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These short stories are intended for an adult audience only and contain themes such as sex, violence, abuse, and strong language. 

These stories are meant to be read alone or as part of a series. These short stories are based on the fictional romantic and sexual experiences of a series of fictional characters. Each book will feature one main character and the story will be told from their point of view. The covers of these short stories are designed with modesty in mind for the privacy of the reader. Though these short stories are intended to be erotic, they also will contain storylines, relationships, hardships, and romance, and they will range between 2,000 and 15,000 words per story. They can be read alone, books can be skipped, or they can be read as a series. 

As more short stories are released in the series, a guide will be posted online including a character map and story tags for each short story to help the reader determine if each is right for them, as these stories will include a broad range of sexual fantasies, fetishes, and sexualities. 
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I can’t bring myself to knock. It’s been nearly a full year since I last stood here. It was the day that I broke up with an asshole named Mason Witter, and I subsequently drove off to another province in a moment of pure panic with only the clothes on my back. 

The reason I panicked and made such a rash decision without any planning was because I’d just come home early from work and glimpsed my fiancé Mason lying completely naked in bed with a man. That’s right, the fiancé I had no clue was even attracted to men in the first place was sprawled out in bed with one. It wasn’t like we were about to tie the knot in three weeks or anything. 

Perhaps I was partially in the wrong in that I should’ve reached out to talk to him instead of fleeing from his life completely without explanation. Okay, and perhaps I was also in the wrong the next day when I sent him an envelope filled with loose glitter and a note reading, “go fuck yourself” without a return address written upon it. I sure hope the asshole received it and is still finding the remains of the glitter to this day. 

As for why I am standing here now directly in front of of his door, my fist raised in a knocking gesture five inches from said door, well, I forgot something when I left so abruptly, something very, very important that until two minutes ago when I pulled up in front of the house, I thought I’d finally gained the courage to come fetch—my fat cat Morris. That’s right, I’m risking my sanity, patience, confidence, and dignity just to get my damn cat back from my ex-fiancé a year following our breakup. I must be psychotic. 

I imagine the door swinging open, that dick Mason staring back at me, and the first thing that comes to mind is the last time I saw him. I begin seeing red as I’m again taken back to the shocking scene I witnessed a year ago. I’d been standing in the entryway hanging up my keys on the small hook by the door, about to call for him to let him know I was home early when I glimpsed movement in the bedroom, and my gaze landed on... 

I swallow harshly and bite the bullet, my anger fueling me as I knock erratically six times in a row, clearly taking my rage out on the innocent door. I guess it’s better than taking it out on his face and getting an assault or battery charge. 

The grey front door swings open almost immediately, saving me from the anxiety of having to wait in suspense for an answer after knocking. Only the person who stands in front of me in the open doorway is not Mason Witter, but instead his best friend Levi King. 

“Emma?” he asks, squinting as if he can’t trust his vision, acting as if he’s seeing a ghost and not a living, breathing human being. 

I swallow hard, gathering my courage and continue to hold a stern expression. “Hey, Levi. Where is Mason? I need to speak to him please.” I mentally pat myself on the back for maintaining my wit and harsh tone. 

Levi runs his hand through his blonde hair, almost appearing nervous. “Uh, well, he is actually no longer living here, Em. I took over the lease a couple of months ago because he...” he trails off, an odd expression washing over his features. 

I stand strongly, proudly and wait semi-patiently for him to finish. 

Levi shuts his mouth, his lips pursing into a thin line. He seems to internally say ‘fuck it’ after a moment as he takes a deep breath and quickly rattles out, “Well, Mason actually moved in with his boyfriend, Em.” His expression is wary, likely because he’s not entirely sure just how I’ll react to this news.  

His expression turns out to be justified. I can’t halt the gasp that flies from my mouth. I’m over Mason. Well, I think I am anyhow, but I came here for a reason. “He took Morris to live with his boyfriend?” I ask to clarify, my heart feeling as though it has frozen over in my chest. 

Okay, so maybe I should’ve taken Morris when I originally left, and in a way, this is sort of my fault, but I was trying to sneak out before Mason noticed me, and at the time I hadn’t even decided what I was going to do for sure yet, so it just wasn't on my mind, and keep in mind, I didn’t even bring a bag of my stuff, not even a set of pajamas. 

As for why I didn’t return for him over the last year... Well, not only could I barely afford to support myself and completely start over after leaving Mason so abruptly, but I was working so much that I wouldn't have had enough time for Morris for it to be fair to have taken him. At least that’s what I told myself. In all reality, I know I just couldn’t bear to face Mason after seeing what I saw that day. I needed to process it in my own time.  

Levi visibly winces and shakes his head back and forth slowly. “Actually, no, Brant’s place isn’t pet friendly, so I offered to keep him. You know, Morris and I have always gotten along alright. I don’t really mind cats.”

Relief wells in my chest, only to fade rapidly a second later. What if Levi’s gone and gotten attached to Morris and won’t let me take him back? Mason hated cats and I had no doubt he’d hand him over when I could manage to care for him down the road, but this... I wasn’t prepared for this outcome. As my mind is racing into panic mode, a long-haired, chubby, brown feline waddles up to the front door to see what all the commotion is about. 

I gasp in excitement and lean down, stroking his soft head. “Morris! Oh my god!” I immediately pick him up and plant a kiss on his little forehead. He licks his lips contently and stares up at me accusingly, or so I imagine. “I know you probably hate me for leaving you with that asshole, but I had to,” I explain to the not-so-petite kitty cat. 

Levi doesn’t seem even remotely weirded out by my one-sided conversation with the cat. Instead, he swings the door open wider and takes a step back. “Want to come in for a drink?”

I don’t hesitate, wanting to please Levi so he will be more likely to let me take Morris back home with me. “Maybe one,” I agree. “It was a long flight.”

Levi’s eyes widen and his thick blonde brows pull together. “Flight? You don’t live around here anymore?”

I snort out a laugh. “Definitely not. I hopped on a plane with what money I had in my chequing account and flew across the country to Toronto.”

Levi’s brows pull back apart and shoot up towards the ceiling. “Toronto?! Seriously? Mason said you were living just north of the city.”

I groan and roll my eyes dramatically
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