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For my darling, if ever there was a creature who deserved to be thrown to the coyotes, it’s you.

For the bunker, for making this smutterfly come out of her cocoon.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Before we begin...
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Please be advised that this a very high spice novella, depicting bondage and a mix of rough and soft female domination and male submission throughout. Everything is enthusiastically enjoyed and there is a focus on play, laughter, goading, and praise, rather than humiliation or pain. (This isn’t a judgement of that dynamic, just information for reader choice!) Minimal negotiation is seen on the page, as the story depicts a long-established couple with a lot of understanding of each other’s limits and joys. But there is scene management and a safe word, which is shown being used and respected. There is also occasional reference to a shooting gallery, and the use of a toy gun at the close of Chapter 6. Food and alcohol play a large part of the atmosphere, but there is no heavy drunkenness, and sex is explicitly sober. 

Hope you enjoy!
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Chapter 1. Boy Howdy

––––––––
[image: ]


“You’re lucky I’m a big boy who doesn't get car sick,” Cody grumbled as the pick-up truck scraped to a halt along what sounded like gravel. He'd been blindfolded for not only the entire journey way out of town, but the lead up to it too, ambling around the kitchen, his long horns catching on things as Belle took her typical own sweet time to get ready.

“Quit whining, you adorable baby.” Belle hopped out of the driver’s seat to the ethereal tinkling sound of her gossamer fae wings. She walked around the truck and began to haul her lump of dizzy boyfriend out.

His heavy hooves crunched onto a dirt track, cool night air pricking his cheeks and stealing under his flannel shirt. He steadied himself, then spoke sternly to a direction Belle was not in. “Look, Duchess, I know I can be hard to live with, but you could also not, on my literal birthday, take me out into the sticks, murder me, and leave me dead in a ditch. That feels like an over-reaction to whatever my latest crime was.”

She hooked her arm into his. “I mean, maybe. But would it be an over-reaction to your accumulated crimes?”

“Damn, you got me there.”

She started to guide him in a clumsy walk along a track. He stumbled, and she caught him by his thick bicep, giggling with a greedy squeeze that made him laugh brashly, “Stop feeling me up while I’m vulnerable!” She snickered like a little imp and tweaked the woolly tail swishing from the hole in his jeans.

Cody relaxed into letting Belle steer him, as always. They’d only been together a few years, but no one could really remember them as anything but a couple. Cody had left town right out of high school – seeking his fortune, maybe, sowing wild oats, maybe. It was a minotaur custom, to find your way into and out of your own labyrinth; get lost, be challenged, overcome, and define your prize. 

But whatever the intention was, it had turned into drifting. He got lost, sure, but that was as far as he had fulfilled the tradition. He came back to the herd with his head hung low, only to find someone was new in town. Everything that hadn’t clicked on his travels slipped into place with one swing of Belle’s hips. She became the bright red thread leading him to his centre, and the mission of his life. If there was one thing Cody could call his prize, it was making his duchess smile.

Belle’s warm hands moulded him like dough, even when all they were doing was walking. Cody lumbered beside her, his hefty bulk hauled by steadily built muscle. Her feet didn’t make a sound, toes just skimming the road as her wings whirred under the breeze. He loved listening to the contrast, her grace and lightness against his solid weight. It made it even more exciting when she tussled with him – he got to tease out all her surprise strength. 

The cold air smelled of wheat and soil, rich and fresh and appetising. The further they walked, those scents melted into sweet vegetables, hay, and sugar. Floorboards creaked under his hooves. He raised an eyebrow behind the blindfold, his large, champagne flute ears pricking. 

“Where are we?” 

Belle’s arm left his. When the blindfold whipped away, his jaw dropped.

He was standing in the entrance of a barn. The wide space glowed with clementine light from huge space heaters in the corners. Bountiful harvest decked the rafters; engorged pumpkins gleaming like melting wax, bundles of corn like pure spun gold, squashes and gourds overflowing like bubbles blown through a misshapen loop, all wound along spiralling vines ruffled with green leaves. Bottles of fizzing cider gushed a sticky tang into the air, brown glass glimmering like lanterns. Cosy, delicious warmth enveloped the whole space in a welcoming shelter from the crisp night. Tables groaned under pies and cakes, fresh baked and steaming. 

