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By the Moon 

by Stephanie Kelley 

 

A familiar hand slid a book across the desk, the overhead fluorescent light reflecting off 

the silver crow ring he wore on his pointer finger. Thick inked calligraphy of “blessed be” poked 

out above a thick leather cuff on his left wrist. I knew the rest of that tattoo by heart. I knew 

every rise and fall of every swirl that twisted and knotted to form the triqueta he protected behind 

that modern leather armor.  

“I’d like to check this out.” 

I could have pretended it was anyone else had he not spoken.  

Anyone else but him.  

My eyes followed the lines of the tanned, well-muscled forearm to his bicep where the 

sleeve of his worn heather gray shirt strained against his skin.  I did everything I could to not 

whimper aloud as I met those storm gray eyes. He always reminded me of Marlon Brando in A 

Streetcar Named Desire with those arms, pouty full lips, and brooding brows. The only thing that 

spoiled it was Rome wore his wavy hair long and in a low, don’t give a shit messy bun at the 

base of his neck. 

“Please, with sprinkles?”   

The corner of his lips twisted in a grin as he teased me about the night I had drunkenly 

called the stars sprinkles. He knew full well the memories associated with those words and what 

they would conjure; the flash of lightning racing over his skin, the rain caressing our faces, his 

breathing hard and fast, our attempt to keep pace with the drums in the distance. 

Bastard.  

I’d known Rome since we were kids, lost track of him, then found him and a bottle of 

tequila when he came back to Lynn, Massachusetts at the start of last summer. We’d both agreed 

it was a one night thing, but it was almost a year later and he still monopolized my dreams. 

I eyed the book again, my gaze lingered for a moment too long on his belt before I 

realized what book he had slid toward me. 

“You want to check out the dictionary?” The sarcasm dripped from my words. 

“I want to check you out. But you've been avoiding me since I started here.” 

I sat back in my chair, arms crossed over my chest and stared at those eyes. What was he 

up to? 

“I wanted to officially inform you that I'm the new foreman for the library restoration 

project. You’ll let me know if you see anything that needs attention, right?” 

I pursed my lips to keep from saying something stupid, but managed a nod. He waited a 

moment longer, expecting something, anything, before he let me shoo him away with a wave of 

my hand.  Unabashedly, I stared at his ass as he walked away. The thought of how good it felt to 

dig my nails into it as he thrust made my face hot. I crossed my legs and prayed he didn’t turn 

around. God I need a cold shower. 

“I need attention,” I mumbled under my breath as he reached the door. My friend and co-

worker Sophie snorted from behind the adjacent desk. She’d been scanning in returned books in 

order to eavesdrop on my conversation. 

“Yes, you do, girl.” 

I pretended to ignore her, but still smiled.  

I spun the dictionary to face me; a pale yellow sticky note stuck to the top with his 

scrawled handwriting read See Limerence. 



I flipped through the pages till I found the word, another sticky note by the definition. 

Limerence: the state of being infatuated or obsessed with another person. 

Then I tried to read his handwriting. 

5 pm, Coat & Arms, my treat. -Rome 

Was he really trying to pick me up using a dictionary?  

Curiosity got the better of me, I thumbed through the pages looking for the pet name he 

had called me last summer.  I was rewarded with another yellow sticky note with nothing more 

than a phone number. 

He was slick, I’d give him that. 

I mulled it over for a bit. To text or not to text, that was the question. 

You think your smooth using a dictionary to pick up a librarian? 

A moment later my phone beeped.  

*You’re. Got your number didn't I?   

My phone beeped again.  

I’m outside waiting. Dinner? 

“No, I’m not going to dinner with you,” I said absently to the message, only to be sprayed 

with a plant mister.  

“Hey! Soph, stop it!” I batted at the water. My hair was soaked in spots till she stopped. 

“You just drooled over Rome McGregor.” 

His name sent a shiver through me. Not a bad one. The shiver you get when they put your 

favorite chocolate cake in front of you for your birthday, when you take that first bite and the 

sugar, cocoa, and butter hit your taste buds. 

“He’s the guy all the girls want, and he hasn’t shown interest in anyone since he came 

back. You’re turning him down for dinner?” 

