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      Elizabeth

      Lifting the jet-black wedding garter covered in skulls, I wave it toward Phoebe.

      “How about this one?” I say, keeping a straight face.

      Phoebe snorts.

      “I am not too sure my future husband would want to see a bunch of human skulls wrapped around my thigh after saying ‘I do’, but thanks.”

      Olive snatches it out of my hand and gives it a once over.

      “My cousin in Wisconsin would totally wear this. Too bad she’s already married with 5 kids.”

      “Guys, what are you even looking at?” Ava whines, facing away from us while the seamstress pins her pale yellow bridesmaid dress.

      Olive walks the garter over to Ava to show her as I pull Phoebe into a bear hug.

      “I’m so fricken excited for you, Pheebs. And I’m so fricken excited for me.”

      Phoebe laughs and says, “Why? Because you’re going to be on the arm of a hulking minotaur during my wedding?”

      “Have I already said that?” I quip.

      “Like ten times, woman,” she says with a giggle, “You will like Angus. He’s such a quiet, sweet guy.”

      “And gorgeous,” I say, then adding after Phoebe arches her eyebrow my way, “I may have done some digging on the Labyrinth Truffle Farm website after you and Thoreau got engaged. Minotaurs, I dunno. I just find them so damn sexy.”

      “Well, you’ve got me there,” she says, laughing.

      Lara, the seamstress, stands up and walks around Ava, checking her work.

      “OK, ladies, I should have these altered in two weeks. How does that sound, Phoebe?”

      “Perfect. Thanks, Lara.”

      Saying goodbye to everyone, I walk a couple of blocks down Main Street to my Aunt Jeanine’s store, Branwen Beach’s Little Shop of Delicacies. I find her ringing up Hugh Caldwell, one of the owners of Branwen Beach Burgers.

      “Hi, Hugh. What are you trying out now?”

      “Hey Liz. Marmalade, actually. Not for the restaurant this time, just for me and my Sunday mornings.”

      “That stuff is beyond delicious. Good choice.”

      After saying bye to Hugh, I turn to my aunt, who is holding a book out to me.

      “What’s this?”

      “Well, I saw this over at Paige’s shop and since you’ve been going on and on about Phoebe’s fiance and how hot you find minotaurs, I thought you’d like to check it out.”

      Choking down a laugh when I read the title, I say, “Minotaurs for Dummies? Thanks, Aunt Jeanine.”

      “You are very welcome. You've been so interested in minotaurs ever since Phoebe's engagement. And those fellows who sell to me from Labyrinth Truffle Farm are just dolls. I hope you like it.”

      I begin to thumb through the book when she continues.

      “Now I have a favor to ask.”

      “What? Is this gift just to butter me up?”

      “Maybe,” she responds coyly, “My friend Ev is getting a group of us to go to Hawaii to celebrate her birthday at the end of July. I really would love to go, but I can’t have the shop closed for that long of a time. Would you be able to run things here for me during that week?”

      “Auntie, I know it’s summer, but I’m a principal. I still have to work. What about Amara?”

      “She’s only part time. And she will be around to do a bunch, but I really need someone to cover what I do.”

      My aunt gives me her best puppy dog-eyes expression.

      “Alright, alright. July is light for me at the school, anyway. I’ll make it work.”

      Grabbing my hand and giving it a loving squeeze, my aunt says, “You’ve always been my favorite niece.”

      “I’m your only niece, Auntie.”
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        * * *

      

      A knock on my office door reveals Ava.

      “Hey, boss, are you going to join the teachers to celebrate the last day of school?”

      Looking up from my minotaur book, I nod.

      “I need to stop getting distracted by this and finish my work. So, yeah, I should make it. Where is everyone meeting?”

      “Branwen Beach Tavern, natch.”

      “OK, I’ll finish up here and head over.”

      Ava gives me a wave as she leaves my office. Looking over my to-do list, I decide to finish the chapter I had been reading first. I will not meet my bullman groomsman until the rehearsal dinner, but I want to learn more about minotaur culture and lifestyle.

