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Author Note





Warnings:This book depicts both heterosexual and queer sexual relationships, along with ethical non-monogamy and kink. 



Note: This story can be read as a standalone. But the reading experience will be better having read the previous books first.  
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Mystic Veil World





The Mystic Veil series is set in a time and place in the world where it has been common knowledge for many years that humans were not the only inhabitants of our realm. Others from a supernatural realm had crossed over and lived within our communities alongside humans for many years. 

Some Others have integrated into society much more quickly. For example, shifters, fae, and Incubi either had a human form or already resembled humans. People hadn't noticed them living within our communities. But Others, like Orcs and Trolls, had a much more difficult time blending. Even when they used glamour to appear more human, their size tended to set them apart.  

The global community began a PR campaign to inform humans of the existence of Others. Reassuring people that Others had been living alongside us for many years. That we, as humans, did not need to fear them. Some people embraced Others and developed friendships, and even fell in love with them. Unfortunately, some people disliked the idea of supernatural beings living among us. They believed we should segregate them from the human population for safety and to maintain what they considered "right and pure.” The purist movement in the paranormal realm that feels Other’s shouldn’t be ‘mixing’ with humans or Other species of paranormals and sullying the bloodlines. Tensions rise and things get messy. 

Mystic Veil is a small but growing town in Northwest Lower Michigan. There is a close sense of community for all the inhabitants, humans and Others alike. They work, live, and thrive together. These stories primarily take place within the town of Mystic Veil, with some books also taking us to the Other Realm. 
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Prologue





Andrew

Frostveil, it was quite a trip to get here, but it was exactly what I was looking for. A small emphasis on a small town in Northwestern Michigan. Population was 100 people, but none of them lived there year round. They rotated in and out in batches; they were the protectors of the portal to the other realm. The town consisted of a community center and 4 houses. 

Stopping at the community center, I met with the head of the portal protectors. Like me, he was a gargoyle, which made sense since as a race we were natural protectors. He explained his team was comprised of multiple races of Others. All chosen for their natural skills. He had wolf and bear shifters, who usually just stayed in fur while in the woods. Fairies, who were often mistaken as small birds by humans. Along with brownies, elves and, of course, sasquatch, all working together to protect the portal.

The portal itself was deep in the woods, only visible and usable by others. Humans wouldn’t be able to see or use the portal by themselves. If they were with an Other, they could be escorted through the portal to the other realm. But all they would see is a space between two mighty trees. But Others could see the iridescent shimmer of the portal that filled the space between the two trees. If a human walked between the trees by themselves, it would not differ from walking between any other two trees. The magic only reacted to those with at least 60% Other blood. 

When I first reestablished my business, this time without letting everyone know I was Other, specifically a gargoyle. Deciding I wanted to be near a portal for multiple reasons. Living in the human realm was where I wanted to be, but I wanted easy access to return home. I also wanted to hire Others and have an accepting community for them to live in. 

There was a town nearby Mystic Veil, where many Others already lived. They’d built their life within that community and seemed to thrive. The town was used to the presence of Others within the community. That made it safer to establish there and not worry about mistreatment. 

With that in mind, I continued on to Mystic Veil. The town possessed a quaint charm. There were all the businesses you would expect in a small town, along with a lot of room for growth. Meeting with the town leaders, I explained my plans to them. The excitement was palpable during that meeting as they heard my plans. Everyone supported my plans. They said they would support me and help me attract employees to build my business. With that in mind, I bought a large tract of land and started construction on what would be the main office for Beyond the Veil Cyber Security. My dream is to grow this into the premier cyber security firm in the country, and eventually throughout the globe. Being able to hire both humans and Others, giving them ‌stable jobs, a place they can put down roots and have a safe, supportive community. 

