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Chapter One

The damn fan in the bunny head had stopped working hours before, and Willow’s ass was hurting from the hard plastic seat. Adding insult to her twin injuries of overheating and sore backside was the seemingly endless line of children waiting to get their picture taken while sitting on her lap.

On the Easter Bunny’s lap.

Greg, Willow’s husband, ran a photography and events company that made big bucks during holidays like Easter and Christmas. Not big enough bucks to pay people well enough to want to sit in a sweltering furry costume for hours on end while kids fidgeted around on their knees. This was evidenced by the fact that neither of the other two “Easter Bunnies” had reported for work today, the day before Easter and the biggest Easter Bunny day at the Town Centre Mall.

Bunnies were supposed to only work in four-hour shifts because the temperature inside the costume could get overwhelming, and that was with a working fan inside the head. Willow also wore a vest filled with ice packs, but the ice typically melted within the first hour.

And Willow had been stuck inside the damn costume for almost eight now.

Willow could see the big clock hanging on the wall in the jewelry store near the Easter Bunny’s setup. She didn’t do anything immediately after seeing it was time for her four-hour shift to be over, but after a bit, she started using the hand signals she and Greg had worked out to let him know something was wrong. He’d come over to her and whispered through the bunny head that her relief was running late.

“Shouldn’t be much longer,” he’d said. That was almost four hours ago, and her relief had never shown.

And now the third shift bunny hadn’t shown either.

“Just hang in there,” Greg whispered in between kids when Willow started up with the hand signals again. “We’re killing it in sales today.”

“Hang in there?!” she exclaimed, not caring that it must have been loud enough for the kids at the front of the waiting line to hear. “I’m not going to sit here for another four hours!”

Greg shushed her and snapped, “Not much choice in the matter. This is our last big push!”

“Why can’t one of them get in the suit?” Willow asked, nodding the big bunny head toward the two female employees of his who were taking turns operating the camera and doing photo manipulation on a laptop. “Or you, for that matter?”

Ignoring her, Greg walked back over to join the two girls near the camera and laptop, motioning for the next kid to go sit on Willow’s lap.

Willow watched the boy approach, her rage building.

“Fuck this,” she whispered, standing up before the boy could reach her.

She shoved the bunny head up and off of her head, gasping in great breaths of air as she did so. Ignoring Greg’s protests, she pulled off the furry gloves covering her hands and kicked off the ridiculously oversized bunny feet. Finally, she slipped out of the rest of the costume so that she was standing there, in full view of a massive line of children and their parents, wearing nothing but a black sports bra and matching athletic shorts. Every inch of her skin was covered in sweat and her hair was so wet from it, it was like she’d just stepped out of the shower. She probably smelled awful, but she wasn’t brave enough to take a big whiff.

The boy who had just had his hopes of quality time with the Easter Bunny dashed fell to his knees and started bawling. He was quickly joined by several other kids in the line, at least the ones whose parents didn’t have the brains to pull their kids out of line and walk away. Willow saw flashes of light and looked up to see a couple of the waiting dads taking pictures of her with their phones.

That part made her blush, in a good way.

“Willow, what are you doing?” Greg asked for perhaps the tenth time.

“I am done,” she snapped. “Done with working for free, done with risking heat exhaustion, and done with this fucking holiday. And if you say one more word, I just might be done with you.”

With that, she stormed off, heading for the nearby vacant store that served as the Easter Bunny changing room to get her clothes, shoes, and car keys.

Cursing Greg and the Easter Bunny costume under her breath as she headed for the exit, she passed by the mall’s community room where, a few months prior, she’d had a memorable experience inside a giant gift-wrapped box after another fight with her husband. Just like that time, there was now black paper covering the windows so you couldn’t see inside. And just like then, there was now a paper banner hanging above the doors leading into the room.

Last time, the banner had read, “The Dad Zone--giving bored men something to do while their wives shop.”

The “something to do” had consisted of TV, video games, and a girl--Willow, as it turned out--inside a makeshift gloryhole (the aforementioned gift-wrapped box).

The new banner read, “CONTROL, Inc -- Submissive Training Workshop.” Underneath that unlikely yet potentially exciting title were the words, “Hosted by the Town Centre Tramps.”

“Town Centre Tramps.” One of the girls in the “Dad Zone” had mentioned that phrase the last time Willow had been in that room, but she didn’t press her for more information. Willow decided she had to know more about these Tramps and this “CONTROL, Inc.” event.