      Who knows, maybe that info will come in handy while getting to know this Angus fellow?
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        * * *

      

      The rehearsal dinner is being held at Mare Pacificum, so Ava and I meet up at Leah’s house, who is another one of our friends and a fellow bridesmaid. The plan is to walk over, then crash at Leah’s for the night, so I have a bag packed and my bridesmaid dress hung up in my back seat. Stepping out of the car, Leah pokes her head out of the open window and catcalls at me.

      “Damn, woman! You look hot!”

      Twirling, I can’t help but giggle.

      “You really want to catch someone’s eye, don‘t you?” She teases from the window.

      Shrugging, I throw her a wicked grin and walk up the stairs to the front door. Ava throws it open before I knock.

      “Dang. Well, Liz, you certainly look hot.”

      “Thanks, babe. So do you. Looking to catch someone’s eye?”

      “Lord no, woman. You know how I feel about that lovey-dovey stuff.”

      Giving my friend a side squeeze, I say, “I do. But I also know that you’re an amazing woman, Ava. Any man would be lucky to have you.”

      “Well, that’s true,” she jokes.

      The walk to Mare Pacificum is uneventful. The greeter ushers us into a back room that Phoebe and Thoreau reserved for the rehearsal dinner. As soon as I step foot into the room, Angus immediately pops out at me. My research on his farm’s website did me well, because I easily can pick him out amongst his brothers. Every single minotaur in this room is an absolute hulking snack, but only the sight of Angus makes my pussy purr.

      He stands at around 7 feet tall, with a thick, luxurious beard. The button-down shirt he wears does little to hide the rolls of muscle underneath and I can’t help but notice his pants don’t hide his package well, either.

      Holy, I’m in trouble.
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      Angus

      Finishing my whiskey, I pour another and sit in the diminutive chair while waiting for my brother Taurus to finish his tux fitting. My other two brothers are absorbed in conversation with the other groomsmen, but I sit here, lost in my anxiety.

      While I am thrilled for Thoreau for finding love, I cannot stop thinking about being paired up with a human woman during the entire wedding night. His fiance, Phoebe, is human and fantastic. But, let’s face it, most human women are probably freaked out by us minotaurs. Our size. Our horns. Our paranormal life.

      When he asked me to be a groomsman, I expressed this concern to my engaged brother, but he waved it away.

      “Phoebe would never be friends with paranormal bigots, Angus,” he said, “And she certainly wouldn’t ask people like that to stand up for her in our wedding.”

      What he said made total sense, but now here I am, a ball of worry.

      “Earth to Angus,” Serapion says, the oldest of us Del Toro brothers, and waves his hand in my face.

      “Oh, sorry. Is it my turn?”

      “Yes. Lara wants to measure you before Tate and Darius, since they need to be raised higher on her platform.”

      “Got it.”

      Standing up on the platform while the seamstress pins my tux, I look over at Tate and Darius with a slight zap of jealousy running through my body. While they are also paranormal, being shifters, I envy their ability to walk around in their human-forms. My horns and hoofs are always on display, never mind my size.

      “Dude, you look dapper,” Thoreau calls over to me, raising a glass of whiskey in his hand.

      “You do look suave, brother. The ladies will be eyeing you for sure,” Taurus says.

      Smiling, I shake my head. All three of my brothers have had zero issues in the ladies' department. None of them have been playboys, mind you, but I am the only one who has barely dated anyone. This, I realize, probably makes my anxiety even worse around women.

      Well, human women.
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        * * *

      

      Back on our truffle farm, Pip, JoJo, Pansy, and Tank attack me when I enter the farmhouse. Our Lagotto Romagnolos are working dogs, but we also treat them like family.

      “Whoa, hello, hello,” I say, laughing.

      A handful of treats later, they go off with Taurus while I head upstairs to my room. Thoreau has lived off the farm for years now, but Taurus, Serapion, and I continue to call it home. Reaching my bedroom, I close the door and collapse on top of my bed. Something needs to change, because I can’t keep carrying this anxiety around. For all I know, whoever I am paired with in the wedding party will be super chill and cool. Or married. Or gay. Or whatever.