As my business grew, so did the town, several of the spouses of my employees started small businesses in town, which were quite successful. The town built additional housing and expanded the schools to handle the influx of children. Both my business and the town were off to a good start with growth and expansion. 
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Chapter 1





Andrew

Early on, two of the new businesses that flourished were a local bar. The Siren was owned by Sasha, who fittingly was a siren. Cuff’d & Collar’d a BDSM club owned by Dave, an incubus. Admittedly, most of the locals went to The Siren, whereas Cuff’d & Collar’d attracted a lot of out-of-town clientele. Which ‌increased business for the local motels and restaurants.. 

Personally, I became a member at Cuff’d & Collar’d on their opening weekend. I might have been the one that urged Dave to open the club, and might also be a silent investor. I really missed being able to relax at a club regularly, so I’d really been looking forward to opening night.

Now I just needed to find the Dom or Domme that could fulfill my kinks and things would be perfect. With my business flourishing, I was living the life I always wanted.  

The club has been open for about 6 months when I saw a Domme one night that I hadn’t noticed before. She was stunning, with short red hair and curves for days, standing at around 5 feet tall. Watching her wield a whip on the guy she currently had chained to the wall had me harder than I’d been in a while. I sat in the bar where I could see her leave the dungeon and not torture myself watching the scene play out.  

Forty-five minutes later, I saw her leave the dungeon with her sub; he hugged her before heading to the club's locker rooms. She continued over to the bar. I joined her at the bar. Offering to pay for her drink, and asked if she had some time to talk. Looking me up and down, she smiled and said, sure hot stuff. You can buy me a drink and we can talk. 

Once we had our drinks, we grabbed a table off to the side. 

She smiled, saying, “Thanks for the drink. I’m Kat, are you looking for a date, a hook-up or a Domme, hot stuff?”  

Laughing loudly, “I’m Andrew. Nice to meet you, Kat, I love your straightforward approach. Dating holds no interest for me, and while a hook-up I’m sure would be fun, what I’m really looking for is a Domme. I’ve had trouble finding one that can meet all my needs. Since you’re a succubus, and from what I witnessed earlier in the dungeon, I have hopes you could and that you’d be interested in taking that role on.” 

“Ok, Andrew, hit me with what you’re looking for in a Domme and I’ll tell you how well we’ll mesh or not.” 

“I’m a switch. When I sub I’m really into impact, as a gargoyle, I struggle to find someone willing or able to give me the impact I desire. I prefer paddles and floggers, but if I’m really needing an extra release, I like cat-o'-nine-tails and whips. I’m not into blood play. I just crave a hard, deep impact, usually while being restrained in some manner. I like humiliation, especially combined with exhibitionism and a good hard fuck. The bigger and longer the cock or dildo, the better. I also love to be filled with cum, either natural or synthetic.”  

“I can definitely provide everything you’ve listed, personally I love a masochistic sub. The exhibitionism and humiliation play are an added bonus as far as I’m concerned. That you’d want me to destroy that fine ass with my strap-on, makes you almost the perfect sub for me. But, I am not a switch, so when you are in the mood to Dom, you’ll need to find someone else to sub for you.” 

“That, my adorable little badass, is never a problem for me. If I were to walk in here in my Dom attire. Rest assured, I would not make it even ten feet across the bar and already have a line of subs begging for me to choose them. Which always makes for a fun night. The problem is, I only want to Dom about 10% of the time. I lean more towards submission. Which, based on my size, always confuses people.” 

“Before we do an official contract,” Kat asks, “would you like to run a scene and see if we mesh as well as we think we will?” 

“That sounds fantastic, Mistress.”

Two hours later, I’m in the shower in the locker room still reveling in one of the best scenes I’ve had in way too long. For as tiny as she is, that woman really packs a wallop. It perfectly fulfilled my needs. I am more relaxed and my mind clearer than it's been in months. Meeting her back in the bar, we grab one of the standard contracts the club has. Filling in our soft and hard limits, we agree to terms and sign on the dotted line. I tell her, smiling, I hope this is the beginning of a long and satisfying relationship for both of us. 

