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    When the summons came from the mansion, Annabelle was not surprised. Worried, certainly, and possibly excited, but not surprised. 
 
    The Master of the Mansion’s black Rolls Royce had been prowling the neighborhood, and she had been followed, twice, on her way from the library to her home. She had wondered whether the mysterious man that lived alone in the villa had been hiding behind the smoked windows of the car. 
 
    “The Beast’s got his eyes on you,” her father said, with a mixture of pride and disgust. “Teaches you to go about wasting your time. Showing off.” 
 
    “I have not been showing off,” Annabelle replied. “Whatever that means. And as for catching the Master of the Mansion’s eye, I have my doubts—” 
 
     Her father snorted, and cut her short. “I always knew that a daughter would only bring grief,” he said. “But who knows, maybe putting a foot in the door of the Mansion will be a good thing.” 
 
    “There are rumors—” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, we all know the rumors,” her father laughed. “But you brought it upon yourself, and we’ll have to take the good with the bad of it.” 
 
    Annabelle sighed, and retreated to her room. 
 
    The good with the bad, she thought. Rumors had that the girls summoned at the Mansion to work for the Master were seduced and ravished. The Master kept them as his playthings, subjecting them to the worse humiliations, and once he was tired of them, he would send them away. The girls left, all expenses paid, and moved to far away cities, and their families got a rich compensation. 
 
    The good with the bad. 
 
    She could see why her father was not so displeased, after all, of her imaginary indiscretions. 
 
    The black Rolls Royce stopped in front of their house the following morning. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The back seat of the car smelled of tobacco and leather. Annabelle sat stiffly, her small suitcase by her side, and watched the hills roll by as they drove to the countryside. She had no idea of who was driving the car. There was a black glass between her and the driver’s seat. She had stepped into the car, the door opening and closing by itself. No word had been spoken, no sound heard. 
 
    Her father had watched her go, scratching his belly, and she had felt a strange sense of relief, which she thought wrong, but could not hold back. She was on her own. 
 
    But hadn’t she always been? 
 
    Ever since her mother had died, her father had treated her like an intruder. She had gone through school like little more than an orphan, while at home she kept things going. She learned to cook, to do the chores, all the things a good housewife was supposed to do. But her real passion was reading, and she had found a job, first as assistant librarian and then, when old miss Grosnik had retired, as head librarian. 
 
    The black glass handed her back her reflection. Dark hair in a bun, pale face, blue cardigan over a white blouse. She sighed. Long years among the shelves had lent her a vague smell of dust and old paper she did not dislike. She was twenty-seven, and she looked forty. But it had not been the work in the library to age her prematurely. 
 
    Yes, she was relieved at leaving home. 
 
    While she was daydreaming about her past, the car had left the fields and entered the forest. Black gnarly trees extended their branches like raptor claws over the street, and the wind blew the autumn leaves along the gutters. She caught some movements among the trees, and thought she spotted a deer, moving slowly through the undergrowth. 
 
    Then they passed the great iron gates of the Mansion. 
 
    She turned, watching the gates close behind them. 
 
    The park of the Master’s domain was as wild and as forbidding as the forest outside the walls. They passed a fountain, the statue at the top of it wrapped in black ivy. 
 
    Then, after what felt like an eternity, the car stopped in front of the front gates of the Mansion, and the passenger’s door opened without a sound. 
 
    Gathering her courage, Annabelle picked her suitcase, and got out of the car. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The mansion was a mountain of black stone and pointed rooftops, curtained windows staring out through iron bars. Annabelle climbed the short ramp of steps that led to the main door, and before she could touch the clapper, the door swung open. 
 
    She took a deep breath and walked in. 
 
    The door closed behind her. 
 
    She found herself in a cavern-like entrance hall, the floor a pattern of black and white tiles, the ceiling so high it disappeared into the darkness. The lights were out, except for a small lamp on a side table. Annabelle got closer, and found a silver tray, with a card on it. 
 
      
 
    Miss Annabelle 
 
    Make yourself at home. 
 
    This is the only key to your room: second floor, third door to the left. Never lose this key, and always carry it with you. 
 
    Will meet presently. 
 
    B. 
 
      
 
    She picked up the card. Under it was a gold key. 
 
    She looked around. The house gave her that unspeakable vibe that deserted and abandoned places have.  
 
    She took the key, and started up the stairs, under the severe glare of a number of dark paintings, portraying grim men and sultry, richly-dressed women. 
 
    She glanced with curiosity at that parade of medal-encrusted chests, sparkling jewels and aggressive cleavages. She ran her hand over the staircase rail, finding no dust on it. 
 
    The place looked abandoned, but it was clean and ordered. 
 
    On the second floor, she turned left and counted three doors along the wide corridor. Tall windows let in the grey light of the winter morning, and gave her a full view of the parkland surrounding the house. 
 
    She tried her key, opened the door, and entered in her room. 
 
    The chandeliers on the walls were on, bathing the room in a soft amber glow. She stood for a moment, stunned. Then she gently put the suitcase down and walked into the room. 
 
    To the left of the door was a small alcove, with two stuffed chairs and a low table, and a reading lamp. Next to it, a tall mirror surrounded by a gilded frame, and then the sliding doors of a walk-in closet. Annabelle chuckled at the idea of hanging in there the three blouses and the spare skirt she had brought along. 
 
    The bed was huge, a colossal four poster as big as her bedroom back home, all shades of red and purple, and black. She sat on the mattress, finding it hard under the down cover.  
 
    A chest of drawers sat by the side of the en suite bathroom, that she found immense and a little intimidating. More mirrors, and a big pool-like bath-tub in the floor. 
 
    There were paintings, hanging on the walls, mostly courtly scenes, and a big, life-size portrait of a woman in a daring golden dress, her red hair piled high on top of her head, and a look on her face that gave Annabelle a shiver. Green eyes looked down at her. 
 
    On the nightstand, she found another note. 
 
      
 
    Welcome. 
 
    Lunch will be served at the striking of noon, in the small dining room, first floor left. 
 
    I will join you later. 
 
    B. 
 
      
 
    She took some time to observe the handwriting. 
 
    Clear, smooth, clearly masculine. 
 
    The Master of the Mansion was shy, but obviously well cultured. 
 
    She picked up her suitcase, and started trying to make herself home. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The small dining room on the first floor was large enough to seat twenty people. A nice smell welcomed Annabelle as she walked in, and she found a single place prepared, at the head of the long table. Silver covers revealed a nice serving of vegetable soup with fried bread croutons, a serving of braised veal with potatoes, and a slice of blueberry pie. Both wine and water were available in fine glass bottles. 
 
    Annabelle ate slowly, enjoying the food, and wondering  if this was the prelude to some fairy-tale development. After all, nobody knew exactly what went on in the Mansion, and the scandalous stories were just that, stories, based on nothing more than wicked fantasies on the part of the villagers. 
 
    She looked around, appreciating the baroque furniture and the paintings at the walls, a selection of brightly-colored scenes featuring people eating and having fun, in various stages of dishabille. 
 
    She was finishing the pie when she heard footsteps in the corridor outside. She froze, the fork halfway to her mouth, as the door opened. 
 
    The creature that passed through the door had to bow his head as he came in. He was over seven feet tall. 
 
    “Miss Annabelle, I hope you enjoyed your meal,” he said. 
 
    His voice thrummed like a motor in low gear, like the restrained roar of a big beast of the savanna. And that was the way he looked. 
 
    Annabelle’s fork slipped her fingers, and rattled in her plate. 
 
