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Page Content 

57 Luke glances over at me. “When my sister read that story as a child, I—”  
“Luke—” I start.  
“I remember thinking Prince Charming would make a good husband—for me.”  
“What?” I’m breathing so fast that little orbs of light dance around the edge of my vision.  
“Did you want to marry the prince? Or maybe the princess?” he asks. 

60 “Have you ever heard of a man marrying another man? A woman being in love with another 
woman? Of people who find their hearts lie somewhere in the middle or with neither?”  
“Only as a cautionary tale that ends with people imprisoned or dead.” I slump down against 
the seat, crushed by the hopeless feelings that always seem to find me. 

75 Erin was my first friend, the first person I cared about as more than a friend, the first and 
only person I’ve ever kissed. In the beginning, I’d been so afraid to tell her how I felt about 
her that I lied and said another girl had feelings for her, just to see how she would react. 

109 He leans in and presses his lips to mine. I try to pull away, but he holds me close. He smells 
like wine and sweat, and all I want to do is get away from him. 

149 Her body, backlit by the flames, is like a vision. She is tall and strong. She’s got her sleeves 
pushed up; a wide, jagged scar runs over the muscles of her upper arm. They flex as she 
stokes the flames. I imagine how they might feel wrapped around me, and I wonder if she 
can tell how enthralled I am with her. 

152 She strips off her trousers, and I fuss with the blankets to avoid staring at her. 

165 “… went up there in her mother’s dress. They found her in a ditch. Killed herself, she did.” 

223 Her tunic, which is entirely too big for her, slips off her shoulder. My heart speeds up a little, 
and I look away. When I turn back she is smiling at me, which only makes my heart beat 
faster. She purses her lips, then lets them part, sucking in a quick puff of air. She smiles 
again, and I notice a deep dimple in her right cheek. If I had been standing, I might have had 
to sit down. 

235 She runs her hand over the small of my back as she gets up. A warm shudder courses 
through me. I watch her as she walks toward the front of the cottage. The feeling stays with 
me in the chilly nighttime air. 

239 She reaches down and runs her fingers over the back of my hand. For a moment I think she 
might turn her face up and press her lips against mine, and while I want that more than 
anything, I can’t bring myself to slip my hand under her chin and bring her mouth closer. My 
feelings for Constance grow with each passing second, but my feelings for Erin hang heavy 
on my heart. 

250 The air is suddenly quite chilly, and a thought occurs to me. “Do I have to disrobe 
completely?” 
Constance’s gaze sweeps over me, sending a jolt down my spine.  
“Nudity is optional,” says Amina. “But from what I can tell, we all have the same bits and 
pieces. And even if you don’t, there’s nothing to be ashamed of, dearie. I’ve seen my fair 
share of tallywhackers as well.” 

251 Constance turns her back to me and slips her arms out of her tunic, pulling it up over her 
head and tossing it to the ground. I am unable to take my eyes off her. She removes her 
trousers and tosses them aside. As she pivots toward me, I have to make a concerted effort 
to keep my mouth from falling open. A blanket of freckles covers her chest and shoulders 
and trickles down on to her arms like a sprinkling of stardust. Her hair, a mass of red, 
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luminescent curls, frames her face like a halo. She doesn’t look away or try to cover herself. 
A wave of yearning threatens to consume me. With a smirk, she wades in until the water 
rests just below her shoulders. 

253 I unbutton my vest and set it aside. Amina turns completely away, but Constance raises her 
eyes to the sky. I slip out of my tunic and trousers and wade into the pool. I brace for the 
chill of the water, but it’s like stepping into a warm bath. Constance levels her eyes at me, 
and something shifts in her. Her mouth opens and then closes, like she wants to speak but 
can’t. And while she looks me over, taking in every inch of me, her gaze lingers longest on 
my eyes.  
“Try to clear your mind,” says Amina. “If that’s even possible.” She gives me a knowing 
glance. My face flushes hot with embarrassment. 

286 My heart races. I don’t know what to say or do. All I know is that I want to be close to her. I 
lean in and she reaches up, running her fingers down the side of my neck, tracing my 
collarbone. My stomach twists into a knot. Before I have a chance to overthink it, I press my 
lips to hers. Her hands move to my neck and face. A surge of warmth rushes over me as she 
presses herself against me. There is an urgency in her kiss, like she’s trying to prove to me 
how much she cares, and I yield to her, unconditionally.  
The fire in me that has smoldered for her bursts to life in a way I never knew was possible. 
I’m lost in the tide of her breathing, the sweet smell of her skin, the push and pull of our 
bodies against each other. Each touch sends a shiver straight through me. In this moment, 
nothing else matters, only the surrender to the feelings we share. 

293 I reach down and turn to the last image. It shows Cinderella and Prince Charming sharing a 
passionate kiss against the backdrop of the royal palace. 

296 She puts her opposite hand on the small of my back and leans close to my ear. I think she’ll 
speak some other bit of useful information, but instead she lets her lips brush against the 
side of my neck. 

313 Constance presses her lips against mine as she winds her arms around my neck. 

319 I lean forward and kiss her, wrapping my arms around her, breathing her in and hoping that 
this isn’t the last time. 
…“You’re stunning,” Constance says. She plants a kiss on my cheek and lets her lips linger 
there. Her touch sends little sparks of fire straight through me. 

320 Constance puts her hands on my shoulders and kisses me gently. 

358 He opens his mouth wide and presses his lips over mine. I scream but the sound is muffled. I 
taste his rancid breath and feel his damp skin, his fingers like knives at my back. 

 
 

Profanity Count 
Piss 3 
Shit 3 