I shrugged at her. She looked like she was about to come undone at my apathy. 

“Oh no. No, I’m living vicariously through you. You’re going. He’s been waiting for you 

every day this week in the parking lot, just standing there waiting for you to say something. You, 

Cara Benson, need to get over yourself and take one for the team. I know your daydreams aren’t 

about Poe and Kafka anymore, you blush too much for that. So go!” 

She shoved my bag at me and pushed me out the door. 

 If she thought I was spilling my guts when I got back to work, she would be 

disappointed. 

 

He turned to stare at me as I slammed the door shut to his truck. It still smelled like 

sandalwood and leather in the cab of his truck.  

“What do you want?” I huffed, trying to keep control of myself.  I shot him a sideways 

glance as my fingers found the pendant of my necklace, a stag head, to keep me from fidgeting.  

“Right now, dinner.” There was that damn smile again that lit up those stormy eyes. 

“Glad to know you got the necklace though.” 

“Dinner? You want me to believe that?” I shook my head at him. “You don't know 

anything about me since you've been back.”  

“I know you live in the old church across from Lynn Woods that you refurbished. I know 

you have watched me and my coven the last three months from the bell tower during our full 

moon rituals at the edge of the woods. I know that night last summer was some of the best sex 

I’ve had.” 



I huffed at him, cocking my head to the side. I couldn’t argue, it had been great sex, but I 

didn’t want to lead him on. 

“So maybe I did go a little too far in order to put myself in your path with this job, but 

damn it Cara, I can't get you out of my head. I want to give us a chance.” 

I raised an eyebrow at him. “At what? A relationship?” 

“Yeah.” 

“No. I'm not girlfriend material by a long shot, and just in case you didn't get it. No.” 

“I don’t believe that for a second.” 

“Well start, because I don’t feel like going through the string of reasons why I wouldn’t 

be a good girlfriend.” 

He sighed as he scrubbed a hand over his face.  

I knew that sigh. That was his things weren’t going as he planned sigh. 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “What, Rome?” 

“This makes my next question a little more awkward.” 

“This should be good.” Nothing but sarcasm there. 

“I took over one of the local covens as priest, things are a bit old school with this group.” 

“God, Rome, really? You're still at this witch thing?” 

“Not a thing. And I need a favor, Doe-” 

“Don’t call me that,” I cut him off. That pet name was a liberty I wasn’t willing to give 

him. “What's your favor?” 

“I need your help with the Beltane ritual.” He played with his ring as he spoke, then 

tugged at his jeans. Fidgeting was not his normal behavior.  

My eyes narrowed at him. ”Why would that be awkward?” 

“I’m expected to do certain things now that I'm in charge.” He cleared his throat as he  

rubbed the back of his neck in frustration. It was sort of cute. He took a few deep breaths trying 

to get his words in order. “Beltane is a time of renewal and union. We have a big bonfire to 

celebrate, sex, dancing, and chanting. All to call the magic.” 

“Wait, did you say sex?” 

He nodded, eyes fixed on the hands on the steering wheel. “You got into my head, Cara. 

And my heart. I can't do this with someone else, I want you as my consort for the ritual.” 

“Wow. We agreed it was a onetime thing, Rome. No attachments. No repeat. It was not 

my intent for this to be a booty call whenever you felt like it or under disguise of magic.” And 

there she was, my inner bitch that couldn’t be happy with anything, even though I wanted him 

more than I was willing to admit. 

Those stormy eyes met mine, I saw a brief flash of anger, hot as white lightning, roll 

across his eyes, and I wanted to crawl onto his lap. “You pursued me that night. Cara, my intent 

is not to screw up whatever might be between us with my duties for this ritual. Are you willing to 

give this a chance with me?” 

“You said dinner.”  

“Cara, are you going to give me an answer about this?” 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, his words running through my head. I couldn’t 

believe I was actually contemplating any of what he said. 

“After, promise.”  

 



Dinner was awkward. Everyone wanted to stare at me, the little blonde librarian with blue 

and purple streaked hair. I heard their harsh whispers, judging why he was with me.  When he 

suggested we get out of there and go for a ride, I was more than happy to leave. 

