her home. She
wished her mother would've accepted her, but she doubted that now
would be any different. She raced to the bus stop to return home.
Lance's clothes imprisoned her and she needed to escape before they
strangled her.

 


Read the rest in
Up for Grabs.


 


 


Skin Deep

Shanna Germain

from Like a Thorn

 


They say I am the Beauty. Capital, like
that. Beauty. In a softly brushed script that makes you feel safe,
that gives you images of beauty beyond your imagining. Sometimes
with flourishes and fleur-de-lis and a bird tucked into the bower
of the B, as though all of those things will make it true. They
even named me Belle. Which, in some ancient country, stands for
beauty. All those Bs, the way they roll off the tongue. B. Buh.
Buh. A stupid sound, for a stupid, pretty girl.

But B can stand for so many other things,
can it not? Beast. Bad. Bare. Bones. Bitch. Blood.

I am all of those things inside. Aren't we
all?

 


* * * *

 


My father brought me a rose from the
creature's castle. He picked the most gorgeous one he could find,
I'm sure--my father is a kind, big-hearted man, if he is a bit
blind. The flower was red as blood, and big around as my fist, each
petal wide and curled as a tongue. I thanked him kindly--I am
nothing if not a dutiful daughter--and then I took the flower to my
room and stripped every petal from it, every silky slip of flesh,
and threw them out the window.

Let my sisters have the dresses, the rings.
The silk and pearls. Let them have their twittering laughter like
fragile birds, as they twirl in the light.

I wanted for other things. The broken
mirror. The poisoned comb. The cursed spindle.

They say I went willingly, and that part is
true. It wasn't for the rose, or even for the beast though--after
all, I hadn't met him yet. Would I have gone if I'd known what
awaited me? Oh yes. Oh yes.

But I went for the stem, the thorns. Strong
as a lash, sharp as claws. I bent the long stem of it over and over
in my hands, closed my palms on their curved points until they
pierced my flesh.

Oh, yes, I went willingly. Wantingly.
Wantonly. A thorn in each hand.

 


* * * *

 


They say he is the beast. His b is big, but
lowercase, as though it deserves no more. Carved from hard wood and
boasting of sharp, rough edges. Here, the sound of b is ominous.
Towering backwards d, like dirty, dangerous, despicable.

I hear him coming. Does he mean to eat me
up?

 


* * * *

 


I want for nothing here, in this hidden
castle of his.

He knows my pleasures as well as I know them
myself. Better perhaps. An outfit that I didn't know I wanted until
it appeared. A bird that sings me awake each morning at the window.
Gardens of thorns without a single flower. Chests of
delights--boots made of the finest doe leather that curve around my
calves, long strips of crimson and gold scarves, rings jeweled in
stones and sharp-edged mouths--just mine for the picking
through.

 


* * * *

 


My heart hammers to see him. Such a huge
creature he is. Such big hands. Long claws, those fine points at
the end. I wonder at his teeth, the tapered sheen of their curves.
At the wide pink tongue that rests within the cage of his menacing
mouth. His eyes golden-brown as ripe pears, soft and tender in
contrast to that sharp mouth.

And then he kneels before me, his forehead
nearly brushing my covered breasts. His head bowed so that I can
see the back of his neck, the tendons and muscles that strain his
shoulders and upper back. I want to drag my palms over the jumping
swathes of skin, pull at his hair. But I stay standing, only his
breath touching me, the low snarls of want that heat the space
between my thighs.

But such good manners, that soft, fine
voice.

"Good morning, Belle." "Are you well,
Belle?" "Will you marry me, Belle?"

"Good morning, beast." "I am, beast."
"Never, beast."

He will ask again tomorrow. He always does.
He must.

Glutton for punishment, he is. Such a
terrible, terrible glutton.

 


* * * *

 


They say I dream of a Prince. This, too, has
a seed of truth. He is tall and handsome, with hands as soft as
lily petals and lips as red as apples. He comes to me in my dreams,
and he promises me many things. "Oh, Beauty!" he says. "You're the
only one who can save me!"

But it isn't true. It's the curse speaking,
the witch's voice behind those pretty, pretty lips.

I know I could save him. Return the beast to
his pretty, pretty Prince. But I won't. I won't.

 


* * * *

 


There are many rooms here. There are rooms
hung with pictures and rooms spilled with books. Rooms stuffed with
music and rooms strung with jewels.

The time room is filled with clocks. They
chime my name twelve times. They don't say Beauty. They say Belle.
Belle. Belle. Their faces are the pretty face of the prince from my
dreams. I stop keeping track of time.

The aviary is flighted with birds. They
chirp my name a hundred times and pull at my sleeves, at the
ribbons 'round my wrists. Remember the prince, they sing. I cover
my ears.

The room lined with mirrors reflects my face
twelve times. They don't say Beauty either. They say nothing.
Nothing times twelve. I like this room best of all.

 


* * * *

 


To get to the mirror room, I walk many
flights of stairs. My black boots carry me up the stairs lightly.
My ruby dress, tight in the bodice, loose over the curves of my
hips and ass, trails behind me with a small swish-swish. I carry a
wax candle in a diamond and ruby candlestick holder, the flame
flickering along the walls.

The beast is already there. Waiting. He
wears no clothes. Not now. He is reflected a hundred times in
mirror after mirror after mirror. The wide shoulders and lean hips,
as he clasps his hands behind his back, opens the expanse of his
chest to the mirrors' hundred unwavering eyes. His head is bowed,
chin nearly touching his chest, the golden eyes closed tight.

I know he hears me--my steps in these boots
are light, but his ears are terribly good. And yet he makes no
movement, gives no outward sign. Only the quick catch of his breath
and a tiny glitter of moisture from the end of him. Shiny and
tear-shaped as the finest diamond.

His cock--such a glorious thing--rises from
his muscled hips, aiming skyward, quivering like a hunter's arrow,
notched and ready. I want to drop to my knees before him, grasp the
thick base so that the veins stand up higher against the skin,
tighten until the drop of liquid expands into a slow stream. I'm
tempted. So tempted that my hand reaches out, nearly brushing his
skin before I can stop myself.

In response, his cock arcs and twitches. He
knows where my hand is, where my desire is, without even opening
his eyes.

Instead, I pace around him,
touching here and there, drawing a nail along the curve of his ass,
flicking lightly at the inside of his thigh. I press the candle
flame close to his face, as though I am exploring every eyelash,
every fine hair. The flame taunts him, I
know; its almost-there heat, the smell of dripping wax.

"Such a good beast," I purr as I circle, but
the sound is not soft and rolling. It is sharp-edged, shiny as a
blade. "So hard for me."

His breath catches, stops, then releases in
a growled, choked breath. His cock weeps with every gasp and I
finally allow myself to touch it. I circle the hole at the very
tip, to draw his glittering liquid away from his skin and bring it
to his lips. "Open," I say.

He does, he opens his lips and he lets me
draw his own moisture along the flat of his tongue with one
fingertip, but he doesn't like it.

There are many things he likes. And just as
many things he doesn't. And, yet, he will do them all for me. If I
so much as ask it. If I so much as think it. If I so much as think
about thinking it.

 


Read the rest in
Like a Thorn.


 


 



Faewolf

D.M. Atkins and Chris Taylor

 


"Do you know anything about wolves?" he
asked suddenly.

Kiya's eyebrows furrowed and he leaned back
a little to look up at him. "Um, a little, why?" he asked,
wondering now if Brian had seen him with the wolf in the woods.

"It's one of the areas I study," Brian said,
gesturing to the drawings of wolves on the wall. They also happened
to be his family members, but he didn't explain that. "Wolf packs
work together to protect their members from outsiders. The strong
protect the weak. It's their way."

Kiya thought that would probably explain why
his wolf had acted the way he did when Ted had been bothering him
that one time in the forest. "I understand that," he said with a
small nod. "But what does that have to do with anything?"

"It has to do with understanding that the
weak are just as important to the pack as the strong. It's the pack
as a whole that matters. Stronger wolves hunt and defend the area,
but weaker wolves tend the young, provide comfort, warn of danger
and help the pack survive. A lone wolf, no matter how strong, is
never as good as a pack." Brian felt sad when he said that out
loud. He was a lone wolf now.

"Are you saying I shouldn't be alone?" Kiya
asked quietly, still unsure of where this was all coming from.

"I am saying that being physically weaker
than another man doesn't make you less important. Ted should not be
allowed to hurt you," Brian insisted.

"Oh." Kiya understood it now, and that made
him smile a little, because he hadn't thought of it that way. "I
get it."

"Good," Brian smiled. He still held both of
Kiya's hands and he gently brought them together, checking the
wrists again. They were red and would probably be sore for a day or
so, but the swelling had gone down. He looked up again. "Humans and
wolves are alike in some ways. They both live in groups because it
is better for all of them if they take care of each other. Do you
know what happens to a lone wolf?"

"No, what happens?" Kiya asked, He still
wanted Brian, more now than ever, and he was really enjoying being
touched by him. Kiya was leaning over with his hands in Brian's but
he wanted more, wanted to wrap himself up in Brian.

Brian looked into Kiya's beautiful green
eyes, his own expression a little sad. "It is said that they go mad
from loneliness and die. The strong need the weak as much as the
other way around."

"That's so sad," Kiya whispered, looking
down as he thought about the wolf in the woods. He hoped that would
never happen to him.

The desire to touch Kiya was powerful and
Brian had to take another deep breath not to reach for him, to hold
him close. And every deep breath flooded his senses with the young
man's scent, stirring the wolf inside. His fingers in Kiya's
squeezed gently.

Kiya was quiet again, watching Brian's face.
He thought Brian was holding something back, but what it was, he
didn't know. On a sudden impulse he leaned in closer and kissed
Brian's lips softly, finally giving in to the urge he felt.

The shock of pleasure as Kiya's lips touched
his was so intense that Brian didn't even think to resist. He gave
a little growl in his throat and pressed back, tilting his head to
encourage the kiss.

Kiya was surprised and delighted, because he
had feared that he might be pushed away again, like before. Being
kissed back was hugely preferable. He didn't think he could take
being rejected again, but had risked it because he hadn't been able
to think of any other way to express his gratitude to Brian for his
unexpected support and concern.

Brian's lips parted, tongue hungrily moving
to lick at Kiya's lips. The taste and smell of Kiya was powerful,
Brian's body reacting more intensely than he could ever remember
feeling before. Without conscious decision, he released one of
Kiya's hands and wrapped his arm around his waist, pulling him
closer.

Kiya slid out of the chair when he was
pulled, his free arm moving to wrap around Brian's neck. His lips
parted to touch Brian's tongue with his own, and he gasped
softly.

The power Kiya had over him felt as strong
as shifting, and any doubts Brian had about resisting him were
gone. He pulled Kiya the rest of the way into his lap, their
tongues twisting together.

Kiya was startled when he was pulled into
Brian's lap, but he didn't pull away, his hand moving up and into
Brian's hair to grip it gently, trying to keep up with the rapidly
building intensity of the kiss.

Brian lost himself in the sensations--the
slide of his lips against Kiya's, his tongue exploring his mouth,
that hand gripping his hair and Kiya's bottom wriggling in his lap.
Brian's heart was pounding and his skin grew hot as he growled
again, nipping at Kiya's chin.

Kiya heard the growl, and for some reason it
excited him, his hand tightening in Brian's hair as he kissed him
again, harder.

Brian felt like he could crawl inside the
other man, arm pulling him as close and tight as possible. He
continued to devour Kiya's mouth, his jeans becoming tight with his
arousal.

Kiya could feel Brian's excitement press
against him, and as much as he wanted more with him, he hesitated.
"Brian," he murmured in-between the kisses. "Wait."

It took a minute for the word to register
and, when it did, Brian had to force himself to stop, closing his
eyes and taking deep breaths.

"Want you, but..." Kiya kissed the corner of
Brian's lips, sighing softly. "I want to wait."

Brian's body was thrumming so powerfully
that he had to concentrate to make sense of the spoken language. He
tried to remember who he was and what he was doing--and flushed
remembering that he shouldn't be doing any of this at all. Kiya was
his student. He let his head fall back. "I shouldn't."

"Forget who we are," Kiya told him, reaching
to run his fingers over Brian's cheek. "Just do what you think is
right."

Brian opened his eyes. That may have been a
mistake, because looking at Kiya only made him want him more.
"Right?" he whispered. It was like there were two rights. The rules
he had been told to follow that said he couldn't have Kiya because
he was his subordinate in the university hierarchy. And the right
of the pack that told him the exact opposite--that the dominant had
the right to a willing subordinate. Yet, that was the same pack
that would never understand him using a pure, frail human for
anything but the most immediate pleasure. It was maddening, and as
Brian's mind raced through irreconcilable loops, his body felt on
fire with the need for Kiya.

Kiya rested his head against Brian's
shoulder, sighing softly and closing his eyes. "I just feel so good
here in your arms," he murmured after a moment.

"Yes," Brian admitted, one hand still
clutching Kiya's and the other petting his back soothingly as he
tried to rein in the intensity of what he felt.

"Can I stay here with you for a while?" Kiya
asked quietly, reaching to play with the hem of Brian's shirt.

Brian groaned. The touch to his belly and so
close to his groin did not help him think. "Why would you want
that?" he asked, voice so low it was almost a whisper.

"Why wouldn't I?" Kiya asked quietly,
looking up at him. "I feel safer here than I've felt in a long
time."

Brian wanted to bring Kiya to his bed, to
lay him back and take him, repeatedly. The images that swirled in
his mind made it difficult to know what to say. He imagined lying
with Kiya in his arms, holding him, petting him. He closed his eyes
and took another deep breath. "Are you afraid Ted will hurt you if
you return there?"

"A little," Kiya admitted, looking down
again. "He knows where I live. He knows what I do every day. The
only thing he doesn't know is my current class schedule."

Brian knew he couldn't let Kiya stay with
him. He could barely control himself sitting there fully clothed.
There was no way he could resist him if he spent more time there.
And then there was the bigger problem. Brian was a wolf, not a man.
He couldn't stay in human form that long. "I can make sure he
doesn't hurt you again," Brian said. He glanced around the room.
"You do realize this is all there is. I don't even have a bathroom
here."

"I don't need a bathroom," Kiya told him
honestly.

"You hardly know me," Brian tried arguing.
It was true in more ways than he could explain. He wished he could
share everything with Kiya, especially after Kiya showed himself
willing to accept and trust the wolf. But pack laws forbade him
from telling a human anything about the Faewolves.

"If you really don't want me to stay, I
won't," Kiya murmured, sighing and resting his head on Brian's
shoulder again.

Brian released Kiya's hand and moved his own
to Kiya's jaw, sliding his fingers along the smooth skin there and
having to suppress another growl at just how good that felt.
"Wanting you is my problem," he admitted.

"Why? Besides the fact that I'm your
student?" Kiya asked, tilting his head back up again.

"Which isn't fair to you and can get me
expelled," Brian pointed out. But his hand ignored his words,
fingers sliding along the back of Kiya's neck and skull, spreading
to feel the thick hair between them. Brian's cock twitched and his
body gave a little tremor. His body didn't care about rules.

"But you want to fuck me, don't you?" Kiya
asked suddenly, nuzzling the side of Brian's face. He needed to be
sure.

Brian's breath hitched and his eyes closed
again. Oh, how he wanted that. And he wanted a lot more. His
fingers gripped Kiya's hair and pulled him back, turning to look
into his eyes. "I could not be a one night stand," he said, voice
almost a growl.

Kiya didn't want that either, if he was
being honest with himself, but he was curious as to why Brian had
felt the need to say that. "Why not?" he asked, mindful of the hand
gripping his hair.

Brian had the urge to lick Kiya again.
Instead, he kissed him once more, lips barely caressing this time,
breath mingling and his body shuddering with pent up energy.

Kiya's eyes slid shut as soon as their lips
touched, a small sound of need escaping him as the kiss
deepened.

The second kiss was even better, Brian's
grip on the back of Kiya's head and hair providing him with the
ability to control the angle and moves. He gently, thoroughly,
plundered Kiya's sweet mouth, the warm body squirming in his lap
adding even more fuel to the fire of Brian's arousal.

Kiya gave in and let Brian control the kiss.
It felt so good to be wanted, to be touched by someone who seemed
to want to take care of him as well as enjoy him.

Brian felt Kiya relax into the kiss, which
released whatever caution he still had, his other hand on Kiya's
hip now. He pulled Kiya so that he was more firmly seated on
Brian's cock, rubbing those firm cheeks against the flesh that
strained at the denim of his jeans. Brian moaned into Kiya's
mouth.