      Well, the wedding isn’t for a few more weeks, so I need to get over myself for now. Grabbing my current read off the nightstand, I settle in my rocking chair and get lost in a world of gangsters and witches.
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        * * *

      

      On the afternoon of the rehearsal, I stand in front of my full-length mirror and mull over the clothes I am wearing. During these last few weeks, I have focused on releasing my wedding party anxiety and worry. But, I still want to look the best I can. I want to make a good impression.

      Why? I don't really know. Probably because I will have to interact with this woman for an entire evening, take photos with her, eat beside her, and even dance with her.

      I know little about the bridesmaid I am paired with. She’s a principal at Phoebe's old school, that much I’m aware of. But I have zero idea of what she looks like or anything else. Part of me likes that, but the other part hates it because I can’t prepare myself for whatever I’ll be dealing with.

      Serapion, Taurus, and I arrive at Mare Pacificum, a fine-dining restaurant right on the beach, to find the staff carrying a table out of the room where we are holding the rehearsal dinner. Thoreau and Phoebe are in the room's corner, speaking with their officiant, when my brother notices us walk in.

      “The restaurant set up the wrong sized table for us. It’s getting fixed,” Thoreau explains.

      Looking out of the room, I see the staff struggling with a much larger, heavier looking table. I grab my other two brothers’ attention and we head out to help them. Stifling a laugh at the employee’s relieved faces, I grab the end of the table while my brothers assist on the sides. Once positioned on the floor, the staff breaks out into applause for us. I guess having mighty minotaurs around can be useful.

      The staff quickly gets the table set up before the rest of the wedding party shows. Standing off to the side, with Taurus and Serapion, my back is to the door when I feel a prickling along my neck. Turning, I see three women walk in, followed by happy squeals from Phoebe. All three are attractive, but one sticks out to me.

      The woman, about a foot and a half shorter than me, sports warm, dark eyes. Her black and silver short haircut accentuates her high cheekbones and full, pouty lips. Our eyes meet and my entire bone structure turns to jello, sinking into my hooves. My stomach, filled with butterflies, turns and tosses while I soak in her curvy, voluptuous body.

      I don’t know who this is, but she’s gorgeous and my first instinct is to hide under the table.
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      Elizabeth

      Catching sight of Ava, Leah, and me, Phoebe rushes across the room, attacking us with hugs.

      “Gee, why are you so excited?” Leah jokes.

      “Come with me, ladies. I need to introduce you to your groomsmen. My sister is, of course, with Serapion, since she is the maid of honor. Leah, you’re with Tate, Ava you're with Darius, Olive you’re with Taurus, and Liz you’re with Angus. But I guess you all already know that,” Phoebe is speaking a mile a minute, “Tate! This is Leah. Be a gentleman and get to know her.”

      In a whirlwind, she pairs off the other two, leaving me for last.

      “Angus, hey, I want to introduce you to someone,” she says, dragging me to the massive minotaur hanging out in the corner. He looks up at her with a small smile, but does not look in my direction.

      “Elizabeth Capitan, this is Angus Del Toro, Thoreau’s youngest brother. Angus, this is Liz. We are good friends and she also was my principal for years, before I made the career change.”

      “Nice to meet you,” the hulking mass of muscle says to me, his deep voice vibrating through my body and down into my pussy.

      Shaking his hand, my entire arm buzzes with a warm electricity, but I also notice that while he glances at me, he then looks quickly away again. I glance at Phoebe, who mouths, “He’s shy.”

      OK, I can work with shyness.

      The staff comes in and tells us they will serve us soon. The table is decorated with beautiful summer flowers, plus each setting has a beach-themed name plate. I am sitting next to my groomsman, which makes sense.

      Waiting for the appetizer to be served, I attempt to start up some small talk.

      “So, do you enjoy working on the truffle farm?”

      “Yes.” is the response I get.

      Alright, Liz, you have worked with children. You know yes and no questions can be a deadend.

      “Do you have a specific job on the farm?”

      “I’m more of a jack of all trades.”