The stars were starting to come out when he pulled the truck over. I saw the pale white 

moon through the trees and realized where we were. He’d driven us to his cousin’s property 

where I’d lured him away from the bonfire and asked him to share my tequila. 

“Haven’t you made me remember last summer enough tonight?” 

There was that half smile again. “We could repeat it. Troy’s out of town for the week. 

I’m house sitting.” 

“It’s a full moon. Don't you have somewhere to be?” I teased.  

“They can handle this without me. Come on, let's go for a walk.” 

I followed him down the path in silence to the softly illuminated in-ground pool that was 

tucked away in a grove of trees. I didn’t know if I had an answer for him, and I’d promised him 

one. 

“I'm in the mood for a swim. Care to join me?” 

“I don't have a suit, and that water is going to be cold.” 

“Who said one was required?” he asked with a wink. “Pools heated this year.” 

He kicked his work boots off before he backed away from me toward the glowing blue 

water. He slowly slid his shirt off to music only he heard. My eyes followed the hem of his shirt 

as it trailed up over his tanned abs, then his chest. 

 “See anything you like?” 

“Just you,” I said without thinking. There was that satisfied, impish grin of his again. 

The light from the moon reflected off the torc necklace he wore. I had been mesmerized 

by the woven collar necklace capped with two intricately carved stag heads. I remembered how 

his skin tasted better than the tequila when I had licked the framed hollow of his throat as I rode 

him in the cab of that pickup truck as the storm raged outside. 

My eyes followed his hands to his belt, more engrossed with his movements than I should 

have been as his fingers deftly undid the buckle and the zipper.  He shimmied his jeans to his 

ankles before he stepped out of them. I followed the lines of his body back up his legs, to the 

defined v of his waist, to his broad chest, to the torc that framed the hollow of his throat, and 

then those eyes. I couldn’t refrain from biting my lower lip as my eyes drifted back to his waist 

and remembering how good he felt moving in me. 

“Eyes up here, Little Doe.” 

My eyes snapped back to his as I swallowed hard. He had no tan lines. 

I almost admonished him for the nickname, till I saw the half moon scar on his 

collarbone. I had been trying to keep from yelling in his ear in the cab of his truck when I bit 

him, but I never thought it would scar. 

He knew where my eyes had landed.  

“I like it. Don't worry.” 

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as I tried to focus. I heard a splash behind me, 

and water hit my legs. 

“I'm taking a nap in the truck till you’re done.” 

“Cara—” 

“Nope. Enjoy your swim.” 

The sound of another splash of the water and a frustrated groan echoed off the trees as I 

walked away. 



I stretched out on the bench seat of his truck, the worn blanket draped over the back of 

the bench seat smelled warm and delicious just like him. 

Memories flooded back quicker and more lucid than I expected. I missed the feel of him. 

My hand drifted down past the waistband of my skirt in an attempt to touch myself like he once 

had. 

That first time that night had been anything less than primal, raw need. His lips hot on my 

throat as he hiked up my skirt. My hands tangled in his tank top as he pushed me against the door 

of his truck. I’d pulled him against me and started fumbling with that thick leather belt. The 

driving drum beat that rose from the drunken drum circle we had left mimicked our heartbeats as 

our breath came faster. 

Clothing had barely been pushed to the side in a twisted mess as we joined together. Our 

breaths came in heavy pants as we moved; hands and mouths grazing whatever skin we could 

reach. The first flash of lightening I swore he had antlers and fluffy ears. I had to bury my fingers 

in his hair to tell myself it was the tequila making me see shit. 

I grabbed his ass with one hand to keep him in just the right spot as my head lulled back 

against the window of the truck. I still didn’t remember what he whispered in my ear before he 

nipped at my earlobe, sending an electric shiver through me that pushed me over the edge and 

gave me sweet release. He’d cursed and grabbed at the bed of the truck for support as he came.  

