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“What shall I bring my dearest daughters when I return from
my voyage?”

My father’s voice passed warmly through the stuffy and strangling 
air of the courtyard. Oh, how I wanted to get back inside amidst the 
dark rooms and cracked windows, the cool tea in my hand providing 
the only relief for the time being. The summers there were seemingly 
getting hotter and hotter, but still our father would travel and work 
hard to ensure that we lived lives that may not have been lavish, but 
certainly comfortable. 

So much promise and unlimited possibilities rested in the silence 
that followed our father’s question. Naught in many years had he 
chosen to ask such a thing, and the idea of selecting rather than en-
during the gifts he chose was something we would have been foolish 
not to take advantage of. Often my father would simply assume that 
our interests had not changed since we were children and that dolls 
were an easy fix in the wake of his absence. 

“Oh, Father!” My eldest sister cried out, delicate hands fluttering 
to her lips in excitement. “Jewels, oh how I would adore new jewels!” 

Of course, she wished for something he could not deliver with-
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out some form of hardship. Despite the fanciful things he obtained 
and sold all over the lands, if our father could gather jewels so easily, 
we’d have servants of our own and a far grander estate. But the life of 
a merchant, even one as resourceful as our father, was not filled with 
treasures. My eldest sister had always been one to desire such things, 
seeking out those around her who had no issue flaunting financial 
security. It was a wise choice if she wanted to secure a stable posi-
tion and spare herself the hardship of manual labor in the future. I, 
however, could not quite wrap my head around how one could force 
themselves to be with someone who did not stimulate them in other 
ways. 

Father’s brow crinkled as he seemed to calculate his answer, “I 
will do my best, Anna.”

Our middle sister leaned down with mock adoration and pecked 
our father on the cheek; the shadow of her dark lipstick was almost 
translucent in the burning sunlight upon his skin. “A green dress! As 
beautiful as me, your most loving daughter.”

Perhaps then, it would have to be altered in some way to match 
its owner; adorned with sin and slaughtered morals, maybe? It was a 
good thing I was favoring keeping my mouth shut that morning, for 
it seemed I had nothing good to say in the slightest. My relationship 
had never been strong with my sisters, all of us desiring different 
things in our lives. I felt it was also in large part due to our age differ-
ence, I was just coming into myself despite enjoying the playful and 
imaginative things I had as a young girl. But my sisters? They prided 
themselves in their ability to dismiss all such things and be viewed 
only as ladies of the home. 

“I will do my best, Jessica.” 
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I remained seated upon the grass with my drink cradled in my 
hands. The breeze that rolled through carried with it pollen from 
plants a few feet away. The violent sneezing fits that shook my en-
tire body were ones I had become accustomed to over the past few 
weeks. The plants were mating, and I was in distress.

 “I would love a red rose, Father. I’ve been practicing the art of 
crystallizing flowers and roses are not common here. It would be 
beautiful for my collection.”  I said quietly. 

It truly was something that brought me joy, and all the neigh-
boring flora and fauna had been subjected to my trials and errors. 
Now I was confident enough to use my skills on something far more 
delicate and rare. 

My sisters glanced at me disdainfully before dismissing me with 
a wave of their hands in my general direction. 

“Oh Belle, always the simple one.” Jessica commented with a 
bright, white smile, as if the beauty of her grin alone could forgive 
her ever-present arrogance.

It did, in fact, work on most. I had seen it happen on several 
occasions with those she entertained. That calculated ability to ma-
nipulate the conversation of others with a mere smile and tilt of her 
head was something I had always envied. 

“Perhaps simple, dear Sister, but smart. Do you truly believe that 
our father has enough time to seek these opulent gifts out during his 
rushed visit?”

With those words - I gathered the hem of my dress and stood. 
My patience had worn thin that day and it was not anyone’s fault 
but my own. I should have had the power to ignore their words and 
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mind my own, but that was proving to be difficult at best. “It’s so 
terribly hot out here, I think I’ll retire inside.”  I did not wish to wait 
around and hear the biting responses that would surely come from 
the poisoned lips of my sisters. After planting a soft kiss upon my fa-
ther’s cheek, I made my way through the generous gardens that sur-
rounded our home. These were not our own gardens, no. They were 
simply the possession of our neighbors, far too vast to be contained. 
We were happy to enjoy them in exchange for the floral takeover.

The servants outside made their way around, caring for the 
plants and clearing the weeds from walkways. They were required 
to wear very little to no clothing, a sign that they were owned and 
available to all the needs of their masters. Nudity was not something 
that shocked our people, not in the slightest. 

These servants were not just for the interior and exterior of the 
home, those who wore the golden bracelets upon their wrists were 
owned for something else entirely.  I always wondered why the men, 
with the sex slaves in such supply, still insisted upon seeking the 
company of my sisters. They were well known throughout the town 
for their open beds, but only for those who could afford a shiny trin-
ket. It was whispered that the pleasure caused by my older sister’s 
lips was enough for a desperate man to give up his home. The ser-
vants were trained and sold for such pleasure, but I assumed that the 
chase of a woman fully capable of refusal was enough to bring men 
into their home. Perhaps it was the thrill of being with someone not 
trained for such things, someone who could say no. For even the 
most unfortunate of men could obtain a slave with enough gold. It 
took a powerful one to own the bed of a free maiden. 

I, on the other hand, had yet to respond to any of my admirers 
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and being the first to bed me had been somewhat of a game amongst 
the younger males in the surrounding area. Though, as of late, my 
entourage had lessened to a few straggling men. They had placed 
away their pride and invested in a slave to do whatever they wished 
instead of fawning over a female who had shown little to no interest 
in their advances whatsoever. It wasn’t that I found no interest in be-
ing courted or enjoying the pleasures of sex with these males, it was 
simply that none of them invoked that interest in me, and in the end, 
it became more valuable for me to hold onto my innocence than to 
lose myself to someone who would disappear soon after. Someone 
who could not advance me as an individual, but only use me to ad-
vance their own social standings. Who knew the daughters of a mere 
merchant could ever be considered prizes when we had no monetary 
value? 

Money had tempted my father several times to give my hand in 
marriage. It was simply over hardship during the few times we found 
it, for no matter how comfortable we were, the worth of my father’s 
job could fluctuate each year, throwing us to the brink of financial 
ruin at the drop of a hat.  Luckily, even with the temptation, it was 
only Jessica that had been promised. Until the cruel hand of her be-
trothed kept her under control, she was bent on seeking as many 
pleasures as she could. Jessica had been more than happy to agree to 
the arrangement, despite Anna whispering that it would be the end 
of her life as she knew it, that she would lose out on all the freedom 
she had. My eldest sister always did have a warped sense of thinking 
when it came to the pledging of one’s life to another. I felt that such 
an arrangement should not destroy the life of anyone involved. 

I had seen more men enter Jessica’s quarters as of late than I 
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had believed resided in our town. Every day she waltzed about with 
their tokens of affection, although the value of the items had steadily 
declined due to the news of her engagement. I was certain she was 
thankful her husband-to-be did not live locally, or he may have giv-
en being with her a second thought after hearing of her reputation. 
They would be long married before any of the news made way to 
him. Her fiancé was said to be a charming man with a leader’s touch 
and a fondness for old customs. That simply meant that he knew 
how to preserve order by keeping a strong arm around the neck of 
his wife and children. 

I made my way into the kitchen, taking note of how messy my 
sisters had left the area. With the death of our mother, the order of 
the household had weakened and there certainly was not extra mon-
ey to hire others to do it. Without her discipline and affection, my 
sisters had slowly become rotten to the core and had adopted a sense 
of entitlement that I could not find a source for. Why it was natural 
that they would seek to fulfill their needs by controlling those of oth-
ers, I would never know. It really was a good thing we did not have 
servants, I assumed that the help would not be so eager to please 
when their masters were so cruel.

 Hoping that hunger would grip me, I made my rounds. But 
nothing in the kitchen interested me in the slightest and I only ended 
up scrubbing some of the dirty dinnerware and leftover meals from 
the counters. I knew my father would end up doing it if I did not. 
It was not uncommon that I would retire early to bed with a numb 
stomach and a full mind. I had taken to writing since the passing of 
my mother several years ago, an escape from the day-to-day restless-
ness that I had adopted. I did not feel that my hobby was something 
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I was particularly good at, but I still found myself racing to get to my 
room after my daily schedule had ended. Not that I was terribly busy, 
however, our father made certain we were not left to our own devices 
all day. He was constantly providing us with small tasks and pleas-
antries when he was home and praying that we were in one piece 
when he was away. Slipping upstairs, I peered out one of the small 
windows that opened to the front of the house, the small shapes of 
my sisters and father still visible among the gardens with the sun 
beginning to set behind them. It was a peaceful sight, but I could not 
keep wishing for the same family I had once upon a time. Things had 
changed, and I needed to accustom myself to it. Tearing from the 
window, I sought refuge in my small room, pulling my long brown 
hair up into a bun and away from my warm neck as I poured over 
my journal and the words that trickled from my hand. At one-point, 
reading had been my escape, now I enjoyed writing the adventures 
in my head, at least until I could embark on real ones like my father. 

It wasn’t long before he came to my room, bidding me goodbye 
as he made his way out. He had always preferred to travel before the 
sun was down. But I knew he was excited to get to the town north of 
us, Fairbrook. They were more than happy to pour a large drink for 
the cheerful male upon his arrival. Bidding him farewell, I quickly 
found myself escaping once more into my writing, unsure when I 
finally drifted off to sleep. 
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A commotion startled me awake during the deep hours of 
night. At first I thought the sounds that had forced me out 

of sleep may have been only in my mind. The room was silent as I 
lay there in panic for several moments, searching for the cause of 
my abrupt rise from bed. A few moments had passed, and I was be-
ginning to close my eyes when then there was another shout that 
confirmed my alarm. Pushing myself upwards and out of bed, I 
whipped open the curtains to see outside and found myself observ-
ing the events below with curiosity and confusion. Darting shapes of 
neighbors moved across the dirt roads, their lanterns bobbing in the 
dark night. They yelled to each other and I could not make out their 
words, only the excited lift to their tone as they beckoned neighbors 
and friends down towards the town center.

Slipping my feet into the dress slippers beside my bed and shrug-
ging on a warm coat, I quickly made my way into the hallways. I could 
hear Anna downstairs, her shrill voice repeating the same questions 
that came to my own mind. Her voice was almost childlike with fear 
and I could hear her bare feet heading down the hallway, presumably 
to collect her things and investigate as well. “What is happening out 
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there?” She said aloud, but no one replied. Jessica was still fast asleep 
upstairs, and our father had been gone for several days now. There 
was a level of hesitance that crept through me, but I would not stay 
locked away while something was amiss near our home. 

“Jessica!” I called out, dashing to the door nearest my own. With-
out thinking to knock, I forced open the door. The sight that met me 
was enough to render me speechless. My legs locking as though they 
were attached to the floor, my eyes taking in every part of the scene 
before me. Only the smallest squeak of surprise escaped my lips as I 
struggled to regain control of myself. 

The room was lit by several candles, the shadows that moved in 
their wake seemed almost ghostlike. Jessica was holding onto the 
forearms of a lean man as she lay beneath him, head to the side as she 
emitted an unmistakable moan. The dark-haired male was working 
himself over her slowly as if in a daze. The empty bottle of wine atop 
the table was enough explanation for their lack of awareness. His 
strong body was pumping and sliding between her wide, long legs. 
There was the soft glistening of sweat on their naked bodies. The vi-
sion before me would have kept me longer, had it not been my sister 
or the situation far different. Despite the public displays sometimes 
done with slaves for sale in town, I had never seen something like 
this before. 

“Jessica…for goodness sake, get up!” My voice sounded so 
scratchy, so foreign to me as I tried not to focus on the thrusting 
hips of the man; surprising myself as I broke from that stupor and 
regained control of my body once more. But there was a warmth 
spreading through me that had not been there when I first opened 
the door to Jessica’s room. Neither of them stopped their dance, ig-
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noring me completely as though they had not heard my intrusion in 
the first place. Raising a hand to my neck, I cleared my throat loudly. 
The man stopped slowly and glanced over his shoulder in my general 
direction. “Come on then.” He said with a smile, cocking his finger 
towards me, as if I would stay there much longer or even consider 
joining them among those tangled sheets. 

My grimace was enough of a response for the intoxicated duo. 

I raced from the room without shutting the door, the image fresh 
in my mind. My entire body felt as though it had been liquefied, an 
ache deep within me that could only be relieved the further away I 
got from that room. But even then it remained; a slow burn that I did 
not know how to sate, my body responding to what it wanted despite 
not being interested in either of those involved in the scene; a scene 
that continued to replay in my mind over and over as I made my way 
down the stairs and to the front door of our home. 

Anna had already gone outside; the door lay open to the winds 
and the sprinkling rain. I entered the darkness and hurried to where 
she stood, her silhouette a light orange with the flickering lantern 
as she stared forward and did not move. I quickly fell to her side, 
wondering if she was seeing something that I could not, but only the 
shapes of those moving down the roads were seen; nothing that I had 
not observed upstairs only a moment before.

“They say he brought something, a person. A warning to us.” She 
said then, and her voice was no longer shrill and high, but husky and 
filled with fear. A tone that I was not used to with my eldest sister, 
and not one I wanted to hear.

“Sister mine, what do you speak of? Who said these things?”
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“Clarice and Nicolette. It’s the Beast.”

My heart raced wildly, and I knew that I must see for myself, if 
the stories were true…I wanted to lay my eyes on the creature that 
I had heard whispers of for so long. The daughters of our neighbors 
were nowhere to be seen, probably escaping to their home as soon as 
the information had spread. Sure enough, the shutters on their home 
were closed, no lights seen from inside.  I grasped onto Anna’s hand 
and boldly moved towards the crowd of townsfolk, but she yanked it 
free and placed her hand against her chest – looking at me as though 
I had hurt her. “I will watch from the balcony, go get yourself killed 
if it pleases you.” She said quickly, thrusting out her other hand with 
the lantern.

 I grasped onto it and took a few steps forward, surprised that she 
had even left the home in the first place. I did not follow Anna inside.