But, if things were going to turn out like last time, she really needed a shower first. Before this day turned into a clusterfuck, Willow had intended on going to the gym after her bunny shift. Her gym bag, with a change of clothes, body wash, and shampoo, was in her car. She didn’t feel like working out after the day she’d had, but she could head over to the mall’s Planet Fit? Yes! gym and take a quick shower. Then, she’d come back and see what this “submissive training workshop” was all about.

As she walked out to her car, she wondered if there was a membership form she needed to fill out to join the Town Centre Tramps.


Chapter Two

Freshly showered and wearing a tank top and jean shorts, Willow walked back into the Town Centre Mall near the community room. As she approached it, she saw that it now had a security guard standing watch beside the door, and he was one Willow was… intimately familiar with.

“Hey, Jeff,” she said.

“Well, hello there, Willow,” he replied, eyeing her up and down like he always did. “Time for more fun in the fabled Town Centre Mall community room?”

Her face went red as she recalled Jeff fucking her from behind through one of the holes in the gift box at Christmas.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’m not even sure what this is about.”

“You weren’t sure last time at first either, right?” he said, laughing.

“I suppose you’re right about that,” she said.

“Well, don’t let me stop you,” he said. “Unfortunately, though, I won’t see you inside. It’s a more exclusive event this time around.”

“That’s too bad,” Willow said, not really meaning it. Jeff was nice enough, but she’d have preferred her holiday adventures in the community room to remain a bit more anonymous than they had.

She took a deep breath and paused before going into the room. The banner suggested that whatever was going on inside involved BDSM--bondage, discipline/domination, submission/sadism, and masochism. She was familiar with all of that, of course, but had never given it too much thought.

She supposed she was more submissive than anything else, usually preferring to follow her sexual partner’s lead. This was hard to do with Greg lately, as he never seemed to initiate things in the bedroom and wasn’t especially enthusiastic about things once they did have sex. This had led to Willow taking on more of a dominant role than she wanted, which could explain why she’d so readily agreed to be used by so many men in that gift box gloryhole during Christmas. There was something inherently submissive in being treated like nothing but holes to fill, she thought.

Maybe this “workshop” was designed to help submissives learn more about their preferences. She felt her heart flutter at the idea.

She did spare a thought about her husband. Despite his recently revealed hotwife kink (seems ol’ Greg was more interested in watching his wife with someone else than pleasuring her himself), she knew he wouldn’t be happy about her jumping right into having sex with someone other than him--maybe multiple someones, she thought, her pussy tingling at the idea--without discussing it with him first. But, fuck it, it’s not like he discussed trapping her in a rabbit costume prison all day with her beforehand, so this would serve him right. If not for him and his “business needs,” she’d have gone to the gym and been home by now, waiting for him to get off work.

Whatever happened now was really his fault, just like the last time.

And the more she thought about it, the more she thought she might really be into the whole BDSM thing.

Only one way to find out, she thought, pushing open the doors.

It was very warm inside the room, almost uncomfortably so. It was dark, too, almost too dark to see more than a few feet in front of her face. She could see several people at the far end of the room; they seemed to be gathered around something she couldn’t make out. Muffled conversation and laughter were mixed in with the sounds of a woman moaning in something that sounded like a weird combination of pleasure and pain. Willow wasn’t sure she should approach the gathering, so she slowly looked around the area closer to her.

On a table to her right were various sex toys: dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and a few things Willow didn’t recognize. A small card in the middle of the toys read, “Find all these and more at Censored Gifts!” Hanging on the wall above the table were whips and floggers, which both instilled fear and made her pussy tingle more than it already was.

Moving her gaze around the room as her vision adjusted to the darkness, Willow saw more tables, filled with even more sex toys, and another one with leather costume pieces of various sorts. Beyond the tables was a large black bed with a metal frame built up all around it and a cage underneath. Next to the bed was a large “X” standing upright. It seemed to be attached to a wheel so it could be turned any which way and had restraints that Willow knew were meant for wrists, ankles, and waist. She drew in a breath when she realized she’d very much like to know what it was like to be strapped to that thing.

A squeal drew her attention to the group gathered at the far end of the room. Now that she could see better in the dark, she could make out a woman lying, naked and restrained, face down, on a raised platform, surrounded by a group of men wearing business suits. Scratch that--they weren’t all men. One was a woman, wearing a leather bodysuit. The men and the woman were taking turns holding a vibrating wand against the restrained woman’s exposed pussy. Willow realized they were making the woman come over and over again, and, despite what one may think, that didn’t seem to be a completely pleasurable experience.

“Jealous?” a woman said from behind Willow, making her jump.

Willow turned to see a pretty redhead standing there, wearing a polo shirt that said “Censored Gifts.”

“I’m… intrigued,” Willow said.

“Hi, Intrigued, I’m Piper,” the redhead said.

