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Chapter One 



Various brushes, combs and creams had been scattered around the countertop. The air conditioner was on full blast, puckering her nipples. Sitting naked at her table in the bathroom, Katalin smiled. Carefully, she dragged a hairbrush through soft, silken strands of auburn hair until she’d run the brush down the full length of her waist-long curls. She knew her lover enjoyed watching her brush her hair, her ample ass shifting from side to side with each stroke. 

If he was there, he’d be licking his lips and stroking his thick cock. She could envision him standing behind her in the mirror, strands of blond hair covering eyes that burrowed into her soul and saw the desperation for the one thing she begged of him, needed from him. 

The one thing she’d wanted was to belong to him, collar and cuffs—meaning she’d be his submissive, his only sweet pet. She would have a Prince like the faery tales. Only he’d be kinky. And Hungarian. There was something about the race that called to her, probably the gypsy aspect. 

Young as she was, she could tame the beast inside him. 

Tickets lay to her right on the countertop. She looked at them and smiled, deciding she would show up looking like darkness in light, dressed in a flowing gothic skirt with her hair cascading down her shoulders, saunter over to her Prince and unzip his pants in the middle of the airport, pull out his cock and suck him down quickly. 

She laughed and felt beads of wetness form at her centre. 

Deciding she could take a few minutes of personal time, she stood, letting her hair fall over the curve of her ass. Trimmed curls fluttered over her bare skin, tickling her as she walked to the bed. She lay on her stomach, hair spreading out over her body. Fingers slid beneath her body, one hand cupping her breast. She toyed with the nipple as drops of moisture coated her inner lips. A hand slid between her thighs, fingers touching, rubbing the delicate nub. 
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She wished Stefan was here, shoving his cock up her ass while his fingers spread her open. She wanted, ached to feel the gentle slap of his balls against her spread lips as she sent him into a climax that would no doubt trigger hers. 

After a few minutes, fingers caressing, slipping in and out, she’d worked herself into frenzy. Bucking her hips against her hands, she moved faster, the sound of fingers swirling around her wetness heightening her pleasure. Her breath caught in her throat, her body tensing before the coil inside her sprang outward, exploding throughout her body. 

Katalin threw her head back, mouth open and crying out for her lover as orgasm rocked her. Her body jolted before the warmth of orgasmic bliss set in and caused her to yawn. 

Setting her head down, Katalin decided she had a few moments to rest before she went about the rest of her day. 

Katalin remembered waking up with a satisfied smile the previous morning, and an even bigger one when she saw plane tickets from Stefan in the mail along with a note that simply read ‘It’s time’. 

A day later, they’d talked on the phone, and today, she was sitting in the plush business class seat as butterflies danced in her belly. 

The engines roared, signalling takeoff. The force of the plane shoved Katalin back against the seat along with the smell of antiseptic and forced air. She waited patiently for the stewardess to come by and offer her a drink. She’d choose a vodka tonic, despite her age. In her native country, she could drink legally but not in America. At least most parts anyway. 

This trip had been spontaneous. He’d had to steal away from work for a few days. Ever so busy as a banker, Stefan had begun mixing numbers on forms and realised that he needed a break. 

Katalin remembered the phone call. 

She picked up after the first ring. “Hello?” 

“We need to get away.” His voice was rough. No doubt he held his cock in his hand and was jacking off at the same time. 

She didn’t reply other than a simple acceptance of his statement before he hung up. 

A week later, tickets had arrived in the mail for her. They were going to New Orleans. 

Katalin remembered spinning around her tiny room with the tickets in hand, a smile on her face as her nipples grew erect and her panties grew damp. 
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Once in the airport, she’d nervously handed the clerk her ticket. After being ushered through security, she’d been rushed onto a plane. Finally, an hour later, she’d sat in her seat eyes closed, fantasising about how they would meet on a stormy night in a city far away from where they lived, just so they could remind themselves of the things that were important between lovers. 

Her hand slid down the waist of her skirt, pushed a button and a little buzz hummed through her core as the vibrator pulsed against her sex. Orgasm was close, waves starting low in her belly that spread outward. Hell, it had to come quick, she’d avoided masturbation since getting the tickets. It had been almost two weeks since the tickets arrived, and her nerves ran high in anticipation of Stefan’s skilled touch. 

Katalin faintly heard the captain announce their landing conditions. Her body hummed with excitement. She wanted more than anything to feel Stefan’s breath on her skin, her chest crushed against his, their bodies joined so close that neither could tell where one began and the other ended. 

The plane’s landing jerked her from her fantasy, though she was already sated, twice. 

Stefan’s flight had been in not more than thirty seconds, and she was already growing impatient, not to mention what she felt like between her luscious thighs. It had been over six months since she’d seen him. Their jobs kept them apart. He often travelled in Europe on business while she worked in the States doing mostly clerical work. Even their residences were far apart. She’d met him in one of the clubs she used to frequent when he was in Texas on business. Said he was from the Midwest. 

He’d bought her a drink, despite her youth at the time and left her with his phone number. A few weeks later, she’d became of age and had called him. The night they’d shared together just days after their phone call was perfect…flowers, dinner, dancing. And it had ended in hours of sweaty, hot fucking that had her begging to be his girlfriend. 

“I don’t want a girlfriend,” he’d uttered the next morning. 

Her had heart sunk. 

Stefan had rolled over, his large body blanketing hers. He’d looked directly into her eyes, and she’d seen the menacing, captivating smile that said one word. Possession. 

Fingers had tangled in a fistful of hair, yanking her mouth to his. “I want a proper girl.” 

The emblem he’d worn was black against his pale skin and called to her. 
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BDSM. 

“Okay. I can be that,” she’d spoken with confidence, even as butterflies had danced in her belly. 

From then on, things had heated up between them. Frequent visits, phone calls. Gifts from him to her, all designed to remind her of her place at his feet. 

The memory brought a smile to her lips. 

Her heart ached to be near him. Stefan called as often as he could, but for her, the connection lacked something that she could only gain in person. After this trip, she had news for him. Their roles were about to take on a more serious tone. She was going to belong to him, one hundred percent, and he to her. If only he knew what he was in for… 

The humidity made her dark curls even curlier. Beads of sweat formed at her brow as she scanned the crowd at baggage claim. She’d have to touch up her eye shadow. How annoying. A quick run into the bathroom reassured her that her makeup was actually fine. 