    The thing standing in front of her had arms and legs, and a head, but there all human semblance ended. Wide-shouldered and deep-chested, the creature had arms as thick as Annabelle’s waist, and hands big in proportion. He was wearing a fine velvet jacket, a deep blue, that stretched over his muscles and rippled as he moved. Narrow of waist, he stood on massive legs, sheathed in black pants that looked painted on. 
 
    “Do you mind if I join you?” he asked with a grin. 
 
    It was his head, though, that had completely curdled the young woman’s blood. It sat on a thick, muscular neck, and it was far wider and longer than a man’s. His face was half-way between a great ape and a bison, with a wide nose with large nostrils, and a large, full-lipped mouth filled with white, sharp teeth. A big mane of brown and copper hair fell over his shoulders, brushing the tips of his pointed ears. He had large, penetrating eyes, and a pair of curved horns, like a ram’s, grew out of his forehead and curled back, to fade into his hair. 
 
    “You seem surprised,” he said. 
 
    His tail swished as he sat by her side, and served himself a glass of wine. His hands were hairy and his fingernails were long, and sharp, and black.  
 
    Annabelle lowered her gaze, and forced herself to speak. 
 
    “I did not mean to offend you, sir,” she said. “By staring, that is.” 
 
    The creature laughed, a deep rumble in his chest. He threw his head back and the laugh turned into a sort of howl. His eyes sparkled as he took a sip of wine. “You have not offended me. You are strong. I like that.” He put his glass down. “I was just surprised by your surprise, so to speak. It worries that the good people of the village did not give you a full description of myself, so that you could be prepared. Maybe a plague decimated the population, carrying the scandalmongers all to hell?” 
 
    Annabelle shook her head. “Everybody is fine and hardy, sir,” she whispered. “It’s just me. I do not put much stock in rumors.” 
 
    The creature clicked his tongue. “Thus wasting the love and craft those purveyors of outrage put in their nicely manufactured stories. A pity.” 
 
    She glanced at it… at him. 
 
    “My guests,” he said, finishing his wine, “often react in a much more extravagant manner, miss Annabelle.” 
 
    “You are,” she tried, “somewhat extravagant yourself, sir.” 
 
    Again he bellowed his howl-like laugh. 
 
    “But you will see that I am not dangerous,” he replied. “As long as you do as you are told.” 
 
    He stood, towering above her. “Ready to see where you will be working?” 
 
    She nodded, and stood in turn. 
 
    “I am sure you will like what I am about to show you,” he said, motioning for her to follow him. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    It was the largest library Annabelle had ever seen, and it was in chaos. 
 
    “I’m afraid I have overlooked the care of my collection,” the Master said, walking into the room. Bookshelves rose in rows like ancient monoliths, overloaded with books of every shape and size and age. Annabelle followed the Master, her eyes wide in wonder, her mouth open. More books were piled on the floor, in tottering towers. They rested on couches and stuffed chairs, they were stacked on tables. 
 
    “I am aware of the fact that we share a love for books,” the Master said. “And you are an experienced librarian.” 
 
    “Yes,” she admitted, unable to take her eyes from the treasures surrounding them. 
 
    “Then I will ask you to put my collection in order. Catalog and arrange the books as you see fit based on your experience.” 
 
    “It will be a lengthy work.” 
 
    “This is of no consequence to me. You will take the time you think proper. You will be my guest. I will pay you for your work, and I will provide your father with a cheque, so that his needs are provided for while you are away.” 
 
    “And will this be all?” she asked. 
 
    “This will be all. We will meet occasionally, share some food and conversation. But I will keep away from you, because I realize my presence can be—disquieting.” 
 
    Annabelle blushed. “I assure you, sir—” 
 
    “Don’t. You are a model of elegance and restraint, and I appreciate that too. I appreciate it very much.” 
 
    “I will start my work straight away, if you—” 
 
    “No,” the Master said. “Not tonight.” 
 
    She stared at him, arching her eyebrows. 
 
    “My house has its rules, and these rules can’t be broken.” He pointed at a clock, resting on its shelf. “In about half an hour the clocks will chime. The rules require that by that time you are in your room. You are to lock yourself in—you have the only key, remember—and keep to your quarters until the morning, when your breakfast will be served. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Of course, but—” 
 
    “I must insist,” the Master said, “that you take this single rule at heart, and observe it. Do I have your promise, miss Annabelle?” 
 
    Annabelle glanced at the clock. “You have my promise,” she said. “And therefore, if you will excuse me—” 
 
    “Of course,” the creature nodded, courtly. “You are free to retire. Once again I remind you to lock your door, and remain in your quarters until the sun rises again.” 
 
    “This I will do,” she said. 
 
    “Fine. I wish you good night, then.” 
 
    He bent his broad back in a courtesy, and watched her go. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Annabelle locked the door as she had been instructed. She tested the door to make sure it was fast, and then went to sit on her bed, trying to put some order in her thoughts. 
 
    The Master was all the city gossips had said he was, and more. She had never seen a creature like that, and for all the time she had spent reading about far off lands, and strange places, and wild, seldom visited parts, she had never caught a reference to such sort of monster. 
 
    She paused on that word. 
 
    Monster. 
 
    The Master was horrible to behold, a beast unheard of, and yet he had been courteous, and affable, and quite gentlemanly. She had felt his deep voice reverberate in her chest, and yet he had been kind. 
 
    And the library! 
 
    She couldn’t wait for the morning to come, so that she could start working on that wealth of books. 
 
    She heard the clocks in the house chime, a distant chorus of bells and gongs and carillons, that rose through the halls and corridors and filled the air with a discordant din for a good minute. 
 
    Then the great house was silent. 
 
    Annabelle sighed, and went to the en-suite bathroom to prepare herself a bubble bath. If she was to be locked up in these apartments from dusk until dawn, she might as well take advantage of the comforts provided. 
 
    She ran a warm bath, and then checked the walk-in wardrobe, to see if she could find a length of ribbon to keep her key on. 
 
    She was surprised to find the racks loaded with dresses, in a kaleidoscope of colors and designs. Her poor three pieces of clothing hung, sad and forlorn in a corner. She pulled the drawers open, and they erupted in a variety of laces and frills. 
 
    This was unexpected.  
 
    She ran back to the bathroom and stopped the bathtub from flooding the floor. She peeled off her travel clothes, and she sunk in the hot water. From a crystal bottle she poured a few drops of thick, golden soap, and then she relaxed, allowing the suds to cocoon her. 
 
    She lazed in the bath until the water became cooled to the point of being uncomfortable, then she got out of the bathtub, she wrapped herself in a soft white bathrobe, and she tiptoed back in her bedroom. 
 
    The woman in the golden dress was still staring down at her with her burning green eyes. Annabelle curtsied, and then stretched on the bed. It had been along day. 
 
    She was stretching and curling her toes when she had the impression of a sound coming from beyond the door. 
 
    She held her breath, and listened. 
 
    There was clearly someone beyond her door. She could hear feet clicking on the marble floor, and the rustling of clothes. It seemed to her that the Master of the house had come to check that she had followed his instructions. 
 
    That reminded her of the key. She went back into the closet, and from a drawer full of fine lingerie she extracted a blue silk ribbon, that she tied in a hoop, so that she could wear the golden key on her neck. The metal was cold on her skin, but now she was sure she would not lose it.  
 
    She put on the nightgown she had brought from home, and she went to bed. She spent about half an hour filling in her diary, and then she turned off the lights, and went to sleep. 
 