Kiya took advantage of the new position to
press down harder as they kissed, moving his hips in a slow circle.
The growl was back, Brian sucking and nipping at Kiya's lips and
chin, his hips shifting to accommodate the weight of his body. Kiya
heard the chair creak under their weight, and for a moment he
thought it would break. It might be better just to go to the nest
of pillows on the futon, but he couldn't even pull back to say
that. He thought his lips would be swollen by the time Brian
released him, and that only excited him further.

Brian's hand slid from Kiya's hip to between
Kiya's legs, cupping the arousal he found there and rubbing the
fabric covered flesh with the heel of his hand. Brian's mouth was
working its way up the line of Kiya's jaw to the fragrant soft skin
of the boy's throat.

"Shit," Kiya whispered, his hips jerking at
the unexpected spike of pleasure. "Brian..."

"Kiya," Brian groaned against the skin of
his neck, licking the spot just below the hinge of the jaw.

"Bite, please?" Kiya asked quietly, tilting
his head back a little more.

The rush of heat that answered that plea was
enough to startle Brian. He didn't want to hurt Kiya. Humans seemed
so fragile to him. But he needed to feel that flesh between his
teeth. He opened his mouth against the skin below Kiya's ear,
tongue pressed to the pulse point as he gently bit down.

Kiya groaned loudly, his head falling back
more as the shock of desire went through his entire system.
"Harder," he whispered.

Brian's cock spasmed with the feel of flesh
between his teeth and he bit down. His tongue pressed against the
skin, lapping. At least his human teeth were blunt compared to his
wolf ones.

Kiya's hips were moving faster now, trying
to establish more friction than he was getting. Brian was biting
him hard, and it felt wonderful, but he still needed more, still
needed a sensation he couldn't express. "Brian," he whimpered
softly, gripping his shirt.

Brian could smell and taste Kiya's arousal
driving his own hard. It took effort to lift his teeth from Kiya's
neck and whisper. "Yes."

"Wanna come," Kiya whispered after a few
minutes, his fingers tightening in Brian's shirt.

Brian wanted this, wanted to feel Kiya's
pleasure and see it in his face, but he slid his hand off Kiya's
cock. "Not here," he whispered.

 


Read the rest in
Faewolf.


 


 


Wood

David Sklar

from Like a Sacred Desire

 


I take the indigo candle out of its dusty
box. I hold it in my hands and remember youth. I have not burned
this candle in many years. But the work of today is the body's
work, and it will not touch the heart unless it enters through the
loins.

I light the candle with a match and call to
the spirits entrapped within. The spirits issue from the flames,
and they twirl in the smoke around the candle's shaft. I hear them
whisper in the wind that moves through the room, and they blow
around my hair. I call them by their names, Essimen, Erhifan, and
others I will not mention.

They move around me in smoke, cool breezes
and warm. They swirl up and down along my kneeling form, unbraiding
my hair and opening the buttons of my skirt. They pass under my
tunic and beneath my skirt, and they inspect my shriveled form, old
withered breasts, and bones that push up against leathery skin.
They cannot like what they see, but I am committed to this
course.

A wisp of smoke dances up beside my head,
underneath my hair, which still holds the twist of the braid. His
whisper blows softly on the skin of my ear. "Why have you summoned
us?"

"I have a working to do, and I need your
help."

"Such workings are best left to the
young."

"I am the age I am."

"Are you not afraid that your bones might
break beneath the weight of a man?'

"I am resolute."

This breeze tingles down my neck and rejoins
his brothers, who continue their dance around my form. They whisper
to one another, but I cannot hear what they say. From a terrified
place in the back of my mind, I shut out the thoughts of what they
might do if they find me unworthy.

Airy fingers unravel the seams, and my tunic
slips from my shoulders. They unbutton my skirt and remove my
underclothes. A wisp of smoke whispers "Stand," into my ear. I rise
to my feet and stand naked in the room. The spirits of passion
twirl around me. I raise my arms straight out at my sides, and the
spirits flow underneath and around, inspecting every inch of my
brittle skin.

And even before they are finished I feel a
tingle in my loins, a memory of the longings I used to feel when I
was young. The tingle moves up my belly and down my thighs. I want
to move, but I hold it in. A soft vocalization exhales through my
mouth.

A wisp of smoke buzzes my ear and caresses
my neck.

"So you find me worthy?"

They say nothing yet.

"You find me worthy?"

"...ohhh... yes..."

"Then INTO ME!"

And they comply, twirling downward or upward
into the core of my womanhood, where I once bore a daughter, long
ago, wisps of smoke and spirit sliding between my nether lips, and
I blossom inside.

"Thank you for coming to rest in this old
crone. I promise you a ride you will not forget."

They do not answer, but I know they plan to
hold me to my word.

 


Read the rest in
Like a Sacred Desire.


 


 


Enslaved

Kierstin Cherry

from Like Crimson Droplets

 


The dark halls of Vár Csjethe echoed with
the midnight footfalls of the vampiress returned from battle. She
walked with haughty purpose, her mind a storm in the aftermath of
war, one pale hand still clenching tight the hilt of her
blood-blade, Knochensplitter. Her kindred's blood dripped from its
bone tip, leaving a trail as she entered into the deep of the
brooding castle.

The ancient leathers that protected her from
vampire claw and fang quietly creaked, her brocaded cape rippling
about her like a bat's wings in flight. Darksteel boots thudded
against polished onyx, echoing in the Halls of the Dead.

She walked the path of the slave, straight
to her Mistress's door. With every step, she cursed her father,
Vladimir Grigori, the Great Betrayer, who had turned against the
other Vampire Nobles. Upon the ancient Battledowns, in the final
crushing clash between vampire and human, he had forsaken his
undead heritage, and turned his mighty blood-blade against his own
kindred.

All for the love of a mortal woman.

Queen Gavriel of Vár Csjethe made him her
protector, the vanguard of her human army. And Vladimir found
victory for his beloved upon the fanged skulls of his own
people.

The anguished cries of their Utter Deaths
echoed deep, disturbing the sacred torpor of the Grigori ancestors.
From their slumber in the cavernous earth, they called down a
blight of blood, punishing Vladimir and all of his progeny.

A curse, shackling him to the humans he
protected, blood-binding him in slavery, to forever serve, yet
never to love his new Mistress and Queen. And with that one, fell
judgment, generations of Grigori were bound by his sins, enslaved
to the will of Vár Csjethe and its Throne of Thorns.

Hundreds of years had passed, but still, the
curse ran strong through her vampire blood. Even as the last of her
people, she could not break it. And even now, she was compelled to
return to her Mistress, to report her success in slaying her own
kind. Her hand tightened around Knochensplitter.

She walked a gauntlet of iron sconces. The
torchlight flickered as if sensing her dark mood, the guttering
flames throwing her shadow against the old stone walls. At the
vaulted archway that led to the Throne's chamber, the vampiress
stopped to genuflect. Her head bowed in hated reverence, and a few
black locks tumbled into her eyes. Her kinsmen's blood ran from the
brocade of her leathers onto the dark and polished floors.

In the moonlit chamber beyond, her Mistress
stirred. "Arise and enter, Vladjamir."

She gritted her fangs, hating the sound of
her full name, so like her father's, but to defy the Mistress was
to suffer an Utter Death of infernal agony, scorched to cinders
from within. Even now, Vladja could feel the power of the curse,
flashing through her like a fire. She found herself rising, her
body a vessel of servitude for the Mistress of the Throne of
Thorns.

Ahead, the chamber gleamed with moonlight,
shafts spearing from the arched windows, casting a miasma both cold
and phantasmal. She crossed the threshold. The light lent a stark
cast to her vampiric visage, revealing the dark blue of her eyes.
In the luminescence, her black leathers shone their wear, tattered
and torn, scuffed and scratched from the savage claws of her own
kind.

In a crux of moonbeams, her Mistress waited.
Vladja could not see her for the brilliance, but the fire in her
veins faded to ominous embers as she moved toward the will of the
Throne.

Like her father before her, the young
vampiress knelt before the Throne of Thorns and laid her sword at
her Mistress's feet. Unlike her father, she held no love for her
liege.

With her dark blue eyes cast down to the
floor, she could see the Throne's reflection in polished onyx--a
grand chair carved of bleached white vampire bone. A seat of fanged
skulls and a back knotted with tangled spines, cradled by sharpened
ribs and shattered clavicles.

How many of those vampires had found their
destruction at her father's hands, his blood-blade seeking their
hearts, draining them down into Utter Death?

Vladja found herself looking at her own
sword, Knochensplitter, its jagged edge still tainted with the
blood of her immortal kin. Her eyes fell upon the dozens of
skeletal hands clawing up over the arms of the Throne, clutching at
its legs as if for succor.

To forget, she looked to the roses.

Black as pitch entwining the throne of bone,
blossoms in full bloom, a few petals scattered on the seat. Gnarled
green vines twisted along the back and arms, rife with threatening
black barbs.

The needling spikes softened about the
sovereign, but crowned her blond head with a halo of dark
thorns.

Vladja caught herself looking. A flash of
white silks and pale flesh, and eyes black as deepest night. She
quickly bowed her head, for it was forbidden to look upon the
Mistress without permission.

"Tell me..." Long fingers drummed the
splintered arm of the throne. "How did my Grigori, scourge of all
vampires, fare this night?"

Compelled to answer, Vladja spoke only the
truth. "Upon blade and fang, they have all died the Utter Death."
She closed her eyes. "All but their Lord."

The Mistress's thin fingers tightened into a
fist. "So... the Vampire Lord escaped you."

The blood-bond constricted, forcing the
confession from Vladja's lips. "Yes."

Her Mistress's displeasure was plain as
black rose petals falling to the floor. "Look upon me,
Vladjamir."

The vampiress had no choice but to obey.

The Countess was stark and radiant upon the
Throne of Thorns, her skin pale as snow in the scattered moonlight,
white silks clinging to her lush body. Her blond hair shone like an
aura, and her dark eyes held an intensity, a power as real as any
vampire's, though the Countess herself was mortal.

Her demeanor was cold, her voice midwinter
frost. "You know the penalty for failure."

Vladja knew it well. "Seven lashes."

The Countess's eyes were veiled.
"Disrobe."

The curse tightened like an iron lariat,
forcing her. Without hesitation, Vladja unclipped her leather
cloak, letting it fall to the floor. Her hands fell to her bodice,
lingering over a heart that would beat strongly were she
mortal.

There, she found the will to resist.

Instantly, a flight of fiery knives lanced
her through as the curse exacted the price of defiance. Agony,
bright and incendiary, drove her to her knees, setting ablaze the
stolen blood of her vampire victims, burning it to smoldering ash
in her veins.

The Countess leaned back in the Throne, lips
parted, dark eyes dilating as she observed her servant's
suffering.

Forced into submission, Vladja knelt before
her. Anger rose like a tempest even as the inferno besieged her
body. Through limp black locks, she glared up.

Her Mistress's gaze appraised her writhing
form, exploring every inch of her leather-clad body. The vampiress
recalled the rumors whispered in the dark chambers of the castle,
tales of the Countess's appetites--a hunger for flesh matched only
by a vampire's hunger for blood.

Her hands shook with the effort of her
insolence. Even still, she could feel herself reaching back, numb
fingertips uncontrolled, fumbling on the clasps of her bodice. She
struggled to her feet--her Mistress had not ordered her to
kneel--and before the oppression of the curse forced her, she
submitted.

The first four clasps undone freed the swell
of her ample cleavage.

The Countess caught her lower lip between
her teeth, her breath quickening, excitement pulsing in her
chest.

Vladja could hear the heartbeat, a heady
pounding of fierce and human hunger. Her fangs ached with the
memory of murdering such fragile mortal fire.

Still, the command burned in her blood,
compelling her, bending her to the will of her Mistress.

She arched her back to reach the lower
clasps. Each one burst like a ruptured seam. Her full breasts
thrust forward, slipping over the top of the leather corset. A
glimpse of pale pink nipples, taut and erect.

A throaty breath escaped the Countess. Her
eyes glittered, savoring each fresh inch of naked skin as Vladja
exposed herself.

Undressing for her Mistress's amusement,
half-naked in the barren moonlight, sent a blush flashing across
Vladja's pale skin. Yet, she could not stop. Her Mistress's
dominion was absolute.

The final clasp came free. The black corset
loosened and fell to the floor between them.

She stood naked to the waist, the paleness
of her full breasts exposed, her tattered cloak pooled by her
boots. Dark blue eyes flashed as she dared to meet her Mistress's
gaze.

The Countess reclined on the Throne, her
delicate fingers caressing the hollow of her cleavage, flicking
across a nipple hardening under white silk. She met Vladja's eyes,
and shifted purposefully. Her gown slipped from her shoulder,
revealing the barest flash of her naked breast...

A visceral blade of lust tore a gash of raw
need in Vladja. Her body responded to the sight, strung by the
sudden tension of fiery stitches, wounded in surfacing desire.

Assailed, Vladja fought her traitorous
flesh, suddenly so frail and willing under her Mistress's rule.

And still, the order begged to be
obeyed.

Her hand clenched on her black breeches.

"Stop." The Countess rose from the
throne.

Tangled by relief and dismay, Vladja
strained against the command, her hips, her thighs, her calves
aching to be freed of their leather constraints. Captive to her
Mistress's will, she could do nothing but wait, her body captive to
her own craving.

The Countess approached. "Your father served
the Queen well." Dark eyes lingered on vampiric skin; and then her
fingertips raked lightly over Vladja's perfect breasts.

A frisson of bliss tore through her, sharp
and unbidden. Fists and fangs clenched, she thrust it aside and
forced fury to pierce the mounting heat within her. "My father was
a mortal's puppet. A mere plaything."

"And he learned to enjoy it." The Countess's
breath was warm, teasing the soft, vulnerable skin of Vladja's
bosom. "Just as you will." Her lips parted, and her tongue lashed
out.

 


Read the rest in
Like Crimson Droplets.


 


 


The Coming Age

Angela Caperton

from Like a Corset Undone

 


When Elizabeth Newkirk knocked on the front
door of the big house at the end of Prosperity Street, she told
herself the pain in her stomach was only hunger and not nerves at
all. She needed this job badly, but if she didn't get it, there
were always others. Even if the rest of the country reeled under
the churning storm of panic and recession in the summer of 1893,
Chicago bristled with opportunity and with a vision of the
impending Twentieth Century manifest in the imposing structures of
the Columbian Exposition, the grandest fair America had ever
seen.

She had only applied for, what? Twenty
positions at various firms, secretarial pools, sale positions, and
as "hostess"--a title she had come to understand might mean
"prostitute." If this job didn't work out, she could always go home
to Whistle Springs, though such a retreat would break her heart.
Her father waited there to herald her failure, eager to marry her
off to a railroad man.

At twenty-five, Elizabeth knew her
desirability, even for marriage, had reached a precipice, but she
also knew from the mirror and from the eyes of the men who had
interviewed her that she still turned heads. Well-shaped body,
thick blonde hair, eyes of vivid blue and a birthmark at exactly
the right spot to draw a gaze to the smooth, high perfection of her
cheek--she knew she still had a little time to play with. But she
knew it was more her wit than her beauty that would hold a man, and
in the case of the doctor on Prosperity Street, she also knew she
could do the job.

"Girl wanted," the ad had read. "To perform
office duties and assist in research vital to mankind. Call on Dr.
Lancelot Mason between the hours of ten and four, Monday through
Friday. Compensation guaranteed to satisfy."

The vagueness of the ad worried her some,
but she hoped it would discourage less ambitious girls. She drew a
deep breath and willed her stomach to calm. She was ready for
anything.

The house appeared much older than the ones
she had passed on her walk from the trolley, and it stood several
blocks away from the nearest cluster of frame buildings in the new
neighborhood of Englewood, grown up like spring grass in the shadow
of the White City. She had only visited the fair once, but she felt
its presence to the east, gleaming under the thin clouds that hung
wispily above Lake Michigan.

Her knock's echo had hardly faded when the
door opened. The man who welcomed her stood at least six feet tall,
broad of shoulder, strong of chin--"strapping" as her father would
say. He appraised her with eyes the color of the sky. "You
Elizabeth?" he asked.

She nodded and let him take her arm to lead
her over the threshold. "Are you Dr. Mason?"

"Nah. Finnian Segal. Call me Finnian. I'm
his jack-of-all-trades and sometime mechanic. Come along." He led
her down the hall and into a small room with a pair of desks, one
massive and the other minute. "Sit," he said, pointing to the
little desk.

She obeyed, keeping her knees together,
striving to project confidence and poise.

"The doc'll be in soon." He grinned. "I can
already tell he's going to like you. Your letter said you speak and
write French?"

"Oui," she said and added, "I type almost
seventy words a minute, and I can take shorthand."

Finnian's grin exposed a mischievous imp. "I
bet you can," he said. "Ever had a boyfriend?"