 Although my heart had been more courageous with the idea 
of company, my curiosity was a lion to tame. I followed those brave 
enough to venture towards the town square, finding that the further 
I walked, the more servants I sighted. Naturally, the owners had sent 
their property instead of risking themselves, which had probably 
been how the information found its way back to my sister in the first 
place. It was cruel to send those who had no choice, especially if that 
Beast was truly there. Their exposed nipples were tight against the 
chill air, breath a mere cloud before them as their wide eyes faced 
forward. Despite the warmth from that day, the lack of clothing 
given to those in the mix that were deemed pleasure slaves was not 
enough to protect against the cold night and that soft rain that fell. 

The young woman walking beside me wore nothing but a small 
piece of cloth that tied behind her shoulder blades. It forced her 
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breasts out and hardly covered much below her toned stomach. I 
could not look upon her without feeling bashful despite how many 
times I had seen displays of others in such a way, Gods knew that 
my gaze would not have been the first she had endured. The female 
had been branded with the sign of her master’s home, a deep-rooted 
burn that vaguely resembled a sword, or perhaps a cross. Her brand 
was still healing, a fiery mark on her shoulder. She barely looked old 
enough to have been sold! The branding was an unfortunate mark 
to have for a slave, in my opinion. Branding destroyed perfect skin 
and the chances of a slave being bought again with such marring, 
especially one trained for sex? It was not a common occurrence and 
normally indicated that the female or male had done something to 
displease those who had purchased them. 

I took a deep breath as I slunk behind a cottage close to the 
square. To walk in front of the home would be to expose myself to 
the town center, and therefore the Beast. The servants did not do the 
same, walking right towards the large dark shape barely seen from 
my position as though in a haze, surely more fearful of punishment 
than death. It was not uncommon for a master to punish a slave by 
sending them to the slums of the town for an evening, something 
that did not often return them in one piece. Our town had a repu-
tation for hosting all sorts of individuals and we were not without 
crime. 

I could see it out of the corner of my eye, a hulking black mass 
as dark as the night. Except for two golden orbs that shone bright 
through the fur and seemed to fixate on all those approaching, the 
eyes of a predator. I remembered seeing something identical as a 
child. I had been so upset that my father was leaving us again to 
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travel that I had attempted to follow him through the woods, lost 
and cold – I stumbled upon a pack of wolves. I still remember the 
cold eyes of the largest as it approached for a moment. I thought it 
would surely kill me and I had been too afraid to run or attempt to 
protect myself. But that beast had left me, and my mother had found 
me soon after.

I forced myself to peek around the corner and take in the entirety 
of the Beast through my own fear. He was magnificent and enor-
mous, threatening and spirit-like as he stood on all fours, one mas-
sive paw upon an unconscious figure. When I gasped, the beast’s eyes 
directed themselves almost instantly at me; a focus that chilled me to 
the bone and drove my body back behind the cottage. My heart was 
beating wildly in my chest, a rabbit against the thin skin trapping it. 
But with a whimper I peeled myself away from the solid protection 
and allowed myself to be exposed once more, not willing to be dis-
suaded so easily by something making no move to harm me, yet. 

My eyes sought refuge in the victim of the Beast. The man was 
still upon the cold, wet ground and I instantly recognized the weath-
ered green coat upon him. I had needed to see what the Beast had 
done to one of our own, but I soon regretted my curiosity. For a 
moment I tried to convince myself that there was no way it could be 
who I thought, but the second the man on the ground shifted, his 
hood slipped from his face and there was no way I could deny it. 

“Father!” 

Against better judgment, I lunged forward holding my dress up 
as I sprinted towards the Beast. But I fell short as a growl reverberat-
ed through the very ground I stood on, crawling up my bare legs and 
resting in the pit of my stomach. “Why did you harm him?” I could 
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barely speak, my voice a pathetic whisper in the wind. The lips of the 
Beast curled, exposing pink gums and the shining white of his ca-
nines. My father let out the smallest shudder, something red in color 
lay upon the ground beside him. I instantly thought it was blood and 
bid myself forward despite my own fear. At that point, no one in the 
surrounding area was making any move to assist and I knew they 
would not do so anytime soon. The Beast stepped away from my 
father, the pads of his massive paws sinking into the earth. His eyes 
darted between villagers and Servants, almost as it if were contem-
plating something or preparing to attack. His muscles were tight and 
straining, body shaking slightly for a moment before it growled and 
kicked up heel towards the forest, but not before those eyes fixed on 
me one last time. The quick escape made the Servants scream, leap-
ing back and away from where they had once stood. As soon as that 
tail disappeared between the trees I took no time waiting to speed to 
my father’s side.

Beside him lay one red rose.
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The village was at a complete loss-- every man, woman and 
child chilled by the sudden appearance of the Beast and what 

had truly occurred that night. Had he meant to instill fear in them? 
Then why leave that old merchant alive? What was the message that 
was being sent to them all? But there was an anger and urgency there 
as well, emotions that manifested themselves as a need to destroy 
what had disrupted their usual routine. Our village was not one of 
warriors and heroes, it was a group that prided itself solely on the 
ability to survive on wit and money alone. Farming and trading 
would prove to be weak against the brute strength of a creature such 
as the Beast. Words whispered outside our home were taken as facts, 
gossip spreading like wildfire. A small beggar would pull on the arm 
of a slave, hoping his version would win him more than a surprised 
look.

“I swear it, Bastard looked right a’ me! I bet I’m next to get at-
tacked by the thing! Better partner up lass, may be me last night.”

The slave declined with a curt dismissal, then whispered a sto-
ry of her own to another. Soon, even the masters were gossiping, 
sharing their own despite never actually braving the night to see the 
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Beast. The need to send for a warrior was dire, but no one would of-
fer up the money to pay such a man. Still, the word had been sent out 
by the next day and the situation would be assessed after someone 
responded. Several families were more inclined to consider going in 
together to take care of the problem, instead of being the one solely 
responsible for paying for it. There were whispers of a man that had 
successfully rid many neighboring towns of their supernatural evils. 
Our world was so very large, and it wasn’t the first time a creature of 
the night had tormented us. Just the first time it had struck so close 
to home.

As the tales throughout our beautiful town carried on, the three 
of us cared for the man who would not speak. Our father had done 
little more than slumber. Irritatingly soon after his return home, 
Anna and Jessica had returned to their usual routines. He had not 
been harmed, it seemed, so he did not need constant care. At least in 
their opinions. It was nice to see Anna stop by several times during 
the day, her eyes scanning over our father before resting on me, al-
ways seeming surprised that I was still there with him. But everyone 
dealt with things differently, I was not going to judge how present 
they wished to be in that moment. 

The neighbors hardly stopped pounding on the door and I had 
ceased answering it. There was no good news to be heard and at that 
point I had so many versions of the story in my head that I didn’t care 
to hear more until my father told me what truly happened. I moved 
to the side of my father’s bed to fill his water when his hand latched 
onto my wrist. I had been caught unaware and it was a struggle not 
to spill the water in my hands as my body jumped, immediately re-
sponding as though I had been attacked and jerking away from him 
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as I raised the glass above my head. To what? Hit him with it? 

“Dearest Belle, did you see the size of him? So much larger than 
the stories!”

Slowly lowering the glass back to his side table, my hand rose to 
my chest, trying to still my heart. “I’m sorry…I…you’ve been out 
for quite some time. Yes, yes father. Do you wish to tell of what hap-
pened? Did he merely attack you in the darkness?” I realized that my 
excitement was perhaps overwhelming him, and I silenced myself, 
sitting down beside him on that bed. My father’s brow crinkled and 
for a moment he looked as though he would begin sobbing. My sister 
had whispered that the Beast meant to bring him as a warning. But 
of what, no one seemed to know. I placed my hands on his shoulder, 
trying to calm him with some contact. Ground my father in some 
way. 

“It’s so terrible.” He said suddenly, that warm voice husky. I im-
mediately reached for that water once more and handed it to him, 
watching him raise it to his lips with a shaky hand. “Did the Beast 
hurt you?” I inquired further, looking over him for a moment. 

Confusion fell over his face. “No, if anything that creature saved 
me.”

“I don’t believe I understand.”

I did not continue as my father sat up in bed, placing the water 
away from himself and clasping one hand in the other. His round 
face was tilted towards the window before us and the soft rain that 
fell outside. It was so beautiful and quiet, yet I could not stop the chill 
that slid down the back of my neck. “I had left, you know this. I was 
riding Missy through the forest just before dark. No need to look so 
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confused Belle, she’s long gone... I heard growls and the horse was 
acting up quite a bit. So, I set her on the trail at a canter… hoping to 
get farther down the road with no incident. Obviously, I could not 
gallop on the dear thing, can you imagine the supplies I was already 
packing on her? The weight would have been too much strain on 
poor Missy…”

“Father, I understand but what of the growling? Was it the Beast?”

Back on track, my father shook his head, “Wolves. It was a pack 
and they easily organized a trap. Poor Missy got so scared and I 
damn near broke my arm when I fell off her. Thought I was going to 
die then too…Oh the look on their faces! But Missy ran off with all 
my trading items and they raced right after her. After all, my sweet 
mare was better prey. Suppose I was entirely wrong about her ability 
to run with all my supplies, especially when faced with a pack of 
wolves. I searched for someone further down the path to help me, or 
perhaps a place to hide but there seemed to be no one.”

He paused then and grasped onto the cup at his bedside to take 
a drink before continuing.

“But then I smelled something so delicious. So, I wandered off 
trail to find it. Surely if there was such a smell someone had to be 
cooking, correct? So, I followed my nose to a small, terrible looking 
pond. It was so…swamp like. But I swear to you the smell came right 
from it… attracting both me and unfortunately the wolves.” At this 
he paused, turning to face me. 

“They had me, there was nowhere to run! So, I did the only thing 
I could think of, I jumped right into that swamp water. I do not lie 
to you daughter mine, I stayed under water so long I felt as though I 
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might drown. When I finally surfaced I was in a clear pond in front 
of the largest home I had ever seen.”

At my skeptical stare my father became desperate, speaking fast-
er and louder than before. His eyes were wild, darting around the 
room as if they could not stand to focus on me.

“I know how it sounds, but it is all true! As though the water 
was a portal that led me to such a mystical home! That smell came 
right from it, perhaps roasted meat and potatoes? I was so shocked! 
Near the gates rested many rose bushes, I neared them and grabbed 
one rose for you. Don’t ask me why I would think of retrieving one 
in a time so dire...I just knew that I had to. At that moment it was as 
though the entire earth went still, someone spoke from behind me. 
I turned to face a young man, he told me I was foolish. I asked him 
if his father was home and he seemed so angered by the question. 
He attacked me! But I swear to you he was not human, as he raced 
towards me he changed into a wolf! Not quite as large as the Beast, 
but a beast of his own! He knocked me upon the ground and I sup-
pose I should be embarrassed to admit such a thing, but I began to 
cry and beg that he not kill me. It was then that the Beast arrived 
behind the smaller wolf. I almost fainted at the sight of him and… I 
don’t remember what happened after, dearest daughter. But I awoke 
in that square with you.”

My father ended his tale with a gasp of breath, finishing his glass 
of water. I stood then, eyes on him as I finally spoke. My hands were 
shaking slightly, and I shoved them to my side to hide them from 
him. I did not want my father to see them and assume I was afraid, 
when in fact the shaking came from anger. 

“It is either that the cold has gotten to you or that you indeed 
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have spun a terrible lie. After I brave the Beast to help you, after I 
love and care for you Father, do you believe me a fool?”

He had begun sputtering then, fighting for words. Those eyes 
begged me to listen to him, but all I wanted to do was scream. His 
eyes were breaking me down, making me want to believe everything 
that came from his mouth. My anger subsided almost instantly, fill-
ing me with a confusion and concern as I leaned forward and placed 
the back of my hand on his warm forehead, frowning. 

“No, Father. Please be silent. You need your rest. I’ll be right back 
once I fetch a wet cloth and some food, you must eat as well.”

With those last words, I left his room and shut the door behind 
me, pressing my back up against it for a moment as I tried to steady 
myself and process everything that had been told to me. His sto-
ry was appalling and I now worried that his mind may have been 
harmed in some way by the encounter. But if I believed such a su-
pernatural Beast existed, and had seen it with my own two eyes, How 
could I deny that other strange things must also exist as well? That 
there was a chance my father was telling the truth? He was no liar, 
but such a thing could have taken a toll on him. Looking up from the 
floor, my eyes fell on Anna, the female standing in that hallway star-
ing at me. “Go rest, Belle. I’ll get him what he needs.” She murmured, 
disappearing towards the kitchen before I had a chance to thank her 
or tell her I was perfectly capable. But I was thankful for that time 
to process, despite my curiosity and need to go question my father 
further. 

Slipping inside my room, I made my way to the side table near 
my bed, that one red rose resting upon my writing journal. I had not 
looked at it since placing it there the night my father was brought 
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back. Now I lifted it upwards, studying it skeptically as I searched 
for something that might give some truth to any of this nonsense. 
My nails dug into the velvet petals but the moment they made an 
imprint in the flower, it was repaired – no sign of my cut against that 
perfection. A headache was blossoming more and more with every 
second I spent rolling that rose around in my hands and studying it, 
frustrated and exhausted, I threw the thing down upon my journal 
once more and laid down upon my bed. However, sleep did not come 
to me that night. My mind distracted by portals, roses, and the Beast. 
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The number of visitors my father attracted had lessened sig-
nificantly after the first few nights. His ramblings were enter-

taining and haunting but very little made logical sense. The villag-
ers had been attracted to the draw of the Beast, but listening to our 
father’s story was only enchanting for so long. I had fought to find 
some reasoning, but my father’s story seemed to change and grow 
each day that I spoke with him about it. He did repeatedly ask if he 
had returned with the rose. At first, I had said yes and thanked him 
for it, finding some odd guilt forming in my chest knowing he had 
grabbed it for me. But upon my confirmation, he demanded to see 
the rose, staring at it and rolling the beautiful, unmarred thing be-
tween his hands as I had in my room. My father had refused to speak 
to anyone until I removed that rose from his clutches. Only then did 
I hide it away in my room, claiming he had not brought it back when 
he asked me for it once more. It seemed the damn thing pulled him 
further into madness and I was not going to allow that to happen.

There was a new attraction in town by the name of Sir Brydion, 
hired to hunt the beast, and he was a hunter of many talents. I had 
heard quite a bit of him and his accomplishments and judging by 
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my sister’s conversations, those conquests did not stop at monsters. 
I would have spent more time investigating the newcomer, but I was 
far too angered that he had yet to pay a visit to the one man who had 
been in the Beast’s clutches - my father. One would have thought he 
would seek some understanding about what he was being hired to 
deal with, yet if the town had told him my father was mad? Perhaps 
that was the reasoning behind his absence. 