    Steps still sounded in the corridor outside, but she did not care. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning she found a simple breakfast waiting for her, in line with her habits. Milk and coffee, a croissant with apricot jam, a glass of orange juice. She ate quickly, anxious to go back to the library and begin her work. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The Master’s library contained, Annabelle was sure of this, the largest and most varied and extensive collection of erotica and pornography in the world. 
 
    It had taken her about one hour to take a quick survey of the piled books and of the disorganized shelves, and by the end of her tour, her hands dirty with dust, she had no doubt of the fact that each and every one of the volumes in the library was in some way obscene. 
 
    From dirty, yellowed paperbacks with lurid covers to thick incunabula from centuries gone filled with the lewd notes of bored amanuenses, from collections of libertine prints from before the French Revolution to compendiums of Chinese erotic poetry, every single book, a single page, a single word in that enormous, dark library was of a sexual and explicit nature.  
 
    Such was the sheer volume of lewdness concentrated between those four walls, that Annabelle’s original shock soon was replaced by an almost hysterical sense of ridicule. She could understand, if not justify, that some people, mostly—she was sure—men, did find such literature delectable, but here she was obviously in the presence of a case of overkill. She chuckled at the idea of someone, anyone, going through the whole contents of this library. 
 
    She remembered, vaguely, a rumor about the Master of the House having lost his humanity and acquired a beastly form, due to his sinful pursuits. If that was the case, she had to admit that here the Master had all the fuel he needed for such pursuits. 
 
    She laughed a little laugh, thinking that it was not, evidently, just the palms of the hands that might sprout hair under certain circumstances. Her laughter echoed under the tall, darkened ceiling of the library. 
 
    Then she sighed, rolled up her sleeves, and set out to do the work she was expected to do. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The day passed swiftly, among stacks of old paperbacks. Books printed on cheap paper, with garish covers and titles like “Registered Nympho”, “Pervert Wife”, “Virgins for the Cardinal”, “Trailer Tramp”, “The Stepdaughters” and, which caused much mirth, “Nympho Librarian”. 
 
    She piled the books and placed them into cardboard boxes, affixing a sheet of paper to the exterior, listing all the titles contained in each box. A copy of the list, including a progressive number for the boxes, was also preserved in the library registry. 
 
    In one day, she filled forty-seven boxes, finding just the time for a quick lunch of sandwiches, that she found ready in the small dining room she had been using since her arrival. 
 
    Halfway through the afternoon, she decided she had done a good day’s work, and she went to her room for a quick shower, and then down to dinner. Tonight the Master did not join her, and she consumed her food in silence, before retreating to her room. Again she ran herself a bubble bath, just as the chimes and bells sounded through the house, and then spent some time in bed updating her diary. 
 
    She was going through the last paragraph of today’s entry when she again heard the sound of steps from outside, and she squinted at the door, seeing the handle move, as someone tested the door and tried to get in. 
 
    Then the steps retreated. 
 
    With a quick note in which she asked herself the reason of such behavior, she closed the diary, and put her head down on the pillow. In the long minutes it took her to finally sink in a deep slumber, twice more she heard someone come to her door, and test the handle. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    A whole set of shelves, protected by glass doors, was devoted to books about the perverted practices of nuns and monks through the centuries. From obscene incunabula illustrated with cartoon-ish sketches of unlikely couplings, to process papers from the Inquisition, to diaries and confessions of depraved nuns from the Age of Enlightenment, every conceivable permutation was described and detailed. Men and women, men and men, women and women, in twos, threes and even larger groups, young and old, even some stories about nuns and animals. As long as it was people wearing the habit and supposedly serving the Lord, the library was a wild catalog of obscenities. 
 
    Annabelle spent almost one hour reading the diary of a French adventuress that pretended to be a nun in order to enter  a convent and seduce a novice. The book did not hold back anything of their lesbian tryst, and caused her to blush violently over a few passages. 
 
    She put the books in chronological order, and updated the catalog, and then retreated for dinner. She was surprised to find the Master of the House at the table. 
 
    He greeted her courtly. 
 
    “How is the work proceeding?” he asked as she sat down at the table. 
 
    There were the usual silver bells protecting a steaming bowl of rich soup, and a fair-sized serving of stewed rabbit. 
 
    “Nicely, I should say,” she replied. “Though I admit a certain—shall we say surprise, at the rather mono-thematic nature of your collection.” 
 
    The dark lips curled in a savage smile, showing long, sharp teeth. “One is allowed a hobby,” he replied. 
 
    “One certainly is,” she conceded. 
 
    “Do you disapprove?” 
 
    “It is not the job of the librarian to approve or disapprove of the books. But variety is to me a good thing.” 
 
    The Master gave a chuckle that sounded like a low, feral growl. “But my collection is as varied and diverse as they come, I assure you.” 
 
    “So it may be. I admit I have not much familiarity with pornography.” 
 
    “A state of affairs that will change by the time you finish your job,” the Master said. 
 
    “I am glad you find the situation amusing,” she scoffed. 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    She shrugged. A single drop of gravy fell on her blouse. She hissed, and hastily dipped her napkin in her glass of water, and daubed the stain. 
 
    “This will be hell to clean,” she said with a sigh. 
 
    “I have provided you with ample opportunity to change,” the Master said. 
 
    “The closet, yes,” she said. “I don’t think it proper—” 
 
    “Aren’t household staff supposed to wear a livery? I have furnished your clothes with ample choice of livery.” 
 
    “You have a way of twisting facts to suit your purposes,” she replied. “You provided me with dozens of dresses, and none of them has anything to do with a work uniform.” 
 
    “You like uniforms? I’ll see that a selection is delivered to you. They will include riding crops and shiny boots.” 
 
    And with another rumbling laugh, he stood. “And now if you will pardon me, the sun is about to set, and you must retire.” 
 
    Annabelle took one orange from the table, and with a defiant look wished him good night, and went to her room. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The clothes were delivered as promised, a selection of uniforms, tight trousers and jodhpurs, jackets loaded with gold braids and medals, and yes, high-heeled shiny boots, and a selection of riding crops and whips. Annabelle shook her head, hanging a black hussar’s uniform on the rack. She chose instead a simple white blouse and a smock, but she had to go through a few combinations to finally find something modest and comfortable enough. All the gowns the Master had provided had cuts and necklines that were not simply daring, but downright unsuitable to everyday work. She did not need, Annabelle thought, for her graces to spill out of her dress as she climbed a library stepladder or bent down to pick a stack of books. 
 
    Once properly attired, she went on with her cataloging work. She waded through a swamp filled with libertine narratives and epistolary novels from the eighteenth century, and later she unearthed, ordered and classified a colossal collection of obscene prints, mostly taken from French girly magazines from the turn of the century. Pages upon pages of scantly clad women talking casually about their debauchery, showing their legs or their breasts in unlikely fashion numbers, dancing and drinking and flirting, or rolling alone in huge beds lamenting their loneliness; bare-chested sirens and nymphs dancing with satyrs, and women in a variety of historical costumes, each of them more than eager to take those costumes off, in a multi-colored, crisp paper monument to lasciviousness and loose morals. 
 
    Soon the nightly visits at her door became customary, and ceased to cause her any worry or perplexity. It looked to her like the Master was becoming more impatient in his nightly prowls. His steps were louder and faster, his hand on the door handle heavier. She herd him growl and snort.  
 
    Was he really expecting her to forget to lock the door or, even, to purposefully leave the door open, in open contradiction of his orders? Was he counting on her rebellion? And why? 
 
    And yet he was always courteous when they dined together. He asked about her work, made some risqué jokes about it, maybe, but remained respectful and kind. He was a good conversationalist, if sometime a little gruff, and Annabelle had never mt someone so well-read and articulate. She sometimes wished their dinners lasted longer, and they could go on talking books, and literature and poetry. 
 