My heart threatened to beat out of my chest as I tried to steady my breathing. I was going 

to fog up the windows of this truck all by myself. I heard the soft click of the door as it opened 

and the cool air washed over me.  A still damp, calloused hand slipped up my leg beneath my 

long skirt, and his thumb ran up the outside of my calf. I knew it was Rome, I didn't even bother 

to stop stroking myself. 

When I gave him an encouraging moan, he grabbed my ankles and slid me to the edge of 

the bench seat. He still stood outside the truck, one of my thighs on either side of his body, my 

skirt bunched up beneath me.  One of Rome’s hands slid up the inside of my thigh, the other 

gently grabbed my wrist to stop my efforts. The fingers of my free hand dug into the seat 

upholstery in anticipation as he pushed my panties to the side. 

“You missed me.” His words were heavy and thick like honey as he dipped his finger 

into the wetness he found between my legs. 

I sat up and buried my fingers in his hair, meeting his lips with mine, as I tried to breathe 

him in.  I sucked in a breath, the kiss broken as he slipped one of his thick fingers into me. I 

heard him mumble something, but was too lost on trying to focus on the feeling than his words. 

“You promised next time you’d use your tongue.” I barely managed to whisper. 

“Been too long, I don't remember that,” he mumbled against my throat between kisses. 

“Hmmm hmm you sure did, Rome.” 

He nipped at my neck at the use of his name. I clutched at his back as my head swam 

from his touches. He caught my earlobe gently with his teeth, my back arched, and I ground 

against his hand as he thrust and stroked. 

“You know I don't trust a word you say when you want to come, right?” 

“Smart man.” The words came out as a moan as his thumb hit the sweet spot. His other 

hand slide into my hair as he kissed me. 

“You still haven't given me an answer,” he said as his lips brushed mine as he spoke. He 

curled his finger, hitting that secret spot of nerves, making my head spin. 

I moaned his name, and he did it again. 

“You gonna answer?” 



“Just tonight.” I managed to whisper. 

He removed his hands from my body and stepped back. I whimpered from his loss and 

tried to grab at him as he backed away. The wind caught his hastily done up towel that'd he'd 

swiped from the pool house and blew it open. He stood at full attention ready to go. Damn it. 

“You're an asshole.” I was pissed, but this was my own doing. What did I expect? 

“I want you, Little Doe. But not just for the night again.” His voice was a raspy whisper 

in my ear before he stooped to pick up his clothes off the ground. 

“Thought you asked me to be your consort for this thing—” 

He shook his head, wet hair falling into his eyes. 

”I was wrong. One night’s not gonna cut it. Unless you want more, forget I asked.” 

My stomach dropped as his words. He was serious.  

“You want a ride to your church?” He was back to the Rome that everyone knew, calm 

and collected. “Or you want to walk it off?” 

 “Take me home,” I snapped at him as I straightened my clothes. 

 

I didn't see him for the next two weeks at the library. Sophie gave me hell because I 

wouldn't tell her what happened.  I spent the time trying to convince myself I didn't want more 

with that man, but even I didn’t believe that.  

I watched his coven hike up the trail with their torches. I wanted to fix what I had messed 

up two weeks ago; I could only think of one way to do that since he wasn’t returning my 

texts.  And this had to be the stupidest idea I had ever had in a long series of stupid moments 

when it came to Rome.  

 If I was going to do this, I needed to go before I chickened out. I could do this. I slipped 

my leather mask on, lifted the hood up on my pearl white cloak, and headed for the trail into 

Lynn Woods.  

I watched the group from just outside the reach of the bonfire’s light.  They danced. They 

laughed. They drank. A lot. The first drum beat drew my attention as the dancing solidified into 

something cohesive and breathtaking. 

Then I saw him. A young woman painted spiral designs across his face and chest, his 

thick velvet cloak pushed off his shoulders. Two other women braided his crow black hair into 

tiny plaits. 

A middle aged man presented Rome with a crown of antlers and ears. Head bowed, 

Rome accepted the crown with words I couldn’t hear. Rome stood and paced to be the head of 

the crowd. His eyes surveyed the group of revelers. 