Willow laughed. “Sorry. My name is Willow.”

“I figured it wasn’t really ‘Intrigued,’” Piper said with a giggle. “Do you work at Town Centre?”

“Sort of,” Willow said. “My husband does the Easter Bunny and Santa Claus stuff for the holidays, and I just got done being the Easter Bunny for him. For free, which has been sucking more and more lately. I’ve been thinking of getting a part-time job here, though.”

“Censored is always hiring, but if you want many hours at all, I’d suggest looking at other stores. But I’m guessing you’re not here to talk about employment opportunities.”

“I’m not sure why I’m here,” Willow said. “I probably shouldn’t be, to be honest.”

“Nonsense,” Piper said. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, but you seem at least interested enough to stay and enjoy the show.”

“What kind of event is this, exactly?” Willow asked. “It’s pretty different from the one at Christmas.”

“The one at Christmas…” Piper said, looking off as if lost in thought. “Oh! The gloryhole gift box. I didn’t get to come to that one, unfortunately. Wait a minute… were you the one in the box?”

Willow blushed, but she wasn’t sure if Piper could see it in the darkness. “That was me.”

Piper laughed and took Willow by the shoulders, shaking her. “Oh my God, I heard about that. Everyone said you were awesome!”

“Everyone?” Willow asked, wondering how many people she might walk by at the mall knew about her.

“Yeah. You know, I heard there were supposed to be three girls on duty that day but none of them showed up,” Piper said. “So you handled all the men meant for three girls!”

“Picking up the slack for people who don’t show up for work seems to be my lot in life.”

“I’m sorry,” Piper said. “But, to answer your question, this is an educational event for prospective submissives to learn more about the lifestyle.”

Willow had guessed as much from the sign over the door but was glad to get confirmation.

“Come on,” Piper said, grabbing Willow’s hand. “Let’s go see how Rue is doing.”

As they passed by the table with the leather costume pieces, Willow saw that one of them was a black mask with attached rabbit ears. She laughed to herself as she thought she needed to take a closer look at that one if she got the chance. Maybe her days as the Easter Bunny weren’t quite behind her yet.

The group surrounding Rue--the bound girl who’d been forced to have who knew how many orgasms--parted to allow Willow and Piper to join them. Willow recognized Rue as the cashier from High Concept who’d been in the room at Christmas, just hanging out while a couple of guys played video games. Willow’s eyes were drawn to the red, swollen lips of Rue’s pussy. Drops of Rue’s juices fell from her onto the floor below, and Willow could smell the strong scent of the bound girl’s arousal. She was well aware of how horny she was, as well, and knew that if she took off her shorts and panties, her own smell would mingle with Rue’s.

“I can’t,” Rue was muttering. “I don’t know if I can take anymore…”

“That’s not the safe word, sweetheart,” the woman in the bodysuit said, taking the vibrating wand from one of the men. She shoved it against Rue’s pussy, making her yelp again.

“Oh, God,” Rue whispered, which apparently wasn’t the safe word either.

“Do we have a new student?” one of the men said.


Chapter Three

Willow turned to look at the speaker, and felt an instant chill all through her body despite the warmth in the room. As strange as it may sound, Willow felt like the man’s ice-blue eyes were staring right through her eyes and into her mind. He was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome, with an extra emphasis on dark. Willow hadn’t met many people who immediately scared her, but this man was one of the few.

“Potentially,” Piper answered Tall, Dark, and Scary. “Her name’s Willow. She’s the mall Easter Bunny.”

Another of the men put his arm around Willow. “Watch this one, gorgeous,” he told Willow. “Unlike the rest of us, Malachi’s not allowed to actually fuck anyone this evening.”

Malachi sighed and rolled his eyes. “Really, Atticus? Your protective instincts are so tiring.”

“Why not?” Willow asked. She felt grateful for the information but couldn’t say why.

“He has a magic cock,” the leather-clad woman said. “If he fucks you, you’ll never enjoy sex with anyone else.”

Willow laughed. “That’s funny.”

Malachi shrugged. “If you want to see how funny it is, we can arrange something for after the event.”

Willow swallowed hard. “I’m good, thanks.”

“Well,” said Atticus, his arm still around her, “despite the danger that Malachi presents, I hope you’ll stay. The turnout for our little educational event here has been somewhat… disappointing.”

“Piper was telling me about your little… educational event,” Willow said.

Atticus nodded. “Our organization seeks to help prospective submissives explore the lifestyle in a safe, instructive atmosphere.”