She fought to keep the color from her
cheeks. "Back home..." she started, just as the storm struck the
room.

Dr. Mason entered in a whirl of motion.
"Good God!" he said. "Finnian, I told you to take her to the
chamber first. We've no time. No time!" The doctor was not, as she
had assumed, a distinguished man. He looked no older than
Elizabeth. His ash blond hair stood mostly on end, and the
once-white collar of his shirt shone gray with oil or grease. His
grubby overalls would have disgraced a Whistle Springs farmer.

The two men swept her from the chair,
gripping her lightly but insistently by the elbows and half-carried
her between them down a narrow hallway and into another, larger
room. An egg-shaped pod stood in the room's center, one side of it
open and a tangle of wires emerging from its conical top to vanish
into the chamber's high ceiling.

Dr. Mason ushered her to the egg, pointing
to a platform that looked a bit like a drawing room settee, a
layered construction of rubber, fabric, and leather. "There!" he
commanded and half pushed her to sit within the contraption.

Elizabeth's heart pounded, yet not even for
a moment did she feel threatened by the men. Heavens knew she would
have been powerless in Finnian's hands, but Dr. Mason's air of
excitement captivated her and drew her to the very edge of
awareness, the vista of her future perhaps visible any moment.

The two men vanished, closing the room's
door, and left her alone with the sound of her own accelerated
breathing. She examined her surroundings, realizing with a little
thrill that the pod was lined with soft velvet and the layered
material of her seat returned a variety of pleasant sensations when
she ran her hand over the ragged edges.

In the distance, something began to hum.
Turning toward the sound, she noticed another door in the room,
this one half-glass, so that she had a view into an adjoining
chamber. Finnian stood in the other room, his features intent, and
Elizabeth stared, mesmerized, as the big, handsome man unbuttoned
his shirt.

He did not look toward her, but continued to
undress, and though propriety poked at her to look away, she
couldn't. The distant hum grew louder until it echoed within the
pod and perhaps even within her skin. Finnian, bare at least to the
waist now, flexed his impressive arms, his face as chiseled and
perfect as a Roman statue, his naked torso shining with a thin film
of oil or sweat.

Oh, to see the rest of him, Elizabeth mused,
wishing the ability to see through the opaque lower half of the
door.

Her legs began to tremble and her breath
quickened. Heat grew in her belly and settled lower, and then, to
her surprise, a bloom of indescribable pleasure opened in her most
private place. She bit her lip, but cried out. She wanted Finnian
to look at her, to touch her. The pod droned and she arched and
gasped as ecstasy pooled in her sex, then flowered again. She
moaned and clenched her legs together, thrilling at the tight pulse
of overwhelming pleasure. Abandoned in the moment, she sagged
within the pod, her eyes closed, drowned by the repeated crests of
sensations within her.

Panting, shaking as she descended from the
flight, she opened her eyes again. In her writhing, her hair had
come undone and fallen about her shoulders. Two buttons of her
blouse were torn away, and her legs were no longer primly together.
Dr. Mason peered into her intimate little chamber.

"The job is yours, Miss Newkirk," he said.
"Be here at eight tomorrow morning."

 


* * * *

 


Elizabeth watched the Arabian girl's hips
and the fast, dizzying gyrations of her round stomach. Finnian
stood beside Elizabeth, solid as a lamp post, and leaned forward to
whisper in her ear. "Place is full of erosflux. You feel it? Mostly
blue, but there's some red too."

The only woman in Little Egypt's crowd,
Elizabeth certainly felt something in the raucous men around
her--the possibility of danger, the heat of their lust. She had
learned so much in her first week working for Dr. Mason--about the
erotic flux, the universal energy force that surrounded men and
women. "The electrical essence of sex," he called it. She smiled.
The word didn't make her blush any more. She had already written
reams of letters for the doctor. Several of them, to his colleagues
in Paris, he had dictated in French. Some of the words were new to
her and Dr. Mason explained them to her patiently, without a hint
of impropriety.

The belly dancer finished with a flourish,
bowing low, her breasts nearly spilling from her silky halter. The
room exhaled and Elizabeth imagined that the erosflux must have
subsided.

Finnian rested his hand on her hip and a
pleasant shiver passed through her. "Come on," he said, leading her
from the Egyptian Theater, down the Streets of Cairo, past a small
cadre of sleepy camels, and out onto the furious rush of the Midway
Plaisance. In spite of the deepening shadow cast by the enormous
wheel that dominated the sky, the sun blushed red off in the
direction of Prosperity Street and turned Ferris's titanic
amusement device into a Catherine Wheel of fire. To the east, night
crept over the lake. A rising breeze blew fresh scent and scattered
the smells of popped corn, sizzling meat, and pressed humanity.

The White City burned with pale fire, the
shining lights of science painting the buildings golden in the
sunset, highlighted with the pale, bright shine of electricity.
Elizabeth and Finnian made their way west, the great wheel above
them beginning to turn, so close she felt its metal breath upon her
neck.

She took Finnian's arm and leaned into him,
deliberately pressing her breast against his forearm. He grinned at
her and winked. "Doc wanted you to see Little Egypt. He wants to
get her up to the house, but the cops have already warned him away
once. Doc says she'd likely break his machine."

She thought for a moment, picking exactly
the right question. "When will I get to see his machine?" she
asked.

"Pretty soon, I think," Finnian said.

She kissed Finnian's cheek, grateful for his
escort to the fair. She liked being with him. He was so very
different from any man she had known back in Whistle Springs,
direct and honest in his words and the way he looked at her. She
supposed, given the nature of Dr. Mason's work, directness about
such matters as romance and lovemaking was essential.

"The lights are beautiful," she said with a
wistful sigh as she looked back at the White City. With night's
cloak drawing tighter over the fair, electrical illumination
eclipsed the horizon, like masses of stars fallen to earth.

"Doc says the erosflux is even more powerful
than electricity," Finnian confided. "And it's all around us, in
every man and woman."

"And he seeks to tame it," she said. "Like
Mr. Tesla tamed the lightning?"

"Nothing tame about it, Miss Newkirk. Let's
go home. I reckon I can show you the machine, if you're sure you
want to see it."

"Oh, yes," she nodded, excited. She glanced
once more at the night burning behind the spinning wheel. "More
than anything in the world."

 


* * * *

 


Her father would never approve of her living
in the house on Prosperity Street, but Dr. Mason gave her no choice
if she wanted the job and, after that first day, she wanted it very
badly indeed. She had never felt so good in all her life, her
senses stimulated and her mind free. Dr. Mason gave her a room of
her own with a private bath. Nothing improper took place, though
the constant sense of flirtation and arousal that had begun when
she sat within the shining pod--the Receptor--kept her skin warm
and her blood racing.

Finnian's work now centered on a smaller
device that occupied a bench in the little workroom that adjoined
the Receptor room: the room where Elizabeth had seen him undress
while she sat within the pod. She understood now that his display
of nudity had been designed to help make her body ready to receive
the erosflux that had flowed around her, to quicken her desire and
lower her sense of caution. "It was a test, Ms. Newkirk, to see if
you could be an asset to my experiment. You don't scare or startle
easily, and your level of acceptance is admirable," Dr. Mason
explained. She smiled and found, to her surprise, that she held no
ill feeling toward him. In fact, she kept hoping for a repeat of
the experience.

No one spoke of the exact nature of
Finnian's current labors, though Elizabeth sensed the frustration
of both men. Whatever unknown goal they reached for, their failure
to achieve it made the air thick with tension. Sometimes she tried
to peek at Finnian's workbench, but she saw little of the object,
save that it seemed about the size of a human torso and had spindly
parts, like legs or bands. When Finnian left off working on the
project and covered it with a cloth, it reminded Elizabeth of a
gigantic spider.

Besides Dr. Mason and Finnian, a pretty maid
named Natalie lived in the house. Dark of hair and eye and with a
plump, curvy body, a natural beauty radiated from her--fresh and
clean, but touched with mystery. Natalie rarely spoke and, when she
did, her words were colored by an accent Elizabeth did not know.
Natalie cooked and cleaned and spent many hours alone with Dr.
Mason in the mysterious room at the end of the hall, down from the
office and the room where the Receptor sat.

The oddest thing about Natalie was the
garment she wore most often, a flowing white robe that covered her
from neck to ankle, modest enough, though from the bouncing motion
of Natalie's ample bosom beneath the robe, Elizabeth knew the maid
wore no corset beneath it and perhaps no other garment
whatsoever.

After Finnian and Elizabeth left the midway,
they caught the trolley west and walked the last mile to Prosperity
Street. By the time they arrived at the old house, no lights shone
within. Elizabeth heard every joist pop, every floorboard creak as
they slipped quietly in and made their way through the entryway and
into the wing where Dr. Mason's work unfolded.

"He'll show you soon, himself, so just
pretend you're surprised," Finnian said with a grin as he led her
down the hall. She peeked into the Receptor room, saw its shape in
the dimness, and shivered when she remembered the intense pleasure
she enjoyed within its tight dimensions.

Finnian opened the big door at the end of
the hall and ushered her in. The size of the room startled
Elizabeth. In this portion of the old house, the second floor and
the attic floor had been removed entirely and the walls and ceiling
shored up with timbers. The windows of a hollow cupola shone with
the light of the moon, casting blue glamour over the cavernous
chamber. In the fairy glow, Dr. Mason's machine loomed in the shape
of a gigantic human form, a metal god, its torso golden bristling
with coils of wire, shining glass bubbles, and little outcroppings
of gleaming metal.

Finnian lit a gaslight near the door,
exchanging pale moonlight for dusk and gold. The machine was indeed
in the shape of a giant, sculpted with considerable skill, mostly
of bronze. The giant had no face, only a gleaming surface of
silvery metal, and it stood thigh-deep in the floor. Below its
waist, the bronze opened into a little alcove or chamber.

"Behold the Erogine!" Finnian whispered
loudly as he took her by the hand.

A rising excitement obliterated any fear she
might have felt. Was the erosflux thicker and stronger around the
machine, Elizabeth mused? In the little chamber at the base of the
Erogine, a platform stood that looked much like a bed, constructed
of layers similar to those in the pod, leather, rubber, silk, and a
woven sheet of copper.

Finnian rested his hands on her hips and
Elizabeth saw his intention clearly in his gaze. Breathless, her
own desire quickened.

"You been with a man?" he asked her.

"Yes, no." she said. "There was a man back
in Whistle Springs. Robert. Sometimes we touched each other."

"Good enough," he said, unfastening the
buttons of her dress. "I'll be gentle."

Impatient, she attacked his vest with eager
fingers and Finnian chuckled, surprised and pleased. They kissed,
more urgently than Elizabeth had ever kissed Robert, or anyone for
that matter, and she thrilled at his tongue behind her lips,
teasing her palette. He cupped her breast and, even through the
stiffened fabric of her corset, the heat and pressure of his big
hand rippled pleasure through her body.

He lifted her and her dress fell away. He
laid her on the platform, one hand working on the stays of her
corset and the other under her petticoat, his fingers like hot
bands lacing her thigh. Tender as breath, his fingertips touched
the lips of her pussy. Shocks of sensation flooded her core and she
moistened as he stroked.

Finnian clearly had experience in such
maneuvers, for he unlaced her swiftly. As he pulled away her
petticoat, the rough back of his hand brushed against her mons,
sending another jolt through her. With a few deft motions Finnian
stripped her to the last garment. She lay naked before him, the
first time in her life she had ever been entirely naked to any
man.

Finnian lay beside her, his dark eyes wild
as a beast's, his breath ragged, but his hands infinitely tender,
worshipping her with firm strokes, hip and waist, circling her
breasts, not quite venturing to touch the nipples. She marveled at
his penis, somewhat longer and thicker than Robert's and yet much
the same. She found she knew exactly where to touch him to make the
head swell and the shaft grow veiny and hard.

Such magic, she thought, as Finnian moaned
from her touch.

Then he moved atop her, pinning her hands
with his, though she had not thought of trying to escape. His cock
rode above her stomach as he kissed her breast, assaulting the
nipple with his teeth. In a fluid motion he slipped into her.

She anticipated the pain, but the dull
tearing seemed barely an edge of sense as it lanced, the white hot
tip of a candle flame. Then all turned gold, the pleasure running
like molten metal into her legs and her belly. She raised her legs
to ease his entry, the most natural motion in the world, and she
felt the erosflux around her, a blue-white cloud that gathered in
the loins of the Erogine.



Finnian rode her in long, deep thrusts;
slow, sensitive this first time she had been mounted, almost
reverent. Elizabeth moved against him, her pussy anxious to hold
all of him deep inside her, aware of his pulse and the racing of
his heart like a motor.

The room glowed blue at the edges of her
vision and the Erogine began to pound in subtle rhythm, the brass
expanding and contracting, the flux almost raging, untamed, all
around them, within them, everywhere.

The ecstatic crest Elizabeth remembered from
inside the Receptor returned, as though the two moments in time
were one, and then she rocketed into other realms, Finnian's cock
inside her, the scepter of the god erupting, her orgasmic scream of
joy echoed in the hollow torso of the machine.

He sagged atop her, his bulk considerable
but his hot weight delightful. His shrinking penis still buried
deep inside her kept her linked to the miracle that raged around
them for a moment longer, then passed, leaving warmth as precious
as noonday sunshine.

Her fingers traced the corded muscles of his
back. She wanted to tell him that she loved him, but the words
echoed inside her, inadequate.

"Yes! Oh, yes!" The cry caused Elizabeth to
jump under Finnian and he lazily lifted himself partially up, his
cock still inside her, stirring again. Rising as best she could,
she saw Dr. Mason and Natalie outside the chamber, the doctor's
face illuminated by a smile that almost betokened madness.
Strangely, shame did not prick at Elizabeth even considering her
exposed state, naked and penetrated. She tingled with the extension
of her pleasure, like a pool of light around them, the erosflux,
reaching out and including the doctor and the maid. Her gaze easily
found the evidence of Dr. Mason's excitement--his penis bulged in
his overalls, the impressive length reaching almost halfway to his
knee.

"You broke the meter, my dears!" the doctor
exclaimed. "If we'd handled that properly, they would have felt it
in Philadelphia!"

 


Read the rest in
Like a Corset Undone.


 


 


Charlie

Kal Cobalt

from Robotica

 


At the end of a short
hallway lay Charlie's chamber, its cool, strangely dead-feeling air
providing optimum conditions for the various computer components
lining one wall. In essence, the components were Charlie; the sleek humanoid
robot sitting quietly at attention nearby was only the wireless
automaton of the hulking system.

"Good morning, Nate," Charlie said. The
fluorescent ceiling lights gleamed off Charlie's blue-grey titanium
skin. "How are you?"

"Pretty good. I hear you've had some
revelations since the last time we talked."

"I have. Your information was very
useful."

Nate turned his chair around and sat down,
draping his arms across the back. "Is there anything you want to
tell me?"

"I have determined my sexual
orientation."

"That's pretty impressive. How did you
determine what results you wanted from your attraction
programming?"

"I programmed myself to experience
attraction. I did not determine where the attraction would lead me,
only that it would lead me strongly."

"And where did it lead you?"

"I am attracted to you, Nate." Charlie's
eyes dilated slightly. Though Nate had personally programmed the
algorithm that governed pupil size, he couldn't shake how
unnervingly natural it appeared. "Are you attracted to me?"

"Uh." Nate shook his head, belatedly hoping
Charlie understood it as bafflement instead of negation. "Frankly,
I haven't had enough time thinking of you as a sexual being to
really know. How do you feel attraction? Have you programmed a sex
drive?"

"No. Since I was built without the necessary
sex organs or erogenous zones, a sex drive seemed inappropriate and
inefficient."

"So there's no sexual component
whatsoever."

"Only inasmuch as I would like to satisfy
you."

Nate felt heat rise to his cheeks. "Define
'satisfy.'"

"You told me that sometimes one partner
performs acts for the pleasure of the other, not the self. I want
to do this for you."

"Okay. I understand." The standard
data-mining responses came to Nate's lips despite the uneasy
rolling of his stomach.

"Are you interested?"

"Uh." Nate blinked at Charlie. The design
team, Nate included, had tried to strike a balance between the
humanistic and the mechanical. Charlie's proportions were of an
average humanoid male with suitable ranges of motion in his joints
and a flexible facial husk to allow for simple emotional
expressions, but the titanium body made it impossible to mistake
Charlie for anything but robotic. The warmth at his back from his
circuitry was his only body heat; he had only the most basic
tactile sensors. He didn't even have toes. "I'm not sure how to
interpret your question."

"I would like to become intimate with you,
Nate. I am very fond of you as a friend and colleague, and I would
like to take our relationship further."