 “Tonight we celebrate as in the days of old and the god looks for his goddess to bless us 

with fertility and good harvest.” His voice was loud and clear. “I stand before you to offer myself 

as a vessel for the great horned god on this sacred day. This is the last night of the great hunt, the 

goddess has been returned, and it is time for the vessel of the consort to step forward.” 

They were silent. His eyes scanned the crowd, looking for someone to take my place. The 

young women that had braided his hair took a step forward. If there ever was a moment for me to 

show myself, it was now. 

As I stepped from my hiding place, a twig snapped beneath my foot. Twenty sets of eyes 

turned my direction, his included. 

Before I let doubt pull me back into the shadows, I worked my way through the group 

toward him, not bothering to give the woman that had stepped forward a passing glance. He was 

mine. 



I held my head high as if I belonged here as I stepped before him. I could feel the tremor 

in his hand as he pushed my hood back. 

His smile said it all as he realized it was me behind the half mask with doe ears. He 

leaned down to kiss the top of my head. 

“You sure?” he whispered so only I could hear. 

A shiver of anticipation ran through me as his nails trailed down the side of my neck. His 

hand slipped under my robe, bringing me from my thoughts as his fingers skimmed over my bare 

stomach. I closed my eyes to steel myself against doubt. I could hide behind the mask and have 

him right here by that roaring bonfire. Animalistic and primal. No one would know it was me as 

I rode him to ecstasy.  

But I had another idea. 

It took me two tries to find my voice, but it rang out loud and clear for all of them to hear. 

“You are the horned god Cernunnos, the mighty stag, on this sacred night. Give chase to 

your doe.”  

The challenging tone in my voice amused even me as I trailed a finger down his bare 

chest. There were whoops from his coven members as they danced around the small fire.  The 

comments that he wasn't stag enough for me elicited a few hearty chuckles from the coven. 

I wasn't sure how the ritual was supposed to go, but there were no objections, only 

Rome’s hesitation. I raised an eyebrow in satisfaction, quite pleased with myself as he stood 

there, mouth twisted in a smirk. 

I paced a few steps toward the trail that led back to my home. Rome still faced the fire, 

contemplating my words. The low chant of “chase” bubbled up from the dancers as their 

shadows embraced the fire light. I lingered a moment longer before I ducked behind a tree large 

enough to hide me so I could watch unnoticed. 

My heart skipped a beat as the fire danced and crackled, it bathed him in the rich shades 

of gold and copper. He turned toward those in attendance, as the drums quickened. The 

shadowed planes of his face were a stark contrast to the flowing lines of his muscled body. My 

mouth was dry as I raked my eyes over his form.  In that light he truly was the embodiment of a 

god. 

So this is what magic looks like. 

“Should the horned god give chase on this sacred night?” he asked, every word rode on 

the rhythm of the drums.  

 

The chant came again of “Chase, chase, chase” matched my heartbeat.  

His head and shoulders snapped back, his back bowed in a howl so long and hollow that 

left him breathless. 

“Tail up, dude, taaaaiilll up.”   

I swore that was his cousin's voice, apparently witchcraft ran in their family. 

The antlers swiveled my direction in the dancing light, the braids in his hair swung as he 

moved. But he looked ready to eat me alive as the light from the fire played over his lips.   

“Run, Little Doe.” His words rode the tide of the drums. 

The excitement sizzled through me. I felt like prey, that if he caught me I’d be devoured.  

I liked it.  

It made me feel alive. 

And I ran. 



The chilled night air filled my lungs, and I didn't wait for him to move. I heard his fast 

approaching footfalls as the trilling calls of the dancers accented the drum beats. 

I ran all the way back to my sanctuary.  

He caught me as we reached the steps to my door. Rome spun me to face him as our 

breath came in pants. His lips crashed down on mine as he pushed me against the heavy wooden 

door. A rough hand slipped into my hair, while his other slipped to my hip as he held me in 

place. 

“I owe you something, don't I?” he whispered against my lips, his chest brushing mine as 

he still gasped for breath.  

