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In Bloom

The sun had just broken over the horizon in an explosion of yellow and orange hues. It was a little chilly, but the streams of sunlight reaching past the trees created pockets of warmth against the grassy hill. A man stood under one of these patches of sunlight, shielding his eyes from the sun. With a small gruff, the man pulled his cloak a little further over his head as he continued walking along the trees. The man’s name was Cyril. He lived on a hill on the edge of the forest in a small cottage, secluded from the rest of Vrocuria and he was out this morning with his wheelbarrow to harvest some food for home. A large, muscular man with a quiet disposition, he was not someone who liked to command attention, but it was something he often could not control. He preferred the comforts of home and the company of few, namely Zain and his other dear friend, Nisrine. Mixing with anyone else could prove to be troublesome and trouble was something Cyril intended to avoid. In another life, he used to live in downtown Vrocuria in the middle of the hustle and bustle of the city. A craftsman by trade, he was highly deft with stone, wood, and marble and carved some of the finest pieces in the city and was highly sought after for his incredible works. Given his quiet nature, he sometimes had difficulty securing his larger contracts and proper compensation which his friend, Zain, graciously would help with whenever he had the chance. 

“We must help you bloom, my friend” is what he often said. 

Cyril continued his walk down the hill, scanning the ground for anything to harvest. Here and there, he stumbled upon a wild herb or root vegetable which he collected and placed in his wheelbarrow. He mulled over how long he would spend foraging before it was time to go back and feed his chickens. Cyril was certain his confidence was lacking, but it is such a tricky thing to practice. The women who would come in for requests happened to be the most difficult. Both single and married women made advances at him and frequently asked him to out on dates. He always said no, but they could not be deterred, which often made work exhausting. Occasionally, customers would put in requests for strange purchases such as smooth, phallic shaped objects or small male figurines with broad chests, strong arms, and thick, lengthy trunks down below. Cyril never inquired about the reasons behind these explicit designs and instead fulfilled orders honestly like he would any other. Whenever he asked for specifications regarding the size of these objects and the amount of detail desired to make the item, the only suggestion provided was that he could use his own measurements as reference. He took several orders before formally prohibiting these types of requests after Nisrine and Zain laughed from witnessing a transaction in real time. 

Cyril would sometimes find himself in situations that were more complicated to maneuver. Once he received a contract from the palace to construct a series of ornate, marble statues depicting Vrocuria’s champions over the last century. In preparation, he requested support from Zain and Nisrine and, along with the palace’s purse, gathered all the materials and tools he would need for the project over the course of six months. On the day of, he arrived for a tour to see the space for the statues. It was a large stone atrium lined with columns, and each statue would sit between each column. Cyril’s tour guide left him alone for a couple of hours to determine the dimensions and details for how best to use the space when a group of women dressed in flowy, silky garments walked into the room. Cyril spun around at the sound of their footsteps and gave them a deep bow. He was not sure who they were, but given the way they dressed, it was apparent they were high-born members of the palace and belonged to a much higher social stratosphere than him. When he stood back up, the women stared at him with light blushes on their faces, curtsied in return, and then proceeded to giggle amongst each other. Cyril fiddled with the hem of his sleeve for a moment and awkwardly returned to his work. The ladies whispered to each other and Cyril felt heat rising in his cheeks as he tried to ignore them. He scratched numbers down along with personal notes on a pad of paper and after a few uninterrupted minutes, he felt a tap on his shoulder. He looked behind him and saw one of the ladies from the group smiling up at him. He replied with a small, nervous smile of his own. She placed a hand on his arm and gently pulled him to follow her. Cyril stumbled forward ever so slightly. He gestured back towards the columns and replied that he needed to stay. Another lady from the group flitted over and looped her arm in his and guided him away from his work. Cyril reluctantly followed.

The women took him to a pavilion on the palace grounds surrounded by lush greenery and perfumy flowers. Cyril sat statuesque among the group as he refused drinks, fruit, and pastries offered to him. The ladies surrounded him with two sitting on either side of him and two more sitting behind him. One brushed his hair to prepare for a braid while the other inspected his arms and his hands, stunned by the size of his extremities. The two behind him continued to offer him things to eat. Cyril, however, was biding his time to find the right opportunity to excuse himself and leave. Another lady walked towards them from the shrubbery-lined pathway. As she got closer, Cyril could make out the fullness of her chest through her silky, flowy dress. Her nipples poked teasingly through the fabric, bobbing with her every step. Cyril looked away, his face flushed and full of shame for staring impolitely. He attempted to get up, but the hands of the women behind him kept him seated. As the lady approached, she smiled coyly at Cyril and kneeled in front of him. Cyril’s blush deepened as the two women sitting on both sides of him leaned in to leave kisses along his jaw and neck while they ran their hands across his broad chest, torso, and legs. The two women behind him leaned in to whisper sweetly in his ears while massaging his shoulders. All the sensations on his body along with the lady kneeling in front of him pushing his legs open, he could feel that he was already semi-hard. Out of politeness, he stayed put even though he’d rather be back at work, but once the kneeling woman reached for the buttons on his trousers, he stood up suddenly, throwing all the ladies off balance. They stared at him in surprise and before anyone could say another word, he excused himself with several pleasantries and bows and swiftly left the palace for the day. It took him a full week to reveal the details of that day to Zain and Nisrine, but they knew something had happened considering his reddened cheeks and ears throughout that entire time. He finished the project with great celerity and a month ahead of schedule making a few, short visits to the palace throughout the
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