Katalin trembled with anticipation. Still, as nervous as she was, she was soaking wet. The urge to play in the bathroom was near but the damn things were so disgusting with toilet paper everywhere and millions of passengers coming in and out. Just…ew! 

Letting out a sigh, Katalin smoothed a hand over her purple skirt, adjusted her bra so her breasts were thrust out even further and held her chin up in perfect posture as she’d been taught growing up. Stefan liked that she was brought up with manners and knowledge of higher society. It gave their relationship another aspect during role-play. 

New Orleans heat be damned, but she refused to let him believe that he could be anything less than comforted by her touch once she threw her arms around his neck, rose up on tiptoes, even in heels, and kissed him. 

Taking a quick glance at the monitor above the baggage claim turnstiles, Katalin saw the number change to Stefan’s flight. 

Anticipation welled inside her, her stomach fluttering madly. Giddy, she darted behind a pillar to wait for her gypsy Prince. 

A moment later, she spotted him at the doorway, his eyes hidden by sunglasses. He frowned hard, searching for his baggage. Dressed in dark slacks and a matching shirt that emphasised his elongated features, he moved swiftly on powerful legs. His stride across the LIGHT AND SHADOW 
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open area through the throng of passengers brought him to the appropriate turnstile. 

Crossing his arms over his massive chest, his shoulders tensed. 

Katalin wondered how much he’d had to drink on the plane. 

The thought hit her that it didn’t matter. She’d touch him and take away any pain he was in. At the moment their lips met, he would be her Prince. 

Glancing back at him, she saw that Stefan’s blond hair had silver and blue streaks. 

Katalin suppressed a giggle. His hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, his suit hid his slender features and made him look even more daunting in person. He was a cutthroat businessman, a prince among men she said. But Stefan couldn’t loathe himself more. If he would just soften up, she’d show him what he was truly worth to her. 

Moving quickly, Katalin grabbed her suitcase and snuck around. She found him hauling a large suitcase onto the ground. She inhaled his scent, freed his hair and before he could turn to assault the ‘stranger’, she had turned him to face her, wrapped her arms around his neck, cut him off in mid-swear and kissed him. 

He tasted of cognac. Velvet steel lips pressed against hers. The sound of the bag hitting the ground startled her while strong arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her to him. 

Her breasts crushed against his massive chest, softness against pure muscle and power. 

Inhaling his scent, she picked up light tones of charred oak and masculinity. 

Breaking from their kiss, Katalin looked into Stefan’s eyes. Searching for compassion, she found anger that quickly changed to weariness followed by his captivating smile. 

“Hello, pet.” His voice held so many emotions in just two words. 

“My Hungarian Prince,” she curtsied. 

“You look lovely and luscious as always.” He narrowed his gaze at her, licking his lips. 

Heat crept up her cheeks as she grinned widely. “Thank you.” 

Pulling back his hair again, he motioned with his head. “Let’s go.” Stefan picked up his suitcase and motioned her towards the rental car. “Walk in front of me.” 

He stopped, she passed him and sashayed her ass as she walked. She felt his gaze burn through her straight to her belly and towards the fire further down. 

Stefan held her hand the entire ride to their hotel near Bourbon Street. She wanted to complain about renting a car, but he wouldn’t have it. He’d spent too many trips down in NOLA on foot and decided for her that they’d drive around if necessary. 
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Katalin felt the tension between them, the desire to shed their clothes and touch each other deeply again. Memories of the last time they were together flooded her mind as she remembered just how he’d felt inside her, how his light skin had looked mixed with her darker tones. How his fair locks had brushed over her dark nipples, and she’d tangled her fist in his hair as she cried out his name on the first of many waves to hit her body. 

“I wish you wouldn’t wear that stuffy suit when you travelled. A gypsy should always be comfortable.” She broke the silence. 

“I wish you wouldn’t wear anything.” He kept his eyes on the road. “But yes, one day maybe I’ll embrace more of that side of the family as you’ve mentioned to me.” 

Fingers curled into her hand. She ran a thumb over the palm of his hand and felt the rough textures of his flesh, eagerly waiting for more carnal things. “Bad Prince.” She giggled. 
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Chapter Two 



They pulled into a parking spot. Stefan shut off the engine. 

Katalin waited for him to get out. 

Without warning, he was on her side of the car, his hand around her shoulder. Fear mixed with anticipation disappeared as his hand connected to her ass. “You’re challenging me,” he growled. 

She swore she would soak her panties if he did that again. Katalin looked up at him, pleased with herself and smiled. “No I’m not. I just know how to get what I want.” 

He tilted his head to the side, glaring at her. His frown changed to a smile. “It’s not polite to top from the bottom.” 

She frowned. “You promised.” 

“Indeed. I guess I’m a damn liar.” 

“No, you’re just a brat.” She hoped that’d earn her at least another spanking, but Stefan disappointed her. 

He shot her a wry grin and picked up his suitcase. “Come on.” 

Katalin stuck out her tongue at him. He could be so irritating and condescending, but she loved him anyway. 

“I will indulge you at my leisure and not a moment sooner. Understand, little girl?” He glared at her, his purple and grey eyes softening. 

She saw his bulge beneath his trousers. He was definitely aroused, but his self control was amazing. And annoying. She was getting upset, even as her hormones raged. He’d sworn he wouldn’t treat her like a child when they were together. Their age difference wasn’t too bad, only nine years. He had promised to stop treating her like a child. Yet here he was, overstepping his boundaries. “Brat,” she huffed. Frowning, she set a hand on her hip and looked at him. 

Stefan turned, glared at her and took her hand. His expression softened considerably. 

“Come along, sweet pet.” His tone was less dry than before. 

That was better. 
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They found their room. Stefan turned to Katalin, retrieving the key card from his pocket. “Are you hungry?” 

She nodded. “Yes.” 

“Good. We need to eat.” 

Setting her hands on her hips, she looked at him. “We need to fuck,” she declared. 

Stefan turned, key card still in hand, dropped his briefcase and caressed a cheek with his free hand. 