My eyes darted towards the door as I held my breath. Someone 
in the home was creaking about downstairs. Gently cupping the back 
of my candle, I blew my room into darkness. I had been up quite late 
that night writing and thinking and, as far as I know, had not made 
a single noise, at least not enough to wake someone. Whoever was 
wandering around had perhaps planned to do so, unless they were 
simply restless. I was not dressed for going outside, but who would 
dare leave the home at this time of night? I had never been able to 
resist inspecting night owls, seeing as often I was the only one in 
that home. I stopped a mere foot away from my door before I turned 
quickly and grabbed the rose, shoving it into the pocket of the long 
coat I shrugged over my shoulders. I could not stop myself from do-
ing it, knowing I needed the rose with me…worried someone else 
may take it while I was away. It had become a source of comfort for 
me over the past few days, proof that my father may not have been 
entirely mad. So many times, I had tried to tear it, burn it, stomp it, 
but always it remained perfect. 

Just earlier that day I had become so frustrated with the damn 
thing, knowing that it was impossible such a delicate flower could 
not be destroyed. Accepting that there was something special about 
that rose was an acceptance of my Father’s story, however. I had sat 
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upon my bed, bringing a candle over with me as I lifted the rose 
above. My hand had always been the first to move, not even the 
flames harmed my rose. 

The wanderer did not dodge creaks, as though they were com-
fortable in the home and cared not if they woke the residents. Still, 
the disruptions in the home were unsettling and dug under my skin 
with every heavy step. Slipping into the halls I could see no shadows. 
They must have gone downward, to the kitchens? I pressed the tip of 
my toe against the middle of each step, taking a dancer’s approach 
to the descent. In thanks, the stairs did not give away my presence. 
What did I hope to see? If it was an intruder I would not know how 
to defend myself. If it was a resident of the home, I would have no 
explanation for my prowling. 

There was a soft scratching as the front door was pulled open, the 
old thing dragging along the floor. When it closed a draft of icy air 
crept through my home and tickled my face. A moment later it was 
gone as the door was cracked behind. My heartbeat heightened, and 
I sped to the door, grasping onto the handle. I nearly had to throw 
myself against it as a gust of wind threatened to fill the home. It was 
so cold and so dark that the lanterns outside of homes only just lit 
the ground, doing nothing to shed light on the night walker. 

The shape was merely a shadow as it crept by homes and closed 
windows, taking its time to cross the dirt street towards the town 
square. I kept myself hidden in the darkness until it was no longer 
possible to do so. The hanging lanterns, although dim, would have 
given my presence away had I braved closer. The night walker con-
tinued to make their way towards the homes on the far east side of 
the square before stopping outside of a smaller cottage nearest the 
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edge of the town. It was a shabby, old home and I could not remem-
ber who resided within its disintegrating walls. When was the last 
time someone had lived there? Despite it being such a small town, I 
could not seem to recall. 

There was a flash of light as the door opened and the shape dis-
appeared within. Making my way behind the neighboring homes, I 
approached the cottage. It would be foolish of me to snoop right by 
the front door, but the chances of windows being open on such a 
night were slim. The town seemed to enjoy their privacy, especially 
so late at night. Slinking down beneath the nearest closed window I 
held my breath in hopes of hearing anything. Sure enough, the voice 
of a female slithered through the cracks of the cottage. I had to press 
my ear against the rotting wood beneath the window to make out 
much, but the voice was one I knew well. 

“Sir Brydion -”

“Gaston, please.”

“Gaston. Surely that will be enough to please the Beast?”

My sister’s proud, resounding tone was not one I had a hard time 
deciphering. Anna was always precise and royal in even the most 
strenuous of situations. But the fact that she was meeting with the 
renown Sir Brydion in such an odd location instead of her private 
meeting quarters was enough reason for me to be suspicious. Gods 
knew at that moment I needed a reason to be. I was out of line and 
breaking a seal of unsaid trust by following my sister during her 
night rendezvous.

“The Beast is easily pleased, my dear. He simply grows tired of 
the same weak females. As long as we can deliver these new females 
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to him, he will leave the town. I will be paid, and the money will be 
shared with you, naturally.”

“Naturally. But I fear any repercussions if we are found to be trad-
ing sex slaves for the freedom of the town. Can we not be upfront 
with the masters? Surely they would give up slaves for the safety of 
us all.” Despite her sister’s still regal tone, there was a lift there that I 
could only remember her using with men she hoped to have. It was a 
delicate lift that swept years from her age in the matter of a moment. 
There was a laugh then, degrading. I could not see Gaston, but I as-
sumed he was just as pompous in appearance as he was in manner.

“Of course, they would. But there would be fights as to who would 
need to give them away. Chaos, my dear. We will not be paid for such 
nonsense. If we can make it seem as though the Beast has taken these 
girls and that I have swept in and killed him then not only do we gain 
wealth - but there will be no search parties for the girls.”

“Has the Beast kept ample watch? Does he know what maidens 
he wishes?”

“One so far. He should be here soon, and I imagine you will be 
pleased with what he has decided.”

I refused to stay there any longer to await the Beast, for doing 
so would surely mean the death of me. Who would allow me to live 
after what I had heard? I still could not make sense of it or why my 
sister was any part of it, but I knew that anything that male was a part 
of would bring destruction. Disgust gripped my stomach and threat-
ened to induce sickness if I didn’t get far away and quickly. Taking a 
deep breath, I began making my way towards the side of the cottage. 
I could see the street before me and knew that I had very little to 
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travel if I hurried. The thought of safety must have been the force 
that drove me to such insanity, for I raced as fast as I could across the 
street to the cottages west.

I heard the door of the cottage open and pounding footsteps race 
after me. Surely, they could not have seen me? I was fast, but not 
faster than those heavy boots that came ever closer. A hand clutched 
onto the collar of my coat and yanked me backwards. I allowed my 
arms to go slack and I attempted to run forward, hoping that by do-
ing so the coat would slip off me and I would be free. Another arm 
tightened into a fist around a large bundle of my long brown hair, 
this time there was nothing to escape from. I fell backwards with the 
pull and opened my mouth to scream for help, but another hand was 
shoved down, covering my mouth and silencing me. 

The hand that had been wound into my hair lowered to my neck. 
Before I had a chance to tear upwards at either of the dark shapes 
upon me, my sight faltered and darkened. I knew as unconscious-
ness swept over me that I was going to regret leaving the safety of our 
home that night. Inside my pocket, the warmth ceased, as though the 
rose lost light with me. 
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My head was so heavy, so incredibly heavy. The gods-given 
ability to move had abandoned me and not by my own 

choosing. I did not need to open my eyes to know I had been tightly 
bound in a seated position, nor did I need to open them to know 
who resided in the room with me. If I dared to open my eyes, then 
they would know I was aware and whatever I had been doomed to 
would proceed. While I was quiet and unmoving I would be able to 
plan my way out of the mess I had made. Steadying my breathing, 
I allowed my head to hang forward and my shoulders to remained 
slouched in that chair.

“You didn’t kill her, did you?”

“Do you not see her chest moving? Hard to do when one is dead.”

“Are we truly safe when the Beast arrives? I can leave and tomor-
row we may decide what is to be done with Belle.”

“I hardly think we have to worry about that. She will be ade-
quately taken care of. In fact, it was a blessing that your younger 
sister cannot leave anything be, the arrangement will be far easier.”

“You cannot be saying that the Beast wishes her first? Belle? She’s 
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a virgin I am certain.”

“If you were such a being, would you pick anything less? A beau-
tiful, young female with no other suitors? I do not question what the 
Beast tells me, and you should not, either.”

I could only picture the look upon my sister’s perfectly kept, 
heart shaped face. I imagined she was doing a splendid job of hiding 
her irritation, or perhaps she cared not who noted it. She was proba-
bly circling a strand of her dark hair with one finger, something I had 
seen her do often when questioning herself or others. I wondered 
if there was any guilt in her mind over handing me over to a being 
that would surely kill me, or from the sounds of it…do much worse. 
Gaston spoke again, this time his voice was closer to me. I could feel 
his warm breath against my cheek as he spoke, I kept the muscles 
around my eyes slack, ensuring that there was nothing giving away 
my consciousness.

“There is nothing to fear from the Beast. I give his people women 
they believe to be the cure to their curse, and he does not have to 
risk death to obtain them himself. We’ve done this for many years, I 
trust you with such information. In return I keep the money and we 
move to another town. I know you say that they do not wish to pay 
for my services...but they will when maidens start to go missing. Not 
many travel around these parts and there can always be more than 
one Beast on this land. As long as it does not attack the same town, 
people seem to be satisfied with my work. Of course, the chance to 
meet you, my most beautiful love…that is a treasure that I would do 
well to cherish.”

My eyes flashed open and I immediately spat at the closest thing 
to my face. Thankfully enough, it was Gaston. He whirled away from 
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me and began clawing at his face in a useless attempt to be rid of the 
dishonor. It gave me a chance to see that grimace on his face – the 
handsome and chiseled features twisted into something ugly and an-
gry, what I truly believed him to be.

“You slimy little…”

He composed himself with a deep breath, chest expanding. I as-
sumed it would take far more than just that to calm down, for he was 
no man in the slightest. A real man would not have put any woman 
in this situation, therefore, he deserved every ounce of disgust I had 
to offer.  He was dressed in a tall, black tunic. His dark hair took a 
liking to the right and was secured in place by what I assumed was 
many hours of attention. The face that now calmly stared at me was 
aristocratic and yet oddly feminine. He must have been quite hand-
some, but the red clouding my eyesight did not allow me to see such 
things. The eyes that narrowed were a misty gray and I could not 
help but smile just to spite him.

“Be a dear…and free me.” I spat out, twisting my hands in the 
tight bonds that had been secured behind that chair.

My sister finally turned her attention to me, one slender hand 
grasping onto the shoulder of Gaston. Her fingers trailed small, af-
fectionate circles and I grimaced. Gaston paid no attention to her, 
however, and moved away to lean against the wall of the cottage.

“My dear, you should be honored. The Beast had much interest 
in you, so bravely speaking to him. Ah yes, he told me all about that 
night.”

Before I could respond, the door to the cottage swung open with 
a blast. The room I was in had been lit by only several small candles, 
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so the intruder was only a dark shape as he approached us. Shedding 
his coat and placing it onto a broken, wooden table the man’s bright 
eyes latched onto me. That golden hue was one that I did not forget, 
but how could the Beast be in the form of a man? A shadow fell 
over the lower side of his face, rugged and unkempt. His hair was 
long and as dark as the room around him, face strong-featured and 
frightening. I began tugging at the rope that bound my hands behind 
the chair, aware that even if I freed myself I would be at the mercy of 
that man. I could put up a fight and at that moment it was a better 
thought than any.

“I am no servant!” I yelled, my voice surprisingly strong, given 
the circumstances. “I am a lady of the home and you will treat me as 
such! Free me now, I will go with no Beast…I will go with no man 
unless it is of my own choosing!”

Anna was watching me, features void of emotion. I wanted to 
leap from the chair and smack that look from my sister’s face. There 
was a fear brewing, one that was slowly becoming harder for the two 
of us to hide. What was she planning to gain, here? Surely her desire 
for this male and his money could not outweigh the fact that I was 
her sister? But of course, even as I tried to clutch onto that thought, 
I knew it wasn’t true in the slightest. My sisters had always been ev-
er-changing, growing in their needs and the manipulation it often 
took to get them.

“Beast.” Gaston said, bowing his head in the man’s direction. Im-
mediately my mind raced to my father. His story, the one I had so 
quickly dismissed, that told of the man turning into a wolf. I knew I 
was not dreaming, the pain that slipped up my arms from tugging on 
the rope was enough indication. The rose against my body ground-
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ed me. I wanted to reach for it, to touch it in some way…but why? 
I did not know. The Beast did not face Gaston, simply watched me 
for a moment longer before glancing at my straining arms. He then 
turned to face Anna, lifting one eyebrow. “You are her sister?”

His voice was a deep rumble and I remained frozen in fear for 
several moments. It wasn’t long before I regained my composure. 
Gaston raced over to me and slammed his hand over my mouth the 
second I decided screaming was in my benefit, using the entire force 
of his body to silence me. A moment later he flew back against the 
wall, entire body encountering it. The Beast replaced where he had 
once stood, his hand still in the air where it had made contact with 
Gaston’s collar. The other hand clamped down upon my mouth. He 
smelled of the forest, of the earth, nothing like the wet dog I had 
made him out to be.

“No one touches her.” He said, voice a growl. “She comes with 
me.” Those familiar eyes fixed on me and my screaming ceased. 
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They were pathetic beings, a waste of time and emotional 
investment. Still, no matter what I felt towards Gaston and 

Anna I found myself unable to force anger to be my dominant 
emotion. Fear was all I could feel; sheer panic that ripped from my 
chest and squeezed my neck. My mouth was then bound by rope. 
It rubbed into my cheek and burned against my skin. Surprisingly, 
these ropes were able to keep me silent, but the noises coming from 
me were strangled and cracked after trying to yell for so long. It had 
been quite some time since the Beast snatched me from my town 
and I knew if someone had not heard me while we were there, no 
one would now. 

Surely such a man did not have a name aside from Beast, not 
that I had the ability to ask. I wanted to ensure I knew it if I was able 
to escape, trying to get as much information as possible to help my 
case. If I got free, I would punish all those involved. My hands were 
bound but that did not stop me from struggling in his massive arms. 
I knew that there was no escape, but I figured that if he became too 
angered with me he would kill me quicker. I was not interested to see 
what he would otherwise have planned for me. It was so dark in the 
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forest, I knew not how he could make his way through. I could only 
see the silhouetted shapes of the trees looming on either side of us. 
His scent kept me grounded to some degree, it was nothing unpleas-
ant but confirmed that I was now far from the safety of my home. In 
fact, I was as far from any form of safety as I could have been.

The Beast did not look upon me, his movements were fast and 
stiff, and I imagined it was because he was not used to moving around 
on two legs, but perhaps he was hurt as well? What was he? Perhaps 
this was not the Beast at all but instead a messenger for him? Maybe 
this was the youth my father had spoken of…but this being was not 
as young as he had seemed to be in my father’s stories. He had to be 
a decade older than I was.