    But then the nights would come, and with the nights the huffing and puffing and the scratching at her door. And as she laid in her bed, writing in her diary, or tossing and turning, waiting for sleep to come, she started perceiving a sense of frustration, of growing impatience, of increasing restlessness, seeping through the door, as the prowler in the corridors of the house lingered longer by her room. And in one occasion she found signs on the wood of the door itself, as if sharp claws had tried to dig through.  
 
    She felt worried, and also vaguely excited at that discovery. 
 
    Then, one evening, just as Annabelle was retreating to her apartments, the Master came home in his long dark car, in the company of some guests. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Annabelle watched them get out of the car, two women in brightly colored dresses, skirts trailing on the ground, and short fr capes. One had her dark hair combed in a high complicate do, while the other’s blond tresses fell freely over her shoulders. The Master took them by the hand, and led them inside. The women were laughing, and there was in their walk something that did not fit their elegant clothes. 
 
    Annabelle bit her lower lip, her curiosity piqued, but just then the chimes and bells of the clocks started sounding, and she crossed the corridor and went into her room, locking the door behind her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The sound of the revels echoed in Annabelle’s chambers, music and laughter and voices talking, too dim for her to understand what was being said, only a rhythm, broken by bursts of loud merriment. 
 
    She listened while she luxuriated in her bathtub, idly wondering how three people could make such a fuss. Then she wrapped herself in a bathrobe and went back to her bedroom, and noticed how, muffled by the carpets and draperies, still the sounds coming from downstairs sounded in her room. She sighed, wondering whether she would be able to sleep at all. 
 
    She sat on her bed and recovered her pen and her diary, and she was leafing through the pages when something distracted her. 
 
    It took her a moment to pinpoint what it was. 
 
    The voices, seeping through the floor, had changed in tone and rhythm, and the music had quieted down. There were no longer long strands of unintelligible discourse, but rather short, loud words, haltingly intermingled with more frankly animal sounds. Gasps, and shouts, high-pitched laughter and growls, moans and banshee-like cries. 
 
    Annabelle was not naive enough not to know what the sounds were. Her diary momentarily forgotten, she strained to listen, as what she could only imagine like an orgy unfolded out of her sight. The books she had been dusting and arranging and cataloging had on the other hand provided her with ample fuel for imagination, and she stood still, perched on the edge of the bed, while the two women wailed and screeched in the grip of passion, the low basso growl of the Master joining them rhythmically. 
 
    With a deep shiver, Annabelle shook herself from her obscene reverie. She put the diary and the pen back in their drawer and she slipped under the covers, pushing her head on the pillow, eyes tightly shut, trying to push the sounds and the images they evoked out of her mind. 
 
    Finally, after what seemed to her an eternity, the voice quieted down, and she sighed with relief, and a minuscule pang of disappointment. Now she could finally sleep. 
 
    Or so she thought. 
 
    Because soon the voices came again, amplified through the well of the stairs, as the Master and his two guests climbed up to his apartments. She heard then laugh and chuckle and snort along the corridor, dresses rustling, heels clicking. They talked in hushed voices, only a loud gasp or a shrill laugh breaking through the surface. 
 
    Then there was a loud bang on her door. 
 
    Annabelle sat up in bed, while a drunken voice howled “Oooh, you beast!”, followed by another loud thump against the locked door. And another. Moans, now, and gasps, and the laughter of the other woman, an the Master growling and groaning. One more bang on the door, and another, in increasing tempo, each one now accompanied by a loud guttural squawk, breathless, obscene. 
 
    Annabelle stared at the door as the sounds grew frantic, louder, unstoppable, and finally a high-pitched screech joined a low rumbling roar, and then there was silence. 
 
    Something rustled against the door. 
 
    “I will never walk again,” a woman said drunkenly, and the other laughed, and then the paces walked away, and a door slammed shut. 
 
    It was maybe ten minutes before the screeches and shouts started anew, with renewed energy. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Annabelle tried to concentrate on the work at hand, ignoring the sounds of the Master and his two companions throughout the morning and a fair part of the afternoon. The lack of sleep made her careless, and she was almost buried by the collapse of a tall pile of books, most of them dedicated to the practice of prostitution through the centuries. 
 
    Somewhat appropriate, she reasoned, given the situation. She put the books back in order, the catalogs of licensed courtesans in London and Paris and the instructional handbooks for cat-house owners, the sacred texts detailing the duties of temple heterae and an exquisitely bound little booklet called “Being a Whore for Fun and Profit”, that contained, judging from the index, everything a girl might need to turn into a professional sex worker. 
 
    Then finally silence fell, and Annabelle went up to her room to freshen up, and then down again for dinner, and she was surprised to find the Master and his two guests sitting at the table. When she walked in, and stopped on the door, they turned to her. 
 
    The two women were a portrait of dissipation, their faces slack and their hair in disarray, their clothes hastily fastened and looking slept-in. The blonde was holding a chicken drumstick in one hand, and chewing slowly, while the other sat sprawled on a chair, and smoked a cigar. Only the Master was his usual self, a wolfish smile on his snout-like face, and his mane falling in a cascade of brown curls over the shoulders of his blue velvet jacket. 
 
    Annabelle sat at her usual place and lifted the silver bells that protected her dinner. 
 
    “It  is a pleasure that you’ve been able to join us,” the Master said. 
 
    “For me it’s been like we’ve been together the whole day,” she replied. 
 
    The blonde laughed out loud at that. 
 
    “Did our indiscretion bother you?” the Master asked. 
 
    “Not in the least,” she replied, a little stiffly. 
 
    “You could have joined us,” he said. 
 
    She gave him a hard stare. “It is not that the reason you are employing me,” she said. 
 
    Then she jumped. A foot was running up and down h er leg. She looked at the brunette, that winked and leaned forward, her big breasts almost spilling out of her neckline. She blew out a cloud of cigar smoke. Annabelle pulled her leg back and tucked it under the chair. The brunette pouted, and retreated. 
 
    “I am not interested,” Annabelle said, forcibly. 
 
    The brunette shrugged. 
 
    “A pity,” the Master said, distractedly. 
 
    The blonde was leaning against the master’s side, feeding him a slice of pear with one hand, while with the other she caressed his crotch. 
 
    Annabelle stood. “I think I better retire to my rooms,” she said. 
 
    The brunette extracted a small pillbox from  her cleavage, shook two pills in the palm of her hand, and swallowed. The blond gasped and hastily stretched her hand. 
 
    “Nice dreams,” the master said. 
 
    Annabelle walked away. She heard the blonde say something, in a hushed voice, and then both women laughed out loud. 
 
    Why was he doing this to her?, she wondered. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Annabelle locked herself up and prepared herself to another night in the company of the sounds of the Master and his guests as they entertained each other. And indeed, she had not to wait for long before the unequivocal sounds of what she had no difficulty imagining as frantic couplings to rise through the floor, first from the dining room and then from the salon. 
 
    She skipped her bubble bath and she rummaged in the drawers of the closet until she found a set of cotton hankies. She ripped one into strips, and rolled two up, fashioning a pair of earplugs that finally canceled the annoying noises. 
 
    She laid in bed, in the dark, and the fatigue of the previous sleepless night soon caused her to slip into a fitful slumber. The dreams swallowed her up. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun rose in the most absolute silence. 
 
    After taking her belayed bubble bath, Annabelle walked into the closet and started selecting what she would wear for the day. 
 