Rough knuckles brushed softly over her cheek, sending a tiny shudder down through her chest and to her plump lower lips. She tilted her head into his hand and smiled. 

Bending down, he sealed his lips over hers and slid his tongue into her mouth. 

Katalin pressed her mouth into his, feeling his slick tongue stroke the roof of her mouth. 

A hand snaked around his head, her hand yanking on his thick ponytail while pulling him to her tighter. They wrestled for a moment, each fighting for dominance of the kiss, tongues caressing, wrapping around each other, slithering in and out of their mouths while their lips pressed together and pulled apart hungrily. 

She pressed a hand to his chest and felt him inhale, felt the wind knocked out of him as she kissed him back. 

Firm hips arched into hers. 

The length of his erection press into her hips. The dress she wore was beginning to feel like too much. Heat built low in her belly that had nothing to do with the New Orleans humidity. Her nipples became taut little peaks beneath her crushed velvet top. 

A hand splayed over her stomach and slid upwards, cupping her round breasts. “I’d love to lave them here,” he panted in between kisses. 

Katalin pressed her breasts into his chest, feeling the weight of him flush against her body. 

Stefan broke from the kiss for just a second, smiled, nipped her lower lip then paused. 

Another shudder raced through her. Katalin grinned and batted her eyelashes. 

“Just a moment, sweet pet.” His voice was rough, low. Stefan returned to the door. He opened it, stepped in with her behind him. She turned on the air conditioner. Stefan shed his coat, tossed it on the bed and stood in front of the mirror, waiting. 
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Katalin came up behind him, wrapped her hands around his waist and undid his tie. 

She tossed it beside his jacket. 

Stefan straightened. “Brush my hair.” It was more of a request than a command. 

“Of course, my Prince.” Katalin reached into the top pocket of his suitcase and found his black brush. Slowly, she began to run it through his long blond hair, enjoying its silkiness. 

“I love the way your hair feels.” 

His pale skin turned a light shade of pink. 

Setting a hand on his shoulder, she felt waves of stress pour off him. She tugged the fabric of his silk shirt. “You shouldn’t wear this while I do this.” 

He nodded. 

Katalin continued running the brush though his hair, amused at the blue-dyed tips and silver streaks in his thick hair. She loved feeling that hair spread out over her breasts while he sucked her nipples into tight little buds and pounded her pussy. Clamping her legs together, she suppressed a moan and continued brushing his hair, taking her time to let the brush gently tug the tangles from his hair. 

Her fingers smoothed strands back against his head while she worked the brush through his thick mane. “Did you ever tell me what others in your profession say when you dye your hair?” 

“Because I can. Let’s not talk of work any further, sweet pet.” 

She nodded. 

Stefan relaxed his shoulders and let out a sigh that seemed to be a release of some sorts. 

Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out his cell phone and shut it off before tossing it on the nightstand. 

Katalin was dying to get him inside her, even now as the heat of New Orleans threatened to suffocate them. The air was so thick, so full of energy, old and new, that a tickle developed in Katalin’s throat. 

Stefan turned to hand her a glass of water from the nightstand. 

The cool liquid slid down her throat, easing the tickle and cooling her throat. She set down the empty glass on the table beside them. 

“Perfect.” Stefan stood, turned to face her, a hungry look in his eyes. 

Katalin put a hand to her breast and grinned. 
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Within seconds, his lips were on hers. “I’ve missed you,” he mumbled in between kisses. His lips nibbled hers and his tongue slid around her mouth. 

Her body was on fire now. Her pussy ached. Her hands clutched at his shirt, pulling it open, sending buttons flying everywhere. 

Strong fingers gripped her shoulders and forced her back at arms length. 

“But…” she whined. 

Stefan narrowed his eyes and leaned forward, pressing his mouth to hers slowly. 

Heat crept up her body. 

His teeth caught her lower lip, nibbling it. 

Tremors built up inside her. 

His hands caressed her belly, cupping her breasts. Fingers travelled up the soft velvet before diving between firm, round breasts. 

The rough pads on his fingers irritated her nipples more than the velvet did. 

She whimpered more, clamping her legs together. 

Of course, he’d started with slow, tantalising kisses that spread fire throughout her already burning body. 

“Such control a Prince must have,” he growled in between fondling her breasts before dipping his head in the valley between them to kiss them. “Off, now.” 

Katalin didn’t hesitate. Within a second, she peeled off her top and stood before him in a bra and her skirt. The cool air on her bare upper body made her nipples peak harder beneath her red lacy bra while goose bumps developed on her skin. 

Stefan fixed his eyes on her body. He licked his lips. “That too.” He pointed at the skirt. 

She yanked it down, and stood in front of him in bra and panties. She cleared the distance between them and locked lips with him again. 

He held up his hands, pushing her away. 

She groaned. Feeling emptiness and need at the same time, she tried to come closer. 

He held up his hand, a silent sign they’d agreed to a year ago that meant stop. 

Curling her lip into a pout, she ran a hand through her hair, brushing it off her shoulders. 

“Kneel on the bed, pretty.” He spoke in a low growl. 
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“Such a demanding boy.” She stepped forward, aware of the huskiness in her voice. 

Katalin bent over, crawled on the bed and wriggled her hips. 

“But you like it.” He came around and slapped her on the ass. 

She squirmed as the sting radiated throughout her body. Head down, she heard his trousers unzip, felt his cock press the fabric against her asshole. 

Her ass clenched as her hips arched upwards. “Not that!” 

Stefan chuckled. “I’d love your asshole, my pretty pet.” 

She could smell her arousal. The scent of sex mixed with humid air turned her on even more. “Brat,” she cried. 

“You like it.” 

By now, her panties were soaked. She wished she could get them off. Instead, she felt Stefan’s slender fingers along her spine, over the sweet curve of her ass. A fingernail danced lightly over her. 

Clenching her teeth, she fought against the urge to back her ass into his hand. 

Wriggling her hips, she gasped when his thumb slid beneath her panties, popped in and out of her asshole. 

Tugging the material of her underwear aside, two fingers plunged deep inside her pussy. 

She gasped louder. Her mouth parted as she threw back her head. 