It’s been about 8 years since Kat became my Domme and I have to say it’s been the longest, most satisfying relationship I’ve ever been in. Outside of our scenes, Kat and I made a point of avoiding each other. We agreed to that in the beginning. After all, it’s not like we were in a dating type relationship, so there wasn’t any reason for us to socialize with one another. 

Now that she’d moved to Mystic Veil this past year, that has gotten a bit more difficult to maintain. She had let me know she was moving here to be closer to her girlfriend. She offered to end our arrangement if I was uncomfortable with her living here. I definitely didn’t want to find another Domme for multiple reasons.  It was a pain in the ass trying to find someone. Kat was the perfect Domme for me from the beginning. Over the years, we’ve gotten to know each other better.  That's only improved our dynamic. We’d built trust and mutual caring and affection between us as Dom/sub. Even when we hung out in the club bar after scenes, we always had a great time. So I definitely didn’t want to lose her from my life over something as trivial as living in the same town. 

The next layer of complications was my best friend, Jarrell. I’d finally convinced him to move here. I’d been worried about him for a while and felt he’d do well here with the fantastic community. It was after I’d gotten him to agree to move here that I found out that he has family here. Of course, that family turned out to be Kat and her twin brother, Gary. He knows I have a Domme, and I’ve even told him about some of the kinks I’m into. We’ve been to clubs together before. When he mentioned both his cousins moved here recently and were professional Doms involved in the kink scene. He made an offhand comment that he was glad I've had the same Domme for years. At least he didn’t have to be concerned that I’d end up hiring one of them. Telling me he didn’t need the images in his head of one of his cousins doing to me the things he knows I thrive on. 

So yeah, I haven’t told him yet that it’s Kat that's been my Domme all those years. Kat told me we need to tell him before he finds out from someone else. I just don’t really know how to bring that up in a conversation. Hey buddy, ya know that Domme that paddles the fuck out of me and then absolutely destroys my ass with her strap-on? Yeah, that's your cousin Kat. Wanna go get a beer? It just doesn’t seem to flow in a conversation.  

On top of that now that just a couple months after he moved here, he found his mate. Not that he’s all paired up and happy he keeps pushing me to find someone. He thinks it's the magic cure for everything now. But it’s only the cure when you can actually have that person. When you can’t, it’s better to just be alone and fuck randos. Hookups, all the pleasure, none of the guilt. One and done is the way to go. 
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Chapter 2





Kat

“Morgan, I don’t know any more than you. Yes, I’ve seen the threads between us, but honestly, it doesn’t always mean mates. Yes, we have a fantastic connection and yes, I love you, but not everyone finds their mate like Jarrell has. That doesn’t make our relationship any less.” 

“I never said our relationship was less. I said, based on the partially woven threads we have. That have been that way from the beginning. I think something or more to the point someone is missing. I think there is at least one more person who is destined to be with us. That is why the weave has never completed. Remember when we met, and I said there was something telling me something was missing from your life? But it didn’t seem like it wasn’t there, it just wasn’t in the right place. Like whoever this other person is, you already know, but they just don’t hold that kind of place in your life yet.” 

“That’s what you believe. I know you believe that deep in your heart. I’m just not as convinced as you are. I’m happy with our relationship, I’m happy with our life, I’m happy with you. I’m not worried about finding some other person who would complete us when I don’t feel like we’re missing anything.” At least not anything I should want or can actually have, I think to myself.  

“I’m happy with you too Kat, it’s not that I’m unhappy. I just feel like there is so much more for us. We just have to find it. I’m not explaining this well. I’m sorry that it’s coming out like I’m not happy with you or we’re lacking something.  The best example I can come up with is that ice cream is good. That's me. Ice cream with hot fudge on top is better, you are the hot fudge. Anyone will tell you the two of them together perfectly compliment each other and are great just like that. But then you add whipped cream, or nuts or sprinkles, and you’ve just elevated that much more.”  

