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The Master and I
Fancy cars, extravagant designer gowns and perfectly tailored suits only available in the most exclusive stores across the world. That was the life Felix Fletcher now lived. Leaning against his old Chevy pickup truck, he wondered how on earth he’d gotten into such an exclusive society. Especially since he didn’t come from money nor did he particularly fit into this group of prosperous people. He was just Felix Fletcher, a small-town grocery store owner. He didn’t belong in this world and yet, he was. The whole concept of these meetings gave off a sense of false grandeur.  If only he could’ve turned down the invite that arrived in the mail five days ago.
Felix watched as famous tycoons and the glitterati were filtered into the lavish mansion he was all too familiar with. Apart from the delicious and exotic food that was served at every reunion, most attendees only saw it as a chance to boast about the money in their pockets. Roland Carter, a famous business man who owned half of the Paragon banks across America, pulled up in his slick black Chrysler with whatever billionaire’s daughter he could pick up that month. He was one of the most prominent members of the society, attending almost every event since the society was formed four years ago. He was the perfect example of someone who was all about the money, not the art. He sauntered into the building and this prompted Felix to follow, telling himself that the Master would be anxiously awaiting his arrival. One final smoothing of his suit and Felix was walking across the parking lot, assuming his cool façade to hide the nervousness in the pit of his stomach.
Standing in the dining hall, Felix watched the other guests mingling, their pitchy laughs and deep grunts almost deafening in the grand room. Felix stood alone, having not been in the society long and paid more attention to the glass of Gaja Barbaresco wine he was holding, than to the people around him. 
‘Such pseudo conversation, don’t you think?’
Felix turned to look at the Master, who was standing tall by his side. He noted the steely look in his gaze as the Master watched his guests, and Felix couldn’t help but feel inferior in his presence.
Both the Master and Felix had met a mere five months ago while Felix was working outside his shop. It had been a long day and Felix had wanted nothing more than to close for the night and in an attempt to re-enter his shop, he barrelled into a broad chest, knocking a cup of coffee all over the man’s crisp white shirt, after dropping the papers he’d been holding tightly in his arms. After lunging to grab all the papers before they were swept away in the light autumn breeze, Felix spluttered apologies and assurances that he normally wasn’t this clumsy. 
‘It’s no problem,’ the man, who later introduced himself as Donovan Bishop replied, wiping down his shirt with a red handkerchief.
Felix filled with apologies, ushered the man into his shop so he could offer him some money to have his suit dry cleaned. All throughout Felix’s anxious fussing, Donovan Bishop sat perfectly still, and Felix noticed the man watching him from the corner of his eye. Three months later, Felix was attending his seventh dinner, learning that the Master’s name was not in fact, Donovan Bishop, as part of an exclusive society for the rich and the important.
‘I won’t pretend that I know half of what they’re saying,’ Felix replied, sipping on the dark wine casually. Red berries, autumnal with tea notes with a deep purple-red colour. A truly exquisite taste and texture. Knowledge on wine was another thing the Master had gifted Felix. ‘An important skill,’ he’d replied in response to Felix asking why he had to know such things. ‘Five months and I still feel like a clueless schmuck.’
‘I wouldn’t assume that every guest’s knowledge on fine dining is more advanced than yours,’ he replied, though his words did nothing to soothe the doubt in Felix’s mind. ‘Dinner’s going to be served soon.’
The Master disappeared into the crowd of people and Felix was left alone again; his wine glass empty. The announcement that food would be served shortly left Felix with an almost nervous-excitement sitting on his chest and he followed the other guests into the dining room.  The Master’s cooking was the highlight of the evening, and the anticipating chatter only added to the electric atmosphere. The room was grand and designed only for hosting dinners. The ceilings were tall, with the windows which had gold detailing lining the borders. Deep crimson curtains danced on the tops of the floor and the long oak table was the masterpiece that brought the whole room together. Long and intricate, the table was quite possibly older than all of the society members combined. The Master stood at the head of his table and Felix moved through the room to take his reserved seat by his side; the ultimate honour at these parties. Felix, along with the rest of the Master’s guests waited until he sat and then they all followed suit, Felix spreading the red ironed napkin across his lap in anticipation for the meal to come.
‘Today we have a feast,’ the Master announced, Felix noting how he seemed to watch every member like a hawk, ready to attack at any moment. ‘Tete de veau en sauce verte; meat smoked on a pyre of dry hay.’ 
As the Master announced the evening’s menu, Felix watched the men in black suits and white shirts sweep into the room with golden trays of food placed delicately on each palm. ‘Truite saumonee au bleu with vegetables and broth, served with a hollandaise sauce. Coratella con Carciofi; purple artichokes served with spring liver, lungs and heart.’