“You are so small…”

That voiced rumbled all around me and I ceased moving. Small? 
Is that why this man was so interested in obtaining me? If I had a free 
mouth, he would have received the same treatment as Gaston had.  
What type of sick man was interested in…

“...If I were to break your legs, or perhaps your arms. It would be 
all too easy.” He observed.

Angering him to the point of killing me had been the goal, but 
having my bones broken one by one was not something I was look-
ing to endure. I allowed my body to become dead weight in his arms, 
the muscles not used to giving up so easily. I felt strong pangs of 
pain take over my entire body, my shoulders feeling as though they 
had popped from their very sockets as the ropes tugged against my 
limbs. One of his strides must have easily been several of mine own. 
Surely his legs stretched to my lower stomach. The man dwarfed me 
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completely and it was all strength. So close to the middle of his torso 
I could not help but feel the ripple of muscles beneath his coat.

A bat darted before my face, the beat of its wings taunting me. 
Freedom it said, freedom is only a flight away. It feasted upon the 
night bugs that dared race before it. All those beasts of the night did 
was eat and live. It was much like those back in the village. All we did 
was eat, live, fornicate, trade and fester.

I was not going down without a fight. Who cared if my bones 
broke at this point? I began my struggle to escape.

The Beast stopped moving and I assumed it was due to my entire 
body convulsing in his arms. I thought for a moment that I had truly 
gotten his attention and fought all the more. My unbound legs lay 
beneath his muscled arm but still they kicked, hoping to reach his 
face.

Suddenly I was tossed forward into the darkness of the night. I 
squeezed my eyes shut and waited for the hit of the ground, waited 
for the crackling leaves to scratch my face. But instead I smashed 
into liquid, the water entering my nose and surrounding me until I 
choked. I tried to scream but rope does not effectively stop the flow 
of water. There was a brief moment where I wished my mouth had 
been bound differently, at least then I would not have drowned so 
readily. I gurgled and kicked as hard as I could, the moon glowering 
over me, waving through the interrupted waters. My entire body was 
sinking and the moon became brighter, filling the entire surface as 
though a massive lantern had shone down upon me.

I was going to die.

Something splashed into the water beside me and the face of the 
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Beast filled my fuzzy eyesight. He pulled me close to him and kicked 
upward, the water rushing past me. When we broke the surface, he 
lifted me to the side of the pond. I was choking as he pulled the rope 
from my mouth, spilling water upon the roses beside me.

Roses?

I didn’t dare scream, at this point there was no one that would 
help me. Only I could save myself and I was not doing a good enough 
job of that. Lanterns shone all around us, illuminating the gate be-
hind the Beast. I knew where I was, even if my brain would not reg-
ister the truth of it all.

The Beast shed his coat, squeezing water from his clothing and 
dumping it from his dark boots. Those golden eyes fixated on me 
as he finally approached, bare feet hard against the thorny bushes. 
I hoped they would cut into that thick skin and caused him some 
form of pain. I hoped that he would become infected or poisoned by 
something, anything. But he did not even flinch as he grabbed onto 
a small, perfect rose that lay limp beside me. He tucked it behind my 
ear before pulling his arms beneath my weak body.

The home that rested ahead of us was far larger than anything I 
had ever seen. A looming, dark mansion with many windows and a 
vast garden of roses surrounding. The gate was open before us, beck-
oning us ever closer.

“Welcome to your new home, Belle.”
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I was his, and he was mine. That was why he had chosen me, right? 
The second his mouth crushed against my own, I forgot about 

any guilt I had previously felt. Of course, I had never truly felt close to 
either of my sisters, not even before Ma died. My name rolled off his 
tongue like sugar and Gods knew I melted against him. That was the 
only loyalty I had felt towards someone, what I felt for Gaston. It was 
something that had hit me hard and fast the day he came to town and 
from the way that male had looked at me? I knew that he surely must 
have felt the very same thing. He had gravitated towards me almost 
instantly, our bodies touching that very night. Normally the sounds of 
the bugs outside would be what rocked me to sleep, instead they honed 
my awareness. 

“I will make you my wife and nothing will part us. What a good 
girl you have been, my Anna.”

Those words shook me from my thoughts, my hands grasping out 
against the wall of the home he pressed me against, wind blocked by 
his large frame before me. His strong hands spanned across my stom-
ach and lifted to cup my breasts. They felt so warm against the cool 
night, caressing and kneading me; making me forget all about those 
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who could be around. It had made me feel uneasy to be so out in the 
open with him, but quickly he was erasing my memory.

“Free them.” He demanded, removing his hands from my body. 
“Free them now for me, Anna.”

I moved my hands to the back of my dress and quickly unwound 
those delicate silken ties until the front loosened. Shrugging my shoul-
ders free, the dress slid down my body. I knew that Gaston preferred me 
naked beneath the dresses, the thought of him yanking the fabric high 
and exposing me for the taking immediately ignited a heat for him. I 
stood there in the cold night, completely nude for his eyes.

“Lay down.”

He always commanded me and that was what I wanted from him. 
I did not care if the ground was dirty, it was something that Jessica 
would have refused to do and that was why Gaston loved me, no? Be-
cause I was not the normal maiden. Of course, Belle was not common 
either, but she was long gone now. No longer would I fear her innocence 
stealing my admirers, no longer would I watch the affection of my fa-
ther spoiled on her. I was going to marry the strongest, richest man our 
town had ever seen and finally I would be the one they all envied.

He lowered the front of his trousers and freed himself. I saw the 
soft glisten upon the head of him and reached to grasp his hard length. 
But before I could touch him, I had been pressed against the ground. 
He was atop of me, breath at my throat as he began exploring my body 
with his hands. I arched my back and rubbed my breasts against him 
seductively, moaning for him to continue.

“Silence.”

His hands became rougher against me, parting my legs beneath 
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him. For a moment, a rush of panic fell over me, wondering if the dark 
glint in his eyes would ever take over, if he would be too rough with my 
ready body. But this was the man who loved me, he wanted me and 
would never hurt me. I swiveled my hips suggestively beneath him and 
he used his only free hand to pin my hip against the hard ground. The 
head of his manhood pressed against my tight folds and a hiss escaped 
his lips. There was no easing into my body as he pushed forward and 
entered me with one rough thrust. Just as he had that night we met. It 
hadn’t taken long for him to tell me that the admiration I felt was love, 
despite how little we had really known each other. My body knew his, 
and that was all that mattered. 

I gasped out as he thrust into me over and over again. Caring not 
to take it slow, caring not to wait for me to adjust to the length and 
thickness of him. When his hands fell to either side of me, propping 
himself upwards I lifted my hips from the earth so he could go ever 
deeper, nipping at his neck lightly. He filled me in every way, I had not 
been wet enough for his entrance at first, but as he quickened I accept-
ed him. 

Gaston’s movements became more frantic and lost their rhythm. 
Removing himself from me with a cry, he spilled his seed across my 
lower stomach in hot jets. For a moment we stayed there, breathing 
heavily. I wondered if he would pull himself against me with that re-
lease, allow his body to rest. But the next moment he had stood and 
began dressing himself.

“Clean yourself, Anna. Tomorrow night we will meet again.”

The words warmed me, erasing all the negative emotions that 
threatened to come forth in the back of my mind, emotions that want-
ed him to act more like a lover towards me.  But this was love, surely 
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it was. This was what it was like to be with a man who was so very 
powerful, to be dominated by a man who knew exactly what he want-
ed from the world. Women would be lucky to be in my position and my 
sister was a fool for ever sneaking around to spy on me. Not that she 
wouldn’t have fallen victim to the same fate a different night.

Why was it that guilt and shame weighed heavily upon me now, 
when it had not only moments before?

By the time I had dressed, Gaston was gone. Moving through the 
forest, I followed the trail to our town. I had to get back home before 
daylight - before someone noted Belle’s absence as well as my own. Be-
sides, I was going to be the richest woman for miles in a short time and 
there was no need to carry anyone’s suspicions when I accepted my new 
title. Jealousy had always been my weakness when it came to my most 
fair little sister, but that would all be over soon. 
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Icould hear a key locking away my freedom. Of course, my free-
dom had been long gone before I was placed in that room. This 

would never be my home, and I would never view my situation as 
something remotely safe. It may have been beautifully furnished and 
overwhelmingly bright, but it was all a trick of the mind and I was 
simply a prisoner here, nothing more. 

The Beast had left me in this lavish room with no explanation 
whatsoever. The door was locked, of this I was certain, but still the 
urge to check was overwhelming. I applied full force to the door for 
several minutes before collapsing against it and sliding to the ground 
in defeat. I had to take some time to digest all that had befallen me 
before assessing my current whereabouts, which was proving to be 
much harder than I had originally thought. Was I here simply to 
amuse the Beast? If he grew tired of the same females as Gaston 
had said, what happened to the old ones? One hand timidly rose to 
grasp onto the rose he had placed behind my ear, surprised I had not 
thrown it off the moment it was put on me, or that it hadn’t fallen off 
during my struggle. Despite my stubborn demeanor and dire need to 
escape, I was not begging for death by fighting anymore. Not when I 
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was already fully captured. 

It was perfect, just as the one in my pocket was – but it did not 
warm with that energy. I placed it on the ground, every intention 
upon abandoning it there.

The sound of footsteps made their way down the hallway, stop-
ping at my door. I stood quickly and backed away from the frame, 
hearing the jingling of keys for a moment before the door swung 
inward and a small female entered my quarters. I would have lunged 
for the door and pushed her aside if it were not for the dark shapes of 
the guardsmen that waited in the hallway. If this was something that 
the Beast did often, I was certain that many precautionary measures 
had been taken to ensure there was no escape. I felt so hot-and-cold. 
One second, I was willing to do anything for a chance at escape, the 
next, I was accepting my fate and trying to play things smart. 

The surprise intruder closed the door behind her and took a few 
steps towards me, not seeming timid in the slightest. She wore no 
clothing, the olive hue of her skin flawless and shining in the bright 
light of my room. The servant moved with grace, her posture was im-
peccable and just as perfect as the rest of her seemed to be. If it wasn’t 
for the golden bracelets I would have wondered if she even was a 
servant. But her eyes were empty as they watched me, reminding me 
much of my sisters. That look one gave another when they had no 
interest in speaking with you or being in your presence. 

“A dress for you, our Master commands that you wear it for 
breakfast in the morn.”

I could hear the soft remnants of her accent in each word. A 
woman of the north, but I had known this. Her long dark hair, olive 

*free preview.* buy the full book at dirtyfolk.com/forsaken



43

Forsaken Fables

skin and chestnut eyes had given her away upon her entrance.

“I will do no such thing.”

Finally, emotion swept through those eyes before me. She had 
been surprised at my refusal, but was that not common for the maid-
ens who resided here? I could only imagine that my words may have 
been mild compared to what others had done in the past. Naturally 
I was fighting not to race for the door and try my hand at escaping 
the shadows that waited, but if I had learned one thing that night, it 
was that struggling was not as effective as it had proved in the past.

“You will wear this, he says. Or you shall face the consequences.”

“Do tell your master, the Beast...that I refuse to entertain him. I 
demand an explanation, freedom, warm clothes to replace my cur-
rent attire and an apology for mistaking me for a servant. I will also 
need a ride to my home where I might take my aggression out on the 
scum of my household. I do not need these things in that particular 
order, but I do require them immediately.”

“Stupid girl.”

The nude female before me tossed the dress onto the bed be-
fore turning on her heel and leaving the room. I held my breath, 
but the door locked soon after she had removed herself from my 
presence. How could she speak to me in that way? I was never one to 
treat servants with disrespect, knowing that life would have been so 
much more difficult without them, but the lack of compassion from 
the messenger made my blood boil. I had endured enough this day, 
I did not need another emotionless stare in my helpless direction. 
No matter how boiled my blood had become or how venomous my 
words may have been. 
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The dress was a sky blue, simple and soft in my hands. It was 
much like my dresses at home. Even though my father was a mere 
merchant, we lived a good life and were never without what we de-
sired, even if it had to be a modified version of such things. I trailed 
my finger over the elegant designs that were scattered across the edg-
es. Suns, they seemed to be. Did he really expect me to change into 
clothing of his choosing? Still - it was far better than being ordered 
to wear nothing at all whilst in his presence.

I grabbed onto the dress and threw it as far away from me as I 
possibly could before falling onto the bed. It was not stiff and solid 
like my own bed, but soft and comfortable. For a moment, if I closed 
my eyes, I was able to imagine that I was not in a dangerous situa-
tion. Still, the moment my eyes opened and the moon from outside 
the window met my familiar gaze, I found myself lost. I was over-
whelmingly exhausted and still hoped that I was simply a captive of 
a vivid dream instead of a captive of the Beast.

I stood from the bed and made my way over to the window, look-
ing out into the darkness. The moon was so terribly bright, shining 
over the grounds as though it was the early morning instead of the 
dead of night. I shed my damp clothing and lifted the window to 
welcome the cool breeze. Shivering in the wind, I did not remove 
myself from the window. Once my body had seemed to dry, I peered 
downward towards the grounds. If I even tried to escape the confines 
of my room by use of the window, I would fall to my death.

In old fairy tales that my mother had entertained me with, prin-
cesses would sneak out at night by use of sheets and clothing that 
had been tied together. None of the sheets upon my bed would 
reach to the ground below and I did not know how to tie an effec-
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tive knot. Nothing in old fairy tales would save me now, in the re-
al-world things worked quite differently. But what world was I truly 
in? Despite the few supernatural suspicions and creatures that had 
plagued my lands, it was nothing compared to what my mind was 
being forced to accept in that realm. This world around me was so 
different than anything I had read, and certainly anything my own 
mind had written down in my many journals. Oh, how I wished I 
had a few near me, anything to draw my mind away from the situa-
tion at hand. Staying up all night would do nothing to enhance my 
awareness and strength, I needed to attempt to get as much sleep as 
possible before I was forced to meet the Beast. If I did not, I would 
not only be a victim to his plans, but a victim to my own weakness 
and lack of concentration.

The sheets caressed my naked body as I welcomed the sinking 
sensation of my bed. At least I knew that sleep would not be hard to 
find with the comfort that surrounded me. Still, my eyes would not 
close and allow me sleep. They could not tear away from the door of 
my room, and the dress that lay in a bundle beside it.
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Iwas scared, only a fool would not have been. Before leaving 
my room, I had awoken with every intention upon marching 

into the dining quarters with my head held high, demanding that 
the Beast answer my questions. My plan had changed drastically the 
closer I came to meeting him again. I was accompanied by a large, 
bald man who had introduced himself as Matthias. He was made up 
of brute strength and I had been made quite aware of his physical 
achievements. Evidently, he prided himself in his ability to break a 
neck within a matter of a second. I did not wish to test the self-pro-
claimed deity and instead kept my eyes planted on the floor ahead 
of me. 