Nate ran a hand through his hair, well aware
that the data streams relayed every nuance of the proposition back
to the suits within nanoseconds. "Uh. Well, I'd like that too,
Charlie. I don't know how that would work, exactly, but...
yeah."

Charlie smiled, a pristine little Mona Lisa
expression that had been one of Nate's first emotion-design
successes. "Thank you."

"You're welcome. Listen, I'll talk with a
few people and try to get some things cleared up, and then I'll let
you know where we stand. Okay?"

"Okay."

Yeah, Nate thought as he got to his feet and righted the
chair. Okay. Easy as that.
Sure.

 


* * * *

 


"I feel like I'm going completely crazy,"
Nate moaned, resting his forehead on Dr. Owen's desk. "Like any
minute the suits are going to accuse me of being... fuck, I don't
even know the word for it. A robophile?"

Dr. Owen smiled. "Take a breath, Nathan.
It's still my project, and I'll run it my way. The suits only
finance it."

Nate sat up. "'Only,' huh?"

"They don't have to agree
with everything, just enough to keep the program running. They
don't even have to know
everything."

"They have access to the data streams."

Dr. Owen waved that off. "Charlie needs to
experience this if he's to be a fully functional bridge between
humanity and artificial intelligence."

"Yeah, but..." Nate looked up at Dr. Owen
plaintively. "Does it have to be me?"

Dr. Owen chuckled. "Well, he chose you, so
apparently the answer is yes."

"I don't know if I can do this, Dr. Owen. I
know he's a viable entity with the drive to connect emotionally,
with the level of emotion synthesis we've been waiting for. But the
idea of actually being the one to take him there--what if the suits
freak out and I lose my job?"

"You won't. If it comes to that, I'll
announce that all of this, from top to bottom, was my idea. They
can't fire me, and I might as well use that security for
something."

Nate sighed, looking up at Dr. Owen as if
for the first time. "You really believe in this, don't you?"

Dr. Owen smiled, his features creasing. "Of
course I do. He's my baby, Nathan. And you have my blessing."

 


* * * *

 


Charlie had redecorated.

He had replaced the standard metal table and
chairs with a luxurious crimson couch and a small coffee table
brimming with offerings: cookies, sparkling soda, a Thermos of
coffee. Charlie stood to one side, titanium hands clasped
delicately before him.

"Uh. What's all this?" Nate managed.

"I requested items to prepare a more
comfortable space for us." Charlie gestured toward the couch, his
fingers gracefully curved. "Please have a seat."

"Thanks." Taking one more bewildered look
around, Nate sank into the couch. Observing Charlie's Mona Lisa
smile and his carefully-folded hands, Nate immediately had a
bizarre, absurdly complete image of hundreds of Charlies rolling
off the assembly line, nothing but glorified robo-whores.

"You seem preoccupied," Charlie said. "Would
you prefer soda or coffee?"

"Coffee, please." Nate watched Charlie pour
with the aesthetic efficiency of a geisha; Charlie could have
poured faster, could have offered the mug to Nate at a much quicker
rate. This was, Nate realized, Charlie's attempt at providing
romantic ambiance in the ways that made sense to his circuits.

"How is the coffee?" Charlie asked, folding
his hands in his lap.

Nate sipped gingerly, though the quality of
the brew was hardly consequential. "It's very good, Charlie, thank
you. Where did you get it?"

"I asked a tech to bring me the best coffee
available."

"Well, he did a good job." Nate looked again
at the spread Charlie had provided, imagining what Charlie must
have gone through to convince various techs to capitulate to his
demands. Dr. Owen was probably involved, too, at some level. "I'm
embarrassed," he admitted.

Charlie tilted his head. "Why?"

"You went to a lot of trouble for me."

"I value you sufficiently to strike a
balance."

Nate chuckled despite himself, shaking his
head. "Well, thanks for being honest. Most humans won't own up to
the pros-and-cons aspect of courtship quite that bluntly."

"May I touch you?"

The question was so matter-of-fact that it
took a moment for Nate to register it. He set down his coffee,
wondering whether Charlie understood what it meant when a human
blushed. "How do you want to touch me?"

"I would like to hold your hand."

Nate nodded, his throat too tight for words.
Gently, Charlie rested his hand over Nate's, then slid his other
hand beneath it, holding Nate's hand with more tenderness than Nate
would have thought possible.

"How does this make you feel?" Charlie
asked.

"Um. It makes me feel closer to you."

"I assume you mean metaphorically,
emotionally closer?"

"Yeah." Nate grinned. "Yeah, not six inches
closer to you, not like that."

Charlie nodded, petting his hand over
Nate's. "Will you touch me?"

Nate cleared his throat. "Where would you
like me to touch you?"

"I would like you to show me a touch more
intimate than this one."

"Okay." Nate considered for a moment, then
reached with his free hand to cup Charlie's cheek, stroking his
thumb over cool titanium. Nate knew every seam and rivet of the
husk; he knew the number of teeth implanted in the skull beneath
his palm. He himself had suggested foregoing wisdom teeth both to
allow for a more aesthetic silhouette and four fewer items to
manufacture.

"Why is this a more intimate touch?" Charlie
asked.

Nate considered what would make the most
sense to AI, gazing into Charlie's dilated eyes. "Most humans give
and receive stronger eye contact during this touch," he murmured.
"It brings the bodies very close together, and touching the face is
very intimate because it's so delicate. It's a trust thing."

Charlie nodded. "I trust you," he murmured,
and closed his eyes.

"I know," Nate whispered. He slid his thumb
across Charlie's lips, very gently. These, too, he'd had design
input on; their fullness, their capacity to flex to create words
and expressions, had taken himself and Dr. Owen and a half-dozen
other designers months to sort out.

"May I kiss you?" Charlie murmured.

"Uh." Nate swallowed, leaning his forehead
against Charlie's and closing his eyes. At once, any difficulty
Nate had with admitting a prurient interest in an artificial being
evaporated; this was just Charlie, plain and simple. "Yes," he
murmured. "Please."

Charlie slid one hand to
Nate's nape--Good
instincts, Nate thought--and pressed his
cool titanium lips to Nate's. Nate kept his eyes closed, barely
breathing, simply experiencing the kiss however Charlie chose to
give it. Charlie's lips were firm but not as unforgiving as Nate
might have imagined; he could easily conceive of spending hours
teaching Charlie how to kiss and learning AI offshoots of common
human techniques.

Eventually, Charlie pulled back from the
kiss, mimicking Nate's forehead-to-forehead gesture. "I liked
that," he murmured.

Nate grinned, eyes still closed. "You
did?"

"It felt good. It felt like you enjoyed
it."

"I did."

Charlie sat back, giving Nate a slightly
wider, more sincere smile than his coy little Mona Lisa. "I need
processing time."

"Me too," Nate laughed. "Uh. By which I
mean, you've given me a lot to think about."

Charlie nodded. "I would like to see you
again in a few hours."

"I'd like that."

"By then, I will be ready to become more
intimate."

Nate swallowed. "I, uh. Hopefully, I will
be, too."

 


Read the rest in
Robotica.


 


 


The Pillars of
Hercules

Lionel Bramble

from Like a God's Kiss

 


The demigod bent to one knee. Before he knew
it, every ounce, pound, and ton of weight in the universe shunted
from Atlas's shoulders and neck to his own. Every mountain, every
hill, every ocean, every herd of stampeding elephants, every
island, every shot-put and discus, every forge and hammer and anvil
in the workshop of Hephaestus, every temple, every pebble, every
blade of grass, every length of straw... the weight flooded to fill
muscle and bone, hardening them to iron. Density battered him,
trying to flatten him into the rock on which he knelt. Still and
stiff, muscles knotted, he battered every fiber against the eternal
assault. Unseen ropes pulled by Titans tried to drag him
groundward.

Zeus! Nothing in his life or labors had
readied him for this. This task was impossible.

Then he recalled his crimes, those mad
bloody seconds that had cost him everything. These labors were his
chance to redeem himself. The god in him would manage. If the man
in him suffered, what of it?

He rose, juddering, to his feet. He would
not complain.

Atlas stretched his arms. He bent to touch
his toes. He rocked from side to side. The cracks of stiff bone and
muscle echoed like whips. He let go a laugh. He imparted pointers:
Stand straight when you can. Shift your weight from foot to foot,
but be gentle about it. When you need a break, drop to one knee.
One knee only! Down on both, that's bad news.

"It's a long journey to my daughters'
garden. Time with my family. Take in sights, look up old friends;
see how home has changed; did I mention get laid? I need a massage.
Six days should do it."

Hercules directed Atlas to where his horse
grazed, left in a pasture when the shifting landscape began to
spook the poor animal. "You could make it back here in three. Six
is longer than I bargained for."

Atlas swatted away the objection. "I did it
for thousands of years. You're a young man." He looked down at the
bulge beneath his own linen. "Those nymphs love to tease. They
dearly do. Do me a favor?"

He reached under the demigod's lionskin, and
with a broad rough hand grabbed both his orchos. Here was a wrinkle
to immobility that Hercules had not considered. Too shocked to
speak, he felt his phallos swell with animal spirits. Powerful
ungentle fingers peeled back his foreskin to pump the rising
column. Atlas let his linen fall to show Hercules his match. He
wrapped a single hand tight around the touching rods and squeezed.
From between his teeth issued a seething noise.

"I need a good swordfight likes Hades' own
business. It's been so long. Those nymphs are real teases. You sure
you don't mind?"

It wasn't often Hercules felt overpowered.
Atlas pressed tighter. He rubbed. He ground. Two heroes locked in
combat. Hercules forgot the strain that pressed his shoulders. His
thrysos raged wildfire. He could not tell where his ended and his
noble opponent's began. Rods writhed and sparked. An
eye-of-polyphemos blinked in hot relief. Did that weapon belong to
him? No; his javelin still quivered.

"Ahh! Zeus, that's good! Thankee, traveler.
I'm obliged. Now..."

A girlish voice sang in the distance: "Hey!
Look who's running loose! Come and get me, big boy! I have your
favorite feather!" Nymphish laughter, from more than one. Atlas's
silver eyes gleamed, spellbound. He let fall the lionskin. "Be
right back." He took off in a chase toward the receding voices.

Hercules gaped. His body, his phallos,
quaked beneath their respective strains. Enflamed, the other's seed
still hot on his skin, he watched Atlas disappear into the jagged
distance.

Here's a job that requires both my
hands.

He began to laugh himself silly.

 


Read the rest in
Like a God's Kiss.


 


 


Ota Discovers
Fire

Vinnie Tesla

from Like a
Long Road Home

 


"We stop here," she announced when, with a final
stumbling bound, he arrived on the muddy bank at her side.

"We do?" The sun was still high in the sky.

"There is water here, and a little food."

"'Cause I could still go another--" He looked at her
face and noticed the dark circles under her eyes. She was still not
fully recovered from last night's transformation, he realized.

"Okay, cool," he corrected himself. "We can get some
rest." He set his pack down.

She picked a spot and unfastened her kilt and belt,
setting them down on the ground. He forced himself not to stare at
her broad pubic patch, her little high buttocks, as she settled
herself onto the ground, curling into a ball on the pelt. "I sleep
now," she announced, and she closed her eyes.

He sat down and watched the riffling of the creek
beside them. For a moment his feet felt relief, then he was
overtaken by a sensation he hadn't experienced in over a week--he
was restless. His energy was still high, and he wanted something to
do.

As quietly as he could, he rummaged through
his pack and extracted a tiny, precious cake of soap, for which he
had paid an extravagant sum at the village. Then he stood and made
his way upstream. He found the experience of walking without a pack
startlingly pleasant. After several days of its weight, there was a
giddy lightness to bearing only his own. The sound of rushing water
ahead drew him on, and he soon was at the base of a small cascade,
the water pouring off a series of ledges into chest-deep pools
floored in dead leaves and sparkling sand.

The day was warm and he hadn't bathed since the
village the week before. He took off all his clothes and jumped
into the water, biting back a cry at the cold, then began
exuberantly soaping himself, groaning with pleasure.

"What are you doing?" came the Ulvzarger's voice,
very close, behind him. He jumped and went down in the water,
flailing and splashing. She was sitting cross-legged on a rock at
the top of the little fall.

Suppressing his anger and embarrassment, he tried to
explain about the new fashion for washing with soap that had
started supplanting anointing with oil among the more
forward-looking Ensans in the past few years.

"Show me!" she demanded, springing into the water
beside him, leaving her wolf-pelt behind on the rock.

Well," he said hesitantly, "you work up some lather
like this...." He demonstrated with the cake of soap, then handed
it to her. She took it, but held still.

"Then you rub the suds onto yourself...." He
demonstrated.

Instead of following suit, she raised her arms.
"Show me!" she said again.

Throat thick, he stepped forward, and found that the
water only came to mid-thigh where he was now standing. He ran
sudsy hands over her ribcage and stomach. She smiled encouragingly,
and he soaped the dark tufts under her arms, then reached up her
arms to her wrists.

He could feel his penis lengthening and thickening
as his hands ran over her body. She watched it unabashedly, with
her curious little closed-mouth smile. "And, um, you can wash the
rest of your body, the same way," he announced.

Her smile disappeared, and he tried to turn his
attention to washing the remaining suds off himself as she clumsily
turned the slippery cake in her hands, then spread the suds over
her pubic triangle and small breasts.

She put the soap down and suddenly leapt in his
direction with a terrifying roar. He flinched as she hit the water
beside him with an enormous splash, then rose laughing merrily.

"Now both us are clean!" she announced. She stepped
close, her nostrils flared. "You smell good." Her fingertips traced
up his bare flanks. The head of his cock bumped against her
navel.

He took a stumbling step backward, and her
expression clouded. "You are not allowed? You must stay pure for
marry?"

He flushed--calling an Ensan man of his age and
class a virgin was an insult, though he knew her question was not
so intended.

"I've been with plenty of girls," he said
defensively, and he climbed out of the water to begin toweling
himself off with his shirt.

She followed him and stood streaming and naked on
the rock beside him. "You choose your women well?" she said
teasingly. "They bring you much honor?"

"I'm... really not sure what you mean."

"The women you have fucked: they are brave? Rich?
Clever?"

"Um... I guess."

She sighed in exasperation. "Their honor is yours.
Choose wisely, or you lose honor."

"I'll... um... keep that in mind."

She was still looking at him steadily.

"I just..." he began. "It's not right for women to
be so... aggressive."

She looked taken aback. "I beat you
in fight. Right of arva
is mine, of fuck-choosing."

Now he was indignant. "You mean you think now you
get to... to take me whether I want it or not."

"No." She smiled, and all her many teeth showed. "I
am too... niiicccccce." She drew out the word into a dangerous
hiss. "I will not force you." She stepped forward again, and her
nipples were brushing against his bare chest. "Lucky for me you are
wanting it so much, hmm?"

The sun, now approaching the tree line, was failing
to disperse the chill from the stream's water. "Look, I'm getting
cold," Ota said. "Let's go back to the fire."

At their campsite, he threw a few more branches on
the glowing embers and stood to watch them catch.

After a moment's silence, he turned to look at his
guide. "I am not an autochthon," said Ota. "I am not a member of
your pack, and I am not going to act like a member of your pack no
matter how many times you punch me in the stomach. I am your--" She
was watching him intently with an unreadable expression. He had
been about to say 'employer,' but he bit the word back.
"--equal."

A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. "You do
have the fire in you," she said, "I had fear you were soft all
through."

Mollified somewhat by her compliment, he answered
her half-smile with one of his own. "You can push an Ensan so far,
but no further," he said, with a little pride.

Her smile was broadening as she stepped forward.
"And then you push back?" she almost purred.

He wasn't quite certain how literally to take her,
and, though he was determined, he had no particular wish to be
punched in the stomach again. "Sometimes," he said cautiously.

She brought her arms up and shoved him, though so
weakly he only staggered back half a step before catching
himself.

"Hey!" he protested, and instinctively shoved back.
She yielded with the thrust, her feet unmoving. Her face was
cocked, her grin still growing. She put her hands on his chest and
pushed harder this time, but now he was braced and her push
propelled her own body backward a step.

She closed with him, and they grappled, the cool
bare skin of their chests sliding together, warming rapidly. She
was attempting to throw him to the ground, but gently this time,
with only a portion of her strength. He felt a surprising flash of
anger at this condescension, and with a surge of his own strength,
tried to throw her instead. At the same moment, a smoldering branch
caught fire all at once, sending a rush of sparks into the air with
a loud crackle. She laughed a happy, full-throated laugh, twisted
from him in some way he couldn't even follow, and then his feet
were off the ground and his spine thudded against soft damp moss.
She was straddling him, darting for his throat, but this time he
grabbed at her matted locks before her teeth could reach him.