Stefan bent over her, his body blanketing hers. His mouth hovered next to her ear. He let out a slow, controlled breath, speaking in a whisper. “You’re such a good girl.” 

Another shudder shot down the length of her body from the sensation of his breath in her ear where she was very sensitive. She felt her panties being moved aside. Quickly, she exhaled and cried out pleasurably when she felt her brat Prince slid himself in all the way to the hilt. 

Katalin moaned loudly in approval. 

For a moment, neither moved, both savouring the feeling of togetherness, of her being filled and him knowing she enjoyed him. 

A moment seemed like eternity before Katalin couldn’t handle anymore. Her hormones were already in overdrive. Slowly, she started rocking her hips. 

Stefan moaned but fingers dug into her skin, holding her hips fast. 
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“No, not yet. Possession, my dear.” His voice was throaty. 

“Damn it,” she cried again. She loved the feel of him inside her, steel velvet that claimed her. She squeezed her lips together, felt his thick cock filling her. 

He bent over, covering her with his body. A hand undid her bra and the lacy red material slid down her arms, freeing her breasts. Katalin started to rock back and forth again, her breasts swaying against the material of the bed, but a quick slap on her ass startled her. 

Heat spread throughout her cheek. “No.” 

Before her senses could process what happened, Stefan withdrew. She clenched her muscles tighter around his shaft. Again, he groaned. 

Still, he pulled out farther. 

“But, but…” She clenched the sheets in her hands. 

“I’ve missed you too, little one. But have patience. There is something more going on here.” 

She felt Stefan slide completely out of her. 

Before she felt emptiness, he rammed himself deep inside, hard. Her breath caught in her throat, her breasts scraped against the fabric of the bed sheets, the little peaks bringing her pleasure as she rocked back against him, tantalising him, enticing him with little squeezes along his shaft. She heard him clench his teeth, and she smiled. 

 There would be something more going on soon, she thought.  This evening.  

Stefan stopped, held her hips and stroked her core with long, slender fingers. She felt him probing, intruding, invading and claiming her before moving himself inside her. She let out a breath, unaware that she’d been holding it in before she felt the first wave of orgasm build. Swells inside her at his stroking swallowed her. Her moans became cries of pleasure and anxiousness as she tried to buck against him. 

Still, he held her in place, stroking her core. She gripped the bed sheets, threw her head back and came violently, her entire body shaken to its core as her spasms subsided. 

Katalin felt Stefan’s fingers tangle in her hair. She didn’t move yet, preferring to let the warmth of orgasm dictate her movements. 

It seemed like forever before Stefan started moving inside her. Gentle at first, slow, tortuous strokes inside her pussy followed by his feather-light caress of his fingertips from her shoulders to her wrists until they’d locked hands. Shivers raced throughout Katalin’s LIGHT AND SHADOW 

Sascha Illyvich 

17



body. His lips trailed tender kisses on her neck, her shoulders and when he arched upwards, down her back as his cock slid deeper into her. 

Katalin responded by pressing back. 

“There is no longer Prince and pet.” He picked up momentum, driving his cock deeper into her. 

Katalin’s breasts grazed the material of the bed, and her nipples responded by aching, sending electric waves of pleasure along her spine to her pussy. He weighed her breasts in his strong hands and nibbled on her shoulder. 

Trembling beneath him, she barely managed to speak. Her words were hoarse. “I want…” she trailed off but her body was so close to the edge that it only needed a shove from her beloved Prince. 

He stopped. 

She cried out again. Sweat beaded on her brow, and she squeezed his cock again. “I have you,” she demanded. 

“Wrong,” he replied and slapped her on the ass before withdrawing from her completely. 

Katalin reached back to rub her ass. “But why?” Tears formed at the backs of her eyes at the pain and torture of his control. 

“Because I don’t want to waste a drop of cum for you, because you’ll have to learn that little bit of patience and because we need something deeper.” He’d slapped her ass with his cock and bent low, pressing his mouth to her puckered asshole. 

She felt his tongue slide inside, all warm and wet. 

Shivering further, she felt her body tighten with another orgasm just over the brink. 

Stefan’s tongue pulled out, swirled around her asshole then disappeared. 

Another slap on her ass sent her forward, irritating her breasts and the rest of her already flushed skin. 

“I love your beautiful ass, my pet.” 

“Then fuck it!” 

He glared at her. “Are you craving dick so badly that you’ll beg and whine?” 

She licked her lips. “Yours.” 

“Then you can wait like a good girl.” He spoke sternly before turning his back to her. 
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Katalin frowned. Her body and soul couldn’t take the distance between them much more. Her mind needed him right here, not to help her stand but to make her whole. Still, she kept her eyes on his broad shoulders, watching his muscles move gracefully as he picked up the suitcase and moved it to a better location. 

He turned towards her. His eyes held a twinkle. “Get showered and ready for dinner, pet.” Stefan spoke softly. 

“Join me, please?” She batted her eyes at her Hungarian, knowing he wouldn’t resist her then. 

He smiled. “Of course.” 

She giggled, stripped out of her panties and tossed them aside. She walked into the bathroom, feeling his gaze burn her as she turned on the water. Things were about to scorch between them. 



“I’ll be in momentarily, little pet.” Stefan watched her sweet, pear shaped ass saunter off towards the bathroom, breasts jigging with each step. Auburn hair fluttered over the top of her delectable hips. 

His cock grew hard again. 

He grabbed himself and turned around, facing the door. 

“Okay.” She disappeared into the bathroom. 

As much as he hated it, Stefan had to hold off coming. His plans tonight included denying his release and hers. Although he couldn’t explain it, his purpose was entirely romantic. The D/s thing was great, was perfect for them. But sometimes, Stefan wondered if Katalin wanted a little romance in her life. She was a woman, and he felt she deserved a break from her role on occasion. 

Truth be known, he wanted her in chains and cuffs, hanging upside down from one of his cages while he fucked her and brought tears from her. But he had to be gentle sometimes, too. Her impatience was maddening, but he reminded himself that this was for her. For them. 

He couldn’t explain their attraction, but he felt its pull. Love fuelled by heated lust called them together and tore at his heart as days passed between visits. He couldn’t help having to spend the last six months in Europe. Things were a mess financially for the large LIGHT AND SHADOW 
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institutions that hired him. He had to mobilise the appropriate investors and convince them to back certain banks in order to keep the Euro from failing. The job was tough, but one that paid well. 