      Staring up at him, I realize Angus is not going to elaborate. As I attempt to think of a better question, the servers come around with pan-seared sea scallops covered in brown butter sauce and micro-greens, causing me to get lost in devouring them for a minute.

      Sitting back in the chair, savoring the flavors in my mouth, I say, “That tastes like something my aunt would cook.”

      Angus looks down at me, giving a perfunctory smile. Stubborn, I continue.

      “She owns the Little Shop of Delicacies in Branwen Beach. I believe your farm does business with her.”

      A brief flicker of interest passes his eggplant-colored eyes, and he says, “Jeanine is your aunt? She’s a cool lady.”

      Grinning, I absentmindedly touch his arm, saying, “Yes! She makes so many things with your truffles.”

      I watch Angus’s skin turn a bright shade of crimson while his lips tighten into a thin line, and he looks down at his plate that’s being taken away by a server. What the hell did I say? Or was it that electricity from the touch? I wonder why that keeps happening.

      Not knowing how to prolong this torture, I turn to Leah across from me and join in her conversation about the latest Marvel movie. While going off on my love for Mary Jane, I feel like I am being watched. Turning, I catch Angus looking at me, so I give him a smile. What he does with his face may have been an attempt at a smile back, but he quickly looks away and I watch the crimson shade on his face return, plus also color his ears.

      Dinner is an absolutely divine seafood risotto. While we eat, Phoebe and Thoreau’s officiant goes over the rundown of the ceremony. We will do a quick practice after dinner, but it isn’t anything elaborate. While the woman speaks, I sense an increasing tension coming from Angus next to me.

      Here I have been beyond excited to meet him for the last several months, but it’s apparent this is absolute hell for him. Is it me? Maybe he expected someone more interesting to interact with him? Not that he’s even given me a fricken chance.

      Maybe he’s just an asshole.

      Quietly stewing in my annoyance, a seasonal fruit tart covered in whipped mascarpone perks up my mood when it's placed in front of my face.

      “Mmm, this is good,” Angus says, giving me a slight nod but not actually looking at me.

      “Yes.” is all I bother saying.

      Heading back to Leah’s for the night, I listen to the other two chat away about the dinner while I am pretty sure a dark cloud is following me overhead. Ava turns to me, at one point, with a concerned look on her face.

      “Are you OK, Liz?”

      Not wanting to be a whiny idiot the night before our friend’s wedding, I nod.

      “Totally. Just tired.”
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        * * *

      

      The wedding ceremony brings me to tears, but that’s nothing new. Every moment Angus and I touch, however, my skin feels like it’s being consumed by an electric fire. I’ve gotten good at side-eyeing my groomsmen whenever this happens. If he feels it, then he hides it well behind his handsome but stoic poker face. His mouth is continually in a tight, neutral look. And I know the man can smile. I’ve observed him with his brothers, enjoying himself, and making my pussy quiver at the sight of his sexy grins.

      Oh well. Let that shit go, Elizabeth.

      And it’s not like I expected anything. Maybe I fantasized about the hulking minotaur having his way with me in bed, but I didn’t expect it.

      Dammit.
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      Angus

      With pots and pans covering the counters, I hesitantly taste my fifth batch of truffle sauce.

      “I’m sure it’s amazing, bro,” Taurus says, walking by the kitchen.

      “This time it is,” I say, excitement clear in my voice. “Come, try it.”

      Taurus returns and takes the wooden spoon from me. When he tastes it, his expression tells me he loves it.

      “Damn, you nailed it. That’s friggin good.” Stealing another taste, he adds, “So, now what?”

      “I am going to bottle it and I’d like to sell it up front in our shop. But I was also thinking of visiting a few stores. Give some bottles as gifts and maybe I can branch out.”

      “There’s that Saucy Girls shop in Corvid Valley.”

      “Yeah, plus Branwen Beach’s Little Shop of Delicacies. I thought I’d head there tomorrow. With this heat wave, it’ll be nice to spend a day surrounded by ocean breezes.”

      “So, it’ll just be me and Serapion here tomorrow?”

      “Yup. I hope Thoreau is having a blast on his honeymoon, but I look forward to him coming back in August.”