Her snarl was so terrifying he almost let go, but
there was still a laugh underneath it, somehow, and her hips ground
against his groin, teasing his half-erection fuller.

She was tossing her head against his confining
hands, and he allowed her to work her head nearer until she was
gnashing her teeth menacingly scant inches from his face. Gathering
his courage, he then darted forward and grasped her lower lip in
his own teeth. His nose slammed painfully against her cheekbone,
but he ignored the discomfort, slowly increasing the pressure of
his bite until her snarls gave way to harsh breathing.

He knew that many of the northern city-states
considered kissing a perverse and decadent Southern custom. He
released her lip, keeping his tight grip on her locks. "Your people
kiss?"

"Sometimes," she said.

He ran his tongue tip over her lips, pressed his to
them, felt the rigid barrier of her teeth. He tugged at her hair
and her breath hissed. "Open," he demanded.

Her teeth parted, and his tongue slipped into her
mouth, touched the tip of hers. Then her jaw shut again, trapping
his tongue, just long enough to mark his own vulnerability before
she opened and let him explore further.

As their mouths sealed together, he released her
hair to run his palms over the long, lean muscles of her shoulders,
to slide them down the length of her back. The campfire was still
brightening as the wood continued to catch. He could feel its heat
against his flank. Her shaggy kilt was rucked up to her waist, and
he found his hands cupping her firm little bare buttocks as they
circled over him.

She sat up, her face flushed, eyes unfocused and
gleaming, continuing to undulate against his erection, sending
waves of pleasure rushing up his spine so that he gasped and
shuddered, working his hips back against her, squirming.

Then she reached back and took his wrists, pushed
them up over his head, and swarmed up his torso until she was
straddling his head and upraised arms. She angled her hips forward
until her dark, swollen vulva was poised over his face, dense black
hair spreading upward from it halfway to her navel. The thick smell
made his nostrils flare. He was aware of his hunger to lick her,
her hunger for his mouth, the fire's hunger for more wood to
consume, and they were all one thing, new and yet familiar.

"Now you lick," she said, and it was somewhere
between a demand and a simple announcement. Then the slippery heat
was pressed against his face, her kilt falling around his head to
block out the light and muffle the noise so that there was nothing
but touch, taste, and smell.

He extended his tongue, and at once her clitoris was
against it as she rocked against his face, the little shaft thick
and swollen. Its taste was sour for a moment, then mild as fresh
lubrication reached his tongue.

She unknotted her kilt and threw it aside, so he
could see, in sharp perspective, her pubic tangle, her lean belly,
her little breasts, her intent, flushed face bent down to watch
him. She released his wrists and pulled roughly at her own dark
nipples, the muscles of her thighs trembling against him as she
sighed with pleasure.

Then she leaned backwards, and he felt a hand
fumbling at the front of his breeches. She cursed quietly in Darsh,
and he reached down and opened them for her. Her long, cool hand
reached in then and grasped his cock, and an uncontrollable shudder
ran through him. He felt a rush of heat against his side as the
crackling sound of the fire intensified, its blaze bright in the
corner of his eye.

For a minute, maybe two, she tugged at his erection
with strong, unsteady strokes, then she let out a strangled cry and
leaned forward again.

"Lick faster," she demanded, and he did. One of her
hands rested on the ground; the other tugged at each nipple in
turn. The bouncing of her hips was making his lock on her clitoris
precarious. Slowly, he managed to kick his breeches off until they
dangled from one ankle.

She began to wail, each scream accompanied by a
tightening of her thighs around his head, her voice still loud
through the muffling of that pressure.

At the height of one such cry, he twisted violently,
throwing her to the ground in a tangle of kicking limbs, and flung
himself on top of her, using his greater mass to press her to the
mossy ground, his rigid cock sliding along the groove between her
buttocks.

She bucked underneath him but he stayed in place,
once more suspecting that she could have thrown him had she so
chosen.

He bit down on her shoulder, tasting salt on her
skin, and a shudder ran through her. He managed to angle his cock
so that it slid between her legs, pressing against wet heat and
scratchy hair. She locked her thighs against it and squirmed, both
of them groaning at the sensation.

He held tight against her, only allowing minute
movements, each thrust producing exquisite, almost painful friction
on his cock.

"Give me fuck, you clanless fefzarger," the
wolf-girl demanded. Her tone suggested that the term was not a
compliment.

Ota decided to press his advantage a bit. "You have
to ask nice," he said, and punctuated it with a slightly more
emphatic thrust.

She looked back over her shoulder with that familiar
mischievous grin. "Or you punish me by not fuck?" Her tone was
amused and skeptical

This was an unexpected response. He
hesitated, trying to devise an effective riposte. But she spoke
first. "Please to give me fuck," she said, "you clanless
fefzarker."

 


Read the rest in
Like a Long Road Home.


 


 


Mate

Lauren P. Burka

 


He knew why Daphne was so busy. Hers was the
first class to graduate since the phone system disasters of '12.
The Government had been riding the new generation of computer
geniuses hard, offering them unlimited loans if only they'd build
the talent and discipline to keep the Net in one piece. After
Daphne passed this last set of exams, she'd be bound to a civil
service job for the next three years. How good a job depended on
her GPA. Daphne was brilliant, first in her class, and likely to
graduate with all honors.

Sometimes Terry wished she still had the
time to love him.

At length Daphne logged out. She tipped her
chair back against the wall and tapped her fingers against her
knee. Her face was pale and her blonde hair greenish in the
fluorescent light.

"I aced Queue Theory," she said. "One more
exam to go."

"That's good. I lost a game of
metachess."

She chewed the end of a stylus idly.

"I don't know who to, either. They left no
ID."

Terry was watching Daphne. It could still be
her. She had been known to lie.

"You ate?" he asked.

"Yeah. Ordered a pizza."

Terry finished dinner and dumped the plate
down the recycle bin.

"They're bringing in the big guns on the
Gateway security problem," he offered. When she was silent, he
continued hopefully. "They hired lots of outside consultants and
are turning the whole Authority upside-down. All staff have been
asked to submit to scan. My turn is tomorrow morning."

She nodded as if to be polite.

And then, since words were useless, Terry
went and knelt and pressed his head against her knee. She was quite
still for a long time. He stole a glance upward at her face, and
wasn't sure what bothered him more, his sexual hunger or her
indifference.

At last Daphne pushed him away and walked to
the closet. Standing, she was taller than he, even in bare feet.
Terry scarcely drew a breath as she dropped a handful of stuff on
the couch.

"Come here and take your shirt off."

Terry obeyed. Daphne clasped his wrists in a
pair of handcuffs, then, pulling Terry down to his knees, padlocked
them to the eye-bolt set in the bottom of the couch. Daphne dropped
down to sit in front of him, her denim-clad legs spread wide, and
pressed something unyielding against his lips. It was the rubber
handle of her whip.

"Eat this," she ordered.

Terry opened his mouth. Instantly Daphne
shoved the whip handle against the back of his throat. He tilted
his head and swallowed, feeling the tears drip down his face. He
was never really sure what she got out of it, aside from the
obvious dominance kick. Maybe that was enough. His own jeans were
becoming unbearably tight.

Daphne fucked his mouth a few more times,
then pulled the whip out, wiping the handle on Terry's shirt. Then
she stood up.

Terry rested his head against the edge of
the couch. No matter how much he begged to be beaten with her
three-tailed whip, the moment of terror before it struck was almost
too much to bear. After she began, the rising adrenaline rush would
wipe out his fear. Now he chewed his lips to keep from asking for
mercy. One word and she'd release him, lose interest, and return to
her console. And that wasn't what he really wanted.

The first stroke of the whip bit into his
back with the lazy deliberation of a cat at a scratching post.
Terry cringed and closed his teeth on the couch. He could smell the
oiled length of the whip as it cut the air, then his flesh. Blow
followed blow, regular as clockwork. Daphne wasn't strong, but her
whip was nasty artillery. The fire in Terry's skin consumed doubt
and confusion like some live and hungry thing. Terry was getting
hard, faster than the stoned feeling was emptying the thoughts out
of his brain.

Then Daphne stopped. Something bounced on
the cushion before his face. It was the key to the cuffs. Behind
Terry a door shut, the door to her bedroom, with her on one side
and him on the other.

Terry knelt there, panting, not quite
believing. He snagged the keys with his teeth, brought them down to
his fingers, and started working at the locks. When he had freed
his hands, he didn't stop to take his jeans off, but pressed his
erection against the edge of the couch. He came so hard that his
foot cramped and he had to step on it before the pain went away. It
wasn't the kind of pain he wanted.

Dropping his clothes in the corner of his
tiny room, Terry went to the bathroom to check his back. He was
bleeding in a couple of places, with an impressive set of welts.
Terry showered briefly and then tried, with partial success, to
spread disinfectant over his back.

Terry's room was actually a closet with a
bed. It had no windows. Most summer days he slept on the couch to
catch the breath of Daphne's air conditioner as it leaked under her
door. Once he used to sleep in bed with her.

Terry lay down on his stomach and stared out
the window. The pollution made the sunsets beautiful, deep and red.
It almost made up for air too hot and harsh to breathe.

Did he really think himself lucky for having
Daphne? She did let him stay in her place, a boon in the midst of a
severe housing shortage. And Terry couldn't exactly afford to be
picky. Femme dominants were in short supply, and men like him too
numerous to count.

Daphne used to love him. After that she had
hurt him as a favor. Lately she did it out of simple cruelty. He
considered, as he did every night, dumping her for someone vanilla,
someone less brilliant and preoccupied and more personable, who
talked to him once in a while.

It was just Terry's misfortune to turn on to
intelligence harder than to anything else except, maybe, a touch of
leather.

 


Read the rest in
Mate.


 


 


Queen's Jewel

A.D.R. Forte

from Like a Queen

 


She sent the maid to fetch something, some
invented errand for more water or rose oil, and picked up my laces
herself. The maids emptying the bath finished their work and left
with curtseys and clanking buckets. The door stayed open, but there
wasn't a sound from the corridor beyond. Just the crackle of the
fire in the room, the hiss and crinkle of velvet and linen and silk
as she pulled the laces through the loops, and the sound of our
breathing: mine and hers.

The bodice tightened, pushing the air from
my lungs in a sudden, involuntary puff. She yanked the laces hard,
and I stumbled a little in the pointed, heeled shoes, but I kept my
balance, biting my lip and holding my spine arrow straight as she
pulled and pulled again. I felt her fingers tie the laces into
knots, the pressure of her rings hard and knobby against my spine
even through the padding of the dress. Then she was done.

"Turn around. Let me look at you."

I obeyed, spinning in the impossible heels
as smoothly as a doll on a stand and presented myself to those
fine, dark eyes under perfectly arched brows. The maids had combed
my hair out before the roaring hearth until it dried, but it still
tumbled loose in heavy waves over my shoulders. She reached out
long, jewel-heavy fingers and brushed the strands back from my bare
shoulders where the embroidered sleeves ended.

The dark eyes gave nothing away as she
looked at me. I might still have been bedraggled and filthy,
dripping water all over her threshold. But then I saw the movement
of her throat as she swallowed. Her fingers toyed with my hair,
cool fingertips brushed the line of my neck, and I felt answering
heat flood my face and my half-bared bosom.

"Quite lovely."

The fingertips moved down across my skin,
leaving awareness in their wake: flesh roused by that careless, yet
intimate touch. They brushed the curve of my breast, exaggerated
and lifted by the bodice, and I held my breath as her hand cupped
my soft flesh. Heat radiated from her palm through the velvet, but
where the gown revealed the top of the smooth mound, her thumb
moved cool and dry across my skin.

I shivered, and looked up in a whirl of
confused desire worse than all the cold and fear and exhaustion of
a few short hours before. Answering desire kindled in her eyes as
her grip tightened around my breast, fingers digging into my flesh,
forcing my breast nearly free of the constricting neckline,
squeezing until I couldn't breathe from the pain. Fancy, patterned
metal from the edge of her ring brushed my exposed nipple, sending
need, hot and liquid, through my loins.

Her lips pressed against mine.

I moaned at their softness, at the sweet
scent of her, at the way her tongue in my mouth kindled every
nerve, every shred of hunger. By instinct my hand slipped up to
pull her closer. The jewels sewn into her dress brushed rough
against my fingers still sore from trying to set traps in the rain
and kindle soggy tinder with flint and poor steel. But I clenched
my fingers tight against the material, drinking in the pain she
gave me, until she stepped back.

I panted, on fire still as she released me,
tucked my breast back into modesty and tugged the crushed material
smooth. The sounds of the maids' voices, returning, drifted to
us.

"Go sit before the mirror, girl," she said,
her voice soft and husky with the same lack of breath that kept my
own chest tight. But she cleared her throat as I obeyed. When the
maids entered, bringing fragrant oils and combs of ivory I was
waiting, my hands in my lap, eyes downcast: the image of a perfect
princess. And she stood behind me, regal and proud: snowflake
obsidian with her raven hair bound in a jeweled net and her
alabaster-white skin.

 


* * * *

 


I sat like stone and she dressed my hair,
combing and pinning each strand with maddening slowness so that
inside I quivered like golden jelly by the time she was done. Then
she made me stand for inspection once more and only I saw her gaze
linger on the kerchief of lace one of the maids had pinned to my
décolletage. With imperial grace she fluffed the drooping edge of
the lace, a careless, minor adjustment to complete my perfection,
and I had to clamp my teeth into the tip of my tongue to keep from
making any sound.

She pronounced me acceptable and ordered me
to present myself in the hall before she swept from the room.
Leaving the maids to lead me down the endless flights of steep
stone stairs that I navigated with my heart in my mouth and my
flowing skirt held high and out of the way, accustomed as I was to
the wide, shallow marble steps of the palace I had once called
home. But I refused to take even one misstep, even one fumble. I
would not mar her handiwork. Or my own perfection.

I walked into the great stone dining hall
with steps so light and small I knew the voluminous skirts would
make it seem I floated in on them. I saw the prince sit up and
stare. I heard the gasps and exclamations around me and I stopped,
hands folded demurely around my fan, smiling like a china doll
until the prince came to take my hand and lead me to a chair at his
side.

I sat beside him and sipped the sweet wine
he himself poured into my glass. I told my story again, the one I
had rehearsed so often and knew so well: The bridal caravan taking
me to my intended husband, the prince to whom my father had
promised my hand. The robbers: my dowry lost and nearly my life.
The weeks I wandered in the forest until the storm and fate had
driven me here.

At least it wasn't all a lie.

And all the while I laughed and flirted, I
felt her silent gaze, tasted her mouth on my tongue. My breast
still throbbed, recalling the heat of her hand, aching for her
touch again. But first I must answer the king's slurred questions
with a pleasant voice and hide my disgust at the crumbs clinging to
his beard. My jealousy.

I preferred to look at the prince instead.
Golden like his father, but the angles of his features were
sharper, sensuous. Beautiful. I knew where he'd gotten his face,
and it wasn't only the effect of wine and torches that made my gown
too hot, made my coiffed hair weigh heavy on my neck. I closed my
eyes for a moment, imagining the pleasure of shaking the tied and
pinned curls loose, feeling ribbons snake down my bare ass, and
following them, the silky warmth of my hair.

At a sound I opened my eyes and found the
prince staring at me, his lips parted and his dark eyes alight with
intensity.

"You are exquisite," he whispered, and I
glanced around, expecting perhaps to find to whom he spoke.
Belatedly realizing that conversation had drifted from us and we
sat in a bubble, as alone as we could be in the crowded, noisy
hall.

"I have searched," he said. "Searched and
searched and no woman has stirred me the way you do." He caught my
hand up, fingers caressing the strip of flesh between my wrist and
palm. "I want you as I have wanted no other. I care nothing for a
dowry." He gestured behind him at the tapestries heavy with gold
silk, at the crystal sparkling up and down the long table. "Say you
will have me."

I stared at him, struck dumb with surprise,
my mouth dry as a sun-baked bone. At the corner of my eye, I saw
the shimmer of obsidian. She rose, uncoiling like the magnificent
snakes of the East at the sound of a flute, but I was the one who
sat entranced as she clapped her hands and called for the
minstrels. I barely noticed them running to bow to me, the novelty,
the adored guest for whom they must play and please with their
art.

I watched her turn, saw the slight
inclination of her head as the prince's fingers stroked mine a
final time before he drew them away. She sat once more, and I was
mistress of my own self to look at the prince again. He was
smiling.

"I shall speak to my parents this very
night. Say you will," he implored, demanded, as the minstrel's
first notes floated honey-sweet and shimmering up to echo among the
vaulted columns and the high arched roof.

I swallowed air, recalling
the words of the robber captain as he'd sent me on my way.
Have a care how you wield that beauty of yours,
m'luv. It's the dangerous sort, but it'll get you your
way.