    A pair of white fishnet stockings, with white lace and blue ribbon garters. A pair of frilly culottes, that hugged her hips and caressed her butt in a silken whisper. A white silk guepiere, with blue accents, and reinforced cups that gave  her a deep, vertiginous cleavage. 
 
    She checked herself out in the mirror, before she selected a gold dress, like the one in the portrait that hung on her wall. She laced her tight corset and pulled the shoulder straps down.  
 
    From the ample choice of cosmetics the Master had provided, she chose blush and eye-shadow. She applied pencil and mascara to her eyes, and then painted her lips a deep dark red. She pouted in the mirror, and pulled her hair up in a tall do. She held it in place stabbing it through with long wooden pins. 
 
    Again she inspected her looks in the mirror, and found herself to be more than satisfactory. From the closet, she pulled a pair of high-heeled platform pumps, as golden as her dress, and she experimented walking up and down on the carpet. 
 
    Then she left her bedroom, and went down the stairs for breakfast. 
 
    The Master was there, sitting at the head of the long table, and so where the two harlots, the signs of the previous night’s incontinence on their face, their posture. 
 
    The Master looked up from his plate and his eyes expanded. 
 
    “My dear Annabelle, what a surprise,” he said.  
 
    The two women looked at her. The brunette licked her lips, while the blonde chuckled. 
 
    Annabelle walked briskly to the table, and without pausing, climbed on top of it. The women stared at her goggle-eyed as she started on all fours along the table. There was a saucy smile on her painted lips, and her eyes were burning into the Master’s eyes. She prowled slowly through the dishes and bowls, knocking down bottles and pushing food off the table. The women stretched their hands, not to stop her, but to caress her body, her breasts, her sides. They sighed, and moaned, and she kept going, purposefully, until she was at the end of the table, her hands on the very edge, her face no more than five inches from the Master’s. She could see every line and every fold of his animal face, she could smell the musk of his fur, she could see the silver tips of his curved horns. 
 
    “Annabelle—” he said. 
 
    “Shut up,” she growled. “Shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    And she woke up, panting. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    She went to the bathroom and cleaned herself up. 
 
    She dropped her nightgown and her panties in the laundry basket, wondering shamefully what would those invisible servants that seemed to take care of every aspect of the house’s maintenance, when they found her stained things. 
 
    She took a long cold shower, images from her dream still haunting her. She soaked and soaped her hair, her body, and let the icy-cold water shock her out of her reveries. Then she wrapped her head in a towel, like a turban, and put on her bathrobe, and decided to take the morning off. She laid in bed, trying to catch the sounds from the house, but nothing seemed to stir. Finally she dozed off, and this time no dreams came or, if they did, they left no memory behind, and no moist embarrassment. 
 
    She dressed, and walked out in the corridor, and it was already dinner time. Through the tall windows she saw that it had started snowing, and looking down she saw the black car, and the Master, leading his two women. They climbed on board, and the car left. 
 
    She dined alone, in the still house, and then she retreated for the night. 
 
    She found it hard to sleep, and no sounds came from the corridor. She was, she was sure, alone in the great mansion.  
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The snow kept falling the following day, as Annabelle prepared herself for another long session in the library. This time it was erotic poetry, she had to catalog and archive, and she spent most of the day between powerful verses from Sappho and John Donne, and salacious doggerel recorded by dubious authors. Students’ songs and courtly verses, in a variety of languages and metrics, describing with delicate words or rough images the couplings of gods and men, of spirits and animals. 
 
    In the evening, she dined alone, and then she went to sleep. She had a moment of hesitation, when it came to locking the door. She was, after all, alone in a snowbound house. What was there to fear? 
 
    And yet, she had her discipline. 
 
    She pulled the key from her neck, and she locked the door, and then left the key hanging on the door handle by its blue ribbon. 
 
    She checked herself in the mirror, not knowing exactly what she was looking for, and then she gave along stare at the woman in the gold dress, in the painting. 
 
    Then with a sigh she opened her drawer, and set to write down what had happened in the last few days. When it came to her dream, she was brief. A nightmare, she wrote, the nature of which she could not remember. 
 
    Then she slept.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    For two days and two nights Annabelle was alone in the great house, snow piling higher on the outside. Her meals were always punctually ready at the table, and the work in the library proceeded. She was slower now, taking more time to browse the strange volumes, to look at the pictures, to read a few passages, a chapter, a poem, a short story. 
 
    She often found herself distracted, straining to hear any noise, any voice, any sign of somebody else there with her. 
 
    But she was alone. 
 
    She bathed, she ate, she took the dresses off their racks and put them back again. 
 
    She opened the cigar box, and smelled the aroma of the seasoned tobacco. 
 
    She felt strange, and a steely resolution started growing in her chest. 
 
    And so, after three long days of solitude and silence, she ate her simple dinner, and then went up to her room. 
 
    She took off her clothes and put on a flimsy nightgown, white with blue ribbons, and then sat at the foot of the bed, staring expectantly at the door she had not locked. 
 
    Not tonight, she had decided. 
 
    What could happen, but what she expected, and with each heartbeat welcomed more? 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The Master advanced into the room, breathing heavily, his shoulders heaving, his eyes burning. He was wearing a dark blue dressing gown with a black velvet collar, that billowed around his hairy legs like blown by a strong wind. 
 
    “You should have locked your door,” he growled. 
 
    Annabelle held his gaze, proud. “I decided not to.” 
 
    “You don’t know—” he panted, “what I will do to you.” 
 
    Annabelle allowed herself a cynical smile. “I think I can guess,” she said. 
 
    Her heart was beating faster than ever, and yet she was calm, ready to take whatever would come. She had been moving towards this moment since she had come into this house. There was no reason to deny it. She felt both an intellectual kinship with this monstrous beast, and the strong, tidal pull of his animal sensuality. 
 
    She could not dismiss the memory of the cries and gasps of pleasure of the two harlots, and was eager to experience the same ecstasy. 
 
    The Master was now in front of her, where she sat at the foot of the bed. “You have been incautious,” he growled. 
 
    Annabelle smiled, and tugged gently at the belt of the dressing gown, and pulled it open. 
 
    Her eyes widened. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness—” she whispered. 
 
    He pushed her back on the mattress. 
 
    “No!” she gasped. 
 
    “It’s too late,” he growled. He grabbed the front of her nightgown and yanked it off her body, in a single gesture. She shrieked, her skin burning where the garment had ripped off. Then he was holding her by the wrists, pushing her back, holding her arms spread out as he climbed slowly on the mattress, between her legs.  
 
    He lowered his huge head and he ran his tongue along her body. Annabelle gasped, and shuddered. The long, wet, raspy tongue lingered between her legs, and then the Master pushed on, tickling her navel, and then driving his hot breath and his tongue between her breasts, up her neck, and then down again. 
 
    She could feel his colossal erection caress the inside of her thigh. She shook her head, but he silenced her, his tongue now into her mouth, searching, conquering. 
 
    “Please,” she sighed, coming up for breath. His tongue curled around her breast, tickled her stiff nipples. He pushed between her labia, and she felt panic surge, her heart like a storm at sea in her ears, her eyes in his, wild, terrified. 
 
    He entered her, slowly, pushing the walls of her virginity aside, and she let out a gurgle, and smiled, as the first electric shock of pleasure mingled with the pain. 
 
    “Yessss!” she hissed, throwing her head back, her hair falling over her face.  
 
    He plunged in, taking her maidenhood in a single stroke, ripping her open, shaking her like an earthquake. 
 
    She let out a long, throaty yelp. 
 