Money wasn’t everything though. Katalin was. 

The relationship they shared reminded him of his grandparents back in Hungary. 

They’d been together for eternity it seemed, and the last time he’d seen them, they were happy in love. Katalin reminded him of his grandmother in that she was cunning, quick witted and definitely had a lot of life. 

Stefan cleared his throat. She was such a demanding little girl! His body still burned from her touches earlier and the feel of her molten pussy. His balls hung low from the heat, cock still hard as a rock. 

Thinking about her, he acknowledged that Katalin was considerate, always keeping on him for his health and work habits, and she’d always made sure to surprise him with exactly what he needed at the appropriate times. 

Last week for instance, after a difficult day, he’d come home to find a package at his doorstep. The box contained tea, some homemade cookies and a photo of her in a very sexy position. He loved her sensual pout, the way her mouth begged for sex, the expression on her face amplified by the way her dark hair fell over her eyes, hiding impure intentions from him. Her full, round figure was meant for loving over long hours with languid kisses and slow strokes of his cock inside her. Dark skin contrasted nicely against his. Thick eyelashes appeared to flutter at him in the picture, almost begging for his cock. His touch. 

Of course, there was a handwritten note that said very little, but the words were plain as day. 

She’d hinted at a collaring ceremony and a desire to be his forever, but it scared him. 

He’d never told her that last bit. The fact that she was the only ‘family’ he had in America was one thing that hadn’t been taken from him yet. 

His grandparents had passed recently. His mother and father divorced. Dad was a drunk. A successful investor like himself, but a drunk. The pressure of dealing with so much money that didn’t belong to him made him crack. 

And mom…well mom was something else. 

He didn’t want to even bother with the thought of his birth mother. 
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The shower blast brought him back to reality. Stefan stripped off the rest of his clothes. 

Walking over to the dresser, he set his hands down and straightened his shoulders. He stared into the mirror and saw just how tired he looked. Letting out a long sigh, realised he needed to cut back on his workload. Katalin was a little demanding of his attention as he expected her to be. But so was a job that took much of his time. The circles under his eyes reminded him of the numerous sleepless nights he’d gotten over the last six weeks. 

It was too much. 

Yet, Stefan never wondered if she had wandering eyes. With him, her eyes never strayed, and even though she was nine years younger than he was, she was very mature for her age. He’d be a fool to let her go. Jealousy stabbed his heart at the very thought of her with another man, let alone another dominant. 

She’d threatened to leave him if he didn’t stop picking on her about her age. Most of him knew she was kidding. He hoped. Stefan wasn’t about to test that thought. The thing was, for a submissive, and a younger girl, she often acted much older than she was. Just in the way she dressed and talked indicated that she didn’t fit the stereotypical women her age. 

His cock throbbed at the thought of rushing in and fucking her in the shower, cum dripping out of her hungry pussy. But he kept himself in check. 

She meant so much to him that a little pain and sexual discomfort would only enhance their experience later tonight. They hadn’t done anything remotely romantic in a very long time and Stefan knew the importance of wooing a girl the right way. She deserved that much, so dinner and a proposal had been planned. He even had the collar—oh shit! He’d forgotten the collar! 

Stefan knew exactly where it was sitting, just where he’d left it so he  would remember to pack it this trip. He started to think of how to get the collar here when she came out of the bathroom in a simple black dress, her dark hair tied off her elegant neck with loose whispers caressing her skin. Heels to match, just a little makeup and she was gorgeous. His jaw dropped. 

“You didn’t come in with me.” She pouted. 

“I…” His jaw dropped. 

Katalin walked towards him, spun and curtsied. She looked delicious. 

“You look fabulous.” He nodded in approval. 
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“Thank you, sweetheart. Now get ready?” 

Stefan turned and walked towards the bathroom. His body was hard, still not fully sated from their earlier contact, but they had dinner reservations. Jumping in the shower, he took his time to wash his hair, shave and scrub himself clean. 

He left the bathroom to find her gone. She was probably outside enjoying the beautiful night. 

After dressing in a silver coat and pants, he smoothed his hands down the front of his slacks to brush off lint. He reached for his tie and had just finished tying it when the door opened. 

Katalin walked into the room, shaking her sensual curves with each step. “It’s a gorgeous night.” 

His groin hardened. “Indeed.” 

“Ready?” She smiled, offered her hand. 

With a flick of his thumb, he turned his cell phone on. Grabbing his keys and wallet, he took her hand. 
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Chapter Three 



The thickness of the air and faint smell of alcohol seemed to fit with the image of New Orleans Stefan had always had. Still, it was a lovely evening for a stroll. A gentle southern breeze blew, whipping around Katalin’s dress. 

They arrived hand in hand at a restaurant off St. Charles, were escorted to a table where, to Katalin’s surprise, flowers were waiting for her on the table. The perfect dozen of roses. She turned to look at Stefan, but his smile at her starry-eyed expression was shortened by his cell phone ringing. 

He seated her quickly. “Excuse me,” he answered his phone. “Care to make this quick? 

I’m at a very important dinner meeting, Bill. Better yet, go away.” 

A loud chuckle in his ear caused his jaw to twitch. “You’re a fun man, Stefan.  Listen, do you have the latest contract on that short sale package? 

A pause. “Yes, I’ll take care of that when I return.” He gritted his teeth and continued. 

“My ex doesn’t need to know anything about it. It’s my deal, not the company’s, after all. 

Goodbye, Bill.” The annoyance vanished from his voice when he turned to look at Katalin. 

She looked stunning in candlelight, her features softening just a bit more, her skin looking even darker in contrast to his as she stared at him across the table with  come fuck me eyes until he noticed her expression had saddened…  

“Ex?” she asked. 

“Food first, my pet.” He offered her a weak smile. A knot formed in his throat. 

Her expression changed from sadness to a weak smile. “Promise me you won’t answer your phone for work anymore?” she begged. 



