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His eyes were the softest hazel. They always reminded me of sunshine and warm autumn days, when the leaves change from green to orange, then to brown. It was autumn when we got married. Autumn holds a kind of magic that humans take for granted ... or maybe the magic was his. I guess if I had never known any better, I would not be missing him now, with an ache that kills me every day, over and over again....

The day you get married is supposed to be the happiest day of your life. Dreams are made of such things. But I forgot. I could blame the witch if I wanted to – in fact, I did, for quite a while after – but the fault can only lie with me. Being with him made me so happy – so very, very happy – that I chose to forget. I chose amnesia. If I had had any foresight into how my flippant choice would ruin him, I would have saved him the heartbreak. I would have forfeited my knowing him, my own selfishness, lived forever in the pain of unfulfillment, if it meant he could be spared.... 
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An Adult Retelling of The Little Mermaid

* * *
[image: ]


"I do," I utter, trying hard to keep the tremble out of my voice, locking my eyes with his and using that earthly gaze as my lifeline. I swear, that sometimes, his eyes are solely responsible for keeping me upright, as if they save me again and again – what from, I couldn't tell you.

He slips the gold band onto my finger. The etching on the inside of the ring matches the one on his own and reads, Simon and Aria. It glides on as if it were made only for me. Like Cinderella's slipper, I muse to myself. I look at my prince.

"I now pronounce you, man and wife."

He beams at me. Those beautiful eyes that remind me of forests and woods, crinkle at the corners, and he leans in without hesitation, his lips scooping mine up in a kiss that always seems like the first one.

How can I be this lucky?

A giggle erupts from my throat.

"Now the fun begins," he whispers in my ear.

My giggle grows louder and I feel like a school girl – what on earth am I doing getting married? I can barely take life seriously.

The congregation stands and applauds. The schoolgirl within me blushes and all at once turns into a queen.

It's perfect. The day is perfect, despite the thunderstorm battering against the old stained-glass windows. Storms unnerve me. I've always hated them. I used to have dreams – still do, in fact – of giant waves of some ferocious sea, tossing my broken body about as I try to escape, like a killer whale playing with a seal cub. I never do escape – until I wake up, that is – how does one escape from miles and miles of nothing but ocean?

He grasps my hand as we walk down the aisle, his warm palm, the only thing keeping me from legging it out of the church and running through the trees of the small wood that embraces the holy sanctuary. Even the thought of the storm wouldn't keep me from running today. I'm free. That's how I feel – utterly free.

He tugs at my hand as if he knows what I'm thinking. I suspect he does. He loves the wild child in me, he once told me. He loves the way I see the world through new eyes every day, the way I want to explore everything.

We walk out of the old doors, and a bolt of lightning announces our departure from the church. It's so loud, I unwittingly look up and swear I see furious eyes in the sky, made blurry by the pelting rain. I shiver. I'm not superstitious, but I've always felt as if I am a part of nature, like a dryad or nymph, or some similar creature you're told about in fairy tales as a child. I have always thought that nature is something to be respected and nurtured, and I can't help feeling that some part of the planet is angry with me, although I can't hazard a guess at why that would be.

I grip his hand tighter, and he turns to smile at me, his face nothing but reassurance and love. The storm fades just a little.

He winks at me. "We'll be out of here soon, Aria. And don't worry about your dress – you look even more beautiful wet than you do with the sun in your hair."

His voice is low, his words loaded with hidden meaning, and I can't help the heat that creeps up my spine. The rain suddenly feels like a hot shower. Strange how the feel of rain on my skin should be so stimulating, when thunderstorms engender such a negative reaction from me.... Or maybe, I reason, it's the man holding my heart that causes the stimulation.

'Til death do us part....

The words wrap around my mind like soft, silk binds, and I cherish the imagery. Eternity can only be with this man – there will never be another who knows me so well.

"Simon...."

Reading my mind, he looks at his watch. "It's only just midday. No one's expecting to see us at the reception lunch for at least two hours." A wicked gleam flashes in his eyes in synchronicity with another flash from the sky. He brings his voice down a notch. "I want you so bad right now."

I gulp, suddenly aware of exactly how my body feels. Visions of us, writhing on the grass, in the rain, in our bridalwear, has me breaking out in a sweat underneath the white satin lining of my gown. Oh, god.

I want you too.

