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Preface



This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Willow and Matt Lake writing Mike.

Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.


Chapter 1



WILLOW

Alice and I stomp snow off our feet before entering the lingerie store. It’s not even December, so why the heck is it snowing? I hate the cold, and my apartment’s windows aren’t exactly airtight, so I’m not looking forward to a long winter. But that’s not something I need to worry about right now. Today, I’m out with Alice to buy some lingerie that will make Mike think twice about touching another woman on that cruise.

As we enter, the salesperson greets us with a sunny smile. “Welcome! Let me know if there’s anything I can help you find.”

I beam back, feeling pumped and confident. “Thanks, we will.”

Even though I’m feeling good about this, it’s a new experience for me. I’ve never dated a guy who made me actually WANT to shop for lingerie. Oliver-the-Limp-Dick didn’t appreciate it. He said it was a waste of time because he just had to take it off to get to the prize. Back then, I thought it was endearing, but now... fuck him.

Alice and I dive into the nearest rack. I hold up a gorgeous white lace babydoll chemise in front of me and quirk an eyebrow at Alice.

She laughs and shakes her head. “Is that really the look you’re going for? You don’t want to scare him shitless and make him think you’re headed down the aisle.”

“But I look fantastic in white,” I grumble as I put the lacy number back and turn my attention to a nearby section of black lingerie. “Wow, these are pretty.” I grab a lace chemise and look at Alice for approval.

Alice’s arms are overflowing with a rainbow of silky lingerie and I stare at her until she feels me watching her and glances up.

“What?” she asks defensively.

I shake my head. “How long are you planning on being in the dressing room? I thought this was a quick trip?”

“Oh.” She gives me a knowing smile. “We’re not trying any of this on. Pick out as much as you want. My treat.”

Holy shit. “Seriously? Did you win the lottery or something?”

What the hell is going on with Alice?

Alice rolls her eyes. “Of course, I’m serious! I’ve got myself a sugar daddy now, you know. He gave me his credit card.”

Uh... fine, whatever. “Sounds good to me.”

I start picking out whatever I want that’s in my size and looks alluring. I hope she doesn’t get in trouble when Mr. Moneybags sees the charge on his credit card. Hopefully, he’ll be too busy enjoying the result to care.

By the time we make it to the cashier, we’re overloaded with lingerie and the cashier peers down at the pile and then looks at us. I elbow Alice and she giggles as another worker comes over to help ring us up. When Alice hands over a credit card, I notice it’s her name on the card.

“Hey! You said this was the old geezer’s money.”

I’m mentally debating what to take back while Alice laughs. “It is. He got a card for me.”

My mouth drops open, and she wiggles her eyebrows at me. “Don’t worry. I plan to pay him back.”

She leans close to me and whispers, “With interest.”

Oh God, she’s hilarious, but she looks deliriously happy.

Once everything is paid for, we head out with the bags, and I can’t resist teasing her. “So, you’ve been holding out on me. You never said how your Thanksgiving went with Mr. Moneybags. And here I thought you weren’t that interested in him.”

I watch her expression closely and see her eyes light up and her lips stretch into a slow grin. “It’s going... well. I don’t want to talk about it yet and jinx it.”

I playfully knock into her. “Fine. Keep your secrets for now, but you’ll spill sooner or later.”

“Deal.” Alice holds out her fist, so I bump hers.

***

Alice drops me off at my apartment, and I hurry in from the cold with my new treasures. I won’t rip the tags off all of them yet, in case she calls me later and says we have to return them. I still don’t trust that her sugar daddy wants her to buy me lingerie.

I shiver as I enter my apartment, and hurry over to the tiny area I call my living room. Dumping my purchases onto my sofa, I switch on the space heater. I need to take the chill off the room if I plan on taking photos.

While the room warms, I step back and eye my purchases. There’s so much sexiness in front of me, and it looks like an explosion at a lingerie factory. I do some rearranging, placing everything on the couch, neatly folded by color then type: black silk panties, white chemises, red corsets and so on until the pile is organized to my satisfaction.

It’s still too chilly to strip, so I take a hot shower. I lather up and my mind drifts to Mike. Our text messages of ‘sweet dreams’ have turned into a routine, and my stomach flutters with happiness as I think about him. Since he leaves for his vacation tomorrow, should I send him a naughty photo tonight or wait? Hmm... maybe wait. I don’t want him so horny that when he walks onto the ship he starts eyeing the single women.

I take a long shower, making sure to be careful while I shave. By the time I’m finished, the room is heated enough for me to model my lingerie. I pull out the first set I want to try on: a baby blue sheer chemise and a matching garter belt with attached thigh-high stockings. Perfect. Sensual but classy. Well, kind of classy. There’s a hint of innocence to it that will hopefully make him remember he took my virginity... and that I’m an obedient fucktoy.