    Still he held her outstretched, like crucified, and rhythmically, mercilessly, pounded inside of her, deeper with each stroke, her legs curled around his hips, slamming into her, her ankles crossed in the small of her back, her mind suddenly full of a million obscenities, and then blank. 
 
    She came two, three times in the space of two heartbeats, and then laid back, senseless, lost in a bottomless pit of pleasure. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Later he took her again, holding her upright, letting her chose the tempo. She grabbed his horns and used them to hold herself up, and rocked her hips to pull him deeper, to extract more pleasure from him. 
 
    His hands burned on her buttocks as she pressed her chest against his, her hair over her face like a curtain. 
 
    He came again, filling her up with his fire, and she arched her back and cursed, and fell back on the mattress. 
 
    He grabbed her tit and squeezed, making her scream in pain. Shew tried to escape. She rolled on her knees and lunged to the side of the bed., but he grabbed her by an ankle and pulled her back. She laughed, and threw her arms around his neck, and bit in his ear. 
 
    “Do me,” she hissed. “Again!” 
 
    Then her voice died in a strangled wail as he entered her again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Belle woke up late the next day, blinded by the white haze coming from the window. Her head was full of fluff, and her body ached all over, a furnace burning between her legs. She tried to move, she rolled on the mattress. She sat up, and brushed her hair back from her face, her breasts. 
 
    She tried to rise, but found out her legs would not support her. She laughed, and surprised herself by laughing, at the thought. 
 
    She recalled the Master’s bestial dong, the way he had administered it to her for long hours, as she had drifted in and out of a sensual stupor. 
 
    She laid back, and with cold fingers she caressed her tumescent labia, her plump mound, the engorged folds of her vulva. 
 
    She stretched, joints and vertebrae snapping, and she felt a languorous sensation wash over her. 
 
    It was all she had expected, and much more. 
 
    Again she drifted off to sleep, gently massaging her pussy. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Belle limped into the dining room and gave a rueful smile at the Master. She was wearing a pair of high-waisted jodhpurs and knee-high boots, and a loose blouse that gave more than a hint of her cleavage. 
 
    “You look gorgeous this morning,” he said. 
 
    “I feel gorgeous,” she said, sitting, and sighed.  
 
    Her eyes reduced to two burning slits. “You’ve been a beast last night.” 
 
    “Isn’t that what  they say about me out there?” he said. “Isn’t that what they call me?” 
 
    “I thought we discussed gossip already,” she said. “And I am deeply disappointed.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Her smile widened. “All those rumors, and they let out the most interesting detail,” she said. 
 
    The Beast laughed, a long, howling sound. “You did seem surprised.” 
 
    “Who wouldn’t be?” she said. “I’m sure I felt your tool push at the back of my mouth.” 
 
    She laughed, and poured herself some coffee. She had been served an earthy breakfast this morning, eggs and sausages and bacon and baked beans and fried bread, tomatoes and mushrooms, and potato waffles. She wolfed down the lot, pouring more coffee on it. 
 
    “You did not complain, anyway,” the Beast said. He chuckled. “Well, not much.” 
 
    “I still wonder how I was able to take all of you in,” she said, piqued. “I will walk with a limp for days.” 
 
    He snorted, his nostrils expanding. “Women are always complaining,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, but I am not complaining. Not at all. In fact I was wondering—” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She slid down of her chair and forced him to turn towards her. The chair dragged on the floor as he stared at  her, puzzled.  
 
    She knelt in front of him. “Let me see how it looks in the light of day.”. 
 
    The Beast guffawed as Belle undid his trousers and released his cock. She widened her eyes and licked her lips. “Now this is really something,” she whispered.  
 
    He ran his hand through her hair, and she smiled up at him. “I don’t want to dislodge my jaw,” she said, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    “But I have another idea,” she added. 
 
    She pulled her blouse open, freeing her breasts. The Beast stared at her, as she cupped her tits and caught his erection in her cleavage. 
 
    “You like it?” she asked. 
 
    The beast growled.  
 
    “I’ll take that for a yes,” she said, as she started rubbing his cock up and down between her tits, pushing on it, squeezing it. She inhaled deeply the salty aroma that spread in the air while the Beast caressed the sides of her head, sporting, his tail whipping his sides. 
 
    She could feel him throb against her skin, thick as her wrist and long as her forearm, the purple head glistening. 
 
    “Come on,” she cooed through gritted teeth, “be a good boy.” 
 
    He moaned, his legs shaking. She grinned evilly and increased her tempo. “Come on,” she repeated. 
 
    “You are crazy,” he roared. 
 
    “Oh, yes! I am completely crazy!” she replied, bouncing up and down frantically. “You made me like this.” 
 
    The Beast threw back his head and he spasmed with a powerful heave, releasing his load. 
 
    Belle screamed in delight as the warm jet struck her and seemed to go on forever. It soaked her hair and splashed in her face, dripping down her chin and onto her boobs, splattering on her trousers and on the carpet, and still it kept pouring, like a geyser, like a hydrant. 
 
    Then he laid back, hunching his shoulders, and groaned a deep sound of satisfaction. 
 
    Belle straightened her back and ran her hands through her hair. Staring the Beast in the eye, she licked her lips, and collected a thick dollop of warm pale goo off her cleavage, and put it in her mouth. 
 
    “Take me upstairs,” she said. 
 
    He stood, his tail snapping from side to side, and grasped her. She squealed as he put her over his shoulder, and squealed and laughed and screamed obscenities until he threw her down on her bed, and pulled off one of her boots. She fumbled with the buttons of her pants. 
 
    Then he licked her face, and pushed a clawed hand between her thighs. 
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Belle stretched over the Beast, draped over his hairy body like a blanket. She licked his jawline, and drew circles in the fur on his chest with her finger. 
 
    “Is this what happened to the others?” she asked, dreamily. 
 
    He was holding her butt in his big hand, one finger gently caressing her sphincter. “No,” he said. 
 
    “Did you devour them?” she asked. 
 
    He laughed, loud, and rocked her like an earthquake. 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” he said. He pushed his finger gently in, and she took a deep breath. 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “Most of them just did the job they were expected to do, and then collected their money and left.” 
 
    “They were never seen back in town.” 
 
    He ran his talons down her spine. “Why go back there? To be the object of gossip and mistrust and who knows what else?” 
 
    She shifted her position, laying her head against his shoulder.  
 
    “Much better to leave forever, use the money to set themselves up in some big city where they could start anew.” 
 
    “It figures,” she sighed. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “I dreamed I was special. The only one to truly please you, the only one you would not turn into your next dinner.” 
 
    Again he laughed, holding her with his corded arm to avoid she tumbled down. 
 
    “You are special,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You gave yourself up willingly, and you are one wild, horny little creature.” 
 
    It was her time to laugh. “Beast, you can’t imagine just how horny you make me.” 
 
    “I think I do,” he grinned. 
 
    “Really?” she asked, pushing herself up. She ground her ass against his hand. “Then why don’t you do what you’ve been thinking about this last half hour?” she asked. 
 
    The Beast laughed. “You are completely crazy.” 
 
    “And I want you to make me crazier.” 
 
    She sat up. “Come on,” she said. “Do you want me on all fours?” 
 
    She pushed with her bottom against his growing erection. 
 
    “Like an animal?” she asked, running her hands over his pecs, grasping handfuls of fur. “Come on, I know you want it—” 
 
    He caressed her hair, and grabbed a handful. 
 
    “Yes!” she said. “Now we are on the same page!” 
 
    They rolled on the mattress, and shifted their positions. The bed-springs creaked, and she held on to one of the posts, arching her back and offering him her ass. 
 
