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For Jay, prince of my heart




FOREWORD


Cathy Yardley


Once upon a time…


I don’t know about you, but when I read those four words, I immediately feel the urge to hunker down in the nearest comfy spot (preferably with a warm beverage) and prepare to give in to an engrossing fantasy.


When you’re a child, you know a fairy tale is not going to be mundane. Everything is larger than life: there are dragons, and witches, and curses. Everyone is beautiful, everyone is clever and strong, evil will scare the crap out of you. Whatever else a fairy tale might be, it is never ordinary.


But at the heart of every fairy tale, there is also an element of our deepest, most secret hope. “Cinderella” or “Beauty and the Beast,” for example, allow us to experience deserving and kind people finally being recognized after a lifetime of being misjudged or overlooked. “Rapunzel” shows an escape from the cage of overprotection. “Sleeping Beauty” illustrates the dream of finding the person who awakens you from a lifetime of stasis and status quo. Fairy tales also allow for vicarious thrill: being taken by a mysterious figure, being held captive—or in the archaic sense, captivated—by someone larger than life. Even the villains have a dark, delicious allure.


Fairy tales have gotten a bad rap in recent years. Critics say that they are escape fantasies, teaching people to be passive and hope that a prince, fairy godmother or sheer luck will show up and rescue them.


I don’t think that fairy tales teach passivity. Frankly, we have too much activity in our daily lives as it is. We are constantly in situations where we need to act, make decisions and then second-guess ourselves, surrounded by an overabundance of information.


I think that, in a climate where you are constantly faced with the struggles of reality, fairy tales give you a safe environment to experience both your brightest dreams and your darkest desires.


Fairy tales might be cautionary tales or a source of inspiration, but at their heart, they are a pleasure, pure and simple.


They don’t need to be anything else.


So get your favorite beverage and find a cozy spot to read. We’re going to tell you some stories.


Cathy Yardley


Author of Ravish




INTRODUCTION: BIND ME, WHIP ME, CALL ME PRINCESS


The original fairy tales were cautionary tales and not for the faint of heart. They warned the reader to stay on the path of righteousness and not stray into the wicked woods, talk to the mysterious stranger or even follow the lure of her dangerous heart lest she face terrible punishment.


A Princess Bound is filled with fairy-tale fantasies that explore the eroticism of BDSM. Here, the princess is not only punished, she is eager for the punishment and the ultimate goal is always exquisite pleasure. Many of the stories in this collection are reimagined versions of the fairy tales you read long ago, some are twisted interpretations of obscure classics and a few are original fairy tales that pay homage to the spirit of myth and legend.


I invite you, dear reader, to bring your own delicious imagination to these erotic tales of dominance and submission. Close the door, loosen the bonds of propriety, let down your hair. Read, enjoy, savor and imagine. A Princess Bound will take you where no other fairy-tale collection could—into the most secret of hearts. Your own.


Kristina Wright


Chesapeake, Virginia




SEALED


Laila Blake


James Edward Dowascath gazed fixedly at the shimmering pelt he kept in an iron chest in the attic of his family home on the little spit of land between the icy North Atlantic and the Loch of Swanney on the Orkney mainland. He could hear the wind whistling around the shingles, the sea crashing waves upon waves against the rocks, and his wife singing while she clattered with the dishes. They had always belonged together, like three instruments of a mystical melody: the wailing wind, the sound of the sea and his wife’s song.


James was not a weak man; he had the hands of a fisherman: strong and covered in cuts and bruises, in the track marks of rope burn that had dug so deep into his palms and his muscles, he could only fully open his right hand when he pushed it against a flat surface. His neck was sturdy like rope and his shoulders never stooped no matter how heavy the weight he carried. And yet, there were days when that melody was so painful, he thought he might break in two—might take a knife and slice it down his belly and tear out his insides like so many fish entrails. Maybe then his stomach would stop knotting and his chest would stop contracting at the sound. At other times, he called her to him and stroked her white cheekbones with the beautifully huge freckles, more like birthmarks. With a smile, she would drop to her knees, more graciously than any woman he had ever seen, and he would push his hard cock deep into her throat. All that was left was a soft gurgling and the smacking of saliva. No more song.