      “Same. I’m going to run to the store. Need anything?”

      “Nah, I’m good. Going to start bottling now.”

      “Do you want anything from Ranch Hand Burgers? I’ve been dying for their western burger all day.”

      “Yeah, bring me the same. And onion rings.”

      “You got it. Later.”
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I leave in my truck at the crack of dawn. Our farm is on the Corvid Valley side of Ravenhart Mountain, so the trek to Branwen Beach takes a few hours. With my windows down, the air cools as I ascend the mountain, and the smells of summer fill my nose.

      First, I head to Branwen Beach Bakery. I never come here without picking up a bagful of their scones. Large coffee in hand, I chill at their one and only extra large bistro table and take in the sights of Main Street. The town is already hopping with tourists, which is expected on such a warm summer day in Branwen Beach. While I enjoy people watching here, I don't think I’d enjoy living in such a touristy place. At least during tourist season, which is, of course, right now.

      Checking my phone for the time, I groan when I see it’s almost dead. I guess I need a new car charger.

      Finishing my last scone, it gets caught in my throat when I make a small, surprised gasp. Walking past the bakery window is Elizabeth, the bridesmaid I was paired with last month at the wedding. Chugging my coffee to avoid a coughing fit, I watch her saunter down the sidewalk.

      Damn, that woman is just as fine in shorts and a tank top as she was wearing a flowy, pale yellow bridesmaid's dress. Feeling myself harden just by picturing her in it makes me grateful I am sitting at a table that actually covers my lap. The wedding was gorgeous, and I am so happy for my older brother, but interacting with Elizabeth was painful. I was so self-conscious about being around her. And every time we touched, an electric warmth radiated through my body, causing me to become even more self-conscious.

      She probably had a great time at the wedding, but it had nothing to do with me. Every time she’d interact with big ol’ me, I’d try to show an interest and an appreciation that she was trying. But she always looked confused or put off after each attempt.

      I wait several more minutes to leave the bakery than I had originally planned, because I don’t want to bump into her. Getting up to pop by the bookshop next door before I finally go to the delicacies shop, the whole reason I came to Branwen Beach today. I shouldn’t leave the sauce in my car too much longer, either, with the day heating up.

      A half hour later, I toss my Turn the Paige shopping bag into the truck cab and grab a box of my sauce. Last time I was here, I mentioned to Jeanine Capitan that I have been working on a new sauce recipe for several months. She begged me to bring her a bottle when I perfected it, so I’m excited to give her my final creation.

      Walking into the shop, I freeze as soon as I see the voluptuous figure standing behind the counter. Looking desperately around to make a quick exit before she notices me, Elizabeth’s alluring voice sends an anxious chill down my spine.

      “Hi. Can I help you?”

      Swallowing, I walk up to the counter, unable to look away from her eyes. She is speaking friendly enough to me, but not with the same warmth as when she spoke to me at the wedding.

      “Is, uh, is your aunt here? I, uh, didn’t realize you also work here.”

      “I don’t,” Elizabeth’s tone is impatient. “My aunt is in Hawaii for the week, so I agreed to cover the store for her. I’m pretty sure I told you I am a principal.”

      Crap, she now sounds annoyed. Stellar job, Angus.

      “Yes, yes. My apologies. OK, well, I was in town and wanted to bring Jeanine some bottles of my truffle sauce. She wanted to try it when I perfected my recipe.”

      “Ah, OK. You can leave them here. Although I think I should have you fill out the form that she has for stuff like this. Hold on one sec.”

      Watching Elizabeth walk into the backroom, I can’t help but soak in the sway of her juicy peach of an ass. Gah, her curves drive me mad. Why did I let them? Who knows? It’s not like I’ll ever get to enjoy them.

      Right then, a crash in the backroom wakes me up from my voluptuous woman stupor.

      “Liz? Uh, Elizabeth? You OK?” I call out and only get a groan in response.

      Rushing behind the counter, I look into the room and find Elizabeth on the floor, nursing her ankle, next to a folding step stool.

      “Stupid me didn’t notice the stool wasn't fully set up,” she grumbles.