Between the tables, it looked as if Belle had held up a carnival and robbed it for all she could get in a van. A popcorn machine drummed tinnily, a shooting gallery clunked with black-hatted bandits in painted rows, a high striker flashed with buzzing bulbs. In the corner, a wagon had been converted into a bar. 

A group of sirens in patched denim was getting settled on a platform in the back, tall, yellow-eyed women with hawk wings and the power to enchant through music. They were outfitted with a fiddle, banjo, and steel guitar among other country instruments. A wide, fenced ring took up the middle of the barn, with some kind of contraption at its centre – a broad, padded board raised off the ground by a set of thick springs and crooked, bolted, metal arms.

Cody didn’t really fully register any of this. Because all around the fenced ring, crowding the room with a blaze of smiles and rhinestones, was a vast horde of fae women and femmes.

“SURPRISE!”

They threw their arms up in the air, fringed jackets shaking and boots kicking up. Cody stared at them. Each and every one wore a glam, glitzy cowgirl outfit. Leather shone in liquorice colours, silver studs winked in invitation. Sparkle danced from dozens of translucent wings and lingered in the air, lighting the barn like a dream.

His lips slowly curled into a smile. He tilted to Belle at his side. “Aaaw, Babe, you got me... every stripper in the county?”

She scoffed. “They’re not strippers, Sweetie, they’re my friends.”

“So, they are strippers, just here for free.”

“I know all sorts of ladies.”

He grinned wider, eyes still roving around the giggling, glistening girls. He waved bemusedly. They blew him kisses. Heart bubbles floated from their glossy lips and popped in the shimmer of fairy lights.

Belle sashayed forward to stand with her statuesque pride in the frame of gathered cowgirls. She was as gorgeous as the day he had first seen her crossing the street. Her deadly strut had been a little too literal, when he almost got hit by a bus trying to talk to her. Tall, curvy, and broad-shouldered, she cut the kind of intimidating figure that made paths open for her in crowds. 

But there was a disarming sweetness to her face – a beauty mark on the soft sculpt of her cheekbone, a little quirk to her tanned nose, a Cupid-bow upper lip that made her look as if she was sucking candy. Her startling eyes were potion-pink, fizzing tonight with one of her schemes. She was in costume too, daring lipstick-red. Cody wet his lip – flag to a bull. 

He took in her leather mini skirt with a fringed belt that accentuated her heavy, rhythmic hips, and her red jacket stitched with piercingly bright rhinestones. Her red hat had a huge, heart-shaped buckle on it. She wore it at a tilt over her cascade of untamed hair tumbling chocolate-brown into autumn-berry. Her red boots shone like peppermint sticks.

He smiled at her with a crinkle across the bridge of his nose. “Mazes, you’re the cutest thing in the universe.” She poked her tongue between her teeth and unhooked the button closing her jacket. It slid open to show naked cleavage and a chubby belly. She cocked her knee to flash him the inside of her thigh, eyes glittering like a fortune of silver dollars. His knees buckled. “Uuuuhh... Yes. Whatever’s happening. Yes.”

Whistles and catcalls danced over to him from the crowd.

“Happy Birthday, Big Man!”

“Hope you’re hungry, you varmint!”

“BELLE, TAKE OFF HIS SHIRT!”

He glanced towards the burst of laughter. “But, also, what is happening?”

Belle broke into an effervescent grin. “It’s a rodeo party!”

Cody’s knees went weaker. “A... ro...” He blinked and cleared his throat. “Hang on, what? How’s that gonna work, where’s the bull?”

She wriggled her shoulders, rose-petal wings fluttering behind her. She tapped a jewelled fingernail on his horn. “Right here.”

He frowned. Then... “WHAT?”

“You game?” 

“Do I have a choice?”

“Would you like a choice?”

He looked over the dented peak of her hat to the jostling, whistling herd of fae beauties escaped from the corral. “Absolutely not, I’m good.”

She giggled with a zing of wickedness and delicately undid a few buttons of his shirt. Her sharp fingernails pricked his chest. “Then you are gonna get strapped down and you are gonna go buck wild for every girl who wants a ride,” she bobbed off the floor, hooked his horn, and tugged him down to murmur into his ear, “my big, burly bull.”

Heat sneaked down Cody’s body from the tease of her lips by his jaw. His blood simmered, the hairs on his arms raised, everything in him readying for the challenge and clinging to her praise. 
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