Willow pulled away from Atticus’s embrace and said, “You’re having an explicit, adults-only event where you perform actual sexual acts on women--”

“Not just women,” the woman in the fetish outfit said. “We just haven’t had any boys show up yet.”

“On people,” Willow continued, “at a mall during a big family holiday. What kind of turnout could you possibly expect?”

“Oooh,” another of the men said, suddenly looking at Willow very intently. “Major brat vibes from this one.”

“Brat vibes?” Willow said.

The man nodded. “It’s when you’re a submissive and, while your primary goal is to please your Dom like other subs, you like to make him or her work for it a bit. Push some buttons, break some rules, that sort of thing. Does that sound like you?”

Willow felt her face flush again. “Maybe…”

“I thought so,” the man said. “The name’s Tripp, and brats are my favorite. I also love to tie my subs up and watch them squirm.”

Tripp’s words made Willow shiver. She hoped it wasn’t noticeable. Or did she?

“I think this one’s done,” the woman in leather said, switching off the wand. “She’s about to pass out, and that’s no fun.”

“Says you,” Malachi said.

Ignoring Malachi, the woman went on, “Piper, can you please help Rue out of her restraints and get her some water?” As Piper moved to do that, the woman extended her hand to Willow and nodded toward the last unnamed man in the room. “I’m Cash, and this is Hart. He’s a Primal Dom.”

Willow shook Cash’s hand and nodded toward Hart. “Primal?” she asked.

“I like to hunt,” Hart said. “Would you like me to hunt you, Willow?”

“I don’t know,” Willow said, uncomfortable with the way Hart eyed her hungrily. Almost like an animal.

“Are you into being scratched, bitten, and sniffed at all day?” Malachi asked. “If not, you won’t like primal play.”

Hart sighed. “I don’t do much sniffing, you know.”

The rest of the Doms laughed as if to call into question the amount of sniffing Hart liked to do. Willow looked at Rue, who was now covered in a blanket and being led away by Piper. Rue was shivering but had a huge smile on her pretty face.

“Another satisfied student,” Cash said. “So, tell us, Willow, what kind of submissive are you?”

“I don’t really know,” Willow said. “I haven’t thought much about it. I’m not sure I ever considered myself all that submissive.”

The assembled Doms laughed at that.

“What’s so funny?” Willow asked, furrowing her brow.

“You’re definitely a submissive,” Atticus said. “We can see it in your eyes, hear it in your responses to us. Maybe you didn’t know it until right now, but this is something for which you’ve yearned for quite some time.”

“You’re a bratty rope bunny,” Tripp said. “At least, I hope you are.”

“I’ve never been tied up in my life,” Willow said.

Tripp raised an eyebrow. “Yet. Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to try it?”

Willow turned to look back at the moveable X-cross she’d seen earlier. “I think I might.”

“I knew it!” Tripp exclaimed. “Come on, let’s get you strapped in.”

Tripp led her toward the X-cross. The rest of the Doms followed, standing silently as Willow examined the X-cross in more detail. More complex than the simple X-crosses she’d seen before in porn, it was more machine than anything else. It was mounted to a large ball that looked like it would allow the cross--and anyone strapped to it--to be in virtually any position. If she let herself be restrained to this thing, they could do whatever they wanted to her.

And here Willow thought she couldn’t possibly get any wetter.

“If you’re not comfortable being naked, you can leave your clothes on,” Atticus said.

Willow grinned. “Thanks, ‘Daddy’--did I do that right?”

Atticus visibly shivered. “Oh, yes. You did that right. Maybe DDlg--Daddy Dom/little girl--is your thing?”

“Doubtful,” Willow said. “Sorry. And also, I’m fine with getting the… full experience here.”

With that, Willow quickly took off her clothes. The assembled Doms muttered their approval.

“I think I’d like to wear one thing, though,” she said, walking to the table with the costume pieces. She picked up the leather bunny mask and put it on. “What do you think?” she asked when she turned back to the group.

Cash sauntered over to her and stroked Willow’s cheek with a leather-enclosed finger. Willow shivered at the other woman’s touch. She had never been overly attracted to women before, but there was something about Cash’s bright red hair and intense green eyes that did it for her. “I think it’s time… for the Easter Bunny to come.”

The rest of the Doms cheered.


Chapter Four

“I normally prefer actual rope,” Tripp said as he tightened a strap around Willow’s right wrist, “but we’ll get to that in a bit. In the meantime, this will do nicely.”

“I think it’s important to establish clear consent here,” Atticus said as Tripp finished securing Willow to the X-cross. “Especially since Willow is new to this.”

“Thanks, ‘Daddy,’” Willow said, exaggerating the honorific and enjoying seeing Atticus shiver again.