      Walking into the backroom, the door swings shut behind me. I crouch down next to the beautiful woman, who looks up at me with her chocolate brown eyes.

      “I think I may have sprained my ankle. Do you mind grabbing the desk chair out by the cash register? It rolls.”

      “No problem.”

      Standing up, I walk over to the door and attempt to yank it open. But the knob won’t turn.

      “Um, does this lock from the outside?”

      “Shit. Yes.” She says, then slaps her hand onto her forehead. “Crap, my phone is out there under the register.”

      Grabbing mine out of my back pocket, I groan when I see it’s now fully dead. The beautiful, short-haired woman looks up at me with desperation in her eyes.

      “Sorry, Elizabeth, my phone is dead.”
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      Elizabeth

      As soon as Angus realizes we are trapped without a working phone, he gets to work making me more comfortable. Finding some brightly colored fabric that my aunt sometimes uses in her window displays, he creates a makeshift cushion for me to sit on. He continues to poke around the backroom and groans in disappointment.

      “I want to elevate your ankle on the step, but I can’t find anything to make it more comfortable.”

      “Oh, that’s OK, I can just put it on there,” I say, lifting my leg and cringing from the pain.

      “Hold on, hold on. You’re clearly in pain. Um. I have an idea.”

      The massive minotaur gives me an apologetic smile and takes his t-shirt off. Biting my tongue so that my jaw does not drop to the ground, I take in his bulging muscles.

      Holy crap.

      Angus folds up the shirt, placing it on the stool, then takes his mighty hands and lifts my foot to rest on it. Breathing through the pain, I give him a smile.

      “Thank you.”

      “Of course.”

      Standing up, he walks over to the door, studying it at every angle.

      “I should be able to break this down. Is that what you’d like me to do?”

      “Ugh. I’d never hear the end of it from my aunt. Do you mind waiting a bit? I’m sure a customer will come in.”

      “No problem at all.”

      Watching him stand there, as he looks around uncomfortably, I can’t help but feel bad for the handsome bullman. He appears anxious.

      “Do small spaces bother you?” I ask.

      “Oh, no, not really. I just don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.”

      Tapping the floor next to me, I say, “You’re not making me uncomfortable at all. Why don’t you sit down? Who knows how long we will be stuck here?”

      Relief is obvious on his face. He gives me a shy smile and sits down. The man takes up a lot of room, and he appears to know it.

      “Thank you for making me more comfortable.”

      “Of course. You still look like you’re in pain, though.”

      “I am. Kind of wish I could fall asleep to avoid it for a bit.”

      The handsome minotaur looks at me with his deep purple eyes and nods. He scooches closer, so that he is now sitting directly next to me.

      “I realize I am now shirtless, so feel free to tell me to eff off, but you can rest on me if you’d like.”

      Allowing my eyes to wander down his chest, my pussy answers with an affirmative and I gently nod my head.

      “If you don’t mind?”

      “Not at all.”

      He leans his back against the wall, and I allow my head to rest on his massive bicep. Closing my eyes, I breathe in his musky scent. My throbbing pussy is distracting me from my aching ankle, allowing me to drift off to sleep.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I wake up to the sound of a stomach growling. A minotaur’s stomach growling.

      “Oh, hey. I guess I fell asleep?” I say, stretching my arms.

      “You did. And I just checked my watch. It’s nighttime.”

      “Oh shit. No one came in?”

      “Not that I could hear.”

      “Shit. I had no plans for tonight, so no one is expecting me. What about you?”

      “My brothers will be curious where I am when it gets a bit later, but I doubt they will worry about it until they see I haven’t returned by the morning.”

      Another loud minotaur stomach growl makes me laugh, causing him to blush. Now that he’s being friendlier to me, I am finding his crimson blushes kind of sexy. He sort of acts like a dork, which is endearing with his massive muscle size.

      “You’re clearly hungry, and so am I. Let’s break open something in here.”

      “Your aunt won’t be annoyed?”

      “Well, it’s either that or have you break down the door. I think she will prefer us gobbling up some goodies.”

      Angus stands up and searches the shelves.