At other times, he came up here. He unlocked the three heavy locks and pulled out the shimmering pelt. It was like fur and feathers and scales had coalesced into silver and gold, soft and flexible to the touch even after all those years. And like his wife, it had those freckles that contrasted gently with the shimmer. He ran his fingers over the material, shivering a little. It was cool as water even though it wasn’t wet and however often he touched it, he could never quite encompass the bizarre sense of the unreal and otherworldly that came upon him like a dousing with cold seawater.


James Edward Dowascath slapped the chest closed with a metallic thud, ignoring his guiltily rapping heart. One after the other, he locked the three locks and then pushed the chest back into the farthest, darkest corner and hid it under blankets and old clothes. He rested only when nothing indicated that he had been there at all, then he rubbed his face, and returned the first key to its place around his neck and the second on a beam under a specific shingle, invisible from below. The third, he took with him downstairs to hide in his workshop in an old jar filled with nails and fishing hooks.


The sealskin was not supposed to exist. It was supposed to be ash and smoke—but James Edward Dowascath, strong and weathered as he was, had never managed to burn it.


***


Mairead Dowascath had not always been thus called. James had given her a Christian name the night he’d taken her skin, and then his surname a month later when they were married in the small, crouching Kirkwall Baptist Church an hour’s drive from his family home. In the time before her name, she had not needed one and those long seasons had drifted behind a fog bank she could never quite penetrate. Like so many ships avoiding rocky cliffs, she had never dared the perilous journey into the darkness there.


She had no reason: Mairead was happy. She had a loving husband and two children, a boy and a girl, both away at boarding school on the mainland during the week. Her days were spent minding the house and helping her husband when he returned with his daily catch. She enjoyed singing and, when she had the time, she liked to sit on the beach between the rocks and stare out at the endlessly swirling sea. There was a sadness that came over her then, that filled her heart with strength and longing, and she always tumbled back into her husband’s arms, eyes gleaming with tears and joy.


She was still beautiful but this distinction had always confused her. She appreciated the glances men especially threw her way and the heat and desire her husband felt for her, but even after many years, she shrugged off compliments, unsure of what to do with them. She was not tall but she possessed a softness of curves, grace and light that was rare in the hardworking community of fishermen and farmers. Her nose was covered in freckles that grew larger on her cheekbones and temples but her skin had never acquired the weathered quality that the salt, the sun and the sea seemed to burn into everybody else. Mairead still shimmered like a fresh-peeled egg, her slowly advancing years visible only in the softest lines around her eyes.


When James came down from the attic and went into his workshop that day, she assumed he’d brought down supplies and was fixing a net or a fish trap. She was preparing a simple dinner, fish soup and fresh bread, and was still humming a melody when he entered the kitchen, looking drawn and tired.


“Are you hungry, my love?” she asked, setting the table.


He came closer; his fingers found her hips and spread around them as he kissed her shoulder.


“Later,” he breathed. Mairead recognized the shift in his tone, the heat of his breath, and she leaned against him, her eyes closing. The soup would keep.


Leaning the back of her head onto James’s shoulder, she shivered as she felt his fingers undo the twenty-three buttons in the back of her simple dress. With each one, the fabric lay more loosely around her shoulders and started to fall down her arms. James freed it with a final tug, then turned her around. She knew that heat in his glance, the way his eyes wandered down her side to her freckled hip, the softly rounded stomach, and up to her full breasts. It lingered there before he raised his eyes to her lips.


He did not have to speak. Mairead understood each gesture, each glance, and she waited only for the small motion of his middle and index finger to drop to her knees on the rough wooden floor. Her lips stood slightly open the way he had taught her, knees just far enough apart to grant the faintest glimpse at the smooth, glittering folds between her legs. Her eyes were smiling.