“I’m serious,” Atticus said. “Do you consent to any and all of us doing whatever comes to mind? Keeping in mind that Malachi is not--no matter how much he might try to charm you--allowed to actually fuck you.”

Willow looked at Malachi, who smirked at her. Damn him, that smirk made her want to see what the fuss surrounding him was all about.

“Yes,” Willow said. “I consent to all of that. I assume I’ll be able to veto something that I find uncomfortable?”

“That’s what safe words are for,” Cash said. “Are you good with the traffic light system? Red means stop, yellow is slow down, and green means you’re good to go?”

Willow nodded. “Yes, Ma’am,” she said. “So, uh… green?”

“Green it is,” said Malachi, nudging Tripp out of the way, so he was in front of Willow. “I can’t fuck you, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have a little fun.”

“Oh, yeah?” Willow said sarcastically, trying to play up the “brat vibe” they seemed to think she had. “Tripp likes brats and ropes, Atticus is the caring Daddy figure, and Hart wants to chase things. What’s your deal?”

Malachi smirked. “My deal? My ‘deal’ is dominion over you and everything you hold dear.”

Willow giggled. “Are you for real?”

“I assure you I am,” he replied. “My ‘deal’ also involves a fair amount of… pain.”

With that, Malachi pinched both of Willow’s nipples, making her squeal. Tears welled up in the corners of her eyes, and she opened her mouth to say “red” but stopped just short of doing so. Malachi eyed her lips with great interest as if willing her to use the safe word, and it wasn’t just “brat vibes” that made her want to defy him. She could feel charm and something more (intimidation? compulsion?) oozing off of him and knew that if she couldn’t stand up to this painful but relatively minor challenge, she’d never be able to resist him in a more serious situation.

So she just smiled through the pain and said, “Is that all you got?”

Malachi smiled back and said, “No, it most certainly is not.”

He pushed back on the X-cross, and her head moved away from him. He reached down and grabbed the cross near her ankles, and pulled up so that she was fully reclined. He spun the cross around, so her head was near his crotch.

He unzipped his pants.

“I’m abiding by the rules my friends have set forth for this event,” Malachi said, “so I can’t fuck you. But I will have your mouth.”

Willow looked nervously--instinctually?--at Atticus, who sighed but nodded. When she looked back at Malachi, he had his cock out. She blinked. It was beautiful in the way some cocks just are, and huge--long and thick and veiny. Willow didn’t know if it was truly magical like Cash had said, but if Malachi could wield that fearsome weapon like Willow thought he probably could, she could see lots of women mistakenly thinking he was supernatural.

“Since you won’t be able to speak, pat my leg three times if you need to stop,” Malachi said, unfastening the strap that held her left wrist to the X-cross.

“So thoughtful of you,” Willow said, opening her mouth.

“I am nothing if not thoughtful,” Malachi said and shoved his cock into her mouth.

Malachi’s balls slapped against Willow’s nose as he rammed his shaft into her, the wide head of his cock immediately breaching her throat. She reached out with her free hand and grabbed his pants leg so she could easily tap out if need be, and she thought that might quickly be necessary. Malachi was merciless, brutal, pounding away at her face harder than most men would at her pussy. He mauled her breasts as he worked, occasionally pinching her nipples in a way that made his earlier abuse there seem like a gentle massage.

She gagged against his cock each time he thrust toward her, her head reflexively pulling away as much as it could. She had trouble breathing and knew there was no way she could keep this up any longer.

She took her hand off of his pants leg, ready to slap at him three times, when he started coming.

The first blast went into her throat, burning it as if she’d taken a drink of steaming hot coffee, and she felt like she might drown. Thankfully, Malachi pulled out as he continued ejaculating, spraying her face and hair with the rest of his not-inconsiderable cum. The parts of her face not covered by the bunny mask felt like they were on fire as he stroked himself, lashing her with rope after rope of his hot, sticky mess. If it wasn’t so uncomfortable, she might have found it amusing and asked if he’d seen a doctor since she was pretty sure cum wasn’t supposed to be so warm.

She couldn’t imagine the feeling of Malachi unloading into her pussy, but the mere thought of that somehow made her want to imagine it.

Want to feel it.

She shook her head, as much to shake away the thought of fucking Malachi as to get some of his cum away from her eyes. She kept them closed even as the cum began cooling, afraid to feel that burning there.

She heard the sound of Malachi zipping up his pants. A moment later, she felt someone gently wiping the cum from her face with a cloth. She knew who it was even before opening her eyes, and when she did open them, she saw that she was right.

“Thanks, Daddy,” she said and laughed when Atticus smiled down at her. He swiveled the X-cross until she was turned upright again. Tripp moved to secure her left wrist again.