      “How about these artisanal crackers, with olives and canned artichokes?”

      “Grab some chocolate and you have a deal.” I say, grinning up at him, “Oh, and my aunt keeps a stash of booze in that box over there.”

      Angus finds a bottle of Raven’s Nest Syrah and a roll of paper towels. He sets up a picnic in front of me, with the crackers laid out, then opens the artichoke and olive jars, and a dark chocolate bar for the finale.

      “Madam, your meal is prepared.”

      Giggling, I eat up his goofy, shy expression as he lowers his eyes.

      By the time we have opened a second bottle of wine, I am laughing up a storm and definitely tipsy. The wine clearly doesn’t affect him like it does my puny human self.

      “So, Angus, I know Thoreau is 70. How about you?”

      “68. So two years shy of middle-age for a minotaur.”

      “Oh wow. So at age 50, I would be robbing the cradle with you?” I joke, followed by a loud hiccup.

      Angus laughs at me, but I can also see his handsome face blushing for the millionth time. Tempted to say something else flirty, I am interrupted by a loud “Hello?” out in the store.

      “Hey! We are in here!” He calls out to the voice.

      There’s a wiggle at the door and then a man’s voice says, “It’s locked.”

      “The key is on the wall behind the register,” I yell out.

      A minute later, the door swings open and I see my school’s art teacher, Vera, and her husband staring down at us.

      “Liz! Are you OK?”

      Her husband, Lionel, helps me up as Angus stands, while I explain what happened.

      “Oh, wow. We were taking a nighttime walk, something we like to do when Jessica’s at a sleepover, and saw the light on. Thought maybe your aunt needed help.” Vera says.

      “Hey, we can take you to Branwen Beach Emergency Center. You should get that ankle looked at,” Lionel insists.

      “I’m happy to take her,” Angus says.

      “You’ve done so much for me already.” I say.

      The gorgeous bullman looks at me with an expression I cannot read and nods his head.

      “Alright, if you’re OK?”

      “We got her. She’s in safe hands with us,” Vera says, smiling.

      “OK. Well, uh, have a good night everyone. And, um, Liz, I hope your ankle is nothing serious.”

      Watching the hulking minotaur walk out of my aunt’s shop, Vera turns to me, her eyes wide, and says, “Holy hell, Liz, he’s a dish.”

      “Standing right here, babe,” Lionel teases.

      His wife pulls him close and says, “You’re a dish and a snack and a dessert, babe.”
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      Angus

      “You got home late,” my eldest brother, Serapion, says to me when I walk into the kitchen in the morning.

      “Had a little mishap with a door.”

      Taurus smirks at me, saying, “Were you getting some last night, little brother? You can tell us.”

      “Leave him be, Taurus.”

      Grabbing a cup of coffee, I take the dogs and head out onto the farm. I’m grateful to have several chores on my to-do list today to keep my mind busy, because all night I dreamt about Elizabeth. And I woke up thinking about Elizabeth.

      Now, I stand on the farm watching the dogs do their thing, drinking coffee, and I am thinking about Elizabeth.

      At the rehearsal dinner and wedding, any time she touched me, a warm electric current would run through my body. I could not enjoy it, because I felt so self-conscious and thought I was bothering her. Last night, though, any time it happened, I allowed myself to enjoy it. The way she spoke to me, hell, even the way she looked at me, allowed me to relax and enjoy myself with her. I even made a funny from time to time, which made her laugh.

      Gah, her laugh. So damn sexy.

      After lunch time, once I’m finished with my chores, I leave my brothers to complete their work. These constant thoughts of curvy Liz won’t leave my mind and my body is desperate for a release.

      In my room, I blast a 90s grunge playlist and hop in the shower. My cock is hard as soon as the water hits me. Taking a squirt of my body wash, I stroke my length, picturing Elizabeth smiling at me with her warm brown eyes. I imagine her standing in front of me, wearing the tank top and shorts getup from last night. She lifts her pink tank over her head, revealing dark nipples under her lacy white bra. A quick movement of her hand behind her, the bra flies off and her giant breasts fall out.
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