There were days when her husband seemed so preoccupied, so drawn and sad, she all but pleaded with him to let her serve him, just to rub his feet or rub and kiss his back until the smile was back in his face. At others, he caught her by surprise with the heat and desperation of his need for her.


Mairead had never wondered what other married folk did in the privacy of their bedroom, could not remember parents, priests or teenage friends who could have given her any frame of reference of right and wrong. James was her reference—and ever since they met, their love had run hotter and darker than anything she had ever known. She craved his touch—the hard ones just as much as the gentle ones, with every fiber of her soul, even now, after years and years together.


Kneeling on that floor, the grain of the wood biting into the skin of her knees, she looked up at him with longing as he reached for a stretch of rope and looped it around her neck, hair and all, before proceeding to drag her toward their small bedroom. It left Mairead grappling, struggling on all fours not to stay too far behind lest the rope cut into her neck. And yet, inevitably, it always did and then she wanted to whimper and press her fingers hard between her legs.


When James Edward Dowascath met his future wife for the first time, he was a young lad of nineteen years, strong and full of dreams and desires. When he met her again, seven years later, the years of waiting and thinking of his one true love had turned him prematurely grim and solitary.


The first time, it was by chance. He had spent a long day at a cousin’s wedding in Kirkwall—a loud event with too many people, and his aunts pushing him toward young women who all laughed too loudly at the boys who were fool enough to make advances while the girls were in packs. He’d found himself by the sea that evening, letting the sound of the waves wash his ear canals clean. And there she was, naked and bathing in the ocean, scattering the moonlight about herself like liquid silver. He had called to her and she had smiled—that beautiful, innocent smile that she still had. They had made love on the wet sand in the surf, where he had made her kneel on all fours. Afterward they had cleaned themselves together and she had lain in his arms and she had begged him not to let her go. But James had not understood, had smiled and promised without knowing what she’d meant. He was not a man who believed in fairy tales and old myths.


The next morning, he woke up to the high tide licking at his feet and the girl was gone. He waited for her for weeks, night after night but she never came back and James grew bitter and lonely as the seasons passed.


Seven years later, he was a different man. He owned the family house and lived alone, a fisherman who nobody had called “young man” in years. His lined and dour face seemed to suggest a man far older than his twenty-six years. And one night, another full moon, he was awakened by a rap at the door.


There she was, his girl. Unlike him, she had not changed, not at all, she was still naked and soft and she still shimmered in the moonlight. Her eyes met his and her hand, still cold and wet, ran over his saddened, aged features as though she could wash the years away.


“Why did you let me go?” she asked. And that night, he tied her to his bed and he made her scream and writhe and beg and whimper like he had never seen a woman before, in pleasure he hadn’t known was possible. In the morning, her wrists and ankles had been red with rope burn and she’d told him what to do: how to find her skin and how to burn it so that the pull of the ocean could not draw her away from him like the tide.


He had found the pelt hidden between the rocks at the beach, had felt the same eerie sense of the inhuman power that still made him shiver and he had hidden it away. Somehow to put it to the torch would have been like pushing his beautiful girl’s face into the fire and he could not bear it. Not for all these years of doubt when he saw her eyes lost on the infinite ocean, longing for something she did not remember and which he could not comprehend.


The rope had remained, and her slippery body that had given them both so much pleasure over the years.


“Up,” James breathed hoarsely and watched Mairead climb onto their hard, narrow bed. Her round buttocks raised high in the air, she looked back at him over her freckled shoulder. The rope was taut between them and her eyes shone like the stars reflecting on the dark, still ocean.


It was the rope, always the rope when his hold on her felt as tentative, as fleeting as it did that day. James wrapped it once around it his hand and it lay easily in the old, scarred groove across his palm. It forced Mairead’s back into a round, deep hollow, bending her head back as she gulped down audible breaths, forcing the oxygen past the obstruction against her neck. It was a spectacle James had always loved to watch, not least because Mairead seemed unable not to roll her hips, furtively and futilely trying to find something to rub her cunt against.