I wore that damn blue dress, having had a change of heart early 
in the morning. My wet clothing was torn and too revealing. I want-
ed him to look at me as a well-dressed female, not at my assets. There 
was not a lacking of such things in the mansion. I would negotiate 
as a lady, not some frail female shivering in the nightwear from the 
eventful evening before. The impression I had been left was not a 
good one, feeling like walking prey as Matthias ushered me down the 
hallways of that enormous home. There had been mentions of my 
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innocence when Gaston spoke to my sister and if I was indeed walk-
ing to the end of such things with this monster? I should have been 
quite a bit more afraid, I imagined. But the continuous speaking of 
that muscled male near me kept my mind at bay, if only a little bit. 

Servants passed us, and none met our gazes. It did not seem to 
be out of fear as I had seen many times at my own town, but instead 
they seemed almost dismissive as we moved past them. They expert-
ly held well balanced platters of delicious food and goblets of wine 
and spirits as they made their way to their next destination. All were 
naked, and the sway of their hips appeared well practiced, almost 
inhuman. I assumed that their joints ached something terrible at the 
end of each day. But none of them seemed to mind, each one keeping 
their head held high, laughing amongst themselves as though they 
brought this food and drink to a party of their own. 

When we entered a room at the end of the hall I was met with 
the sweet smell of cooked eggs and roasted pig. The Beast was al-
ready seated and upon my entrance, he took in my appearance with 
dragging eyes. He did not stand when I approached the table, nor did 
he request that anyone pull out a chair for me. Of course, he did not 
wish to treat me as anything other than a bitch at his mercy. Taking 
a moment to assess the room, my eyes disregarded my captor and 
instead took in the arched ceilings of the dining hall, that massive 
table before me, the designs etched into the sides of those chairs. 
Anything but the Beast, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of 
any emotion.

I dragged my hands under my backside, smoothing my dress be-
fore taking a seat in front of him. As soon as I pulled my own chair 
in and I looked down at the plate of food before me, he began eat-
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ing. The roasted pig slices that decorated my plate radiated warmth 
and was peppered to perfection. Even with the minor wealth that my 
family had, a breakfast like this was not common. There was no share 
of grace, not even a peep out of him. The food reminded me of how 
hungry I had been, my stomach fighting my defiance. I did not hold 
back in the slightest as I shoved down the food, caring not if I played 
the part of a lady. I wondered how many meals like this I would be 
allowed after some time. If he wanted to kill me, it would have been 
done long before now – surely it wasn’t poisoned. 

“Your name is Belle.”

I did not look upon the Beast’s face, merely watched him out of 
the corner of my eye. He wore a dark suit, the cuffs folded past his 
wrists. He was dressed like a gentleman, but that shadow and scar 
upon his face did not change my opinion of his ability to be danger-
ous. Of course, he knew my name was Belle, according to Gaston he 
had done his own bit of research before demanding that I be stripped 
of my home and freedom.

“I suppose you have a few questions for me.”

Again, another fact.

“Oh no, I do not, Beast.”

“Aiden.”

Oh, so he did have a name. A name that he indeed preferred be-
ing used over the prior. In that case his calling was now permanently 
Beast. I wished not to be on a first name basis with the creature, nor 
did I wish to give the illusion of friendliness.

“You have no questions?”
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My self-control faltered and I slammed my fork down upon the 
table, standing to lean forward across the table in his direction. I had 
left the rose he gave me back in my room, but the one my father had 
returned with had been slipped against my skin and that tight blue 
dress. The warmth it radiated giving me the impression it breathed 
against my hip. It wasn’t something I could seem to part with, and I 
didn’t want to think too deep into it, knowing I had other things to 
worry about. Besides, it gave me comfort and that was all that mat-
tered in that moment.

“No, I do not, Beast. I know I am here to be another one of your 
servants, I know that Sir Brydion works for you and delivers females 
to you. I know that you have brought me here to entertain you, per-
haps even to entertain your men. I know that there is no escape and I 
can only imagine what will be done to me once you have tired of me. 
I assure you that I plan on killing myself before it even gets to that 
point. Do not waste your breath.”

He did not look shocked, but there was a flash of amusement 
that only fed my fire. The night before I had been confused and over-
whelmed by my abduction - but after some thought I knew just what 
would become of me. It only made sense. The Beast was a man and 
all men thought the same way. If they could not obtain a woman with 
money, they would do so with force. Although my sisters had prided 
themselves in their ability to choose their lovers, I did not remember 
a man that had been turned away for long. They always had their 
ways and the women knew that a man must not be pushed too far. 
It was something I found to be sick and no matter how human that 
amused smile seemed to make him in that moment, I knew just what 
he could become. 
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The Beast stood and instantly my body shrunk into the chair. 
I had forgotten just how towering he was compared to myself. He 
moved with grace around the table towards me and I clenched my 
eyes shut, imagining what his fist would feel like against my face. All 
of that strength used against me would surely break me. But it was 
not a hit that he delivered, not in the slightest. 

A gasp escaped my throat as his hands entangled in my hair and 
pulled my face towards his own. His lips were demanding and hard, 
a show of dominance that never once crossed the line into passion. 
Those large hands tucked under my backside and lifted me effort-
lessly, spinning me around to set me on the edge of the table where 
they forced my legs apart. His body fit between my legs, yet I did not 
link them behind his back, hoping that the lack of response would 
drive him away. My body was on fire and I was ashamed at what it 
did without my say. My back had been lowered to the table as the 
Beast leaned over me. I felt him grow hard between my legs, pressing 
into his slacks and against my core. That needy mouth had left my 
lips and fell to my neck, hissing his appreciation against my warming 
skin.

“Oh Belle, you truly are a virgin, aren’t you? Those are quite hard 
to find you see. These are torturous times for a woman who does not 
know her way around a man’s body. You are indeed my new prize, I 
had been in awe when Gaston spoke of you.  But you’re not here for 
sex, we’ve met before, you see. Despite how…incredibly attractive 
you are to me, you serve a purpose other than sex.”

He removed himself from atop of me, backing away to adjust his 
suit before flashing a cat-like smile in my direction.

“Eat, my dear. You will need your strength.”
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“How can you do this to me? I don’t know what the hell you are 
talking about. What are you?” I was flustered, every bit of my body 
wishing he was back on top of me. What was wrong with me? This 
male was just asserting his power, screwing with my mind instead of 
giving me the answers I deserved, yet I was wishing he was between 
my legs? 

“I am a man who knows what he wants from humans. I am a 
warlord feared throughout the towns and the creatures that reside 
within them. I am a master of this home and of my own pack. I am 
half beast and half man, an abomination in this world.” He pulled a 
hand through his long dark hair, bright golden gaze locking onto my 
lips before lifting slowly to my eyes.

“I know how treacherous maidens can be and so I return the fa-
vor. A woman is good for one thing and one thing only…lying upon 
her back, Rose. I’m not here to make sense of things for you, just here 
to provide you with a good meal. We will talk again, shortly. In the 
meantime, it was a pleasure to formally meet you.”

Rose? What did he mean by that? Who was this woman he called 
me? A shiver crept up my spine, my entire body rigid with what 
could only be described as fear. Fear that I could not explain.

With those words, he turned and left the room, slamming the 
door behind him. His meal had been left at the table and his slave 
had been left there as well.

I was going to kill the Beast before he destroyed me. I knew that 
the moment he closed that door behind him. When Matthias finally 
came to retrieve me, I was calmly sitting at that table finishing my 
food. Knowing that Aiden wished to confuse me or trick me, what-
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ever game was being played, I would do everything in my power to 
come out on top, no matter what surprises came my way. If I was not 
there to be raped, despite the threats he had sent in my direction, 
then I knew I could handle anything else that came my way. Matthias 
looked over me, that male’s hand raising to rub at the scruff along his 
jawline as he observed me there. “I see the Master decided to finish 
early.” Somehow, making him storm off gave me that little bit of pow-
er I needed. Although why such a creature had been looking for me? 
I could not wrap my mind around it. But I would. 

Despite what had happened that night with the Beast, I found 
solace in my quarters. Within a few hours I had slipped into a dream 
so real it was like a memory.
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There was once a time that Aiden looked upon a female with 
something other than lust or anger, a time when his eyes held 

more than animalistic need. Rose had been one of those women to 
catch Aiden’s gaze. She had started off as a mere maid in his vast home, 
and very quickly became both a torture for the prince, and a muse. A 
female that would end him soon enough, someone who would send 
him on a quest that would never end. A punishment for what lay in 
his very soul.

Aiden remembered the first moment that his mind registered that 
she was beautiful. She had pushed through the kitchen in such a flurry, 
crystal glasses perched atop the serving tray that she balanced in one 
hand. His position by the doors had caught her off guard and despite 
her attempt to regain her composure, the glasses had all fallen before 
him, the broken glass spreading across the hallway and hiding against 
the walls like a trap. Large blue eyes had peered up at him in fear for 
a moment before her head bowed, long brown hair falling free of her 
stressed bun.

“I am so sorry, my Lord. I will clean it up promptly.”

A flush had crept up her neck and spread over her cheeks, but it 
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had only amplified her natural beauty. Surely Aiden had run into this 
female many times during her service in his family’s home, but he was 
a man with a crowded mind - noticing a mere maid was not at the top 
of his list.

“Oh, don’t you worry your head about it. I will have one of the oth-
ers tend to it. I don’t wish for you to cut yourself. What is your name, 
my dear?”

He was used to fawning, he was used to a female’s legs going weak 
whenever he gave attention to them. So, when she frowned thought-
fully and expressed a small, inward sigh - he was slightly taken aback.

“My name is Rose, my Lord.”

“A beautiful name, for a beautiful woman.”

That lowered her eyes again and he was almost certain that there 
was a grimace on those once lush, pouting red lips. She did not desire 
his attention? He had only been sneaking into the kitchen to grab a few 
things before heading off with some friends. Any excuse to get out of 
that home and away from his father’s controlling hand. Sure, he could 
have told one of the servants to grab the items for him, but the less 
people that noticed him wandering about, the better. There was a party 
going on that night, the home bustling with company and music, some-
thing that would make his adventure all the easier. His father would 
be so preoccupied with his guests he would hardly pay mind to his son 
and his friends. A party of their own going on beneath his very nose. 

“Aiden! There you are! Come on now, the night won’t wait for us!”

So much for keeping himself hidden, at least it was one of the few 
he sought company with that night. He had been before those eyes had 
laid upon the brown-haired beauty. The man approached them both, 
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ignoring Rose completely as his eyes spanned the floor and the glass. 
A hand lifted to his blonde hair as he assessed the situation. His green 
eyes were full of boyish humor.

“Or perhaps the party has already started.”

Aiden turned his attention to Rose before addressing his comrade, 
Nathan. Her seemingly defiant nature both angered him and amused 
him. Still, it wasn’t something he could allow to go unnoticed. Giving 
his friend a playful shove towards the door to the kitchens, those in-
tense eyes kept on the maid. 

“Actually, you would do well to clean this up immediately. I will 
return later to ensure that this glass is not still in place.”

Throwing in a wink, he approached Nathan and extended a hand 
towards the doors in the main chamber.

“Oh! The party has just begun. Grab the whiskey and let us obtain 
the women!”

As they left for their night of conquests, a chill crept up his spine 
- as if the female and the hallways behind them had turned to ice. He
should have taken her cold demeanor as a warning and stayed with his
‘there for the taking’ women of the village. But he had been foolish and
considered it a challenge. He would have this beautiful female, even
though she was so incredibly below him.

Perhaps if he had left Rose be, the curse would never have befallen 
him.

Rose supposed that her Lord thought himself to be charming. His 
accomplishments should have spoken for themselves, but yet he felt the 
need to press his energy into any situation. He was a warlord, a re-
nowned hunter, and was born into money she could only dream of...yet 
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he was an infamous womanizer with a bragging tongue. How many 
times had she walked home at night, only to see him standing upon 
a table at a local bar and telling his stories to any that would listen. 
Perhaps the most surprising of all was the crowds that did listen and 
applaud at his bravery. Despite his handsome appearance and smooth 
words, Rose was not impressed. Her mother had raised her to know 
better and her affections were held elsewhere. Still, she knew better 
than to press her luck with the Lord. The bad rumors and what she 
had seen clearly outweighed the good, and she was not in a position of 
power. If she lost that job, she would lose so much more. 

After the cleaning had been done and dinner had been served to 
the Masters, Rose quickly packed up her few belongings and took the 
back exit of the home to escape. The last thing she wanted to do was 
run into the Lord on his way back from the night in with his right hand 
man. Although it was still early, so she doubted it would have been any 
issue. They normally crawled back at sunrise but the run-in earlier 
that night had left her with an odd taste in her mouth. Her mother had 
always told her to pay mind to her readings of situations, and this one 
was foul.

Still, the moment that her eyes locked on her love, the hard work 
day had been wiped away and replaced with something comparable 
to bliss. His strong arms wrapped around her, one hand resting at the 
back of her head - as if he was securing her against him and hiding 
her from the world. For a moment, Rose merely stayed there against 
his body, eyes closed as she blocked out the noises of the tavern just 
down the way. It was only the two of them and that was how it always 
seemed to be.

Khayl led her inside his home, the warmth of the lanterns comfort-
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ed her almost as much as his body had. Rose shed her coat at the door 
and took a deep breath. He had cooked for her again that night, and 
she had started to believe that it would be a regular occurrence in their 
relationship. It was not something she had ever been used to and not 
something that she had thought possible. Growing up, most of the girls 
believed that they would be maids for the rest of their lives. The idea 
of finding their own prince that would care for them was unorthodox.

Rose always felt like the luckiest woman alive when she was with 
Khayl. He had worked in the stables at her Lord’s home for many years, 
their secret love had grown during that time together. With the war ap-
proaching, however, she knew that their moments together would come 
to an end for a time. She refused to believe that harm would come to 
him, but the Lord was not above forcing his strong-bodied property to 
fight on his behalf.

The thought of him leaving her had plagued her, but she did not 
allow it to ruin their time together. Giving him a soft smile, she raised 
a hand to caress his cheek; praying that her mother’s protection spell 
would work on him as it had worked on her many times before.