“So what you’re saying is we need some cream, nuts and or sprinkles?” 

Laughing, “Yes that’s exactly what I’m saying.  We are a perfectly great dessert on our own, but we could possibly be elevated with the right addition.” Morgan agrees with me.  

“Ok, I won’t outright say no, but I don’t want to spend all our time searching for someone. If we end up finding someone, I won’t refuse it. But I don’t want to be actively trying to find this person. Does that make sense?” 

“Yes, it makes sense, Kat, and thank you. Don’t you have a client this afternoon?”  

“Yes, they just got back into town and messaged, saying they needed a scene. I figured since we didn’t have plans, it would be ok.”   

“Definitely, I’m going to run to the shop while you’re out and check my stock on some of the more popular potions. They’ve been selling out of them quickly lately. So I want to be sure I have enough made up for back stock. That should take at least three to four hours, so don’t worry about me. I know how easy it is for your scenes to run long. Do you want to get dinner later?”

“I could use some time if that's ok, I’ve got a ton of laundry piling up and just need some alone time.” 

“Not a problem. There is plenty to keep me busy at the shop and I haven’t hung out with Chris in a while. I can definitely keep myself occupied. If Chris is busy, I might head over to Sirens and see what Sasha has going on.”  

Giving me a deep kiss goodbye while fondling my ass, Morgan smirks at me as she walks out the door. “There I’ve primed your pump. I know you do some of your best work when you’re horny.”

“You’re a menace,” I called after her as the door was swinging shut. Laughing, I went to pack the equipment I needed for my scene. Andrew had been out of town a lot recently. When he returned, he was always wound super tight. I grabbed some new paddles I’d gotten that I thought he’d like. One was heavily textured, and the other had hearts cut out. That one made me smile, thinking of the residual bruising it would leave. The mental visual of a 6’ 10” man with heart-shaped bruises on his rock hard muscular ass made me laugh. Especially knowing he went to the local gym a lot, bet he showers after he gets home for a while.   

Next I got dressed. I put on an emerald green corset with black laces. I added black lace garters and thigh-high stockings with emerald green lace at the tops. A black thong and my favorite knee high Demonia Muerto boots with 5 ½” finger bone heels, skulls on the buckles and spikes on the heels. They are so fucking hot and the perfect finish for this almost nothing outfit. I keep my work bag packed with the basics all the time. That way I just need to add, depending on the desires of that particular sub. With Andrew in mind, I add a couple cock rings, a vibrating butt plug, and my favorite harness. Throwing in a few options, size wise of dildos I can fuck him with, along with the synthetic cum to fill his ass with I’m set. Since I have to walk to and from my car both here at home and at the club. I grab my duster to put on so I’m not flashing my ass all over town and head out. 

I get to the club about 30 minutes before Andrew, so I can get everything set up. Wanting access to both his front and his back, I’d talked to Dave, and he’d had someone build a new piece for the club. Knowing Andrew's size, he made sure it was built large enough for me to use with him. But it has adjustable chains to work with normal sized people too. It’s basically just a big metal square with a wide enough base for the sub to stand on that has ankle cuffs on adjustable chains from each bottom corner to fit how wide their leg spread is. With similar cuffs and chains from the top corners to attach to their wrists. This is freestanding in the middle of a large enough room that you can use a whip safely if you wanted to. To add even more fun, it's hinged so that you can bend the sub at the waist while keeping them attached to the frame. This works great for wax play, or fucking the sub while they are bound. Because they finished everything two days before, I was excited to play with him in it today. Looking it over, Dave joins me in the room. 

“Hey Kat, you look fucking hot as hell! What do you think of the new equipment?”

“Thanks, Dave, and it looks amazing. I can’t wait to get Andrew strapped in. I love how soft the lining of the cuffs are. It means I can keep him locked up for longer without worries of hurting him. Well, at least not in ways he doesn’t want me to hurt him, that is.”  