He brushed open the cloak with soft caresses down my body, placing kisses on every bit 

of exposed skin as he sank to his knees on the concrete stoop. My back against the door, he 

kissed my stomach as he repositioned my leg to rest my thigh on his shoulder. My neck bowed 

backward as his tongue dipped between my lips and found that secret spot. My breath came in 

raspy whimpers as he pulled my hips forward, his stiff tongue prodding into me.  He felt my leg 

tremble and threaten to buckle as my fingers knotted in his hair.  

I heard a satisfied huff from him as he backed off, focusing his attention back to circling 

my clit. The hand on my hip slipped to grab my ass, exposing more of my skin to the chilly night 

air as the cloak swung open from his movement.  

Goose bumps ran over my stomach at the sensation. I couldn’t keep my balance and 

grabbed for his shoulder as headlights from a passing vehicle bathed us in blue white light before 

disappearing around the next corner. 

“Rome.” I barely managed as I tugged on his hair. “Not here.” 

The pure animal growl that came from him as he stood made me wetter than the hungry 

look on his face. He didn’t bother to wipe my wetness from his face as those hauntingly feral 

eyes stared down at me. I no longer cared about the passing cars and wanted to feel him. I 

reached for him, but the world spun as he tossed me over his shoulder before he pushed through 

the door I had left unlocked. 

We made it the dozen steps to the overstuffed chaise lounge chair in the living room 

when the front door slammed shut. Rome laid me on my back. He was on his knees between my 

thighs before the room stopped spinning. He paused to undo the ties of the cloak at my throat 

before he reached for his own; the heavy velvet cloak he wore slide to the floor in a puddle of 

darkness.  I reached to remove my mask but he stilled my hands. 

“Leave it.” 

My fingers traced the swirled lines painted on his face as he lowered himself to rest on 

his forearms above me. His eyes searched my face as I traced the smeared and broken lines. My 

light touches danced down his skin as I followed those painted swirls down his torso. The further 

I traced the lines down his body, the more his chest moved in his efforts to control his breathing.  

The swirls ended at the v of his waist. His head bowed as he drew a long shuddering breath as I 

wrapped my hand around his hard cock. Mumbled curses spilled from his lips as I started to 

stroke him.  

I leaned forward to lick his chest, my tongue lapping at his salty skin. He lifted one of my 

legs over his hip and thrust into my hand. He dragged his nails down the back of my thigh 

sending tremors up my spine. I lifted my hips to him as I teased myself with his cock as I rubbed 

it up and down my wet slit.  

His rough hand replaced mine a moment before he thrust his hips forward, sliding into 

me. My breath was hot on his neck as I clutched at his shoulders while he waited, letting me 



savor the feel of him. It had been too long since I’d felt him. The slight twitches from his pulse 

as he remained still sent my head spinning. I had to remind myself to breathe as he slowly began 

to move in long, fluid motions, his calloused hand caressing my thigh as he steadied himself into 

a rhythm that matched our breathing. 

He slipped his forearm behind my neck and pulled me up to him as his thrusts became 

more urgent in a pace that made my back slip across the satin-lined cloak I laid on. His lips 

meeting mine as I wrapped my other leg up over his thick thigh to try to keep him in place, yet 

still pull him deeper as he hit that magical spot deep inside me. I wrapped the fingers of one hand 

in the hair at the base of his neck. His lips on mine were replaced with my name on a heavy sigh 

in my ear when my nails raked across his ass.  

The soft grunts punctuated by curses in my ear told me he was close. 

“Come on, Stag,” I purred in his ear. I licked his earlobe, and he slipped over the edge. 

The shudder that rippled through his body as he tried to continue his pace caused electricity to 

race across my skin. My body bucked against him as I gave myself over to the ecstasy of him. I 

felt tiny trails of fire skipping across my skin. 

He breathed my name calling me from my intoxicating bliss.  

I followed his eyes to the candle in the corner of the room that had flared to life. The tiny 

flame danced on the wick in the shape of a deer. With a wave of his hand,  it leapt from candle to 

candle around the room, lighting the candles and bathing us in an orange glow. 

“Rome—did you… How?” 

His smile caught me off guard as he watched the tiny flaming deer leap to the last candle. 

His trembling arms gave way, and he lay half on top of me. 

“Told you magic was real, Doe,” he whispered before placing a kiss on my forehead. 
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