At least, until she was strong enough to cast one of her own.

I awoke with a start, my hand reaching for something desperate-
ly; unsure of where I was or how I had come to be there. It wasn’t un-
til the scent of that breakfast lingering in the air brought me back to 
what had happened that day and where I still was. My hand closed, 
and I blinked, sitting up in my bed as the familiar satin petals of 
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my rose were crushed beneath my fingers. Bringing the rose to my 
nose, I cupped my face in my hand and breathed in, that comfort 
more than I could explain. I had been left at dinner, led back to my 
room with the door unlocked. For several hours I had made my way 
around the home, never seeing the Beast during my time, but also 
never getting close to an exit. Matthias was always there to deter me, 
and I knew that I would never outrun him. My meals throughout the 
day were delivered to my room, and after realizing that there was no 
chance I’d slip away from my own personal guard, I had kept myself 
inside. Planning how I was going to deal with my situation. 

After falling into that restless sleep, the dreams came to me. So 
vivid I could still smell the party taking place, could still feel that 
apprehension of Rose. Had it just been something my mind was 
making up, or was it truly some other form of magic? Suddenly the 
perfect rose in my hand seemed to glow, the soft golden hue pulsing 
in my hand as though it breathed. It should have scared me, but all 
I could do was stare, rolling that rose between my hands as the red 
of its petals slowly bled to gold. “Can you hear me?” As soon as the 
words left my mouth, the glow disappeared, and the pulsing ceased. 
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The following week was not at all as I had thought. Still pre-
pared to protect my body above all else, it was a surprise 

when the Beast keep his word. I do not remember how many times I 
had tried to escape the Beast, but ceasing had been my only option. It 
seemed that the more I ran from him, the more I shot remarks in his 
direction the more he had come to admire me. At first, I had thought 
that my virginity was my only draw, that once he had broken me I 
would be cast aside like the others. But as time went by he kept his 
distance, the reason I was there slowly being shown to me. I was not 
a physical trophy as the servants were and their life was far from mis-
erable. It seemed that each soul that worked for the household was 
far happier than they had been at their former villages. There were a 
few maidens that had not been servants, partnered with some of the 
Beast’s crew. The beings…the shape-shifters had taken some of them 
as their women, and there didn’t seem to be conflict in this, each one 
of those claimed maidens happy…as if it had been their choice. 

They didn’t speak to me, but when they passed in the hallways 
there were always whispers, always inquiring gazes before they scur-
ried off with each other; laughing every time I was dragged back 
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to my room after trying to break through a door or race across the 
courtyard. I had asked many times why I was there, why he had been 
searching for me…but the answers I received were all pieces of a 
bigger puzzle that I needed to put together myself. During tea one 
afternoon, when I had managed to put my anger away, he had men-
tioned I didn’t know much of my bloodline. Upon further question-
ing, he had only smirked and changed the subject, choosing to speak 
of things that had nothing to do with my confusion. But the less 
I demanded answers, the more he offered – I soon learned. I also 
found that despite never putting a hand on me, I was growing on 
this Beast. My sadness would anger him and he would request that I 
go out to the sun, demand that I smile. He insisted upon feeding me 
and ensuring I had everything I needed, except freedom. Journals 
and books were brought and left outside my door almost every night 
after I had been heard mentioning such things to Matthias – a male 
I had come to tolerate. I had become his doll, his obsession, and 
although I should have been terrified I now knew how to hurt him.

Every time I told him that I hated him he would disappear from 
my sight in anguish. He would yell first, convinced that I was lying - 
or perhaps hoping that I was. But he knew there was no way I could 
be – how would I be happy there? But in a way, the distance from my 
sisters and the life I had left behind had centered me. At first, I had 
thought it was simply my mind focusing on escape, grounding me 
and preparing me for whatever needed to be done. But my own con-
fusion had overridden that need. The Beast had spoken of a curse, of 
someone in my bloodline that had once set such a thing upon him 
and his troupe. Of me being the one to lift it, but he had not told me 
how such a thing would happen or what would need to be done. He 
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simply asked me questions of my past, when I was in a good enough 
mood to answer – inquiring everything he could about what I knew, 
what I wanted to know, and any knowledge I would allow him. I had 
never had someone take such a liking to me, but I knew it was in a 
desperate attempt to rid himself of whatever curse I was certain he 
had deserved. I had once inquired if his curse was changing into that 
creature I had seen before, the creature I was certain I had seen also 
as a child in the woods. He had laughed, saying it was the one part of 
the curse Rose had thought would hurt him, but had failed. That was 
all Beast would say on the subject, it seemed. 

Little by little the pieces were falling into place. Each night the 
magical rose would bring me dreams of the woman, of the Beast’s 
past, or what I believed it to be. I was not afraid of this and certainly 
told my captor nothing of it, but I was certain these messages were 
meant for me and a part of me wondered if it was the woman within 
the dream, the one everyone at the home spoke of. Rose. Each dream 
played like a memory, educating me and slowly giving me the tools 
to understand, and the tools to finally be free. Or so I believed. At 
one point I cornered a guard and questioned him about her, simply 
to see if I could strike a nerve. He refused to answer me, but finally 
broke when I told him I would accuse him of touching me. Some-
thing the guards had been warned never to do. 

“Rose was the witch who cursed us all. You are her twin, I swear 
it.”

“Whatever happened to this woman?”

“She died.”

It was all I could get from him before a few more of those threat-
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ening males had rounded the corner, silencing my bait and giving 
him relief. I soon found that the best information would be from the 
rose, and there were days I could not wait to fall into slumber, so I 
could see more of what it had to share with me.

That day, a new female had been delivered to the mansion, I 
could hear her protests from across the grounds. Peering out the 
window of the old library, I could see a shape being dragged across 
the courtyard. I immediately tucked my writing book under my arm 
and raced outside – the scene was not something I had seen during 
my time there, not in the slightest. Everyone but me seemed happy to 
be there and this woman sounded as though she was being tortured. 
Skidding around the corner, I stopped at the front of the home, just 
as the doors opened and the woman was brought into the foyer, her 
cries loud and shrill, worse than I had imagined now that she was 
brought into the enclosure. The dark-haired female was kicking and 
screaming in the grasp of the Beast’s guards. Walking beside them 
was a man that I recognized even from my distance.

Gaston.

I had never seen him on the grounds of the Beast, he would de-
liver the women to the pack, but never did he enter the world of the 
portal. A portal I was still fighting to understand and acknowledge 
but accepting that I was truly in another realm meant understanding 
my Father would not find me, nor would anyone else. Murderous 
emotions I had thought abandoned me some time ago had flared to 
life at the sight of him. I was going to tear his heart out in front of the 
men, for I may not have been strong enough to fight any of them, I 
knew that I would be able to harm such a weak man as Gaston. Or 
at least get a few blows in before they dragged me away. I was getting 
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used to the men dragging me from the edge of the forest, and no 
longer feared that they would harm me for my outbursts. These days, 
they would just sling me over their shoulders like a sack of potatoes 
while I glared off into the forests and towards the pond I knew would 
be my escape. 

Gaston had stopped inside the home, leaning against the door 
frame into the foyer, his eyes watching me with amusement and sur-
prise for a moment, brows furrowed as he tried to make sense of 
my presence there. But of course, he probably thought the Beast had 
become tired of me. Did he even know what truly happened to those 
he delivered there? The female had been thrown to the ground and 
instead of remaining there she lunged towards Gaston.

“You loved me! I am your female, and you dare betray me?”

“Oh, sweet Anna. I do hope you enjoy the home I have provided 
for you. I know you have always wished to live in a place so lavish.”

“Anna?”

My voice carried and echoed in the room. Her neck snapped in 
my direction and her blue eyes widened. I had not expected to ever 
see my sister again, but I should have known that snake was not far 
behind Gaston. I had imagined what had become of her during that  
time I was away – if she had felt any guilt for what she did to me. If 
Jessica had mourned my absence…how my Father had fared. 

“No…you live?”

Before I had a chance to answer, the footsteps descended the 
staircase and the Beast entered. Aiden seemed almost disheveled 
when his eyes met mine, for a minute losing himself to whatever 
thoughts had arisen. After a moment, he looked away and made his 
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way over to Anna. I was used to watching him with curiosity, used to 
fighting for understanding; wishing I was inside that male’s head so 
that I could understand what he was thinking. My eyes moved quick-
ly away from his, not allowing myself to be captured there – many 
of our long conversations had left me speaking far too easily the last 
few days. I refused to allow myself any pleasure at his presence. 

“Why have you brought your female?”

“You lot aren’t the only ones that grow tired with the same flesh. 
Besides, I could not simply leave her - she knows too much. I sup-
pose this was an alternative to being pinned for murder. Besides, I 
had thought that she would inherit money once her father had died, 
and that I would have access to it. She was the eldest after all. The 
lack of gold has put me in a state of distress.”

He placed a hand to his brow in false exhaustion before smiling 
at me once more.

“I see this one must have something special to her? Tell me 
Beast…” He bowed in Aiden’s direction before licking his lips. “How 
does she taste, I’ve wondered since I first laid eyes upon her.”

The growl that came from the Beast’s throat silenced Gaston 
instantly and his only response for a few moments was a sheepish 
smile.

“I meant no offense.”

That sheepish grin was immediately wiped from his face as Aid-
en broke that distance, massive frame advancing on Gaston, stop-
ping right before him before a strong hand lashed out and grasped 
onto the collar of his shirt. Pulling the scrambling man closer, his 
voice was barely above a growl, his hands seeming to change and 
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break where they held the fabric. I gasped as long black nails broke 
from his skin. The sound from me made his head snap in my direc-
tion and he immediately released Gaston, pressing him backwards 
and away from him. 

“Of course, you did not. Get out of my sight you cretin.”

Gaston gave the Beast another low bow before making his way 
towards the door, having to pass me on his way out, those eyes wide 
and frantic. Obviously, he knew how to get to that realm, but this 
was certainly not what he had expected when he got there. I resisted 
the urge to spit when he passed me, instead my eyes fell to walls in 
search of any sharp objects that I might use to end him. But he had 
already left the mansion, and my opportunity left with him.

Time was not in my favor these days.

Anna had not once averted her eyes from me, her mouth agape 
as she sat upon the dirty ground in a torn, soaking dress. When I 
turned to face her, she seemed almost pitiful on the ground. I had 
a hard time justifying feeling sad for her, but I did. She looked so 
much younger than I knew her to be and that pain was clear in her 
eyes. Although I was certain it had nothing to do with my situation 
and everything to do with being abandoned by someone she hoped 
would keep her. But I could not focus on her for long, Gaston’s words 
finally pulling weight as they settled. My father…dead?

“Remove her.” Aiden demanded, and the guard nearest to Anna 
lifted her easily from the ground and onto his shoulder. She had been 
broken from her spell, her screaming immediately picking up where 
it left off. But I could already hear the break in her voice and knew 
she would lose that shrill pitch soon enough. Aiden slowly made his 
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way towards me, those eyes narrowed with concern. I tried not to 
look at him, keeping my eyes on my sister, knowing I would find 
where she was being held and deal with her later. I may not have my 
freedom, but my revenge would not be stripped from me. 

“I am sorry for the news of your father and of your sister’s fate. 
Would you wish that I release her?” 

It was a question I had not expected. I had learned that these 
females were taken with Gaston’s help, that the males of the home 
were cursed in some way…forever drawn back to that portal and 
their home. But I had assumed this secret was one he wanted to keep. 
Why was he offering to give my sister up and chance such a thing? 
This out of place kindness from Aiden had become normal since his 
change from captor to someone I spoke with often, and it was at that 
point I realized I thought of him by name, not Beast. I needed to re-
mind myself that I was being held with little to no information, and I 
had bigger things to worry about. My Father was dead. Despite how 
numb I felt, the grief was spreading through my chest, rising into my 
throat. A lump I could not be rid of, but I did not want to break in 
front of him. 

“My sister may rot.”
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“You killed him.”

The words were all that Rose could muster, her body shaking un-
controllably with the realization that her beloved would never be near 
her again, would never hold her in his arms. The man that stood before 
her was the one responsible, Aiden was the one who had ultimately 
had the hand in his demise. That pompous Lord had been someone 
they worked for tirelessly, someone they had trusted to have their best 
interests at heart, despite knowing that his heart wasn’t something that 
would ever bleed for the downtrodden. 

“The war killed him, my dear. You must learn to move on from 
this. Also, it would behoove you to speak to me with respect while you 
are still under my employment.”

She could tell he was shaking as well, but from entirely different 
emotions. Was it rage? Or was it the need that he had cornered her 
with every day since their last meeting. His longing eyes had followed 
her around the castle, his unwanted hands had lingered on her arms as 
he passed. Every time that she turned him down - his advances height-
ened. This was a man not used to others saying no, and she had feared 
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that was what drove him to make the decision to enlist Khayl. Had 
they been born of money in those parts, they would have been worried 
about his fate. But when such a decision could be swayed by someone 
with power? Rose was certain Aiden had done everything in his power 
to ensure her mate was gone. That disgusting beast. 

It had not been a surprise that he had found out about Khayl, not 
a surprise that he had enlisted her love to fight for him with the other 
first-string warriors. News of his death had reached her not soon after. 
Her sweetheart had never been a fighter. He was strong from working 
in the stables, but there was not a violent bone in his body. 

“You killed him.” She spat, this time the words dripped with poison.

“Perhaps now you can open your eyes to what truly stands before 
you in want. You were clouded before by this man of low wealth and 
social standing. It’s a pity that he passed, but there are steps that you 
can take to heal.”

His hands were clenching and unclenching with each word, hold-
ing himself at point as though he did not trust himself to break his 
stance. Rose felt his energy pressing against her, and although she had 
feared him before - it was unclear if she had the power to fight him if 
he chose to advance on her.

“YOU. KILLED. HIM!” She roared.

Aiden’s hands lashed out and grabbed her by the shoulder, shaking 
her until she felt her head might snap.

“You stupid girl, you don’t have the ability to change the past. He’s 
dead.” Those hands were removed from her and he took a step away. 

Aiden had never been taught self-control or how to deal with those 
who opposed him, it was his greatest weakness. Rose was certain there 
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was some good to him, but there was no way to claw positive emotion 
from her hatred, no way to calm herself from this rage she was pulling 
power from. Feeding herself with each wave of grief. 