Dave laughed at that. “Yeah you don’t have to worry about wrist or ankle chaff, that's for sure. I do have a surprise to show you. One of my employees suggested it. He highly recommended it.”  

Opening the cabinet right next to the lock down square. Dave pulled out what looked like a masturbator, but the tube connected to it went into the cupboard. Dave handed it to me and told me to slide a few fingers in it. The opening stretched around my fingers as I slid them in for a nice snug fit. Then he flipped a switch and turned a dial and it began to suck at my fingers. 

“Holy shit, it's sucking me.” 

Dave just grinned at me as he turned the dial up and the suction increased in strength, turning a different knob increased how fast it sucked.  

“I’ve been told you can put that on someone's cock and set it on a low, slow setting and edge the fuck out of them for hours if you want. Or you can turn it up and there is no way he won’t cum in a hot minute. Just lube them up and let it go,” he waved me over. “You can pre-program it to increase or decrease at different intervals or you can manually control it. Based on the evil grin on your face, I’m guessing you like the new toy, Kat?”  

“Oh, I definitely like this new toy and think that Andrew is going to have a very good scene today.” Hearing the buzzer that is used during off hours for entrance, Dave left to go let Andrew in.  

About 10 minutes later, I heard Andrew address me. “Mistress, you look stunning. I’m so happy to see you today.” Turning around, I found him on his knees, head bowed, and naked. 

“My, you look pretty on your knees for me. Are you ready to be my bitch?” 

“Yes, Mistress.”  

“What do you need today–my paddle, my flogger, or my whip?” 

Moaning, he said, “They all sound good, Mistress, use what pleases you.” 

“Oh, I love when you leave it up to me. One last question, blindfold or not?”

“Blindfold, Mistress, I really need to experience things and not expect anything. I need to get completely out of my head.”   

“Perfect. Go stand on the platform and I’ll lock you in. Once I lock you in, you're mine to do with as I please until I decide we're done or you say your safe word. Do you agree?”  

“Yes Mistress, I agree.”  

“Go to the platform now and lock yourself in. Then I’ll do the last cuff.” 

As Andrew was locking in his ankles and left wrist, I had to get out the steps Dave kept around the club in multiple places for me. This is the disadvantage of being only 5 feet tall and having a sub that was just under 7 feet tall. I had to do a lot of climbing sometimes. Thankfully, Dave had these moveable steps built and some large wooden box platforms made for me. Allowing me to stand on them and fuck him on the St. Andrews Cross or now this frame. Since I couldn't lower the frame down like some of the other equipment. 

After buckling his last cuff and tying on his blindfold, I ran my hand down his chest and asked what color he was. 

“Green, Mistress.” 

Grabbing his balls and squeezing, I asked again. 

“Green,” he moaned, smiling. 

I walked over and grabbed a spiked ball stretcher, lubed his balls, and put them in it. The soft nubby silicone spikes will give him a small bite of pain while stimulating him every time he moves. Just the slight CBT he enjoys. Already his moaning increased, and he was leaking pre-cum. 

“Are you ready to be edged, bitch?” 

“Please, Mistress, yes.”  

“You are so perfect for me.” I reached up and grabbed both of his nipples, twisting one and pinching the other with my nails, until he was panting through the pain. Releasing his nipples, I rubbed them briskly to bring more blood flow into them. That would increase the residual sting. Picking up a flogger, I started working over his chest while I reminded him he wasn’t allowed to cum until I told him he could.  

“Yes, Mistress, my cum belongs to you. You decide if and when I am allowed to cum.”  

Fuck, between Morgan teasing me all morning and now how perfect Andrew was being. I was so fucking horny I wanted to shove a vibe in myself to get off while working Andrew over. But I knew by denying myself now means when I fuck him and finally let him cum, my orgasm will be that much better, too.  