This time, James found the loose end of the rope, coiled it once until it had formed a small, hard loop and rubbed it against her slippery wet places where his strange and beautiful wife had never once sprouted body hair like regular humans. It was hard and rough hemp rope, nothing like the relative smoothness of his hands and fingers—let alone the velvety quality of his cock. And yet, Mairead could have dissolved in sudden gratitude. He rubbed it along her slit and up to the little nub at the top. Too tender for such treatment, she flinched away only to regret the lack of contact immediately and bear back down against the offered surface.


James smiled. He had always loved to watch her, to play with her while his organ grew painfully hard in his trousers and only take her once she was sweaty and all but delirious with desire. She was stunning when she yielded like this, no self-conscious or worrying bone in her body, but James loathed losing control himself. His was a different pleasure.


He found himself watching her most tender skin grow red and raw in places—such a beautiful coloring. He shivered, squared his jaw and then pulled the rope away, subconsciously measuring its length. Mairead whimpered in protest, her ass humping the air until James gave in and slapped it, hard, once or twice. Only then, Mairead let her head hang, catching her breath while the sting of pain slowly dissolved in heat waves over her rear. She was his beautiful, impossible creature: a woman, not reared to live in shame.


James let her calm down for a minute or so, watched her thighs quiver and cunt contract against air a few times—such a hungry, greedy little thing. He resisted the urge to give it something to contract around. Not yet.


Looping the rope between her legs and down under her body, he rested his knee on the bed and pulled the rope tight. Mairead moaned, her head pulled back once more.


“Open,” he commanded as he brought the end of the rope, coarse and dirty and smelling of cunt and sea, to her lips. When she obeyed as she always did, he pushed it in her mouth and ordered her to bite down hard. She was gasping for air, chasing the friction the rope could offer, when she managed to drag it up against her slit and James sat back to watch.


“Harder,” he breathed once and his hand found his shaft as he saw her repeatedly choking herself just to feel that bit of coarse rope rub up and down her cunt and the crack of her ass—was it just because he’d told her to?


It was quite a while until he got up—not before he could see the reddened flesh between the round cheeks, not before her face had lost some of its color. He took the rope from between her teeth, then loosened it around her neck without actually taking it off. Mairead was breathing heavily, rubbing her face against his shirt while he petted her hair.


“What a beautiful, perfect woman you are,” he whispered and she beamed at him as she always did. He smiled back at her, cradled her face and brushed his thumbs over her freckled cheekbones. With a pang of guilt, a stab in his gut, the tactile memory of brushing over the freckles on her pelt entered his mind. His eyes dilated only momentarily and then he pushed her down until her sweet mouth enveloped his cock and he could lean his head back in exquisite pleasure that might drive the pain away.


He pushed deep, deep to find the gurgling, the rhythmic contractions of her throat as it tried to rid itself from the obstruction that, too, hindered her breathing. It brought tears to her eyes, and he smeared them over her cheekbones until they glinted in the oil lamp that illuminated the room. When he came with a sudden groan, more that of a hurt animal than a man, she drank down his offering with shining eyes and James leaned onto the bed, dropping next to where she still knelt. Mairead kissed his shoulder and his arm, but he was not happy. He had lost control too fast, and unlike his wife who never seemed to tire, he was a not a young man anymore who could recuperate in a matter of minutes. He did not apologize; Mairead did not expect him to—she looked, in fact, more satisfied by the exchange than James, whose brow was furrowed as he drew her against his chest, lying on their narrow cot.


Touching his lips, then his cleft chin, Mairead smiled up at her husband, caressed him with those fingers that could never lie still when they were close enough to touch him. His eyes closed and he relaxed slowly as her lips fluttered down his neck.