“Pity, really.” The words were said with a hint of malice, his lip 
curling upwards.

Power lifted through Rose, racing down her arms and tingling 
through her fingertips. Her eyes closed as something swept over her. 
Words that were not her own escaped her cracked lips. Although she 
had not prepared the curse, Rose had seen her mother and grand-
mother cast it many times before, and knew she held the same power 
they had been born with. 

“I curse you and all those in your home. Your children and theirs. 
May you never feel safe, may you never roam free. A prisoner like you 
have made me - like the beast that you are. You will find insatiable 
needs, unable to escape this place. Always drawn back to your prison. 
Only I may free you from this trap, animal. Writhe.”

His eyes widened in shock as he was thrown backwards from her; 
his body a tangled mess of pain upon the floor. Aiden’s hands were 
clutching at his chest, searching and scratching as he scrambled for 
air. The twitching of his body only intensified, mouth open in wordless 
screaming. It was as though every bone in his body broke, screams were 
heard throughout the castle as the curse spread through the hallways. 
But it did not touch Rose. All those men who resided in that home, all 
the servants. There was no stopping it, no controlling it. A laugh bub-
bled from between her lips, something borderline hysterical.

“May you all suffer for eternity.”

As he reached for her, eyes twisted in rage as that striking blue was 
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taken over by an animalistic gold - Rose turned from him. Taking a 
deep breath, the witch realized what she would do, what she needed 
to do. She had taken her power too far, yet it still pulsed beneath the 
surface, begging to be channeled into something – begging to be used. 
Rose had nothing without Khayl, and now that she had done this to his 
home and those residing in it? There was no way she would be allowed 
to live, so death would come by her own hand. 

“When you find me, I’ll be dead. You’ll forever search for me in 
another form, forever search for a release. But you will never find it.”  

With those words, Rose turned to look at the man she despised once 
more. But upon the ground there was only a large wolf. A beast as she 
had imagined, something others would fear and run from, something 
that would be hunted as he had hunted her. It would have been fright-
ening to her, but the creature did not move, weak upon the ground. 
Leaving the home, the screaming had stopped behind her. Crossing the 
courtyard, the grass and flowers beneath her feet withered and died. 
The death spreading to everything it touched, rose petals falling to the 
earth where they would immediately crumble. She absentmindedly 
grabbed for one of those flowers, gripping it in her hand. She had al-
ways loved them, but now she was their demise. Rose made her way 
slowly to a small pond on the outskirts of the large home, the very 
location she had first met Khayl. Falling to her knees, Rose felt the ex-
haustion of that dark, powerful magic…felt the exhaustion of her life. 
Despite not being properly trained in the power she had been born 
with, Rose remembered the words of her grandmother when she was 
young. The stories of reincarnation, and of that ancient power that 
surged through her veins. 

Rose trailed a hand through the cool water before her, deep in 
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thought when she heard a pained howl behind her. Closing her eyes, 
the broken female focused on the magic surrounding her, the energy 
in the air. Focused on what she wanted, the intention pressing into the 
water she touched, the earth beneath her knees. Her body may be gone, 
but she would not be dead, far from it. Rose would send the evil man 
on a chase for the rest of his life, just as her energy would always search 
for her love. Focusing that power, Rose released it into that pond, al-
lowing her emotions to let go. A scream tore from her lips as the magic 
spread through the land, the curse setting in. The power like a flash of 
light that filled those lands. Rose’s body fell forward into that water, 
motionless and lifeless. Her hand releasing what it held a moment be-
fore her body hit. The rose, withered and dead. It wasn’t until the body 
was pulled from the water much later that the rose took on her magic; 
repairing itself in the dead of night until it was perfect, the soft pulse of 
energy within those velvety petals as it seemed to breathe once more. 

I awoke with a start, clutching my chest. Despite having these 
dreams every night, I knew immediately that this would be the last 
one. That glowing rose was atop my chest, and I did not remember 
putting it there. What did all this mean? Was I truly this witch? De-
spite feeling powerful my entire life, I had never worked magic or 
even seen magic. It was only the strange beings I sometimes heard 
stories of, or the occasional strange newcomer that slipped through 
our town. Wiping furiously at the tears sliding down my face, I did 
not know if they were from the despair over the loss of my father, or 
the dream in which I took my own life. My own life. I still had ques-
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tions left unanswered, but there was something inside me that had 
blossomed, something I did not know how to channel.

After hearing of my father’s death and seeing my sister, I had 
retreated to the room they kept me in, ignoring any who knocked 
upon my door, losing myself to my grief and hate. I knew that my 
sister would be kept in the servant quarters, she would not ever be 
with one of the men during this time of night. The wolf shifters were 
out on a hunt for food until morning, if she had been at their service 
it would have been hours ago. I knew not how they worked and ran 
their captives, nor did I care what they did with my sister. But I had 
to find her, had to get some closure. The dream had refreshed my 
energy, forcing me to leave my bed and risk being caught wandering 
through those hallways. There was something that told me to run, 
something in my heart that told me this would be my only chance. 
That night was different. The guards were low, my energy high.

Making my way down the dark hallways, I trailed my hands 
against the wall in hopes of keeping myself grounded to the situation 
at hand. I stopped when I reached the corner into those quarters, a 
place I had been several times during my exploring. They were kept 
well and given their own rooms, but newcomers had locked doors 
and were required to be guarded if they had the resources. Allowing 
secrets out was not something Aiden made a habit of, I had come 
to learn. There was soft chatting that crept down the hallway, soon 
followed by a helpless whimper. I assumed that such a sound had 
come from the scared lips of Anna. Two guards stood outside the 
room, pacing as the need to run washed over them. But of course, 
the women could not be left unguarded, someone had to take one for 
the pack. They moved aside when I approached, giving me a quiz-
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zical glance. I stopped there and looked to them. “Aiden said I may 
see her, it’s only for a short while.” I lied, trying my hardest to look 
small and nonthreatening. Which seemed to work. After a wordless 
glance, the door was unlocked for me. 

When I opened the door to the servant’s quarters silence fell over 
the room. My sister raced from the far corner and fell to her knees 
before me. Her eyes searching towards the door desperately, as if she 
feared the men behind it – or perhaps she wondered if I was there 
to let her go. There were a few other women in that room, but none 
glanced in my direction, annoyed at being awakened. Although I 
was certain Anna’s whimpering had kept them awake on its own. 

“Belle, oh thank the Gods you are alive! Please, save me! These 
women say you have power with the Beast.”

I looked down at the snake before me, and she shrunk away when 
a smile came across my face. I assumed it looked cruel, or mad. I felt 
both things, out of control. The rose warmed and pulsed within the 
pocket of my nightdress, and I hadn’t remembered bringing it with 
me. Shaking my head, I didn’t give her an answer right away, wishing 
to hear more of what she had to say before I got down to business. 
Her eyes widened when I did not answer her and she extended her 
hands to grasp onto the hem of my black nightdress. I kicked out 
without hesitation and made contact with her shoulder.

“What happened to Father?”

“Why? Why do you deny me? I am your sister!”

“Is it not obvious that I care not for you? How could I after what 
you did to me?”

A choking sob came from her lips and she buried her head in her 
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hands. She was a woman who had lost everything, the man she had 
believed loved her, her only living parent, and her savior. The old 
Belle would have cared, would have granted her mercy and given her 
another chance. A laugh bubbled out from my chest and continued 
until tears fell down my face. I could not stop laughing even when 
Anna began beating at my legs with feeble fists. But I didn’t feel like 
Belle, I felt like someone else entirely. As though I had been awoken 
during my time kept in the dark.

“You’re insane, you bitch…you…you terrible girl!”

I leaned down and yanked her arms upward until she cried out 
with pain. My own strength surprised me, yet I found it hard to 
comprehend my own movements. Bringing my face towards hers, I 
laughed still.

“They will destroy your soul, destroy all of the fight you have left 
in you. If I ever leave I will never return for you. I can only hope that 
they do not tire of you - so that you may endure this punishment for 
the rest of your days.”

I truly did not know what would become of her, but I wished to 
invoke fear into her heart. Wanted her to sit there and wonder what 
would become of her, wanted her to fear she would lose everything, 
just as I had. When I released her wrists, my sister’s entire body col-
lapsed to the ground in defeat, her body shaking with those sobs.

“This is judgment day sister, and I fear that you did not pray hard 
enough. Stop crying. I didn’t cry half that much.”

“Sadness, you whore…our father died of sadness! He loved you 
so much, you always did resemble mother! Always the favorite…”

Her voice trailed off and choking sobs replaced any further ex-
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planation. For a moment I stood and watched her, then I turned and 
left the silent women and my broken sister. Every step I took, my 
own laughter followed. The guards watched me with concern as I left 
the room, laughing the entire way down the hallway as they locked 
the door behind me. Although there was the sound of someone get-
ting to their feet and racing to the door, I imagined my sister had a 
change of heart the moment I left about how she had treated me. I 
spun in a small circle, enjoying the feel of my nightgown billowing 
around me.

Of course, I was never going to escape, this was my torture for 
the rest of my days. Never again would I ride a horse through my 
homelands or rejoice in the pure love of my father. If what my sister 
said was true, then in a way, she had caused our Father’s death. He 
was gone, and I had no reason to ever return to my home. I had truly 
lost everything, and all I could think to do was laugh. Although the 
tears that fell down my face? They were of sadness. Insane, finally. I 
had left my own mind. It was the most comforting thing I had ever 
felt, there was nothing but an overwhelming numbness that fell over 
my entire body. I felt strength and courage and a lack of concern for 
my own life. Who cared if I died? There was no hope for me at that 
point, no hope for me any longer.

As I walked on air down the hallway of my prison, a dark shape 
made its way around the corner. One of the pack members that I had 
seen often. A young male not much older than myself. I had caught 
him gazing upon me many times while I rested in the sunlight, or in 
the library, his glowing green eyes hazy with need. He was a male that 
had not earned the right to a woman, and the other pack members 
never ceased reminding him of such things. Too young, too weak, 
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too foolish to know how to take a woman. He was always kind to me, 
and I had immediately known he was impressionable and malleable. 
But there were always others around him, blocking him from my 
attempt at manipulation, my hope that I could sway him much easier 
than the other guards, sway him to my freedom. For I realized then, 
no matter how little I knew of this curse, I was certain I was not af-
fected. If they were forced to return to that home through the portal 
after some time? Then my only way out was getting to that pond.

“What is your name?”

He stopped in the hallway, wringing his hands nervously as he 
caught sight of me. Suspicion and surprise crossing his gentle fea-
tures. I had never made a move to speak to him before.

“Nicolas.”

“Nicolas, can you come with me please?”

It was my last shot, my very last chance at any form of freedom. 
In my insanity the idea had taken hold. This boy, deprived of his 
own sexuality due to the needs of his pack members, weak with the 
shame they had bestowed upon him…he was my ticket to freedom. 
My insanity forced me to view everything in a different light. I had 
never been with a man, and the thought of freedom and dominance 
immediately warmed my body. In that thought, my new energy 
spoke to me, the rose damn near burning my leg where it touched. 
By going forth with this plan, I was also hurting Aiden, a male that 
had come to truly care for me, despite only obtaining me to find a 
way to lift that curse so they could roam free. He would scent me all 
over this man, if my plan went the way I wished, and that would be 
the last he knew of me. I should have cared more about who I was 
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hurting in the process of my attempted escape, but in that moment, 
I was not in my right mind. 

Nicolas frowned lightly, blowing a strand of brown hair from his 
eyes. His face was young, but he was growing into the frame of a man 
nicely. He would surely be as strong as his brothers someday. 

“Your Lord wishes it.”

Nicolas nodded quickly, and I strolled past him, using that mo-
ment to shift my weight from one side to the next. If I had learned 
anything from the servants of the home, it was the true use of my 
own body. Peeking over my shoulder to ensure he was following me, 
I gave him a soft smile, the tears long gone from my face, wiped away 
before I approached him. I rounded past the staircase, the closer to 
the front doorway the better my plan would be. I led him into a small 
reading room beside the kitchens. Naturally it was empty, not many 
of the pack members were fans of late night literature - not when 
they could hunt. It was dusty and unkempt – I wondered if anyone 
had cleaned it since they were cursed, or if I had been the only one to 
find and care for such a place. Nicolas seemed hesitant as he entered 
the room, and even more so when I closed the door behind him.

“The Lord is pleased with you.” I purred.

“Pleased? I…what did I do?”

“You have been so patient, you have taken so much. He sees a 
great warrior in you. I have been sent to please you.”

“P-please?”

“Undress yourself, Nicolas.”

He frowned then, shaking his head furiously. But his eyes fell 
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immediately to my chest as I grasped onto the side of my dress and 
lifted it over my head. When it fell to the ground his legs weakened. 
I should have been shy at someone seeing me nude there, but nudity 
was not an unfamiliar sight, and I did not believe my body to be in-
ferior in any way. 

“But you are the Lord’s…no one may touch you…death…”

“Do you believe I would risk Aiden’s wrath by coming to you if 
he had not demanded such a thing himself?”

I closed the distance between him and I, yanking on his cotton 
shirt until it broke free from his trousers. Nicolas fell backwards onto 
a near chair, eyes wide as I forced the buttons to give way, expos-
ing his toned chest. A small tuft of black hair trailed below his bel-
ly button and disappeared beneath his clothing. He seemed to have 
quickly returned to the situation at hand, for his mouth fell upon my 
nipple when I leaned over him, tongue flicking against its hardness. I 
groaned to urge him on, my hands fumbling to release his hardness 
from their confines. I was a fish out of water, but I hoped he would 
not catch on, so inexperienced himself. Nicholas’s tongue on my 
body felt delightful, but I realized I could only process this pleasure 
because I was in control. His head fell backwards with a moan as I 
tightly grasped him, moving him free of his pants. He was hard and 
thick in my hands and I could not help but feel that wetness between 
my legs respond to the thought of him inside me, to the thought 
of sex that I was choosing, even if it was all a part of a bigger plan. 
That power inside me urged me on, as if Rose herself had taken over, 
promising that everything would go according to plan.

Lowering myself down his body, my tongue trailed down that 
dark road that led to his sex. He shivered and held onto the arms of 
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the chair until his knuckles paled. “Gods….o’ gods.”