Andrew is the only sub I still have any type of sexual skin on skin contact with. Ever since my relationship with Morgan had progressed to where we were together most of the time. I didn’t have any desire to seek out that type of play with anyone else. Anyone except Andrew, I told myself it’s because we’d had our Domme/sub relationship long before I’d met Morgan. That sex with him felt right when it didn’t with anyone else. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll fuck a sub with a strap on any day. But I don’t go down on anyone or have them go down on me except for Andrew. We have rules in place to keep each other safe. Routine testing and sharing of results and both of us were on PrEP to further minimize risks. Add in the fact that I have absolute trust in him. The only other people I have that much trust in are my twin and my lover.  

Once I had his chest and abs a delightful shade of red, I bent over slightly and sucked the head of his cock into my mouth. The tortured scream he let out was so satisfying, I knew he was on edge and we were just getting started.  Grabbing the ball stretcher, I squeezed, pushing the spikes into his balls, resulting in another scream. This increased his pain and caused his cock to soften slightly. With an evil grin that was lost on Andrew since he was blindfolded, I walked over and grabbed the masturbator sleeve and some lube. I took great pleasure in lubing his cock thoroughly, listening to him moan as I stroked him. Then I slid his cock into the sleeve and reached over, turning the machine on low. It suckled gently at his cock, his knees buckled, and he whimpered. 

“OOhhh, Mistress,” he moaned and panted, “so good, it feels so, so good.” 

By the time he finished speaking, I was already behind him on one of the wooden boxes with my paddle with the heart cut outs. Time to make his ass look adorably pretty.  

SMACK, the first crack of the paddle on his ass, echoed through the room, followed by his panting and moaning getting louder. Throwing my weight into each swing, I landed five solid hits on each ass cheek before increasing the speed and intensity of the suction on his cock. 

“FUCK!! Mistress! So fucking good!” he panted heavily.   

I went back to paddling his ass with as much force as I could put into it.  The heart-shaped marks on his ass made me smile. I stopped after 20 hits on each ass cheek. Dropping to my knees, I put down the paddle and roughly grabbed each cheek of his ass in my palms, and squeezed them tight, then spread them, and started rimming him.  

That's when he started begging. To be honest, I love when he begs.  

“Please Mistress, I want to cum, please.”  

Pulling my face out of his ass, I tell him, “NO, you don’t cum until I say and I’m not ready for you to cum yet. I’m going to eat your ass some more than I’m going to fuck you hard and fill you with my cum. THEN maybe if you’re a good boy I’ll let you cum. In the meantime, I’m going to let that machine continue to suck your rock hard fucking cock while I listen to you beg and plead and moan. I love to hear you beg and plead. Maybe I’ll make you wait until after I wreck your ass and fill it with cum so that your cock is so hard and dripping that I can tip you back and ride that fucking cock for my own pleasure with my hot, tight pussy. Using your cock to get myself off before I decide if I’m going to let you shoot your load or not.”  

Through clenched teeth he whimpers as he says, “If that’s what you wish, Mistress, I am yours to command.” 

With that, I went back to eating his ass while reaching over and making the machine suck harder and slower on his cock. I had to let go of his cheeks so I could get the dildo into my harness. As soon as I had it on, I spread his cheeks again, lining up to his hole with it. This was one of his favorite dildos I own. It’s an extra large sized wolf cock with a nice inflatable knot at the base. It was long enough I could fuck him deep with it. When I was ready, I hit a button on the base. This caused it to pump up the knot while it shot the synthetic cum into his ass, filling him and locking it in with the knot. If I let it fully inflate, it’s 8” around. Fully inflating and then thrusting, pulling at his rim and rubbing his prostate with that big fat knot was exhilarating. As an added bonus since this was specially made, it had a piece that fit up in my vagina, so every thrust caused it to rub my g spot. It had a separate button for a strong vibrator that ran through the entire shaft, stimulating both my g spot and clit with wiggling fingers. It fucking rocked. I knew he could feel the head of the dildo at his hole, and he wanted it. 