“So, who’s next?” Tripp asked, sounding anxious. He was obviously eager for a turn, and Willow wasn’t sure why he wasn’t first in line. Other than the fact that Malachi had to be the center of attention, of course, but now that he was done…

“I’ll go,” Cash said. “I’m afraid there’s not much of a way for me to teach you about my particular style of domination, but that doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun.”


Chapter Five

Cash walked to the table near the entrance of the room, the one with all the sex toys. She selected one and then walked back, holding up a pink vibrator with two little rabbit ears that would touch a woman’s clit when the vibrator was fully inserted. It was something Willow was pretty familiar with. “A rabbit for a rabbit, yes?” Cash asked.

Willow nodded. “I like the way you think.”

Cash turned on the rabbit vibrator and began massaging Willow’s lower lips with it. Cash gently pushed it inside Willow’s hot, dripping hole and smiled.

“I was going to ask if you needed lube, but it sure doesn’t seem like it,” Cash said.

Willow grinned and said between gasps, “No, I’m good.”

“Good,” Cash said, shoving the vibrator all the way inside. The little rabbit ears pressed against Willow’s clit, sending shockwaves of pleasure from her core throughout her body.

“So,” Willow said, struggling to get words out as her body responded to Cash’s ministrations, “what’s your… ‘particular style of… domination?’”

Cash laughed. “Findom. Financial domination. I meet men online and make them send me money. Most of the time, I never see them in person.”

“They just send you money?” Willow asked.

“Quite a lot of it sometimes,” Cash said.

“Without ever… fucking you?”

Cash nodded. “There’s a particular type of person--it doesn’t have to be a man, I suppose, but all of my paypigs so far have been--who loves giving up control over something that’s so vital to life. That being money, of course. Their financial security.”

Willow giggled, partially from the pleasure she was receiving and partially from the concept of findom. “Paypigs?”

“That’s what my submissives are called,” Cash said. “I have five regulars and a few that are on again, off again.”

“What do they get out of it?” Willow asked, her voice quaking as her pleasure built.

Cash shrugged. “A lot of submissives enjoy being humiliated. Degraded. They relish the loss of control over their bodies, just like you’re doing right now. Giving me money while I tell them how pathetic they are through their phone or computer screen, reminding them that they’ll never so much as touch me… it’s just another form of humiliation. Another way of giving up control.”

“Oh, God…” Willow muttered, her orgasm nearing.

“I didn’t say you could come yet, dear,” Cash said.

She pressed the rabbit ears harder against Willow’s clit, making her squeal.

“I’m going to,” Willow whispered.

“Are you, now?” Cash asked, pulling the vibrator almost completely out of Willow’s pussy.

“Fuck,” Willow said. “Please don’t stop…”

“I don’t let my paypigs come without paying the fee,” Cash said.

Willow groaned. Cash pulled the vibrator completely out and began barely touching Willow’s outer lips with it.

“Are you going to pay the fee, Willow?”

Willow was panting by now. She’d been horny this whole time, even before being strapped to the X-cross and mercilessly used by Malachi. And she was so close to coming from the vibrator…

“There’s a $20 bill in the pocket of my shorts,” she said, on the verge of tears. “Is that enough?”

“Atticus, be a dear and see if she’s telling the truth,” Cash said, shoving the vibrator back into Willow’s pussy.

Atticus picked up Willow’s jean shorts and pulled a twenty from one of the front pockets. He handed it to Cash.

“Well, look at that,” Cash said as the little rabbit ears made contact with Willow’s pussy once more. “I guess I’m teaching you about findom after all.”

Cash laughed as Willow came, her body shaking against the restraints of the X-cross.

“So pathetic,” Cash said, her words making Willow’s face go red with embarrassment. “Such a wanton little slut, willing to pay for a couple of minutes of pleasure.”

Cash kept the vibrator inside and continued her verbal assault. Willow quickly approached another climax, but Cash pulled out the vibrator at the last possible second, leaving Willow twitching and begging as her own juices dripped from her pussy onto the floor below.

Willow cursed herself for not bringing more money.


Chapter Six

“My turn,” said Hart, approaching Willow, who was still breathing heavily.

He stared at her for a moment with fierce brown eyes below his unruly mane of blond hair before dropping to his knees. He leaned forward so that his nose was so close to her needy cunt she could feel him there.

And then he breathed in deeply, audibly sniffing her. She squirmed uncomfortably; she was so aroused by the events of the evening in general, and Cash’s wonderful cruelty in particular, that she could smell herself. She could only imagine what Hart must be breathing in down there.