“The band is running thin, do you want me to find a new one?” she asked and James blinked. Had he fallen asleep, maybe just for a minute? He looked at where her gaze hung at the leather band around his neck and he flushed with a guilty sense of dizziness. Quickly, he pushed the key back under his shirt and managed a smile.


“Don’t worry about it my dear, I’ll see to it tomorrow.”


Mairead didn’t question him; she kissed his lips and they rested a while longer until she served his dinner. The soup was still warm, the bread still fresh. And maybe, just maybe he could gather his strength and try again after a meal. In his head, he had the vivid image of holding the end of the rope like a horse’s reins and pulling her kneeling figure back onto his cock with each stroke. He felt it harden into life to these images, watching her carefully scooping soup onto the same tongue that had minutes before tasted his come.


It was the first week in May and although still cold, the sun had shown its face over the water more steadily than it had in months. With James out with his boat and his crew, Mairead had scrubbed the house and prepared the evening meal. She had planned to spend the rest of the day sewing—it was almost time for the summer holidays and she relished the thought of having her children about her day by day. There was a ceremony at the end of term that they would attend, fetching them home afterward, and Mairead needed a dress for the occasion. She was an economic woman and before traveling into town for new fabric, she went into the attic to see what she might rescue from old pieces. She did not like the attic, the way she had to stoop with every step, but she also wanted to look over the children’s holiday clothes, the things they could wear at home when the school uniform would be left in the wardrobe for weeks and they could get dirty like children should.


She was kneeling on the dusty ground, several piles of clothes arranged around her when she spied another heap in the corner. Not for the first time that afternoon, she slammed her head against a beam when she went to investigate. Holding her aching forehead, she looked up. A little dust was falling down on her face amid a leather band. It hung in the air, impossibly defying gravity.


Mairead pulled. There was the sound of metal scraping softly over wood, and then a key fell into her hand. A key like the one around James’s neck. A band like the one that had worn thin. She didn’t know why but she slipped it into a pocket of her dress with a dizzying sense of wrongdoing. It was when she found the chest under the pile of clothes that she knew why. Three locks. Two keys. With shaking hands, she tried the first one, almost relieved it didn’t fit. But the second sprung open almost as though it had been oiled the day before.


Mairead shivered, immediately deciding to forget about the chest and the keys. She went back downstairs, then down to the sea, but the beach only seemed to intensify the heady sensation that a dark fog was fast approaching, ready to swallow her whole.


She dashed back into the house, fueled by curiosity almost against her will and she cried when she found James’s key in his workshop; there between nets that needed mending was the band that had finally snapped where it had run thin. She clutched it to her chest and then searched for the last. In a way, she knew it was wrong, that she shouldn’t—but what in the world could James keep so terrifyingly secret? And why?


Back on her knees in front of the chest hours before she expected James to return, she opened the remaining locks. Tears came to her eyes even before she saw the shimmering pelt. There it rested, like liquid silver and a torrent of memories washed over her like a sudden tide, a dousing tsunami that dragged her back into the sea, struggling and fighting hand and foot. But the ocean had no mercy and it was too late for an appeal—it was recalling its daughter like a debt that had never been repaid.


In the years that followed, James never saw his wife again, however often he looked for her when the full moon was high in the sky. Sometimes, he saw his children playing in the surf with a band of seals—and then they would laugh and jump with joy and James would watch them from his window, tears running down his cheeks. He would wait for the next full moon, and sit between the rocks year after year, while his bones grew brittle and his skin like paper around them. He watched his son take over the house and the business, a fisherman like no other, with a sixth sense for finding the largest swarms and a mysterious glint in his eyes that made the village girls swoon. He watched his daughter grow slowly into the same quiet and graceful beauty that her mother had been, too good for any man who asked for her hand even when she fell in love and James gave his blessing only grudgingly.


And still he waited between the rocks, until she came for him one cold night in November. She stepped out of the sea, peeling herself from her skin, naked and perfect. Then she kissed him and took him back with her into the cold, crashing waves.