    He slapped her buttocks, and purred as the white flesh quivered. He pulled her head back, tugging at her hair, and she screamed and laughed. “That hurt!” 
 
    “This will hurt more,” he laughed, and he pushed inside of her. 
 
    She gagged and coughed and moaned, her knuckles white as she held on the bedpost, and at the same time pushed back, allowing him to get deeper inside of her. 
 
    “Yeahhhh!” she groaned, as he pulled back and then pushed back in, and she pressed down on the mattress and saliva trickled from her mouth. 
 
    “You like it?” he growled. 
 
    “Yes!” she squealed. 
 
    He pumped inside of her, and she started making rhythmic yelps, seconding his thrusts, her boobs bouncing, her hands sliding down the post, her head pulled back. 
 
    Then his buttocks contracted and he flooded her with his fiery cum, and she let out a final howl of pleasure. 
 
    Then he let go of her hair and pulled out of her and she collapsed, panting, bathed in sweat, and completely mad with pleasure. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Belle was in the library, having a measure of brandy and a cigar while she perused “The Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure”, when she heard a commotion in the hall and voices and steps approaching. 
 
    She looked up, a finger inside the book to keep her mark, and was surprised seeing the Beast coming in, two women under his arms, once again the blonde and the brunette she had met before, bouncing and bubbling, made up like whores and wearing cheap knock-offs of elegant dresses. One of them was smoking a cigarette, while the other had the unfocused looks of the drug-addled. 
 
    Belle felt anger flare in her chest and she jumped up, knocking the brandy glass on the floor, and charged towards the Beast, frowning, and expelling blue smoke through her nostrils. 
 
    “What is this?” she exclaimed, stopping in front of him and throwing her book on the floor. “You need these two old bags to entertain you? What am I, second hand news? Am I no longer tight enough to please you? Am I not enough of a whore, that you need two more from the street to roll in your bed?” 
 
    The two women were staring at her with open fear, while she belched more smoke, like a dragon, and confronted the mountain of muscles and fur and horns that was the Beast. 
 
    The monster laughed, but this only stoked Belle’s anger further. 
 
    “What is so funny, you monster?” she hissed. 
 
    “You don’t understand, my beautiful wild one,” he said. The Beast placed his hands in the small of the backs of the two hookers. “You are all the whore that I need, and then some. But these two beauties are for you.” 
 
    Belle’s eyes widened, and the Beast gave her a cruel grin. “I thought you might like some other diversion.” 
 
    She put her arm around the waist of the brunette and pulled her closer. She squeezed her ass through the velvet of her gown, and felt her boobs press against her side. “You tickle my fancy, Beast,” she said with a wild grin. “I hope we’ll be sharing.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The brunette turned out to be pliable and dirty-minded enough to match every invention from Belle, and up the ante, as they rolled in her huge four-poster bed. Belle tore her dress off and then straddled her, pressing her down, her hands on her boobs, and sought her mouth, hungrily, pushing her tongue in, tasting booze and tobacco on the other woman’s breath. 
 
    Behind them, on the floor of Belle’s bedchamber, the Beast was fondling the blonde to orgasm, his long tongue running along her rib cage, his fingers teasing and tickling her, as she ran her hands through her hair, and babbled meaninglessly. 
 
    Slapping the brunette’s hip, Belle had her change position. She pushed her knees open and gently kissed and nibbled the inside of her thigh until she reached that most delightful of spots, and applied her tongue to the pierced labia, flesh tickling metal, while the brunette squeezed her own tits and moaned. 
 
    The blonde knelt in adoration in front of the Beast’s erection and then, steeling herself, she went down on him, her mouth spreading and clicking, her lips sliding down along the shaft. He placed a hand on her head and helped her in her feat. 
 
    Belle slithered along the brunette’s body, massaging her abs and her boobs with her nipples, like rough dark fingertips, until she was again biting in the brunette’s lips. “Now is your turn,” she said in her ear, and grasping her by the shoulders she fell back, dragging her along, so that now the brunette was on top. She squeezed her ass, and then gently eased her down, until she felt her hair and then her lips caress her vulva. 
 
    The blonde gagged and coughed, cum drooling down her chin. 
 
    The Beast pushed her on the carpet, and started mounting her. 
 
    Belle grasped the brunette by the hair and pulled her away from her twat. “Let’s join them,” she said, nodding at the two shapes coupling on the carpet. The brunette let out a happy wail, and staggered there, and Belle followed. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The blonde was called Aurora. She and Belle shared the bathtub, rubbing against each other. Aurora was not much for talking, but she knew how to make herself understood. She sat with her back to Belle, her legs intertwined, and Belle poured soft shampoo in her hands and then squeezed Aurora’s boobs, while the blonde laughed and ran the ball of her foot along Belle’s calf. 
 
    They massaged each other, and brought each other to orgasm, in a storm of soap bubbles. Then they just laid in the hot water, cradling each other, drunk on sex and stunned in their post-coital haze. 
 
    From the bedroom, the brunette, that had turned out to be called P.H., squealed as the Beast plowed her. 
 
    Aurora fell asleep, and stared gently sliding into the water. 
 
    Belle chuckled, and pulled her up, circling her chest with her arm. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    “Are you happy?” the Beast asked Belle later, while they hugged each other on the bed, P.H. and Aurora asleep at their sides. 
 
    “Yes,” Belle said. 
 
    The beast lit a cigar and handed it to her. 
 
    Belle smiled brightly and sucked a big mouthful of smoke. 
 
    “But?” the Beast said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    His laugh rumbled through his chest. Belle’s nipples stiffened. She loved to hold on onto his big frame, feel the muscle ripple under the soft fur, and his breath filling his chest like a great bellow. 
 
    “There was something,” he said, “in the way you said yes, that seemed to me to imply a but.” 
 
    She chuckled and stretched, rubbing her bare leg against the fur-wrapped muscles of his thigh. 
 
    “There is something,” she said, softly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She hummed, cuddling closer. “Something crazy,” she said. 
 
    Again he laughed. “What?” 
 
    “Something I really really want,” she said. She pressed her tits against his chest, and stretched a hand to massage the root of his horn. He purred like a big cat. 
 
    “What?” he asked, more urgently. 
 
    His big hand closed on her buttock, and he pulled her closer still. 
 
    “Something that would make me really really happy,” she said, in a little girl voice. 
 
    “Speak,” he hummed, “and I will give it to you.” 
 
    She teased his nipples- “I’m not sure you can.” 
 
    “Speak!” he snapped, angrily. 
 
    “Well,” she cooed in his ear, “since you insist—I want to be like you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    Belle woke up groggily. 
 
    Her head pounded and her pussy was on fire. She smiled to herself. That was rather normal. 
 
    She stretched her arms over her head and she walked to the bathroom. 
 
    The Beast had taken Aurora and P.H. wherever he had found them. She ran a hot shower and she stepped under the jet. Her belly rumbled. She was hungry. 
 
    She dried herself up and she checked herself out in the mirror. “Well, fuck,” she said, with a huge grin. 
 
    She caressed gently the thick bush of coppery curls between her legs, and then followed the line of fur that connected her crotch with her navel. She turned slightly. Her hair had grown in length and volume, and now there was a line of hair that ran down her back, along the spine, to her crack. 
 
    She shook her hair, and she pulled at her nipples. Were her boobs larger. She hefted and squeezed them. They certainly felt heavier. But her shoulders were also wider, and her abs under the coppery fur were more sculpted than they  had ever been. 
 
    Her belly rumbled again. 
 