After a moment, his face still between her legs, he reached out with each hand and unfastened the straps holding her ankles to the X-cross. He stood and did the same with the ones holding her wrists, giving her a moment to get her feet on the floor.

He looked her in the eyes and said, “Now that I have your scent, it’s time for you to get just a taste of primal play.”

Willow looked at him, confused. “What?”

Hart smiled and whispered, “Run, rabbit, run.”

Her eyes wide, Willow moved to the left, her bare feet slipping a little on the wetness from her dripping pussy. She felt silly running--the community room wasn’t that big--but she couldn’t help but do it. She could hear Hart moving behind her, and her heart pounded at the thought of being chased.

And being caught.

She knew running was pointless. She couldn’t exactly leave the community room while naked, after all. When she got to the far end of the room, past where Rue had been strapped down and given her forced orgasms earlier, Willow turned around to see where Hart was.

He was just barely past the X-cross, moving slowly in her direction while shedding his clothes. Her back against the wall, Willow began moving to her left. She kept her eye on Hart, who stopped briefly to discard the last of his clothes, a pair of leopard print boxer briefs. His cock, appearing to be only semi-hard, was already about as big as Malachi’s.

Willow stumbled when her foot hit an object on the floor. Looking down, she saw that a layer of soft leather covered the floor in the corner of the room she’d been inching toward. She looked up and noticed that the walls in that corner were lined with the same type of padded leather. She stepped up onto the padding and continued toward the corner before looking back toward Hart…

…who was now only inches away, having closed the gap between them in the seconds it had taken her to wonder about why the corner was padded.

She screamed, and then he was on her. They fell together to the padded floor, Hart’s teeth digging into the flesh of her neck while his fingernails did the same to her side and hips. Instinctively, she fought to get out from under him. Her head thrashed against the padded wall, which made her realize what all the leather in that corner was for.

It was so Hart could be in his element while reducing the danger to his “prey.”

“You think you can get away,” Hart said quietly. “That’s funny.”

Willow kicked out at him, striking him in the chest and pushing away from him. Her efforts were actually successful, which surprised her, but she had only a moment to celebrate her temporary victory. As she got to her feet and prepared to run again, Hart grabbed both of her ankles and pulled, sending her bare ass back down to the leather flooring.

“Hold the fuck still,” he commanded, and she froze up despite her mind telling her she needed to get away.

The primal Dom moved down her body, gripping her upper legs. He was incredibly strong, holding her to the floor while spreading her legs at the same time. He bit at her inner thighs, hard enough she was sure he would leave bite marks and bruises, moving closer and closer to her pussy. Then, almost like a light switch being flipped, his actions went from cruel and painful to loving and pleasurable. He buried his face in her hot, wet cunt, lapping at her slick folds while exaggeratedly breathing in, growling the whole time.

It only took seconds of his long, wide tongue lashing at her exposed pussy to make her stop feigning a need for escape. She still squirmed, but it was out of pleasure and not out of any sense of supposed danger.

Willow raised her hips to meet Hart’s mouth, already feeling an orgasm close by. She’d been so close to a second climax at the hands of Cash and her rabbit vibrator, she knew it wouldn’t take long if Hart kept up what he was doing. Willow dug her fingernails into the leather padding, moaning as Hart growled. Any second now…

And then Hart stopped. Ignoring her protests, he roughly flipped her over and up, onto her knees, so that her pussy and ass were exposed to him.

“Remember your safe word, if you need it!” Atticus called out. His voice was shocking and seemed out of place; Willow had forgotten anyone besides Hart.

With one hand, Hart grabbed a fistful of Willow’s dark hair, and with the other, he guided his massive cock into her wet and waiting hole. Twin spikes of pain shot through her scalp and her pussy as he pulled her head back while ramming into her down below.

“Does it hurt, little rabbit?” Hart said; she could hear the sneer that must have been on his lips.

“Yes!” she cried out, although the pain in her cunt was already shifting toward pleasure territory.

“Good,” he said with a laugh, yanking even harder on her hair as he pummeled her pussy.

Again and again, he rammed into her, and she could once again feel her orgasm approaching. If he kept this up for just another minute or two, she’d come again, and she knew this one would put her earlier one to shame.

With an ear-shattering growl that echoed around the community room, Hart shoved deeply into her and held himself there as he came. He pulled back on her hair harder than he had to that point, but Willow barely felt the pain from that. She came when she felt the second blast of cum from Hart painting her insides, and the two of them moaned in unison as he continued to fill her up, each wave of spunk a new spike of pleasure radiating throughout her body.

Finally, he was finished. He pulled out of her and released her hair. She fell forward onto the leather, breathing heavily and shaking all over.