IN THE PALACE OF GODS AND MONSTERS


Michelle Augello-Page


Long ago, in a forgotten time, a princess awoke, startled by Link-black darkness, grasping for where she was. She was blindfolded. She was naked. She couldn’t move; her arms and legs were stretched out, bound tightly with rope to wooden posts. She pulled and twisted her body, but her movement caused the ropes to pull painfully on her wrists and ankles. She cried out, and an unfamiliar voice, dark and honeyed, filled the room.


“You truly are beautiful, princess.”


She struggled again, fear rushing through her, as the full weight of her situation grew clearer in her mind. “Be still, my bride,” he said, hushing her as he advanced toward the bed. “I have come to welcome you. I am not going to harm you.”


His hand traced the outline of her body, and she shuddered at the whisper of his touch. The princess cried, barely able to process what was happening. Just that morning, she had awakened in her own bed, in her own home, safe and happy and cared for. Now, she was held like a prisoner by a man who assumed himself to be her husband.


Her family had fallen in nobility and depended upon her marriage to restore their fortune. From birth, the princess was educated accordingly and trained to be the wife of the finest king. Tales of the princess’s beauty had spread far and wide, and she was shielded from the world, sheltered in a remote castle tucked into the craggy cliffs overlooking the sea. Those who braved the journey were rewarded by her otherworldly beauty and graciousness, but the princess had kindly rejected all offers of marriage.


“I will recognize my love when I see his face,” she had insisted.


Her fate changed when the messenger came to the castle. He brought an offer from the king of a faraway palace, and enough riches and jewels to reclaim the fullness of the family’s royalty. Her mother and father were desperate. They tried to persuade her. They tried to reason with her. But the princess had been raised on fairy tales; she believed in love. The offer stood until the sun went down. There was nothing to pack, nothing to bring; the messenger said that the master of the kingdom would provide all and more for the princess. The king and queen could not, would not, allow her to refuse.


Her dreams shattered, the princess was betrothed, sight unseen. Her mother and father had thrown her into the carriage, ignoring her pleas, and forced her into the marriage in exchange for all the wealth they had hoped she would bring.


“You have had a long journey. I understand you need a little time to acclimate to your new role. I am not a monster.” He cleared his throat, and continued. “But I am no ordinary man either, and there are rules to be followed, now that you belong to me.”


He circled the bed, never taking his eyes off her, and even blindfolded, she could feel his eyes upon her nakedness, drinking in the curves of her soft, pale skin and the pinkness of her nipples. She blushed, thinking of her legs spread and the agonizing breeze that teased the tender place between her thighs.


“In the daylight, you are free to go anywhere you please in the palace, as well as anywhere in the valley. You will find everything you may desire here. Being from such a remote place yourself, I doubt you will be offended by the lack of population. During the day, you will be alone.”


She could hear him walking around her, the air whooshing slightly as he walked, the sound reminiscent of the rustle of feathers. The princess listened to the deep tone of his sensual voice; the rise and fall of his cadence soothed her, and almost against her will, she felt herself calming.


“When the darkness falls, you will get ready for me. You will extinguish all lights, and prepare yourself with a blindfold. Then, and only then, I will come to you, and I will train you as my wife.”


He cleared his throat again.


“You may never touch me. You may never see me.”


The princess gasped.


“That is all.”


Alone and uncomfortable in the desperate quiet, she wept. She cried herself to sleep, and when she awoke again in the morning, the ropes had disappeared, and she was free, free in the strange hold of her new environment. She reluctantly explored the palace, half fearing what would happen when the sun went down, half hoping it had all been a dream.


Throughout the palace, carvings of gods and monsters were depicted in the marble accenting each room. She was unable to suppress her delight in the surprise each room held—exquisite works of art, the finest musical instruments, a studio overlooking the lush, bright green valley, shelved with leather-bound books—and she thought she might be happy there, after all.