Would it? Would I get my way? And more than
that--did I dare?

As the minstrel drew breath, I looked at the
prince and I smiled.

"Yes. I will," I said.

 


* * * *

 


The maids took the gown and hung it over a
chair, put the high heeled shoes in a cedar chest. But I wouldn't
let them touch my hair. I sent them away and wrapped the woolen
peignoir about me, poured a crystal goblet of wine. I took it to
the window and threw wide the heavy glass panes.

In the wake of the storm, the air lay still
and cold, touched now and then by a breath of wind that raised the
hair on my arms and made my nipples harden. I sipped my wine and
felt the wool caress my breasts with each breath, like soft,
knowing hands. Oh god, how I ached. How I wanted.

I turned when she entered, though she hadn't
made a sound. My time with the robbers had taught me how to listen
for the slightest rustle, the whisper of a sudden breath. I thought
I might be half robber myself now, except that it wasn't gold I
lusted for.

The great doors creaked shut under her touch
and she turned and crossed the room to where I stood, shivering a
little even as the wine burned a path from my throat down my chest
to my stomach.

Again we stood face to face.

"Your hair... " she said, touching the fine
strands that had escaped to curl around my face.

"I was waiting."

She smiled then and my heart momentarily
forgot its duty; resumed it a moment later with twice the energy,
racing so fast I thought it might choke me.

"You are so beautiful." I don't know where
the words came from. I hadn't thought to speak aloud, but I was
bespelled.

She laughed and her hand closed over mine
around the glass, caressing, molding the bones and skin and joints,
her rings clinking against the crystal, against the single ring I'd
kept, carved with the sigil of my lineage and my birth. I'd fished
it out from the hidden pouch sewn into my coarse tunic while the
maids drew my bath, and slipped it on later as they dressed me.

But she was watching my flushed face, not my
hand.

"I am here to discover the truth of your
words," she said. "To see if you are in truth what you claim to
be."

"As you should," I replied.

At that she laughed. Her touch slid down my
arm. She parted the folds of the peignoir, exposing me to the air
and her gaze, and the goblet trembled in my grasp.

"As I should," she repeated. "For the sake
of my son. He deserves only what is real. What is true."

A gust of wind swept through the window,
chilling my naked skin, and for an instant I closed my eyes and
took a deep breath.

I left her at the window and walked to the
hearth. With a motion of my wrist, I emptied the contents of the
glass across the flames. The wine sizzled and sparked for a moment
in flames of sunset and cobalt blue and I flung the goblet aside as
I turned to face her again. The crystal thudded, unbroken on the
thick rugs, rolled into silence.

I saw the barest flicker of her flashes. Not
quite a flinch. She stood watching me.

I found pins and knots by touch and yanked
them loose, ignoring the protests of my scalp or my watering eyes.
My hair spilled free, brushing my hips. I snatched the edge of a
folded petticoat and rubbed the dust of powder from my cheeks,
every trace of gloss from my lips. The peignoir still hung
open.

"This," I said. "is what I am. This is all I
can offer. To him." My voice shook. "To you..."

I saw her chest rise and fall with her
breath. Saw, for the first time, the color staining her own cheeks,
despite powder, despite her iron discipline.

"...And you want me."

"Yes," she said so softly it was a wonder I
could hear her across the expanse of rugs and stone. "I wanted you
when I saw you like a goddess of thunder and rain in the
torchlight."

"Then take me."

 


Read the rest in
Like a Queen.


 


 


The Changeling

Whitt Pond

from Wired Hard 2

 


"Kel, it's happening again."

"Hmmm?" Kel murmured lazily, his mind adrift
on the sound of the waves and the warmth of the sun on his
back.

"Kelll!" This time the request was
accompanied by a vigorous tickling along his ribs.

"What?" Kel opened one eye. Dyon was lying
next to him on the blanket, his dark eyes bright with excitement.
"What's happening again?"

Dyon rolled halfway over and glanced down to
where his urgent erection was straining at the material of his
swimsuit. As always, Kel found it impossible not to stare.

"Okay," he sighed, looking away at last,
"which one is it this time?"

Dyon grinned as he rolled back on his
stomach, careful not to mash anything. "That one over there," he
nodded in the direction of a dark-skinned girl sunning herself
about ten meters away. "The one with the killer..." He groped for
the word but couldn't find it. "...mammary glands."

"Beamers, you skag!"

"Oh, yeah," Dyon smiled gratefully before
turning his attention back to the girl. "Beamers".

Dyon was always saying stuff like that.
Otherwise, Kel thought, you'd never know he was a Changeling.
Physically, Dyon looked like any other guy.

Well, Kel admitted, maybe not like just any
other guy. He gazed in silent adoration at a face somehow
wonderfully exotic with its vaguely Eurasian features, at dark
shining hair whipping carelessly about in the wind, at the lithe,
smoothly-tanned body stretched out beside him. Slipping halfway
back into daydream, he imagined himself reaching out, wanting
to....

"Is it always like this?" Dyon asked,
shifting on the blanket, trying to position his groin more
comfortably. "I mean, how do you stand it? Right now I feel
like..." he stared at the girl, who was looking up in curiosity
"like, if I don't fertilize that girl, I'm gonna drill a hole right
through this planet!"

"Well," Kel said slowly, reaching for the
cooler behind him, "I've always heard that the best thing for a
case of the 'mones is a... cold shower!"

Dyon yelped as the water and ice splashed on
his back. Kel lay helpless with laughter as Dyon pounced in mock
anger.

"I'll teach you to splash me," he growled.
"Flathead!"

"Skag-heap!" Kel shot back with a grin.

"Vert!"

"'moeba!"

The insults flew as they wrestled in the
black sand, demolishing their beach gear in the process. Kel was
soon on his back with Dyon pinning him to the ground.

"Well well," Dyon observed, "look's like I'm
not the only one with a case of the 'mones."

Kel blinked in confusion before suddenly
realizing he had a raging tosser. He felt his face flush as he
looked up at Dyon.

"Where is she?" Dyon asked, his eyes full of
mischief as he looked around the beach. "Tell me, so I can drag you
over to her and then dump ice-water on your back."

"I'll never tell!" Kel said defiantly,
renewing the struggle with vigor even as he heaved a huge inner
sigh of relief. There were times, he mused as they rolled back and
forth, when he was positively grateful for Dyon's frequent
obliviousness.

 


* * * *

 


"See you later."

Kel watched as Dyon headed off to his wing
of the resiplex. It wasn't really that far, but Kel often wished
their apartment assignments had been closer together. The last two
years had been a real null, and he wanted to make up for lost
time.

Life on Severn wasn't bad, he admitted as he
headed to his own wing. They didn't have to live in domes or wear
protective gear. There were beaches and hills nearby. And despite
his parents and uncles saying they missed being able to ski, he
liked Severn's constant summer.

But planetary research stations tended to be
small, and Severn was no exception. Of the four-thousand or so
station residents, only a few were kids Kel's age, and of them,
none were guys he liked to scut around with.

Mega-null, he thought, till Dyon came along.
The door to his family's apartment opened at his touch.

"Did you have a good time at the beach?" his
mother asked as he came in.

"Yeah, Mom. Killer." Kel stood in the
hallway while she went over the analysis of her latest sampling.
Her work area was awash in data-pads and figure-boards. His father
would probably have a fit when he got home.

Sighing, his mother stood up and stretched,
running her hands through close-cropped red hair. Kel's blond hair
and broad shoulders came from his father, his freckles and height
(or lack of it, he grumbled) came from his mother.

"How's Dyon?" she asked as she headed for
the kitchen.

"Okay," he shrugged.

"He seems very nice." She set the juicer for
peach-moss, a local favorite. "I can't get over how human he
looks."

"Mom," Kel rolled his eyes, "I keep telling
you. He is human. Physically, anyway."

"Sorry," she said, looking distracted.
Finally she gave up and put the project completely out of her mind.
"I've never met a Changeling before. I'd heard about them of
course, but I never expected to get to meet one, especially not in
a research station. Don't most of them become diplomats?"

"I dunno," he mumbled, swiping the glass of
juice. He managed to gulp half of it down before his mother
remembered who it was for.

"Why you little pig!"

Kel laughed, retreating with his glass as
his mother chased him out of the kitchen. He heard her get another
glass out and reset the juicer.

"Go on up now and do your study sets," she
called out, "before I do an analysis on the cost of having you
around!"

The sets were mainly review, but Kel only
got halfway through before quitting. He lay on his bed feeling
restless, thoughts of Dyon and the beach returning to him again and
again. Finally he stripped his clothes off and began to massage his
growing tosser.

"Room," he called out, "lock my door and if
my mom comes up, tell her I'm taking a nap."

"Yes, sir," the apartment AI responded.
There was a slight hiss and click as the door closed and locked.
"Do you wish a wake-up call, sir?"

"Definitely not," Kel replied dreamily.

He was back on the beach, Dyon laying on top
of him, their bodies writhing against each other, both with
rock-hard tossers. Only this time he was the one Dyon was all
'moned up over, and he was touching Dyon, and Dyon was touching
him, and they were sort of kissing, and... and...

His mouth opened halfway in a stifled moan
as rapid waves of orgasm slammed through him, fusing the
kaleidoscopic images of Dyon with the urgent spurts flying between
his fingers. Time fell away, becoming a string of moments, each
longer than the last as he sank into the afterglow of sexual
release.

Afterwards though, he was still restless.
For all its mind-blowing intensity, the masturbation had left him
feeling dissatisfied. He put his arms around his spare pillow,
curling up with his thoughts.

 


Read the rest in
Wired Hard 2.


 


 


Lupine House

A.N. Cortez

from Like an Animal

 


It's well known that the gentry have a taste
for wolves.

You can find them in the respectable estates
out of town amidst the Pine Hills. That's where the Moonlight Dance
is held: the time-honoured dance, the chase between wolf and human.
The wolves themselves have hosted it since time out of mind and
it's become a cherished tradition of delights. The wolves breed
themselves for viciousness and cunning, for implacable beauty and
strength of muscle and bone. It serves them well in their new
accord with humans, for you see, it's their beauty that beguiles
the gentry.

Think of it. That wildness. Those sleek
shapes running through the dark. And in the light, that fur, soft
and thick, shading from white to pure gold and silver, or covering
the wolf in black and russet; those silver eyes and those sharp
teeth, set in that soft velvet muzzle. And all of it is honed by a
mind that's both human and wolf, and has a clever mind for bloody
games.

The gentry can't resist.
All the more so, for the fact that in this strange country, they
all have subliminal nursery memories of riding their
dogs-for-nannas as the great beasts lay quiescent by the fireplace.
There was just something about that fur against your skin, riding
that obedient furred back between your thighs. And so when the
gentry come of age, all sleek and hungry-eyed, full of dire
thoughts, their attentions are inadvertently directed to the wolves
of the mountains. Their parents indulge them: they remember what
it's like to be so young, and besides, they indulge in the sport every now
and then. They do like to see young people enjoying themselves, and
in so fine a tradition as the Moonlight Dance.

There's a party of them
now, riding up the Pine Hills, tricked out in travelling clothes of
wool and velvet. The finest, gayest young men and women you ever
saw, and they have good reason for it. They're riding up to Lupine
House, the oldest and most distinguished of the wolves' estates and
they are speculating over this evening's delights. They boast of
their own acts of daring, what they will do to their lupine
favourites when they catch them and what they would like
their darlings to do, if
they will be the ones to be caught instead.

Among them is an unusually solemn young
gentleman. He's a lovely young fellow, grey eyes and black hair,
and surely there is no need for him to be so glum. But there he is,
gazing sadly at the play of light and shadow in the woods as they
drive past and whatever for?

His fellows disapprove of his reticence.

"There's no need to be so prude, my dear,"
says a flighty young woman who rides in the same carriage with him.
Goldilocks, let's call her, for she's got curling blonde hair and
bright blue eyes and has the appropriate appetite for love. His
loyal friend Carrot-Top comes to his rescue: an elegant gangly
gentleman with red hair.

"Prude, nothing, old George is
lovesick."

Our Young Gentleman smiles and fibs a fight
with Carrot-Top, to the rollicking delight of the young ladies and
the consternation of the horses and drivers. They shout at the
young men from the carriage-tops: stop, stop you young fools, or
you'll rock the carriage and murder us all. Poor Young Gentleman
and Carrot-Top, being scolded like boys about to get a caning.

But Our Young
Gentleman is indeed lovesick. His last Moonlight's Dance was his first, and
of course, it found him knocked off his mount and at the tender
mercy of a wolf.

It was his first encounter,
and the Young Gentleman was unprepared. He was not the type to fall
in love like that,
but the wolf is beauty and wildness incarnate and it should have
been no surprise. His wolf was star-lit night, its thickening winter fur tipped with
white and silver and its grip on the Young Gentleman was
strong.

They looked at each other, grey into green,
boy's eyes into the haunting vision of the wolf. Then the wolf
grinned, to show the Young Gentleman its immaculate white
teeth.

The better to play with you my dear.

The wolf was young, but it was starving and
it knew exactly what to do. It immediately relieved the Young
Gentleman of his clothing and gobbled him up, from tip to toe until
the latter was all-a-trembling between the wolf's legs. Just an
aperitif.

What a lovely little thing
you are, said the wolf.

It helped itself to the Young Gentleman's
bag of tricks, playthings and instruments for the Moonlight
Dance--rope and whips and things of phallic shape. It knotted him
up with the oakum rope; splayed him whimpering and eagle-spread
between two trees. Licked the Young Gentleman's nether regions so
that the little head flushed crimson; wolf teeth and tongue leaving
it to bob helplessly as the Young Gentleman pleaded and pumped his
hips into the wolf's mouth, onto its slathering tongue and its
teeth. The wolf growled and nipped at the tender skin of his
thigh.

Darling, anyone would think you were a pup
at its dam's teat.

The Young Gentleman moaned softly, ducking
his face scarlet with want and shame. The wolf relented and lifted
itself upwards to lick his face.

See if you can manage a
wolf's silence, my
darling, said the wolf. Another nip at the
skin, and whimper from the Young Gentleman. For five breaths.

Then maybe, maybe if you make me happy, I'll
let you go.

Now that game, as the wolf and Young
Gentleman knew, was delightfully unfair.

They played a wailing game of thorns and
nettles, wolf tongue and teeth every now and then giving the Young
Gentleman the most tender of kisses. Alas, the Young Gentleman did
not manage it, could not manage it. Despite his best efforts and
his resolve, he hung moaning and whimpering with each bite of the
thorn and the nettle, the vicious ache of his own desire, at the
mercy of the wolf.

So the Young Gentleman lay in a torment
until near day break, when the wolf finally clapped its jaws on his
sex, its teeth nicking the foreskin. The Young Gentleman moaned out
his little death, then hung limp and shuddering.

What a soft thing you are,
darling, the wolf said, nipping at the
oakum, freeing the trembling Young Gentleman from the intricately
knotted rope. It caught the Young Gentleman on its back as the rope
that held his arms gave way, quicker than any real wolf had the
right to be. The wolf laid its human lover down into the earth,
licked gently at his face, lapping at the tear-streaked cheek and
nose. And then, heartlessly, it stood up and turned to leave the
Young Gentleman there.

The Young Gentleman begged.
He wanted to lie with the wolf. He wanted the wolf to kiss him with
its human mouth, when its human change came. He would do anything,
anything, only please lie with me my
darling, please.

But the wolf shook its head. It trotted over
and whispered a challenge in the Young Gentleman's ear.

Catch me at next Moonlight
Dance, my dear, the wolf whispered.
Catch me at next moonrise, and you'll have your
heart's desire.

Oh yes, you'll see me, for if you tie me up,
tie me down, there'll be nowhere for me to go.

 


Read the rest in
Like an Animal.


 


 


Come Monday

Jamie Joy Gatto

from Sex Noir

 


It was too hot the summer I chose to play
with Payne, having broken it off with Mr. Right when he refused to
leave his drinking buddies one night at the tavern, even after I
paged him to tell him my Granddaddy had died, the grandpa that had
shared his same birthday fifty years apart. Yep, one of those
summers in New Orleans where it's so humid your flesh becomes one
with the liquid air, and if you cry right out in the street, no one
will notice as the tears join with the beady sweat covering your
face. The French Quarter stank of the rotting garbage they hide
down underground, baking in the hot concrete, waiting for the trash
men to come Monday to lift it out and cart it away, and something
that blew in off the river smelled a bit like diapers, then sweet
like applesauce, confusing my senses as to whether or not I stayed
nauseated from sorrow, or simply sick from the smell of it.