Work had come first for too many of the other older men Katalin had dated, and she refused to come second anymore, even with Stefan. She deserved first billing, right? So what if she was barely twenty. She mattered, right? The fact that Stefan had more time served on planet earth didn’t mean she could be pushed around. 
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Every time they met, it seemed that even though she was on his leash, he was on someone else’s. She crossed her legs and leaned forward, setting her elbows on the table and her chin in her hand. 

“Please,” she spoke low and sweetly in that ‘I’m still twenty and can make you beg’ 

tone. 

Blinking, he tilted his head. “Yes. Okay, my pet.” 

She giggled. Her stomach was a mess though. She had been sensing something going on all along, and the lack of knowledge bit at her incessantly. Stefan was hiding something from her, and she didn’t like surprises. Her past told her surprises were bad. 

“I’m leaving your father,” she remembered her mother saying. Along with, “I’ve got a new boyfriend and he’s Stefan’s age,” her mother announced the same night. Her mother was too old to be dating men so young.  They fought back and forth for hours before Katalin just let the issue be. She realised after awhile that the issue was a moot point with her mother and that no amount of reasoning or alcohol would change things. 

Still, her mother could have chosen a better way to inform her daughter that she was leaving her father. 

Bitch. 

Katalin tensed, her expression changing from happy to painful until Stefan reached across the table and stroked her chin. 

“What’s the matter, sweet pet?” 

Katalin shrugged it off. Stefan wasn’t going to hurt her emotionally, right? But she wanted to know…his ex what? Fiancée? Wife? Lover? 

“I can’t let that go,” she sighed. “You have to tell me about your ex.” 

Stefan went rigid. 

“Tell me,” she demanded. 

“Wife.” 

Katalin started to rise, but the waiter brought them water and bread, nodding as Stefan instructed him to return shortly. She sat back down, her annoyance clear on her face. She refused his hand, for now. 

“How long have you been keeping that from me?” 

“We’ve been dating what, a year?” 

LIGHT AND SHADOW 

Sascha Illyvich 

24



She frowned. “Almost. Yes. Let me guess, since you’ve known me?” That would be exactly three years tomorrow. 

“Katalin, please.” He didn’t address her as his pet for once. That set off alarms in her head. 

He continued, “This isn’t a discussion we should be having on an empty stomach. Let’s eat first, clear our minds and we can go from there. I promise your questions will be answered.” He gave her a weak smile. 

He looked sincere enough. She wasn’t naïve, but he was right. Besides, her grumbling stomach and his disarming smile reminded her that they weren’t finished for the evening. 

This was still a dinner date. She could let her hang up about his ex go, right? 

The waiter came back, brought wine, more bread and assured them that their meals were on their way. Stefan nodded and thanked the waiter. 

“So,” she asked, slightly irritated, “did you bring her here, too?” 

“Pet…” He glared. 

“Okay. I’m sorry.” Jealousy still stung. He’d kept a secret from her for how long? What else did he hide from her? What else was he planning to tell her when it was convenient? 

Food interrupted her last thought. Fresh aromas from the steaming plate of salmon with roasted garlic potatoes delayed all thoughts from her head as her bastard Prince began eating. 

She took a bite and felt heaven. The salmon melted in her mouth and the garlic potatoes were the perfect compliment. A sip of wine confirmed that the meal paired well with her choice in red wines. As her stomach became filled, her anger rose inside, but she remained calm. Stefan deserved a chance to explain. Everyone did, right? 

Then his phone rang. 

Katalin  watched,  almost  in  slow  motion  as  he instinctively answered it and groaned. 

She knew what that meant. He’d broken the simplest of promises for what was probably a bullshit business call that made her feel less important than his job. And it pissed her off. She wasn’t a little kid anymore. She deserved to be treated like an adult. 

She heard a name, Jeanine, and immediately knew it was Stefan’s ex wife without him even saying. It didn’t matter that he was unnerved. Katalin still got up and walked towards LIGHT AND SHADOW 
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the door and god knew where. This was New Orleans. She could get lost and be fine as long as she had her purse and wallet—shit! She left all of that at the hotel. Damn her luck! 

A girl was supposed to be prepared for anything, and here she was walking down St. 

Charles away from the bustle of the Quarter and into the night. She didn’t care at that moment what happened to her. So much for the bonding ritual she’d wanted with Stefan. 

The worst part of it all was that she hoped for the one thing he’d promised her at some point. 

A collar. The particular piece of jewellery that they’d talked about was supposed to be symbolic of their relationship. A tribute to the Dominance/submission aspect that signified mutual respect for one another as well as respect for their corresponding roles. 

Katalin sobbed loudly, uncaring as to who heard her cry. The man she loved and wanted to be collared by was a liar. And truly a bastard. 



* * * * 



Two hours later, Katalin had ended up with a few free beers bought by strangers she’d barely managed to escape before she’d done something truly regrettable with them. Thank the goddess for small miracles like disappearing when she didn’t want to be seen. 

Still, her heart ached and stomach fluttered. Even with the light buzz that dulled her anger, she still fumed. The alcohol had only managed to calm part of the storm brewing inside of her. 

She couldn’t believe he’d deliberately answered his phone not more than ten minutes after promising not to. Was she worth less to him than his pay check? 

She stomped down the street. Fuck him and his pay check! She was an adult, damn it, and she deserved to be treated like an equal! “Submissives have rights, too,” she yelled to no one in particular. 

Katalin made her way towards the infamously dangerous cemeteries of New Orleans. 

She had no business here. She knew better. Dressed like she was, she was liable to end up a rape victim, a murder victim or both. 

Fear set in. What had she done by straying  from  Stefan  in  a  city  she  had  little knowledge of? She thought about turning around, but she had nowhere to go for the time LIGHT AND SHADOW 
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being. Betrayal still coursed through her veins, but a rational part of her kept screaming that she should have let Stefan explain himself to her. 

Why had he answered his phone? What would make such a man break a simple promise without so much an explanation? A woman who wouldn’t give him time to explain… 

Now she felt guilty. 

Guilt and shame didn’t bode well together mixed with fear. 

A noise behind her startled her, and she jumped. There was nothing there. 

She spun around, “Don’t get close,” she yelled. Why hadn’t she remembered to bring a knife with her? Damn him for telling her exactly what to pack! 

Wait, she had a knife. It was back in the hotel room and was certainly sharp enough to hurt any would be attacker. 