    Without bothering with clothes, she went down to the dining hall, where she found a large steak and a keg of beer waiting for her. She wolfed the meat down, the juice trickling down on bosom. She stretched her tongue out and licked it off. 
 
    This, too, was novel. 
 
    She pulled her tongue. It reached down to her chest, and she was able to wrap the thin, raspy tip around her nipples. She shuddered in pleasure. 
 
    But then, hadn’t the Beast said he would give her whatever she asked? 
 
    She flexed her hands. The fingers were longer, and muscles rippled on her forearms that  had not been there before. She looked at her fingernails, long and thick and dark, sharp like razors. There were tufts of long coppery hair on her forearms and when she straightened her back and pumped her biceps, she noticed a thick layer of hair covering her shoulders, like a cape. 
 
    She licked the plate clean, and then she sprung up. Her toe-nails clicked on the floor as she walked along the corridor and up the stairs.  
 
    The mirror revealed more changes. The fur was thicker, now both her body and her hair showing black streaks, like a tiger’s. She was certainly more muscular, and more long-limbed. She ran her hands along her ribs and up her chest and was surprised feeling two more set of nipples stiffen under her palms. 
 
    She crossed her hands behind her head, and stretched her torso, and she could see, through the fur, four extra tits, little more than A-size, in the shadow of her DD rack. 
 
    Her face was also changing. Stronger jaw, more massive teeth, the eye-teeth long and sharp. She pulled out her tongue, and licked her lips, her chin, the side of her face, up to the eyebrow. 
 
    It was her desire, just like she had imagined it. 
 
    She felt a bursting surge of energy. 
 
    She needed to run. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    The snow felt good beneath her feet as Belle ran through the park. She took long strides as she dodged the bare trees, and then sometimes she fell on all four, speeding through the undergrowth. She could pick up the smell of water from the nearby creek, and the tang of the sap of a tree that the cold had cracked. She followed for a few hundred yards the scent of a wild rabbit, and then she picked up something a lot stronger and more powerful. She crouched on top of a stone, sniffing the air, her tail wrapped around a leg. 
 
    She had never felt so free, or so powerful.  
 
    She still wasn’t able to identify whatever had left that strong spur, but she decided to follow it. She jumped from her perch and she followed the wind, silent like a shadow, powerful legs pumping, her muscular hands opening and closing with each stride. 
 
    Then she stopped, a murder of crows raising in the air as she approached. Smart crows, friendly crows. But she was not here for them. She squinted through the bare branches at the long legged animal walking carefully in the clearing before her. A fawn, its steps still missing the elegance of a full-grown deer. She observed it from her hideaway. The large head, the big melancholy eyes. 
 
    She felt excited. Not like when she was sex-mad, but another kind of lust causing her heart to pump harder. She kept herself upwind and she followed her prey for a few hundred yards more. 
 
    Her prey. 
 
    It was so good, so thrilling. 
 
    She sprang with a roar, and landed on the fawn’s back. As yet inexperienced, she failed to sink her teeth in the animal’s throat, and it kicked and bucked and dislodged her. It bolted, zigzagging between the trees, and she followed suit, her heart singing, all of her senses focused on the chase. 
 
    She caught it again, this time using her hands to rack its side and grasp it, and finally opening her mouth wide, teeth glistening in the morning light. The fawn let out a cry, and she sunk her teeth in its neck, blood gushing, hot, in her mouth. The fawn collapsed, long legs kicking. She growled, and used her powerful arms to break its neck. 
 
    Her first prey. 
 
    She felt elated, as she proceeded to rip it apart with her talons. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

   
 
      
 
      
 
    She cleaned herself of the blood, afterwards. Rolling in the snow, until her fur was wet and clean. She still felt the taste of the fawn’s heart in her mouth. 
 
    Belle was now complete, whole, perfect. 
 
    She stretched her arms and threw back her head and let out a long, tearing howl, that echoed in the stillness of the park. 
 
    A similar sound, but deeper, answered her call from the direction of the house. 
 
    The Beast was home, she thought, and her heart jumped in her chest. A new lust filled her with anticipation, as she ran towards the house. 
 
    Towards her mate. 
 
    She wondered what fucking in the snow would feel like.  
 
   


  
 

 About Tamara Vincent 
 
      
 
      
 
    The thoroughly corrupt product of a strict Catholic education, Tamara Vincent (not her real name) discovered at an early age the twin passions for horror and erotica, by reading H.P. Lovecraft and Anais Nin back to back. 
 
    After long years spent slaving as an accountant, she finally landed the perfect job for a smoking fetishist, and currently works at a tobacconist’s with her girlfriend. 
 
    Writing naughty and creepy stories is her way to escape a dull day job, and pay for her (many) vices. 
 
      
 
    If you like to read more or be kept up to date about Tamara wicked plans she holds a naughty blog at http://tamvin.blogspot.com/ 
 
   


  
 

 Would you like more Twisted Fantasies? 
 
      
 
    Check out  
 
      
 
    Cinder 
 
      
 
    Cinderella would love to go to the Prince's ball, but her evil stepmother sequestered her at home. 
 
    But if you cherish your dreams, you will find a way. 
 
    And help is coming for Cinderella. Help that will change her looks and her outlook, turning her world around. 
 
    And the Prince's ball will only be the beginning. 
 
      
 
    Cinder is the first in a series of revised and corrected, naughty and corrupted fairy tales. 
 
   


  
 

 Want more sexy transformations and naughtiness? 
 
    Check out the long-lost first book of the Prism: 
 
      
 
    Refractions: Beginnings 
 
      
 
    "Quantum shifter. 
 
    Explore the possibilities. 
 
    Each decision we make sets us on a path towards the future. But what of the decision we did not take? 
 
    Are they dead and buried, or are they, each one of them, the starting point of another universe, one in which we followed a different path, creating a new universe, a new version of ourselves, a different life. 
 
    By quantically shifting the landscape brane of your local reality, Doctor Jaspers’ Quantum Shifter lets you experience the alternatives, opening up for you infinite universes of the self.  
 
    Using photon-activated, neutrino-enhanced crystal lattice energy, the singularity at the core of the quantum shifter is your key to the Multiverse." 
 
      
 
    Emily is just about to turn that key... 
 
   


  
 

 Want some more? 
 
      
 
    Turkish Delight 
 
    a naughty story 
 
    by Tamara Vincent’s 
 
      
 
    A naughty story with a smoking fetish.  
 
    What's happened to Tina, during her long vacation in Turkey?   
 
    Jill no longer recognizes her friend. Once an uptight professional, Tina smokes, sleeps around, is cheerfully slutty and happily bisexual.  
 
    Thrown out of her house by her mother, Tina crashes on Jill's couch. Now there are some changes ahead, in Jill's daily routine.  
 
   


  
 

 Turkish Delight 2 
 
    another naughty story 
 
    by Tamara Vincent 
 
      
 
      
 
    A forty-something single mother, Josephine's shattered when her daughter Tina starts acting like a full-fledged slut. 
But discovering what got into Tina might spell a lot of changes for Josephine too.  
 
    And she's going to love each one of them.  
 
   


  
 

 Or maybe you would something fast and fun?
Why not try one of... 
 
      
 
    Tamara Vincent’s Quickies 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Idol 
 
      
 
      
 
    A mysterious black idol found at a garage sale is about to turn Martha's life upside down. 
 
    And she's going to enjoy every moment. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Return of the Idol 
 
      
 
    Lara and Christine don't see eye to eye.
Can Maddie and Maggie help Lara and make Chris change her perspective?
After all, that's what friends are for... 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