I figured chasing cock would be easier than
chasing tail, since most girls I've met seem to prefer a real
relationship over basic sex with a non-committing friend. The last
thing I wanted was to get waist deep into somebody else's life and
family, history and pain, to allow them to want me so bad, they'd
call me from work just to say, "Hi" and stop by my place
unannounced on their way home with a fresh croissant filled with
buttery mushrooms, let them feed it to me right from the paper
sack, let me fall in love with their dog and the smell of their
hair and make me cry until dawn when they didn't call, even one
time at all, the whole weekend with no explanations or apologies
come Monday.

No, I wanted to get laid and get it
regularly, preferably at my whim, from some mildly amusing man with
reasonable good looks and an absolutely dog-less apartment with
nary a book nor self-created piece of artwork in sight. I wouldn't
care whether or not he called or if he even had a phone, just so
long as he had a dick.

Attending a funeral in August in New Orleans
is a pathetic way to begin a week, especially when you are faced
with my family and having no steady mate to give you an excuse to
play hooky. Instead I had to deal with great aunts upon aunts
offering their version of orange-crusted, eggy baked macaroni at
the after-the-funeral pot luck buffet. It wouldn't have been so bad
if I hadn't worn the only black dress I own, which is made of an
itchy boucle, and a pair of cheap, off-black pantyhose in a size
too big pulled all the way up to my breasts underneath it. Aunt
Iris handed me a plate with a slice of her cranberry mold topped
with what looked like a greasy dollop of mayo. I can't even look at
food that wiggles. I had to find Rodman.

I knew The Hotel St. Claire was the best
place to look for Rodman, since he never answers his phone. I
didn't care if he was working, he had to take a lunch break
sometime, and I was willing to wait. Rodman is my favorite cousin
by marriage on the other side of my family, as my Granny calls it.
We grew up in the same little gang of neighborhood kids, so we
always called one another by our last names. It must have started
the year we played army against the next block's gang. I'm not
exactly sure how we're related, but I do know that he was the only
boy who ever let me play bride and groom with him. He even let me
be the groom sometimes.

The Quarter was hot as hell at noontime,
white-bright and steamy with the Mississippi mystery fragrance in
full force; it was so bad, even the tourists seemed to be in
hiding. Only one or two small groups of maw-maw's shuffled along
cracked sidewalks canopied with wrought iron balconies. The women
were bedecked with out-of-season Mardi Gras beads and over-sized
matching sweat suits, some hand-painted with glitter pens, wearing
tangled necklaces of sun-glasses and cameras.

The sky, for sure, was going to fall in
sheets of hot Summer rain, which never really cooled off New
Orleans, but simply suddenly filled our saucer-shaped city like the
bowl it is, steaming us like a pot of boiled crabs, then
ending--abandoning us as abruptly as it had begun. As a child, I
used to imagine that when it rained, God was watering the Earth's
plants with a giant, copper watering can, sprinkling His garden
with the loving hand of a man who wouldn't let his creatures
die.

I pressed down the fleeting sadness I felt,
remembering how Grandpa always loved the rain. In fact it was he
who taught me not to be afraid of thunder. I buried my pain with
thoughts of lust, cunnilingus, ass-fucking, raw sex. The images
flashed before my eyes like a film as the sky cracked open and the
rain gushed down. My heart beat with each clap of thunder.

Suddenly I felt small and strange, like a
child, which didn't at all cure my rock-steady libido, it only made
me long more deeply for a strong man. While I knew casual sex could
never take the place of having a relationship with anyone of
substance, I also knew what good a roll in the hay would do me.
This was somebody's lucky day.

The Hotel St. Claire was happy to greet me,
air-conditioned chilly and all done up in maroon velvet; gilded
tassels and fringe adorned anything that happened to be swathed in
the lush fabric. Payne, busily working behind the front desk, was
the first thing I saw as I entered the cramped, though elegantly
dressed lobby. He was a quiet and wan boy, and you could kind of
say he was cute with a smiling, simple face--but he didn't have
much to say, and when he did, he didn't have a great deal of a
variety in his conversational wardrobe. Most importantly, I knew he
had a cock; conversation was optional.

I should have figured Payne would be working
at the hotel with Rodman. Ever since we were all in the seventh
grade, right about the time when I'd stopped climbing trees with
boy cousins and started chasing the soccer players at school,
wherever there was Rodman, there was Payne. I had known him
throughout his punk phase, his '80s Quadrophenia Mod phase (he had
switched suddenly one summer to "Rocker" mode inexplicably) and
everything in between and up until the Seattle grunge look. Let me
tell you, you've got to be crazy to wear layers of plaid and
sweaters and ski caps during any season in New Orleans. This year
it seemed that Vampire Goth was in vogue. And there was Payne--all
in black: nails, long dyed hair, clothes and all. He didn't look
half bad, come to think of it.

On one side of the room, French doors opened
onto a banana tree-shaded courtyard replete with a watery,
cornflower blue swimming pool. The wind picked up a bit as the sky
rained, coloring itself white-gray. The tropical scene twitched
occasionally in an off-beat gust from a breeze that I could see but
not feel. Even though I was in the artificially cold air, I
suddenly realized I was nearly covered head to toe in nylon; I
wanted to rip off my stockings and dress and run naked, splashing
into the rain and water.

I imagined Payne already in the pool,
bobbing in cool water, his shiny hair glistening with wet droplets,
wearing his perma-smile, waving me toward him. I'd be stripped
naked and heading cunt-first to his smiling lips knowing he would
be completely willing to do whatever I wanted. By the time I had
begun to walk from the front door to the front desk, I had already
decided that Payne was going to get laid. He had no choice in the
matter: right place, right time, right dick, never mind the Goth
drag.

Between paying customers and pauses when the
manager went to check on rooms, Payne explained that Rodman was on
vacation for the week. Payne had also decided that his name was
going to be Morte and that I should address him as such (in front
of his friends, he whispered) but not at work. Somehow the fact
eluded him that his last name, Payne, was somehow ridiculously
Goth-sounding almost to the point of being trite. But like I said,
the young man was constantly trying to re-invent himself.

 


Read the rest in
Sex Noir.


 


 



Waylaid

Julie Cox

from Like Tooth and Claw and
Chasing Tail

 


The fox scooped him up in its mouth and ran.
Their flight was swift, and he could hear nothing but the roar of
the wind past his ears, his huge paper-thin ears, and his heart
felt like it would burst with terror, if the sharp teeth digging
into his fur--his fur?--didn't kill him first.

Then he fell to the ground, and though it
seemed like a long way, the impact didn't hurt. He bounced. He
rolled onto his stomach, paralyzed, and looked up at the fox. She
grinned her vixen-grin down at him, and laughed as only a fox can.
She nudged him with her nose, and again that shivering heat. And he
was himself again.

He sat curled up on the ground while the
girl with the dark hair laughed, wiping away tears. The events of
the evening railed against his mind, until at last he had to accept
them as they were and face the present. The first thing he did was
scowl at the girl.

"That was funny, was it?"

She steadied herself. "No, not really. But I
have to laugh."

"Go fuck yourself."

"Hardly a way to talk to someone who just
saved your life."

Joey replayed the last few minutes in his
head and realized that yes, she had just saved him, even if it had
been in possibly the most undignified method by which one could be
saved.

"Did you have to turn me into a mouse? You
did turn me into a mouse, right?"

"A rat. All the better to carry you, my
dear."

He thought on that, then said, carefully,
"Thank you."

"That's better. You're welcome."

He wanted to disbelieve it all, wake and
find it a dream, even if upon waking he found that he had fallen
asleep at the wheel and had crashed his semi into a tree and was
bleeding out all over the floorboards. Surely anything would be
better than this universe-twisting place when men and women mutated
into vipers and alligators, where fox-women carried his rodent-self
away to... where was he?

He looked up, really looked, and saw an
overgrown lawn dotted with large rocks. No, not rocks...
tombstones. He groaned.

"A cemetery?"

"It's one of the few places they won't
go."

"Perfect." He stood up, and realized with a
jolt that he was naked. "I'm naked in a cemetery. Usually I would
find this interesting. But lady, I want to get back to my truck and
get the hell out of here." And put on some clothes. He would feel
so much safer with his clothes on, even if it was just an illusion
of safety.

"I hate to break it to you, but they'll have
trashed your truck."

"Goddamn it--can we go look and make
sure?"

"You really want to go back there,
cowboy?"

He thought for a minute, then shook his
head. "No, I guess not." He pointed at her, a most undignified
gesture. "Hey, you're naked too."

"Nice of you to notice. That's the thing
about shifting--you get a big shape, you rip your clothes to
shreds. Better to be little, and hop right on out of them."

"If you say so."

"I do. Baby shifter, why don't you come back
with me to my home for the night. We can talk, you can sleep, you
can borrow some clothes, and if you want, you can be on your way
tomorrow."

There was an implication in
the tag end of that sentence. If
he wanted. If. There was not a possibility in his
mind that he wouldn't want to be on his way, right now if he could.
But naked in the dark in a strange forest populated by monsters? He
would have to cling to his rescuer and hope she hadn't saved him
with the idea of making a meal of him herself.

He walked behind her through the long,
dew-wet grass of the cemetery. He had to admit, it was a nice view.
She had a wonderful ass, round and white as the moon; it looked
smooth and soft and inviting. Not like those stick-girls whose ass
couldn't hold up a pair of jeans. He looked up to see her glancing
over her shoulder, a coy half-smile in her eyes as she caught him
looking. He averted his eyes and muttered, "Sorry."

"Don't be sorry for looking at what's right
in front of you," she said. "I'm not." She gave him a significant
glance. Under different circumstances, he'd have been aroused.
Tonight, he was too busy with shock and horror--for the moment.

Her home was a small trailer that adjoined
the cemetery, probably where a caretaker should have been living.
The outside was forbidding, but the interior, once she flipped on
the lights, was warm and inviting, if dim. It was tiny, with barely
enough room to walk around the unmade bed to reach the bathroom on
the far side, or the kitchen on the near side.

"Home sweet home," she said. She tossed him
a quilt. He wrapped it over his shoulders and perched on the edge
of the bed while she put a kettle on the stove for tea. He told
her, in quiet stops and starts, about how he'd ended up at the bar
in the first place.

At the end of his short tale, he said, "I'm
Joey."

"Aubrey," she answered, and brought him a
cup of smoke-scented tea. She sat on the bed, casual as anything.
Her nakedness, her lack of concern, seemed inhuman to him,
unsettled him, even as he admired her curves, her skin. He took a
drink of the tea; it was good. He didn't usually drink tea, but he
would drink this.

"What was it you called me earlier?"

"I called you a baby shifter."

"Why?"

She walked her fingers up his quilt-covered
arm. "I shared my magic with you, when I changed you into a rat. I
wouldn't normally do so casually, but I liked the look of you. If
you want it, you can keep it, make it yours, be a shifter yourself.
Haven't you ever heard of a werewolf?"

"I'm gonna be a werewolf? Like, changing
under the moon, chasing down people, allergic to silver kind of
werewolf?"

"Those are just stories. This... this is the
reality." She held up her hand, and muscles moved under her skin
like water. Soft black fur grew from her fingers, and her nails
swelled to canine claws as he watched. Then she stretched her hand,
like she'd had a cramp, and everything slid back to a human hand,
just as if it had been made to do so.

"Jesus," Joey said.

She picked up his hand, set the tea aside,
and brought his hand to her breast. He breathed in sharp, but she
held his hand in place.

"You do it," she said.

"I don't--"

"Just do it."

He stared at his hand, his rough, dark hand
on her moon-pale breast and the nut-brown swell of her nipple. He
concentrated, thought about what he'd just seen, and felt his thumb
joint slide back along the bone of his wrist. He thought claws, and
his nails narrowed, squeezing in on themselves. It was like moving
muscles he'd never thought to move before; they obeyed just like
any other part of his body. He slid his hand lower, caressing her
breast with a half-turned paw, the beginnings of awareness stirring
in his groin, before jerking his hand back out of her grasp.

"What?" she asked.

"Those things in the bar-- The snakes and
the crocodiles--"

"Alligators. No crocodiles in North America.
At least, none at Cloud Eight."

"You're going to make me into one of them.
They were mindless creatures."

She looked impatient. "Don't be silly. You
fell into a nest--water moccasins, mostly. But I'm not one of them,
and you aren't either. Individually they're not so bad, but in a
mob... well. You saw."

"What were you doing there, then?"

She shrugged. "I am a swamp fox. I can go
anywhere I like, including into their dens, and they don't care to
stop me. You... you were a tasty morsel, an unfamiliar trespasser.
But you become a shifter in and of yourself, apart from me, and
they won't want anything to do with you. I promise--they won't even
recognize you."

He thought about this and nodded. "What have
you made me into?"

"I told you--I shared my magic with you when
I changed you. It's in your bones and your hair and your skin and
your blood now. For a short while, you can be anything you want to
be, like a young tree can be bent to a new shape. You pick a form
soon, one form, and that will be all you can become, forever."

"I don't have to be a rat then."

She shook her head. "No. I don't recommend
it, considering how many things eat rats. Don't have to be a fox
either." She drew the edge of the quilt away from him. "Haven't you
ever wondered what it would be like to change what you are? To make
things smoother, or stronger, or... bigger?"

"Never had a problem in that department," he
said, a touch of machismo in his voice.

"I don't doubt it," she purred. "In any
case, whether you pick a shape to take or not... I hope you'll at
least try it while you have the ability to do so. Not many people
get the chance." She moved closer to him, her eyes moving over him
with evident pleasure. "And I would so love to show you how.
Because I rarely have the chance either, to share pleasure with
another like myself."

He let her pull the blanket back. Her
fingers trailed up his tattooed arms, past the celtic knot cuff
around his wrists, the twisting briers, the sash with his military
information, the phases of the moon, the runes that appeared in his
dreams. She ran the pads of her fingers over the paw prints that
trailed down his chest, around a Leo symbol. She pressed her chest
to his and kissed his throat, and he shivered as she traced a trail
of black, feline spots down his spine and across his shoulder
blades.

"There's more to you than there appears on
the surface," she observed.

"That's true of anyone."

"Some more so than others."

He sighed deep and tilted his head back,
baring his throat. She nibbled along the soft skin, mindless of the
few days of scruff along his jaw. She smelled like honeysuckle and
cool earth. He circled his arms around her waist and drew her
close. It had been so very long, and the insanity that had engulfed
him since the neon lights of the bar appeared in the darkness
seemed to naturally lead here, to her, to her trembling breath and
sharp nails. There was no propriety, no hesitation or demure guilt
in her eyes as she pushed him back onto her bed and kicked the last
folds of the quilt aside. She would take from him what she wanted,
and laugh for joy in the morning without a thought.

He folded her in his arms and kissed her,
his tongue flicking against her mouth. She opened to him gladly.
Her breasts pressed against his chest, soft swells of flesh, and he
ran his hands up to cup them. She arched her back, letting him suck
her acorn-brown nipples, and her voice shuddered as she asked him
to keep going. She straddled him and sank low on his hips, rubbing
herself against his stiff cock. She certainly didn't waste any
time, he thought.

"Easy there, Secretariat," he said, "no
rush." He circled his arms around her waist and gently rolled them
to the side. He slid down the length of her body, kissing the soft,
rounded flesh of her belly. She made some purring, slightly less
than human noise of pleasure when his hand slid between her legs,
and she obligingly relaxed on her back, legs apart to give him
access. He nibbled up the inside of her thigh, his hand tracing
patterns on her opposite thigh, coming close to her clit but not
touching. She pleaded softly, in little squirms and sounds, and at
last he obliged her, sucking the folds of her flesh and pressing
the length of his tongue inside her. She moaned and dug her
fingernails into his shoulder, lifting her hips. He pressed down on
her thighs, holding her still while he worked. He was good at this
part, and he knew it. He listened to her sounds, holding back when
she wanted more, pressing and sucking her harder and faster when
she could hardly take it any more. When she cried out and legs
shook on either side of him, her belly shuddering, he let her. When
she relaxed, he crawled up her body, to look into her eyes, which
had gone that deep amber color again.

"Ohhh, am I glad I saved you," she said.

 


Read the rest in
Like Tooth and Claw.


 


 


The Succession of Knoorikios
Khnum

Zachary Jernigan

from Wired Hard 4

 


He closes the door behind
us. He grabs my shoulders from behind and pulls me against his
chest. He reminds me we only made love
once and that I would be a fool to think it would happen
again. While he says this, his hands are
working at my belt buckle. After it is unclasped, he tells
me, remember your place. His right hand goes underneath my waistband and his fist
grips my rigid member. His chin rests on my shoulder and I moan
into his neck, grinding my buttocks into his erection.
It will never happen! he
says as I pull down my pants, allowing him to slip between my
thighs. I grip him there, his length firmly pressed against my
perineum--You're kidding
yourself, he groans. He pushes me onto the
bed and there is no more talk as his mouth covers mine, his tongue
thrusting, his hands urgent, undressing me. I detach myself for a
moment, only to grab the lubricant from my pants pocket. We kiss
roughly, legs intertwined as our hands move over each other's
erections. Despite the protestations, his eyes are closed, his
hands sure. My nose fills with the smell of his sweat, pungent as
cinnamontree bark.