But it wasn’t handy, and it wasn’t used for that. It was supposed to be used to create the blood bond that would tie her together with Stefan forever. 

She sobbed louder at the thought of the earlier events. 

Of course, now would be the time to fall back on her heritage and hope for the best, right? Katalin hummed an old gypsy melody that she remembered Stefan singing one day. 

His Hungarian was rusty, and the words somewhat unclear in meaning, but it helped her feel safe. She wished he was here, with his strong arms around her to protect her. 

No, she wished she were in bed with him right now, giving him his just desserts—the cold shoulder. Or maybe a wicked striptease before denying him sexual gratification. 

He rarely did anything that annoyed her or pissed her off. So, why was she so upset with him now? 

The little kid angle was the only way he overworked her nerves. She’d show him, except that he’d been good about that up until he’d taken those phone calls and broken his promise to her. 

She’s start off by struggling out of her dress, running her hands over her curves, her hair down and covering her face. She’d sashay over to him, give him just a taste and then turn away, shaking her ass the entire time as she walked away. 

He’d beg. Her wicked brat Prince would beg, get annoyed, maybe even threaten to rise up and claim her. It would take one glance from her, the way her hair spilled over her face LIGHT AND SHADOW 
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and hid her wicked eyes for Stefan to know it was in his best interest to stay put if he knew what was good for him. 

And he’d get a taste of his own medicine as she taunted him as an older man. Except that he wasn’t insecure about his age, just hers. 

“Bastard!” she yelled at the wind. 

Leaves rustled, and she felt something evil nearby. Chills ran up her spine, and she became distracted again by fear. Her skin tingled. Goose bumps appeared over her flesh as the wind blew wisps of hair across her bare shoulders. There were plenty of ghosts in New Orleans that hadn’t been put to rest, she thought. Maybe one of them didn’t want her here. 

Maybe one of them wanted her dead as revenge for some unsolved crime. 

Ridiculous. The dead couldn’t hurt anyone. 

Right? 

Who the hell was she kidding? She believed in gypsy curses, cures, history and spells. 

She read tarot, researched her own family tree as well as Stefan’s and knew them both very well. He’d protect her if he was here, even if she was angry with him. 

The dead in New Orleans didn’t like strangers. 

Katalin started to pick up her pace, not sure of where she was running, only that she was running from any perceived threat. She tripped over a headstone, fell forward and hit the ground with a loud thud. She tried to stand, but pain shot through her ankle. 

She cried and forced herself to her feet, hobbling along until she tripped again and fell down, this time catching her dress on a low hanging branch and tearing part of it. 

Adrenaline pumped through her, and she realised as she tried to sprint through the cemetery on her injured ankle that she’d gotten herself into a worse predicament by running from her fears rather than confronting them. The menacing feeling continued to follow her until she saw a yellow light. Thankful and certain it wasn’t harmful, she raced towards the light. Suddenly, darkness hit her, and she fell to the ground, not recalling a single thing beforehand other than her desire to be with Stefan. 
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Chapter Four 



He’d been a damned fool. 

With a shrug, he realised she must feel like shit because he’d answered his phone when he’d known it was his stupid ex wife. Why had he answered his damn cell phone? 

He’d promised Katalin, just moments earlier. 

He hoped she was back in their room at the hotel. Hopefully she was just sobbing. He couldn’t stand crying women, but this he was certain he could fix. And for his sake, he needed to, fast. 

He paid the bill, left and ran back towards their hotel only to find an empty room. 

Damn it! 

That meant she hadn’t been here in hours, not since they’d left. Where the hell had she gone? It worried him. Not only was he in trouble, but Katalin didn’t have the best reasoning in the world where her temper was concerned. She could have wandered off and been mugged or raped or worse. He couldn’t think about that right now. Katalin was young, but she wasn’t stupid. She wouldn’t be taken advantage of without a fight, and she had—oh no! 

She didn’t have anything with her. Not even her purse. 

Knowing Katalin, she’d probably headed for the cemeteries New Orleans was famous for. God damn it all!  Her natural curiosity would drive her to the odd parts of the town, but this idea she had of acting like a gypsy and living a free life would somehow lead her to the cemeteries for peace. The dead often offered her comfort, she’d said once before. 

Odd thought, but that was his little pet. 

Stefan rummaged through her tiny backpack, found her little dagger and slid it into his pocket. He set the bag back up but it spilled over, tossing out its contents along with a larger knife he’d recognised for sacrificial ceremonies. What was his little pet up to? 

For a moment, Stefan palmed the larger knife and studied its weight. It was perfectly balanced. The handle was engraved in Hungarian, but Stefan couldn’t read the words. The blade was sharp, would cut a straight line and leave a thin trail of blood on its victim. 

He smiled. 
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She had come to claim him as her lover for eternity. That was romantic. And he’d been dumb enough to answer his cell phone during their dinner. What a damn fool he’d been! He was in trouble, and he’d have to take his punishment, her will over his when he located her. 

It wasn’t typical for a Dominant to take punishment from any submissive, but with Katalin, he knew she’d be a brat and try to find other ways to show her true feelings. He’d grant her one thing. That simple retribution was fair. 

Right? Sweat broke out on his brow. Damn, but it was hot in New Orleans. Worry niggled at his stomach at the thought of Katalin lost and alone. 

Stefan didn’t waste any time finding the car keys. 

He pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards the seedier side of the city, where the cemeteries were located. He knew the city well, having spent much time here during his youth. He’d always dreamt of taking Katalin here and showing her just how much she meant to him. This was supposed to be his big chance, and he’d blown it. As he drove, he saw one of the tourist parties and an ambulance with a large crowd gathered around. 

Something told Stefan to pull over, and he did. He rushed out of the car and to the person lying on the stretcher. 

Katalin. 

She looked beautiful. Sexy. He saw scorn on her face when she looked at him, but her expression quickly changed, and she smiled. 

Relief filled him at the sight of her. He wiped his brow and brushed damp hair back. 

“My Prince,” she whispered. 

“My wife, my pet,” he replied as a medic came to him. 

“Excuse me sir. Are you family?” 

“Didn’t you just hear me talk to my wife?” 