My eyes say what my tied up tongue cannot, and he sees it. He always sees me.

The photographer takes too long. Does he have to be so picky about every little thing? At his instruction, our family and friends take it in turns to race the few yards to the gazebo where we stand. Everyone else waits patiently in the church's porch entrance, the small roof ledge doing little to shield them from the rain when the wind decides to blow in their direction.

After what seems an aeon, the photographs are finished and the guests leave, relief evident on their cold, smarting faces. I should be shivering, but I don't feel cold, only hot with a growing need I cannot pacify.

We wave our au revoirs. Then there is no one left standing behind the church but us.

One hand encircles my waist from behind and a soft, warm kiss trails the rain down my neck. Something between a sigh and a moan escapes me ... "I need you...."

"Come on." Urgency colours my husband's voice. He leads me away from the church and we run towards the edge of the woods, the thin, autumn canopy offering a little cover from the rain, the rain itself, falling so hard it becomes our shelter from prying eyes.

I wonder if the happiness I feel is evident in my face. "We're both soaking wet – what are we going do?" I ask, my words light with laughter.

"Walk into the reception bare feet and wearing nature like a cloak." He grins. "It's our wedding day – we can do anything we damn well want."

Lips, hard yet soft, meet mine; a hand fists my golden hair, still miraculously held up by spray and clips. No more. His pull at the already sodden strands sees to that, and I couldn't care less. "Strip me," I say, before I can even think it.

He stands back an inch, and looks at me in amusement. "How, exactly?"

I look down at the intricate buttons and loops on the bodice of my dress, then recall that there are even more ties that go around the back – I can't even remember how I got into the thing. "Oh," I say, not meaning to sound as disappointed as I feel.

He laughs out loud, no doubt at the expression on my face, then he's kissing my neck again, and hands are hauling up the hem of my dress. "The great thing about dresses," he mumbles against my skin, "is the easy access to the most important places."

His mouth finds my own as his hand finds a very important place indeed. He rubs against me through my white tights, and I curse that I put them on.

A little sigh leaves his lips. "You're so hot down here – are you wet for me, my little nymph?"

Hot? I'm burning ... I want him against me ... now.

"Off," I say, and I hope he understands the command because I am incapable of coherency.

He does. His hands race up in an attempt to find where the tights end, or start ... "How the fuck...?"

"Oh, shit," I moan. I remember that the corset of my bodice is low and completely encasing the top of the tights which come up high at the waist. Frustration washes over me and is audible in the next word I utter.... "Rip."

Without hesitation, he digs his fingers into the sheer nylon and pulls, stretches ... and, god help me, my love for him swells. How lucky I am to have another who can give in to the moment without question.

Something rips, then rips some more; materials shift. Cool air caresses me between my legs, followed by fingers, long and sure. This time, my moan is one of bliss.

"Aria...." His voice carries a need he rarely lets anyone hear or see. He traces my slick folds, and I think I must be melting under his touch ... then he's pushing his way into me.

Yes! Fill me!

There are little flames lighting his eyes, matching the fire I feel within me as he strokes my insides, brushes my clit with the pad of a thumb, and it's pure ecstasy ... but, damn it, it's not enough!

"You...." I manage to stutter between whimpers at the pleasure he knows how to build in me. "I need to feel you...."

"Then you shall have me," he whispers in my ear with a guttural hoarseness that almost brings me to a climax right here and now. 

With the arm he has circled around my waist, he tugs upwards. I take the hint and jump up, piggy-backing him from the front with my small form, my ankles locking together against his backside. His fingers push deeper into me at the sudden change of position, and the sound that leaves my throat is both loud and desperate.

Then we are falling – him onto his knees, me onto him. He leans backwards, and suddenly I am straddling him and he sits on the wet grass. Inside me, he grazes against that sweetest of spots, and I cannot help but rock against him ... but I need more....

My fingers, surprisingly nimble in spite of the cold and the rain, undo his belt from its metal clasp. A button is popped, a zip is released.

My husband groans as I take him in my hand, all hard and scorching hot and wet at the tip. I lick my lips, feeling devious, despite my own body's yearning.

Oh, yes....

Shuffling down just enough, I take him in my mouth; heat and salt. The ocean roars in my ears and a memory ruffles against the edges of my mind, but I'm too far gone to probe further into it, and so is he, judging by the rumbling in
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