One of my hands lowered to cup onto his balls while the other 
softly circled around the base of him. As I pulled upwards and he 
thrust in my hand, my mouth lowered to take him in the opposite 
direction. I tightened my mouth around the head of him, sucking 
lightly as my mouth worked him. Something I had seen sex servants 
do before, public displays were not unheard of, and certainly not 
uncommon. I was surprised by how much I loved the sounds I ush-
ered from this man, the power I invoked over his body. Nicolas was 
straining in his chair, thrusting quickly in hopes of gaining deeper 
entrance into me, but every time his hand fell to the back of my head 
I ceased. Soon enough he learned that his own lack of control was 
the only thing that urged me on. I was in complete control for the 
first time in my own life and enjoying every second of it.

“Please…”

I heard the desperation in his voice and released my hands. I was 
not done with this man just yet.

Standing then, I lowered my hand to spread myself for him. 
“Touch me here.” I demanded, my other hand touching my own 
breasts. I did not need to tell him twice, those hands moving me 
closer to the chair. I stood before him and moaned as one long fin-
ger slipped inside my tight folds. It was obvious that the other men 
had spoken with him about the ways of sex, for his finger curled in-
side me, beckoning me closer to orgasm with every dragging caress. 
Orgasms that I had been familiar with during my own exploration. 
Breaking my own innocence used to be something that ashamed me, 
afraid that my future husband would be disgusted. But in this situa-
tion? I was so thankful I had.
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“Come to the ground.”

He listened so well, Nicolas did. As I laid upon the ground I 
moved his hand from inside me.  

“Now, with your tongue.”

I was only going to be able to keep this up if I listened to that 
voice in my head. It was a gentle caress, familiar like an old friend 
as it told me what to instruct. I hadn’t felt so alive in my entire life, 
ready for those sensations he would give me. He knelt down between 
my legs and I spread them for him. I saw the pink of his tongue for 
only a moment before my eyes lifted to the ceiling. This man slowly 
lapped at me, uncontrolled and unknowing – but I derived so much 
pleasure from it. Just the feeling of him on me, hands tight against 
the skin of my inner thighs and those green eyes watching me from 
my sex drew me closer and closer to my own release. My back arched 
against the ground as I thrust my breasts upward, meeting his tongue 
with every lap.

I felt myself building beneath him and the sensation scared me. 
So quickly?

“Don’t stop, damn it all…”

I yelled out as an orgasm rocked my entire body in waves upon 
waves of passion. Without my instruction Nicolas climbed up my 
body, looming over me as he slowly pressed himself inside of me. 
The jerking of my orgasm gripped onto him, massaging him as he 
filled me slowly, no way of knowing he was the only one to do so. 
The sensation ached at first, but my orgasm had readied me for him, 
milking against him and providing me with instant pleasure. I loved 
it, I loved every inch of him buried inside of me. He groaned, head 
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falling back as he was also lost in that new sensation. Nicholas began 
thrusting hard and fast into me, each entrance moving me against 
the ground. My back scratched against the wooden floor, yet I cared 
not for the pain it caused. I was in ecstasy and the man within me 
was to blame.

“Oh yes!” I cried out, pushing my body against him with every 
thrust. He pulled from me and flipped me over, my face now against 
the ground. For a moment I panicked, but no hand yanked my hair 
backwards, no fist pressed me against the ground where escape was 
not an option. Instead his hands held onto my hips as his sex plowed 
into me over and over.

“Coming…”

I smiled against the ground, just hearing him say the word 
brought me closer to another passionate undoing, the thought of this 
man pleasuring himself with my body for the first time seemed to 
urge me on. I was in control of this man, and he wanted me. I yanked 
away from him and turned to where he remained on his knees, im-
mediately hating the feeling of him being removed from me. Grab-
bing onto his sex I lowered my head and worked him into my mouth. 
Nicolas’s hand gripped my hair tightly as his legs began to shake and 
he emptied himself into my needy mouth. I sucked lightly at the tip 
of him until I had cleaned him, pulling away then to wipe. My back 
stung where his hands had flipped me, and the softest of bruises 
lined my inner thighs from his needy hands. This was all new to me, 
but I knew I navigated it as though I had done it hundreds of times 
before. I could not explain how I did not move my own body, the 
hazy, seductive eyes that watched Nicholas were not my own. He 
was breathing heavily, those eyes half-lidded as they watched me. He 
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would listen to anything I said at that point, of this I was certain. Still 
he was not the only one that was out of breath.

“I believe…I have been viewing the world from a dark shadow 
for quite some time.” He finally said softly, a nervous and awkward 
laugh escaping those full lips.

I watched him then, and that same smile that I could not seem 
to fight spread.

“I am so sorry.” I said then, standing to dress myself.

“Sorry? That was…amazing.”

“Sorry that I have tricked you this night.”

He stared at me, and I could see anger dominate those soft fea-
tures, soon after fear replaced it.

“…If you do not escape with me this night and lead me to safety, I 
will show the king the scratches and bruises that you have given me, 
the wetness between my legs. I shall tell him that you raped me out of 
need while I was on my way to him. He will kill you on the spot - or 
worse…give you to the men to dispose of.” These words were not my 
own, none of this was my doing – yet I stood there and I said them, 
didn’t I? The rose was pulsing and humming on the ground next to 
where my nightgown had been. Grasping onto it, I placed it in my 
pocket again, immediately. 

He began shaking, and his hands lifted to his head. “No…no he 
will find me, he will kill me I know it…Why would you do this?”

“Lead me to safety, Nicolas. Or there will be no chance of you 
living another night.”

I had nothing to lose and a voice in my head making the moves 
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for me. One that demanded vengeance, one I now knew how to help. 

I would take down Gaston and anyone who opposed me. 
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Igrew faint as I held my breath. I hid behind the bushes and 
watched the shape of Nicolas approach the guard at the entrance 

to the gates. If all went to plan, he would relieve the guard of his 
duties. After all, what wolf shifter would refuse? The need to run 
in the night and hunt was something that consumed them all and 
something that had been imprinted within them since the night they 
were cursed. The guard would be smart enough to know that I had 
no chance of escaping - that I was probably at rest with the Lord or 
fast asleep, that there were guards watching the other servants.

Still, he had to move fast for the Lord may awaken and sense 
something wrong, racing to come looking for me any moment.

When the guard moved towards the mansion and proceeded in-
side, I slowly made my way through the shadows towards the gate; 
aware that I had been holding my breath that entire time, afraid that 
things would not go as planned and Nicholas would tell the guard 
what had happened. But I had underestimated his fear, and it had 
worked thus far. Nicolas stood there and even from afar I could feel 
his terror the moment the guard left. I was only pleased he had not 
shown it while the man was there, or perhaps the guard was so tired 
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and drawn to that moon and the hunt, he had not noticed it in the 
slightest. 

“Very good.” I whispered softly, slinking beside a rose bush be-
side him. “Now come with me to the pond.”

“We are going to be killed…”

“Enough, come on.”

He stood still for one long moment before he turned and used 
the guard’s keys to unlock the large gate, something that had to be 
done recently after I had slipped away and almost gained escape sev-
eral times that last week I was hostage. This was my very last chance, 
if anyone caught ear of what had happened, I would never again get 
someone on my side, never again be able to trick my way closer to 
freedom. It would end all my attempts. 

“We must run fast.” He said, his voice a soft whisper against the 
silent night.

When the gate was opened slightly, I inched through the crack 
and Nicolas followed. Although it was the same night that greeted 
me when I first left the home, the sky seemed brighter. The breeze 
brought joy and I had to fight to keep from laughing. I was still far 
from danger and the pond, although close, was the start of my fight 
for freedom.

A strong arm circled my stomach and I was lifted from the 
ground, Nicolas was racing towards the pond as fast as his legs 
could carry him. Evidently, I was not moving fast enough for the 
young man, and his terror had taken control of the situation. I was 
thrown over his shoulder as we came closer I quickly noted his fran-
tic whimpering. Why was he acting this way? That was when I heard 
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the sounds coming from behind us and knew we must have been 
sighted, that something must have gone wrong.

Aiden ran across the grounds towards us with inhuman speed, I 
didn’t even sense his presence until the leaves were crushed beneath 
his feet. But that pond was within reach, the surface starting to glow 
that same golden hue my rose had, beckoning us to run ever faster, 
to question nothing and jump. As though Nicolas had read my mind 
and that energy, he jumped into the pond in one strong movement, 
his bones and muscles jerking beneath me as his body went through 
the change into a wolf. A change I had now seen many times, but 
still left me feeling scared. That voice within me told me to be calm, 
that he would not harm me. I caught sight of the space behind us a 
second before my body hit the water. Aiden had changed as well - 
his bulking form bashing against the gate and swinging those doors 
open further as he lunged for the pond.

Water surrounded me and I gripped onto the fur of Nicolas, 
fighting to reach the surface as quickly as I could. His paws beat at 
the water and when we broke through I raced to the edge; his muzzle 
pressed at my backside to urge me upwards before he leaped from 
the water and shook himself. Something bubbled beneath the pond 
and I kicked up heel, running as fast as my legs could carry me from 
the water’s edge and into the forest. I knew not what way led to safety, 
but Nicolas followed on all fours and I felt all the safer.

Nicolas stopped suddenly and growled at me, hunching down. I 
knew instantly what he wished and went back to him, grabbing onto 
his fur as I pulled myself onto his back. He was not much larger than 
me, but his strength was powered by fear and soon we raced past 
trees and undergrowth. I saw the town lanterns in the night and be-
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gan screaming for help, surprised that we were so close, had reached 
it so quickly. But of course – those powerful legs beneath me were 
racing as fast as he could, the wind beating at my face and sending 
my long hair blowing in the wind. All around us a howl sounded - 
not far and surely getting ever closer. The sound chilled me and filled 
the air around us. Where was it coming from? Before us? Behind?

Nicolas broke free into the clearing of my town, throwing me 
to the ground as his legs collapsed beneath him. I was slammed to 
the ground by a strong force and I knew it was Aiden. His massive 
form on top of me, those golden yellow eyes a mere inch away from 
me. His teeth were sharp as he snarled, and I knew that it would be 
the last thing I saw. Aiden roared out and the full weight of him fell 
on top of me. I screamed as his bones broke atop me and he slow-
ly changed into his human form. Something warm and wet leaked 
from him and onto my face.

Blood.

I forced his limp body from me after some struggle and scur-
ried away. Behind us stood Nicolas, now on his knees as he stared at 
Aiden. The Beast lay motionless upon the blood-drenched ground, 
a sharp branch buried into his back, courtesy of my savior, Nicolas. 
My energy reached for him, and I did not know how I knew it – but 
that man was still alive. He was far from dead. It wasn’t the stab that 
knocked him down, but the hit to the back of the head by a large, 
rock held in the hands of Nicolas. That man had known there was no 
way he would be allowed to live after Aiden knew what we had done 
and had taken matters into his own hands. Nicolas stood then, and 
his eyes widened as noises were heard from the village behind us.

He ran, leaving me there for the taking. I stood shakily, running 
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as fast as I could towards those lanterns and sounds, towards what 
would be my salvation. But that energy seemed to leave me, body 
falling forward as I drifted into darkness. The last thing I saw was 
the swaying of lights and the voices of others as they approached me. 

When I finally awoke, it was not to my saviors, it was to binds 
and the harsh words of those I had thought would save me. In my 
mind, Rose’s voice stirred me awake with a warning, a promise that 
she would get me out of this situation and away from these people if 
I only trusted her. There was a pounding in my head and I knew she 
could relieve it. Somehow, she had taken control of me, and all I had 
to do was trust. 

“The warrior Sir Brydion saw you, Belle, harm a traveling man 
this night on his way to our town. How do you plea?”

“How would I have the strength to harm this man? I escaped the 
clutches of the Beast, I’ve come home.”

“We believed you dead, that the Beast had taken you. Instead 
you steal your father’s belongings and run from this town, then you 
return - presumably to steal from the rest of us, were you trying to 
steal from that man?”

“Steal?”

Gaston stood then from amidst the crowd of townsfolk. Where 
was I being held? I was still outside, the glow of that moon upon my 
face, lighting up the scene around me as I pulled myself back into 
focus. 

 “I told them of how you had stolen from your eldest! Knowing 
that she would inherit your father’s gold once she was wed! I can only 
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assume you poisoned your father and killed your sister as well when 
you found that there was none left!” He brought his hand to his eyes, 
wiping away a tear.

I fell silent. It was so well organized, and my home town had 
never provided any close friends to me. Who would believe a story 
of magical ponds and wolf shifters? They had not believed my father 
before…

“Such acts will be punished by a hanging.”

I pulled at the ropes that bound my hands behind my back, all 
too aware of the familiar sensation. Where was the trial? Where was 
the jury? But when had the thirst for blood and entertainment it 
provided led anyone in that town to seek something so time-con-
suming. I had seen them cut the hands from thieves for attempts 
alone, this was not at all unorthodox for someone they claimed stole 
and killed another…someone who had tried to harm someone, or so 
they said. Even if they thought my story to be true, thought some-
thing was wrong…they did not speak up. I was lifted and carried, 
and I knew where they took me, but I was unfamiliar with the man 
who lifted me upward. Unfamiliar with his face as he pulled a rope 
around my neck. 

“Yes, I did these things, and I’ll do much worse.” 

The words that escaped my lips were not mine, the smile not my 
own. But she had said she would help me! Why was she not claiming 
this was rash and appalling, that she was innocent? Where was Jes-
sica…where was my lone sister while they threw me to the darkness 
like this and strung me up in the town square? Where was Aiden? I 
looked back at where they had brought me from, but there was no 
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body upon the ground, not even the branches that had been used to 
harm the Lord. 

“Any last words?”

No one stood up for me, no one claimed that I had been such a 
good girl, such an innocent girl. My eyes locked on Gaston and he 
hid any trace of a smile behind a mask of grief. But still the voice was 
calm in my head, telling me to be brave, that everything would be 
taken care of soon. Energy flowed through my fingertips once more, 
reaching for the crowd as I fed their anger, fed their decision. Was 
this my escape? Fear left me, filled with her confidence and power, 
once more. 

I was so very excited to find out.

The ground disappeared beneath me suddenly, my body falling 
to what I believed was my death. But the moment that rope tightened 
and my body jerked, that power broke free. My body felt as though 
it was floating, exploding into the energy around me. The town folks 
gasped, jumping away from the podium as the female they watched 
being hung disappeared right before their very eyes. I closed my eyes 
as my power soared upward, knowing not where Rose was leading 
me. The only thing left behind, laying upon the ground where my 
feet should have been dangling. That perfect rose, withering finally.
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