Weak from exertion, she felt like she could lay there forever, falling asleep as Hart’s cum seeped out of her well-used pussy. This was not to be, as only moments afterward, Hart grabbed her by the shoulder and forced her to her unsteady feet. He began dragging her back to the X-cross, sighing as if annoyed when she almost stumbled a few times.

When they got there, Hart pushed her down onto her knees, so that she was kneeling in the middle of the assembled Doms. Hart asked the others, “Who’s next?”


Chapter Seven

As it turned out, they all were.

Hart moved aside, and Tripp stepped in front of Willow. Not an especially tall man, he seemed to tower over her before kneeling down to her level.

“Willow,” he whispered into her ear, sending shivers down her spine. “Do you know what I like more than seeing a lovely young lady tied up? Even more than knowing I can do whatever the fuck I want to her?”

“I’m sure you’re going to tell me,” Willow said playfully, noticing the rope Tripp held in his right hand.

“I like to share,” Tripp said, and stood up, backing away from her.

Atticus and Malachi moved to either side of Willow. Each grabbed one of her arms and pulled her to her feet. They moved her to the nearest wall, shoving her against it so hard it took her breath away. They each raised the arm they were holding above Willow’s head before Tripp walked over to her. He went to work trying her wrists together with the rope. They all laughed when she struggled against them. She put on a good show, but at no time did she consider using her safe word.

When he was done tying her up, Tripp attached the rope binding her wrists to a hook jutting out from the wall above her head.

Tripp leaned in to whisper again into her ear, “We’re all gonna take turns doing whatever we want, and you’ll never know who’s doing what.”

It was Willow’s turn to laugh. “You just tied me up; it’s not like I can’t still see,” she said, rolling her eyes in what she hoped was an appropriately bratty way.

Tripp held up a blindfold and smirked. Willow’s eyes went wide as Tripp covered them with the blindfold.

For the next hour, Willow’s world was nothing but fingers, mouths, and cocks. And the Easter Bunny came and came again, so many times that Willow lost count.


Epilogue

When it was over, Atticus offered her some fresh fruit and bottled water, both of which Willow graciously accepted. Willow spent some time lying on the heretofore unused bondage bed, her head on Atticus’s lap, while he played with her hair. The room was quiet; she didn’t know where the other Doms went, and at the moment, she didn’t care.

“This is nice,” she said, looking up at Atticus.

“It’s called aftercare,” he told her, his voice quiet and soothing. “We all do it… well, maybe not Malachi. But, in general, it’s a big responsibility of the Dominant to show the submissive that they’re cared for, especially after a particularly… stressful scene.”

“I see.”

“So, how are you feeling about all of this?” he asked. “Are you okay?”

“I am… more than okay,” she replied.

Atticus helped Willow get dressed. She parted ways with the Doms after getting Tripp’s phone number and, with great strength of will, refusing Malachi’s. She left the leather bunny mask on as she walked back toward the middle of Town Centre Mall to see if her husband had managed to salvage his precious final day of Easter Bunny season. Her legs still shaky after her adventures in the community room, Willow sat down on a nearby bench and saw that there was indeed someone who had taken over as the Easter Bunny after her explosive departure.

Greg’s two female employees continued to take pictures and process them on the laptop, but Greg was nowhere to be seen. Willow giggled when she realized he was in the suit. Since it was almost the mall’s closing time, she sat on the bench and watched until Greg was done being the Easter Bunny.

Several passersby stared at her for uncomfortable lengths of time, which she chalked up to the bunny mask she wore.

Finally, Greg was done, the final kids getting their pictures on his lap. With the aid of one of his workers, he started walking toward the vacant store where he would change out of his bunny costume. He stopped walking when he neared Willow and changed direction to approach her.

He pushed the big bunny head off of his own, his forehead dripping sweat. Seemingly out of breath, he dismissed his employee and looked at Willow.

“What the fuck are you wearing?” he asked. “And what is that all over it?”

Willow looked at him questioningly for a moment before realizing he was asking about the mask. She took it off and turned it around so she could see the outside.

The black leather was coated in cum, and she laughed.

“Again?” Greg asked, rolling his eyes. “Another gift box?”

“No,” Willow said. “Something way more interesting. Go get changed, and I’ll tell you all about it over dinner.”

Greg sighed. “Get rid of that thing; it’s ruined.”

“You think so?” Willow asked, sticking out her tongue and pulling the mask to her mouth. “I think I know just how to clean it.”

---

Want more Town Centre Tramps? Check out the entire series here. All Town Centre Tramps books can be read in any order and as standalone stories!

---

Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking here.


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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