“Please Mistress, fuck me. I need you to use me and take your pleasure. Wreck my ass with your cock, Mistress, please.”  

Smiling, I slammed the dildo in balls deep in one thrust. 

“YES, FUCK YES, Mistress, use my hole, fuck me hard, Mistress, please.” 

I did just what he wanted, what he needed and started fucking him hard and deep. I reached over and turned both control knobs on the machine up. He screamed again. I hit the button to start the knot to inflate and the cum to fill his ass. 

Clawing down his back with my nails, I said “Cum for me, bitch. Let me see you shoot your load.”  

The strangled scream of pleasure and pain he let out put me over the edge and I came right along with him. I could feel myself squirting and the liquid running down my thighs and boots. I continued to thrust, pulling on his rim with the knot as he hung from the upper chains panting and chanting, “Yes, oh yes, Mistress, yes.”  

Slowly, I deflated the knot and pulled out of his ass, watching the synthetic cum flood out of his hole. I heard him starting to hiss, so I reached over and shut off the machine. I walked around him, gently removing it from his softening cock. Setting it to the side, I carefully removed the ball stretcher from him. “If I uncuff you, are you able to stand, or do I need to bring over a chair for you to land in first?”  

“I’ll be able to stand, Mistress.”  

“Ok, I’m going to uncuff your ankles first, then your wrists, then we’ll walk over to the bed and cuddle for a bit.”  

After cuddling for about 10 minutes, I slipped a straw between his lips, “Drink some water, sweetheart, then I’m going to give you some chocolate.”  

I continued giving him sips of water and small bits of chocolate and fruit as he slowly came out of subspace.  

“There you are. How are you feeling, sweetheart?”  

“So good, Mistress, thank you.”  

“Stay here. I’m going to get a cloth to clean you up a bit and put some ointment on your ass. You’re already getting some pretty bruises.”  

He smiled. “I love wearing your bruises, Mistress.”  

Another 45 minutes passed before I felt he was stable enough to go to the locker room for a shower and to get dressed. 

“Once you’re showered and dressed, meet me in the bar and we’ll get some food and catch up.” 

“Ok Mistress.” 

The timing was perfect just as he joined me at the table. The server brought over the burgers and fries I’d ordered for us.  

Sitting down, he looked at me and shook his head, “Really, Kat, hearts?! How the fuck am I supposed to shower at the gym with hearts all over my ass?”  

Laughing at him, “I figured you were secure enough in your masculinity to not be worried about what other men thought of your ass.” 

He just laughed with me and shook his head. 

We had a pleasant lunch and great conversation before we each headed home for the evening. 

“Thank you again for such a fantastic scene, Kat, you always know exactly what I need. It was perfect and I feel so relaxed now. Have a fantastic rest of your day.”  

“You too Andrew, trust me, I got as much out of it as you did. You are my favorite person to scene with, our kinks align perfectly.” 

After Andrew left, I ordered a cup of coffee and just kicked back. There were only a few people here since the club wasn’t actually open right now for general members. The only ones here this time of day were people like me. Professional Doms working with their clients.  

I took some time to mull over my conversation with Morgan. Our friends kept asking about our relationship and we both struggled to define it, but for different reasons. I loved her and didn’t want to not have her in my life, but she’s right, there seemed to be something missing. Nothing overt that I could pinpoint. We were definitely sexually compatible and there was no one I liked to hang out with and spend time with more than her. Our friend groups overlapped, and I enjoyed spending time with her friends.  

Even Morgan, being polyamorous, worked perfectly for us. I, being a succubus, had no issue having multiple partners, nor did I care if she had more partners than just me. On paper, everything was flawless, but some unknown thing kept our bond from moving forward. From fully committing to the relationship and admitting what it was to everyone else. 