Felix listened to the Master go on and watched as even more food was laid on the table. He was salivating just looking at it, though he couldn’t shake the guilty feeling that reared its head in his stomach. Three months hadn’t made this any easier. Once the food had been laid out with precision and the rest of the dinner guests were practically lusting over the aromatic smells that filled the room, Felix watched the Master reach out and grasp his hand and the hand of the woman opposite him. Everyone followed suit until a circle had been formed of hands and they were one.
‘This feast makes us one,’ the Master said, Felix meeting his intense gaze with his own unsure one. The feast had begun. Felix opened his mouth, ready to reply but the words escaped him. The guilt was throwing itself around in his stomach and Felix thought about leaving but, how could he? The Master met his unsure gaze and with one sharp raise of an eyebrow, Felix submitted and joined the others in their tradition. 
‘Festim est nos hic facit,’ Felix replied, his voice lost in the chanting of the other guests. Felix didn’t miss the curled corners of the Master’s lips. He was still the Master; his Master.
‘Bon appetite.’
Now that Felix was face to face with other guests, he could see them more clearly and the blood-thirsty looks in their eyes. No doubt, they had been waiting for   them slicing at the delicate pink meats and honey glazed vegetables, stuffing them into their mouths without a second thought. Moans of pleasure filled the room and compliments were thrown at the Master, who Felix knew, was relishing in it. The jovial clinking of glasses echoed in Felix’s ears, but he found himself unable to touch his food.
‘Are you not hungry?’
Felix couldn’t tear his eyes from the plate of food in front of him and he knew that the Master was staring at him with curious eyes. Hesitation was dangerous, and Felix knew that being the subject of the Master’s gaze right now, was less than ideal. Felix was the prey and the Master was the slowly descending predator. If Felix didn’t concede to the Master’s requirements, then it would be unlikely that Felix would be able to attend another dinner.
 ‘I am absolutely famished,’ Felix replied, hastily picking the polished silver cutlery from the table and stabbing the pink meat in an almost animalistic way. He had to please the Master. He had to make sure the Master knew that he belonged there.
The moment the tender meat touched Felix’s tongue, his mouth exploded with sweet and salty flavours and had Felix digging into his plate again for more. Dish after dish, Felix gorged on the food that was placed in front of him and complemented the Master with each new dish that was placed in front of him. He couldn’t get enough. It wasn’t enough. Felix blended in with the other guests as they tore at the meat and marvelled at the feeling it brought to them. Juice dripped down their chins and Felix couldn’t see the difference between himself and an animal tearing flesh from its prey. 
When the main courses were devoured, the same men in black suits came and gathered the plates and disappeared into the kitchen; quickly returning with the next course. Dessert. Felix watched the Master stand and address his guests. ‘After enjoying this bountiful feast, we must remember those who sacrificed themselves, so we could be one. Miss Irene Sandler and Mr James Montgomery; your honourable sacrifice will be remembered. You have become one with us all.’
At the mentioning of the members names, Felix’s attention was drawn to the kitchen doors opening and two servants appeared. In their hands were two golden platters, an expensive purple cushion placed on each one and two severed heads were delicately sat on top. Fallen members, Felix thought to himself. Tonight’s feast. It was the only point in the night where Felix was continuously both horrified and delighted. The heads were placed on the now clean table and Felix stared at the decorations with appreciation on his face.
‘This feast makes us one,’ The Master repeated, this time Felix initiated eye contact. He had to show the Master his love and appreciation. That he too, wanted to be one with him and if that meant handing himself over in body and soul, he would do it.
‘Festim est nos hic facit.’
When Felix had attended his first dinner, he had no idea that the food he was consuming were the members of the society, who the Master had decided would be their next meal. When the fallen members were honoured and Felix had realised what had happened, what he’d eaten, it took everything in him not to run and empty the contents of his stomach right there and then. . Somehow, he managed to stay seated and noticed the Master watching him. Felix knew he was waiting to see if he’d bolt or accept the community and as much as he wanted to run, Felix found himself glued to the table and hooked on the smooth words that left the master’s lips. It was like all the horrible things the Master did, were unimportant in his presence and Felix was willing to forgive and forget. 
After leaving that night, Felix swore he would never attend another dinner hosted by the Master, but when the satin white envelope was posted through his mailbox, Felix found himself moving on his own accord and was at the gates of the mansion that evening. 
The rest of the night went by in a blur of fleeting conversations and small touches shared between Felix and the Master. Perhaps these dinners weren’t so bad, Felix thought to himself and when the night finished in the early hours of the morning, he found himself loitering in the courtyard again, watching as the other members leave slowly. He leant against his truck and waited until all, but two guests had left. Royland Carter and his date had yet to leave the mansion and his Chrysler was nowhere in sight. So, the Master has chosen? One thing is for sure, he thought. The next feast will be delightful.
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