Out of the corner of his eye, Stefan saw Katalin’s eyes open wide, a grin playing on her lips and her head acknowledging his weak proposal and accepting. 

He also saw the splint on her leg. “What happened?” 

“We don’t know. The head of the tour group over there said she was being chased through the cemetery by something they couldn’t quite make out, but she tripped and fell. 

Then without warning, the thing chasing her vanished and nobody could find any trace of anything human.” 
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“It was the spirits,” said an old woman. “The ones that haunt N’awlens. They drove her from this place of evil into the arms of her husband, though they be unmarried.” 

Stefan glanced at the old woman, studied her face. Deciding not to argue, he nodded and thanked her. 

“She’s in shock from the pain. Her ankle is messed up badly, but it’s a simple break and we can set a cast quickly at the hospital.” The paramedic tapped Stefan on the shoulder. “She should consider herself lucky—and you, too. This part of town is especially dangerous.” 

“I know. I grew up here,” Stefan replied. 

“Funny, you don’t seem like a local.” Her voice seemed fragile. 

He grimaced. “I’ve been away for many years.” 

“Cherish the young one, your future wife. She is the light to your shadow,” said the old woman. 

Stefan nodded. 



* * * * 



Later that evening, Stefan showed up at the hospital. The doctor treated Katalin’s few cuts and scrapes, set her ankle in a cast and gave her pain medication. “You were lucky, young lady,” the doctor told her before leaving the room. 

Her ankle was broken. Of all the pain she’d taken from him in the last year during playtime, and this was the thing to break her? A simple fracture? 

Katalin heaved a sigh. Stefan hadn’t been allowed in her room yet. She’d been instructed to be left alone while pain killers helped dull the pain from the crack in her ankle. 

She missed him. Her ankle hurt, but the pain pills kicked in and knocked her out before Stefan’s figure entered the room. She glanced at the clock. It was almost midnight. A slow smile crossed her lips. The last thing she felt was his kiss on her forehead before dreamland had set in. 

The next day, Stefan brought flowers to the hospital and woke Katalin with them. She smiled bright, then she frowned. 

“What’s wrong?” He set a hand on her thigh. 
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“I can’t be mad at you anymore.” She pouted at Stefan’s smile. “You’re such an ass, do you know that?” 

“I know. I’m grateful,” he said and thrust a folded newspaper at her. “Here. Read this.” 

Katalin picked up the paper, scanned the circled headline and a horrible look washed over her. “That man was murdered exactly where I was last night, just an hour later,” she said. 

“Yeah.” 

Katalin took a breath and let the information along with the previous evenings events set in. She had been running through the cemetery from something evil, she’d felt, sworn even, that she was being chased by a malicious spirit. It wasn’t something her grandmother ever told her about, but Stefan’s grandmother’s stories of the old country always mentioned fate having a hand in things. “Our plans are laid out for us,” his grandmother would say. 

Stefan interrupted her train of thought by wrapping his arms around her. His strong embrace felt protective, and it was then that Katalin knew he meant what he’d said last night about her being his collared pet. 

“You were going to propose to me last night.” It was a statement, not a question. 

“Yes, I…” Stefan looked away. “Look, I had a special evening planned for us. You’re so much more to me than just my lover, Katalin. You’re absolutely the most beautiful thing I could ever have. Please tell me you’ll accept my collar?” 

She nibbled her lower lip. “One condition.” 

“Anything.” He took her hand in his. 

Katalin cocked a brow. “Anything?” 

“You name it.” 

A wicked grin curled over her lips. 



* * * * 



Their wedding had been short and sweet. A Justice of the Peace preformed the duties, a few of her friends had witnessed the event and they both promised others that in a year there would be a larger ceremony. 
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They didn’t bother going away for their honeymoon either. Stefan promised a trip to Europe after their larger wedding, so her apartment sufficed as their new love nest. 

Katalin sat atop Stefan, his cock still buried inside her. Both were spent, her breasts and pussy swollen, bite marks were all over her neck and his chest. She looked tired and well fucked. Stefan grinned for the second time today and it was still early. He didn’t know what she had planned later on, but she kept hinting at a role reversal. 

Naturally, he groaned. Her reply, “Fuck off,” had had him lurching forward, only to bury his face between her legs and slither his tongue inside her the last time she’d told him to deal with it. She’d had no complaints. 



* * * * 

  

Humidity in the air was thick enough that the leather clad were inside under the cool air conditioning. The sun had set over the horizon earlier and the moon now hung beautifully in the sky. Music blared from speakers hanging on the walls, and a few patrons milled about on the wooden deck outside, smoking cigarettes and talking. A few people leaned against the wooden railing that served as the club’s outside deck. 

Katalin was proud of herself. She looked unbelievably sexy in her flirty black skirt with corset top. Her curls were dyed a deep shade of purple. Her fingernails and toenails that  her pet had painted were a delicious shade of red. The final touches were her new black leather coat and boots, a gift from her beloved. She was determined to use her body to seduce Stefan’s senses and overwhelm him with the same passion and arousal that had beckoned him to her. 

Stefan was dressed in black leather, too, his long silver hair in a braid. Boots, a collar, wrist bracelets with rings and dark glasses completed his outfit. 

“You look so damn powerful right now,” she grinned. “Too bad I’m in control tonight.” 

Katalin smirked. 

Stefan agreed to switch with her occasionally for variation to make up for his mistake in New Orleans. He was having fun though he hid his joy beneath the veneer of a solemn face. 

“Come on, beauty. Smile,” she ordered in a mock tone. 

He did  
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She giggled, stuck her tongue out at him and sipped from her drink. 

“Here,” she ordered and snapped her fingers. He was on his knees in front of her spread legs. He could see her freshly shaved pussy, knew his mouth watered… 

She was determined to make him wait and beg. 

“Just wait until we get home.” She waved a finger at him. 

Stefan grinned wickedly. This was going to be a fun marriage. He licked his lips and grinned. Her scent had become intoxicating as he’d left a trail of kisses up her thigh. She arched forward and when nobody was looking, Stefan licked a line up her leg until he’d reached her pussy and could taste her sex. 

“It better be soon,” he growled. 

She cocked an eyebrow, laughed and thrust his head between her legs. “Eat, my Prince.” 
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