I just don’t know how we were supposed to find that elusive other person, when I already suspect I know who it is. At least for me, but knowing and actually being able to have that person are two separate things. What if Morgan was right, and our bond never fully formed because I couldn’t bond with the other person I loved? 








  
  

[image: ]

Chapter 3





Morgan

Ilove my store, the Mystic Cauldron. I opened it right after college. Knowing I wanted to stay in Mystic Veil and that my powers were more than most expected it was perfect for me. 

Yes, a lot of people, townies and tourists alike thought it was all a ruse. But that didn’t stop them from buying books, crystal and potions. Although I’d learned over the years if I put the potion into things like lotions, shampoos, conditioners and soaps, they felt more comfortable buying them.  

So that shampoo and conditioner to help with thinning hair, yeah, there's a witchy reason it works so well. The same with my wrinkle creams and muscle rubs.  But there was also a part of the population, usually Others that knew and understood that I really was a witch and had powers. They came to me specifically knowing what I sold them would work for what they needed it to. Or if I could not help them, I’d research who could and direct them to that person.  

Business was good. I hadn’t lied to Kat when I told her I needed several hours to make back stock of my more popular items. 

Even though I didn’t know the names of her clients, I could always tell when she was meeting with this one. For a succubus, she was so oblivious to her own feelings. I could see it when she talked about them, always in general terms, never using specific pronouns. She was very careful to respect her clients' need for discretion and privacy. But we were too close, and way too in tune with one another, for me not to notice. She had feelings for this client, feelings that went deeper than a Domme for hire situation. I wasn’t jealous or unhappy about it. No, I was unhappy that she was denying those feelings. Thus, short changing herself and this sub from something that had the potential to be fantastic. That was just based on what I sensed when she spoke about meeting them. 

I’ve been trying to figure out how to get her to realize this and take steps for it. Maybe if she follows that connection, our connection will finally fully finish. I can't tell her she has feelings for her sub without pissing her off, but I don't know how else to help. Not knowing what else to do, I text my bestie, Chris.

Morgan: Hey are you in the middle of doing anything or anyone?   



Chris: Ha ha ha, you think you are so funny. 😜, you’re not. What’s up?



Morgan: I’m at the shop, can you come down and chat?



Chris: Certainly, is everything ok? 😣



Morgan: Yeah, kinda, I just need to talk through some stuff and I want your opinion on it.  It’s about me and Kat. 



Chris: On my way, be there soon. 😽



Goddess, I loved her. She is truly what a best friend should be. If anyone can offer me some suggestions, it would be Chris. Twenty minutes later, a knock came at the shop's back door. Unlocking it to let Chris in, I laugh when I see she has cups of tea from my favorite coffee shop and pastries to go with them. 

“Man, I love you. Come on in and have a seat. I just need to finish bottling the last of this potion and then I’ve got about an hour before the last one is ready for bottling.”   

Chris sat down at the small bistro table I have in the corner of my work space and just watched as I bottled the last bit of potion. This one I made especially for a new mom in town. It would help her maintain her energy more easily while adjusting to caring for her new baby. I had sent her some in a gift basket with cute baby booties, some little snacks for her, and some relaxing bubble bath when they’d first come home. I also sent a basket for her husband with an adorable bonnet for the baby, some treats for him, and some lotion. He works construction and was worried his hands would be too rough on the baby's delicate skin. The potion I’d put in his basket did double duty. It also had a calming component. He was concerned he would do something wrong, either for his wife or trying to care for the baby. He’d told me he’d been researching online the best ways to help his wife. I ran into him at the grocery store and congratulated him. We got talking, and he admitted he was convinced he’d mess something up. I figured if he relaxed a bit and just did what came natural things would be fine. I was right, the three of them were thriving and his wife loved the potion, so I saw him regularly now as he picked up more.   
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