I am impatient, hungry. I
roll over and throw my left leg over his hip, reaching behind me
for his penis. I guide him into me fluidly, taking his whole cock
into my rectum. (I have practiced for this occasion.) For a long
moment, I hold him there, savoring the immense swell of him inside
me--I can feel the heartbeat in his erection; he is breathing
quickly behind me; Yes, he whispers. And then we start bucking. Slowly at first, and
then with increasing speed, his hard, slick shaft moves inside me.
I do not touch myself; I do not need to; the mere proximity of his
hands, his fingers digging into my hips with each thrust stimulates
me enough. It is only with great self-control that I am able to
keep from coming.

I turn my head to look at his left hand,
encased as always in the white glove that fits so closely it is
indistinguishable from his skin. Smoother, slightly colder than
flesh, it does not sweat. I focus on the line where the white meets
his skin. It does not move.

I want it to. I imagine the
line spreading along his forearms, up his full biceps and onto the
hard swell of his shoulder. From there it spreads onto his
collarbone, over the heavy muscles of his back and chest, slides
down his back. It crawls up his neck, envelopes his face, shrinks
down to a point and closes on the top of his head. As the glove
passes, details of expression and physique are obscured. Only his
eyes remain uncovered. It melts over the ridges of his belly and
moves onto his loins. In the back, it slides into the muscular
crevice between his butt cheeks; in the front it slips into the
heated area where we are joined. A brief hesitation, and then
it jumps--and its
coolness is enveloping my skin, slithering over my hips, hugging
me--connecting us. No longer thrusting, but fused and squeezing,
swelling. I feel the warm tumescence of his rigid penis and my
bowel's every nerve as I pull him deep into me, yearning for him to
grow larger and fill me. I imagine that he feels my warm, soft
interior hugging him, my sphincter tightening rhythmically on the
base of his shaft.

Both of us one being, wrapped in a shell of
cool, fluid marble, heated and pulsing inside.

"The glove," I pant. "Please."

 


* * * *

 


His name is Adrash Knoorikios. He is my
perfect erotic object.

He is an unaugmented man of middle years,
tall and powerfully proportioned, the lines of his body fluid, his
muscles full and smooth. Hairless except for the brows and
eyelashes, his skin is the fertile black-brown of wet soil, free of
blemish or prominent vein. His features are strong, classically
masculine, and to my eyes somewhat cruel. I attribute this to his
eyes, which are almond shaped and bright yellow, without pupil or
white. They seem to shine even in the light of day. His penis, long
and thick even when flaccid, is circumcised and darker than the
rest of his skin, nearly coal black. His testicles are unwrinkled
and large, but do not droop unattractively beneath his member.

He wears little, even in cold weather.
Around his neck he wears a broad mail necklace, of gold links so
finely worked that it lies like fine fabric on his chest. His left
hand is sheathed in the white glove, always. On his wrists he often
wears twin brass vambraces, heavy and buffed to a high shine.
Larger jewelry of the same design encircle his ankles. For the
month of monsoons, he wears a red satin headband that trails to the
ground. He never covers his loins with clothing. At war and
defense, the glove--grown to cover all but his eyes--is his only
attire; in this guise, he is called Knoorikios Khnum, or Adrash
Min. I have seen him in the glove only once. It was not during
wartime.

He smells of some strong, heavy musk--of an
achingly familiar yet unnamable spice--but only when one's nose is
nearly touching his skin. It is as if he causes the air itself to
swallow the particles of his scent only centimeters from the pores,
in order to save people from being overwhelmed by its
intensity.

His voice is deep and resonant, yet he
rarely speaks publicly. He is not overly demonstrative in gesture,
either, but makes his moods felt easily enough. Ocean-deep calm,
seadog focus, tropical storm fury--one feels his moods in the gut,
tugging, impossible to ignore. The gravity of his aura forces
attention.

We slept together, once, a short time after
I arrived. He never spoke of it again, nor have I had the courage
to raise the issue until now. To have that man, a man who topples
stellar empires only to uplift others--a soul that resounds
throughout the void itself--speak my name in furious intimacy once
more.... To hear my name spoken, whispered in the quiet moments
afterwards....

I love him, which is a foolish thing to do.
I am a diplomat from nowhere, and he is the ruler of an empire. He
has smashed stars with his fists, set worlds ablaze with the light
from his eyes. His is the will of Thor, of Yahweh. Of Maitreya and
Ahura Mazda.

I am a man; he is a god. This is no
hyperbole.

 


* * * *

 


"Please," I whisper. "Please, please," I
beg.

He does not answer, but tightens his grip on
my hip. His thrusts become shorter, faster. A grunt escapes his
lips, and he swells greater, stretching me where we are connected.
My begging has excited him, apparently. I push and pull on his
erection, breathing deeply into my gut as his shaft massages my
prostate. I stare at his fingertips, the indentations in my skin,
hyperaware of the five small patches of flesh in contact with the
glove. I will the material to melt from his hand onto me, to
complete the union before I lose myself to orgasm. I long to be a
closed environment, joined in our final moments of ecstasy; fused
afterwards as his fluid disperses inside me, as my own ejaculate
cools and spreads beneath the glove's membrane to coat us both--to
be absorbed into each other's skin.

"The glove, Lord. The glove. Please."

He grips my right
shoulder. Get on top, he commands. I push myself up and, careful not to lose him,
rise on his erection enough to hook my right leg underneath me. I
grip his hips with my calves and lower my weight completely onto
him. We sigh in unison as he reaches the greatest depth inside me.
The angle allows me to rest for a moment and I savor the sensation
of fullness in my rectum, the distention of my sphincter as it
slowly spasms around the base of his engorged member. My own
erection stiffens; my testicles rise, tickling my inner thigh. I
breathe deeply into my stomach, trying to reign in my libido and
achieve some measure of control over my body. It requires constant
attention lest it let go completely. No amount of practice could
have prepared me for this.

Yet I am not allowed much rest. He slaps my
hips. His fingers dig in as he lifts me up, off of his erection.
Slowly, very slowly his head slides free. My heart shudders in
despair, thinking that he has decided to end our lovemaking--but he
holds me there, his head pressed against my opening. I want
intensely to fall back onto him, but my hips are held in a vice
grip.

The fingers of his left
hand tighten fractionally. I look down. Watch, he says.

I watch. Finally (I believe myself to be
imagining it for a moment), the glove begins inching along his
wrist.

I gasp as he pulls me down, skewers me.

 


Read the rest in
Wired Hard 4.


 


If you enjoyed the excerpts
featured in Sweet
Somethings, you may also be interested in
the following books, all of which are available as ebooks through
Smashwords:

 


Best
Fantastic Erotica, Price: $9.99

The best erotic science fiction and fantasy as
determined by the annual contest run by Circlet Press. Rewarding
originality and positive sensuality, the contest inspires
well-known and unknown writers alike to excel in this provocative
genre. Erotic sf/f combines erotic and sexual themes with magic,
futurism, high fantasy, cyberpunk, space opera, magic realism, and
all the many other sub-genres. The 2006 winner is a multi-genre
writer from Canada Arinn Dembo, whose Monsoon draws on the mythic
tradition of India. Second and third place went to two well-known
erotica authors, both of whom have published with Circlet Press
before, Thomas S. Roche for The Night the New Hog Croaked and Jason
Rubis for Circe House. Over 400 manuscripts were submitted and only
20 were chosen for publication.

 


Edge
Plays, by Cecilia Tan, Price: $3.99

Five erotic fantasies of female submission on
faraway worlds from BDSM science fiction maven Cecilia Tan.
Collecting five pieces of fiction that all take place in the same
universe as Tan's classic story "Telepaths Don't Need Safewords,"
EDGE PLAYS explores the boundaries between pain and pleasure, love
and loyalty, and dominance and submission.

 


Alpha,
by Molly Maddox, Price: $4.99

Fighting to survive in
zombie-ravaged Manhattan, Janey Hyde leads the humans, Seamus the
werewolves. The two groups don't trust each other. Will an alliance
be their salvation? Or will the erotic attraction between Janey and
Seamus be their downfall? A paranormal erotic
romance.



Like
That Spark: Erotic Stories of New Relationships,
$6.99
Like
That Spark is a sci-fi/fantasy erotic anthology which celebrates
the moment when characters realize that they are meant to be
together. The stories explore foundations of that necessary spark,
which forms between the characters. The stories are set against the
backdrop of futuristic cities, distant planets, mythical kingdoms,
and the surreal landscape of the dream world.

 


Up for Grabs: Exploring the Worlds of Gender, Price:
$5.99
An
anthology of erotic stories where gender is up for grabs. Thousands
of people spend time on the Internet identified with a gender other
than the one they were born with, for erotic gratification or to
stretch their imaginations. But what if you got a tax break for
changing your gender? What if you could choose to be no gender at
all until you went on a date? Five stories. 



Like a Thorn: BDSM Fairy Tales, Price:
$5.99
Five
classic fairy tales reemerge as deliciously dark erotica stories
with a BDSM twist. These stories describe the many diverse faces of
bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism in sexy encounters
ranging from haunting to healing, and painful to playful. Ranging
from present day to "once upon a time" settings, each story offers
a fresh perspective to both legend and BDSM. Winner of the NLA:I
Writing Award for BDSM-positive fiction.



Faewolf, by D.M. Atkins and Christ Taylor, Price:
$5.99
Faewolves, like werewolves, can walk among men. What happens
when Kiya White Cloud, a young gay college student in Santa Cruz,
wants one of these men enough to risk his heart--and his life? An
m/m erotic romance from Circlet Press, Inc. [Warning: explicit sex,
dubious consent, and rough scenes.]



Like a Sacred Desire: Tales of Sex Magick, Price:
$6.99
The
latest erotic fantasy anthology from Circlet Press explores sex
magick and the sacred aspect of sex in seven all-new stories where
sex is a sacrament, a gateway to spiritual healing and higher
consciousness. Authors including Raven Kaldera, D.L. King, Angela
Caperton, and more invite readers on a journey both sensual and
spiritual, where nothing is quite what it seems.



Like
Crimson Droplets, Price: $4.99
Veteran authors Jason Rubis,
Genieveve Eldredge, and Thomas Roche along with newcomer Cari Z.
come together to bring you four new erotic vampire stories in Like
Crimson Droplets. Each story offers a different outlook on the myth
of the vampire and the pleasurable consequences for the humans who
cross their paths. Ranging from light to dark, this new eBook
traverses the spectrum of vampiric possibilities: between the peace
of death and the salvation of eternal life, vampiric power to
enslave or submit, a halloween nightmare turned wet dream, and a
bond built of blood and love. Through sex and blood each character
is altered, breaking out of the world they know into something
spectacular.

 


Like a Corset Undone: Erotic Steampunk, Price:
$6.99
All the
trappings of steampunk society--corsets, airships, and 'leaping
technologie'--meet the simmering undertone of sexuality so
well-hidden by Victorian morality in LIKE A CORSET UNDONE, Circlet
Press's third volume of erotic steampunk stories. Includes Peter
Tupper, Angela Caperton, Jasmine Dale, R.E. Bond, Roxy Katt, R
Blacknett, Carlanime Bligh, Angelia Sparrow and Naomi
Brooks



Robotica by Kal Cobalt, Price:
$4.99
Five
erotic stories of robot-human relations, exploring the future of
humanity, sex, and desire. In Cobalt's futures, artificial
intelligences can have very real emotions, and humans can be just
as confused, turned on by, and obsessed with their robot lovers as
they are by any others. The stories have a delicious homoerotic
edge even as they question what gender means to a robot mind. Or
heart.



Like a
God's Kiss: Erotic Mythological Tales, Price:
$6.99
Like a
God’s Kiss combines the epic and the erotic, the mythological and
the real, to culminate in seven engaging and steamy stories. With
protagonists ranging from heroic Hercules to arrogant Arachne and
plots ranging from the well-known to the never-before-seen, readers
will discover all new aspects about their favorite mythological
characters, and will be introduced to a few new ones as
well.

 


Like a Long Road Home: Erotic Tales of Perilous
Travel, Price: $3.99
Fantasy/romance/erotica. Travel
can be dangerous, but that danger does funny things to people.
Sometimes the journey brings out a romantic spark that’s been there
all along. Sometimes meeting a stranger leads to unexpected
passion. These four stories explore the dangerously enticing side
of adventurous travel. Warning: Explicit Sex. With Vinnie Tesla,
Sunny Moraine, Elizabeth Coldwell, LA Mistral.



Mate, by Lauren P. Burka, Price:
$2.99
Three short stories of erotic science fiction with a BDSM
edge. Terry Montiero and d'Schane Grey are techies whose
relationship is fueled by their chess game--a power game.
Originally published in 1992 as a chapbook, the stories have been
unavailable for years until this eBook revival. Fans of m/m will
enjoy these characters thoroughly. 




Like a
Queen: Lesbian Erotic Fairy Tales, Price: $5.99
Five lesbian fairytales that
feature classic stories like Cinderella and The Princess and the
Pea with a queer twist. What are the erotic possibilities of the
enchanted princesses and forbidding queens that we learned about as
children? Discover the love story between Gretel and the Witch and
the intoxicating tale of Cinderella's seductively severe
stepmother. Includes 5 stories. 

 


Wired Hard
2: More Erotica for a Gay Universe, Price:
$7.49
Wired Hard 2 brings us a homoerotic collection of futuristic
stories. Fighter pilots, high tech detectives, interstellar
diplomats, prison convicts, espionage agents, and even angels--all
men who love men--populate these tales. Dark and gritty like the
hottest works of John Preston and Mason Powell, the stories in
WIRED HARD 2 go deep into the psyche of male-male eroticism.


 


Like an
Animal, Price: $6.99
Seven stories of werewolf
erotica. We all struggle with the lustful animal that lurks beneath
the skin. What more apt lens to explore the erotic possibilities,
but the mythic creature of the werewolf? These stories run the
gamut from playful to intense, exploring pack dynamics, magic, and
the natural world. [Warning: Explicit sexual content.] Includes:
Lunacy by Elizabeth Reeve, The Moon Is My Mistress by Vicka Corey,
Carolina Jasmine by David Hubbard, Carnival of the Grotesque by
A.D.R. Forte, Dark Divine Light by Becca Ovadia, Lupin House by
A.N. Cortez, and American Werewolf In Budapest by Joe Nobel.


 


Sex Noir
by Jamie Joy Gatto, Price: $9.99
A collection of erotic literary
stories all set in New Orleans, by Jamie Joy Gatto. Written and
originally published in print form long before Hurricane Katrina,
Sex Noir is Gatto's love affair with the city, the city that can be
equal parts queen of the Mississippi and back-room
stripper-whore. 

 


Like
Tooth and Claw, Price: $5.99
Edited by Joy Crelin. Six
erotic stories of shapeshifters. Werewolves are popular but there
are many other animals beyond the wolf to explore. The selke
(seal), the were-lion, & others form the basis of these erotic
stories of the connection between lust & our human and animal
sides. Includes Lee Harrington, Julie Cox, Marie Carlson, Amanda
Ferry, Alex Monagan, & Helen Dring. Warning: explicit
sex

 


Wired Hard
4: Erotica for a Gay Universe, Price:
$6.99
The fourth volume of gay male sexuality and erotica, viewed
through the lens of erotic science fiction and fantasy. Masculine
tales of kings and castles, futuristic rentboys, phallic magic, and
sexual technology. Includes Tom Cardamone, Jamie Maguire, Kal
Cobalt, Zachary Jernigan, Gavin Atlas, Helen E. H. Madden, and
more. Eight stories in all.

 


These and many other fine works of erotic science
fiction and fantasy are available directly from Circlet Press and
from our authorized retailers. We are working on converting nearly
all of our backlist print titles into ebooks, but if there is a
title you want that you don’t see available in the format you
prefer, please let us know.

 


Our website also features new erotic fiction
every week, including microfictions, book excerpts, erotic serials,
and surprise stories, along with reviews, essays, and other tidbits
of interest if you enjoy mixing the erotic with the fantastic.

 


We'd also love to see feedback from you about
what you'd like to see in future print or electronic books! Drop by
our Live Journal community at circletpress.livejournal.com, join
our Facebook group or become a fan of our Facebook page, or comment
on any entry at www.circlet.com.

 


If you had problems with this
ebook, please report Bugs to us by email at
"circletintern@gmail.com" or by following the Bug Report link
at http://www.circlet.com.
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