By nightfall, the princess had resigned herself to fate. All light had been extinguished, and she sat on the edge of the bed in a dress and blindfold. She lay down and restlessly waited for what seemed like hours, until that same slight rustle of movement alerted her that he had arrived.


The princess’s heart beat furiously.


Silently, he stood above her and felt her face. Strong hands re-secured the cloth blinding her sight. He moved quickly, telling her to put her hands above her head, then used the rope to tie her wrists together. He stripped her, pulling the dress roughly over her head and arms, then spread her legs, tying each foot to a post, leaving her naked and exposed.


“This is how I want you,” he said.


Light kisses fluttered across the surface of her skin, arousing her, brushing against her, tickling her with wisps of feathery touch, heightening her desire. He pinned her wrists above her head and kissed her full on the mouth until she kissed him back, tentatively at first, then passionately, hungrily, lips and teeth and tongue.


Sensation rippled through her as his other hand pulled on her pink nipples until she cried out. He moved lower, finding her honey spot wet and hot with desire. Gently, slowly, he rubbed against her slickness with deliberate softness, gingerly working her breath into a hum, breaking her resistance into ragged cries for more.


“Do you like that, princess?”


“Yes,” she moaned, as he stretched her arms farther above her head and tied her to the bed frame.


Waves of pleasure washed over her consciousness, leaving her body uninhibited and wanting. Still, she screamed and shuddered when his rock-hard cock entered her sharply and tore into her ruthlessly. Still, she cried as he took her completely, claiming her as his.


The next morning, she awoke unbound and alone, but the imprint of his touch lingered everywhere on her skin.


Day turned to night, and night to day, and so the time passed, and the princess grew to love her husband. He told her he loved her in a million different ways, but still, she did not see his face. And though she loved and desired him, the feelings he aroused in her scared her. His power over her scared her.


He touched her with the wings of an angel. He growled as ferociously as a beast. She wondered if the lashes she felt, bitter and scorching, tearing across her skin, were the claws of a monster or the tools of a man. He brought her so far into the realm of the gods, that she was no longer herself; she was a body releasing soul, universal and unconscious, pure energy, primal and sexual and spiritual, cosmic, one with all.


She had changed. Her body had become a sexually charged light field, blooming recklessly with dark desires. He took her to both heaven and hell. He took her so far into the depths of pleasure and pain that she did not know if he was human, monster or god.


Each night, she submitted to his enchantment, bound and stretched, cursed and blessed. Each night, she was pulled apart and put together again. And she faced her darkness in the glaring light of day, alone.


She had to see his face. She had to see him.


The thought obsessed her until one night, she gathered the courage to ask her husband to untie her before she slept. She told him that her body was sore, that she needed rest. He hesitated, then reasoned that he had been hard on the princess that evening, and she had taken his rough love wholly and completely, as always.


He decided to grant her request.


But the princess held that deceit in her heart, and waited until she heard her husband’s breath deepen into telltale sleep. Then she crept quietly from the bed and across the room, each shifting of the floorboards stilling her with fear. But her husband slept on, and she continued on, out of the room in search of a candle.


She cupped the light between her hands until it was a sliver between her glowing fingers. Her heart beat loudly and her breath quickened as she advanced, allowing the light to fall across the bed. Above him she stood, stock-still, barely able to believe the vision before her.


His beauty was beyond compare. His perfect arms and legs and torso gleamed in the golden light like chiseled marble. Lying across the bed, he looked like a fallen god, sensual and beautiful and cruel. Shimmering dark hair fell across his shoulders, revealing the profile of his face. She moved closer.


He stirred, and the princess started. A drop of wax fell on her sleeping husband, and he awoke.


The quiet calm of his sleeping, cherubic beauty quickly shattered, as he realized what was happening. The princess blew out the candle, but too late, and his anger roared throughout the palace and over the valley.


“How could you betray me?”


“I just wanted to see—”


“You have destroyed us.”
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