Propping my phone up on my nightstand, I angle it so it’s the perfect level to take photos of me on the bed. Before I start, I dig out a length of red yarn from my craft supplies and tie it around my wrist. It’s not authentic, but it will get the point across.

I turn on music, and while some rock band sings their hearts out, I snap various poses while smiling, flirting and blowing kisses at the camera. I think about how Mike is going to love these. The longer it goes on, the more I get into it. I sprawl out on the bed, making a variety of expressions ranging from ecstasy to pure adoration. I change outfits several times, each time choosing a sluttier one. This is fun, and I’m feeling sexy and powerful. I’m trying to create naughty pictures for Mike, but I’m also turning myself on imagining how he’ll react when I send them. He better darn well appreciate these.

Wait, what if I get him turned on and he runs out and fucks some woman while on vacation because he’s got nothing better to do? No. No way, I refuse to let that happen. He’s going to get so many pictures and so many flirty messages, his head will be spinning and he won’t have time to think of anyone else. I need to stay focused on the plan.

After an hour of taking photos, I’m vibrating with need and I wish I could fuck Mike right now. This has all been to turn him on, but I’ve succeeded in driving myself crazy in the process. I could try to take care of my problem myself, but I just want Mike.

Heck, what I should have done was drag Alice to a sex toy shop and see if Daddy-Lotta-Bucks would pay for an expensive toy--some big, thick dildo that reminds me of Mike. My body hums and I feel flushed. Yep, I’m making things worse.

I bundle up in a robe, and as I’m reviewing the photos, I giggle when I see that my nipples are standing at attention. I was turned on, but it was also because my damn apartment is way too cold. Ugh, I’ve got to find somewhere else to live by next winter. I swear I could see my breath this morning. That’s not right—and it’s only the beginning of the cold season.

I make some tea and snuggle into bed to do some light editing of the photos. I’m fucking hot in most of the shots. Sending them is going to be fun, but I’m still going to make him wait. He doesn’t get one tonight.

The tea makes me sleepy, and I text Mike before I zonk out.

Willow
Good night, Sir. I’ve got a sexy surprise for you soon. Have a safe trip!



I’m too tired to wait for his reply and I know I’ll see it in the morning. I flip off the light and grab my stuffed bear to cuddle, pretending it’s Mike as I fall asleep.


Chapter 2



MIKE

Staring out over the ocean from my cabin window, I wonder what Willow is doing.

I arrived on the boat this morning after an overnight flight, so I’m still jet lagged, but already I can tell this cruise is going to be a little different from ones I’ve taken in the past.

Every year, my company sends me on this cruise. It’s part work and part reward. We provide the entertainment for the ship—musical acts, comedians, and such—and I’m there to check that everything is going okay from the point of view of an average customer. No one knows I work for the company, so they don’t treat me special.

So every December, I go on a three-week singles cruise around the Caribbean, and while I’m there, I enjoy casual hook ups with other like-minded people. I may be getting on in years, but on the ship, there’s usually no shortage of women who’re looking for an older dom to fool around with.

On previous trips, I’ve been able to relax and enjoy myself. But this year, I can tell there’s going to be a problem.

The problem is Willow.

Within half an hour of getting on the boat, a woman hit on me—long blond hair, tanned body in a tiny bikini, emerald eyes. She’s stunning, and she invited me to her cabin to rail her senseless.

But I said no.

I surprised myself, not knowing I was going to say it even as I opened my mouth. But as soon as the word was out, I knew I said the right thing.

As hot as this woman was, she wasn’t Willow.

After that, I saw a lot of women that normally I would try to screw, but I knew in my heart of hearts that it would be meaningless fun. Because I would be thinking of Willow the entire time.

I don’t know what it is about her that’s gotten under my skin. She’s gorgeous and sexy, but there’s something more than that.

For the first time in a long time, I’m comfortable around someone. It’s not just the sex. When we cuddled up on the sofa, I wanted her to rest her head on my chest and feel her hand in mine. Or when we woke in the morning, cuddling up in each other’s arms felt like a treat rather than something I should do before sending her on her way. I want to spend time with her rather than going back to my usual self-inflicted isolation.

This is the first time since my wife has died that I want to have a relationship with someone. I’m not saying dating, but something more than fuck buddies.

My phone buzzes, and I glance at the screen. It’s a message from Willow. I’d just sent her a picture of the view from my cabin.

Willow
Oh, very nice. But you know the view I want to see.



She signs it with a winking emoji. I’m old-fashioned with my texting and rarely send hearts or funny GIFs. But when she does it, it makes me smile.

I snap a picture of myself, giving her my best dom pose.

She replies almost instantly.

Willow
Are you shirtless?



Mike


Yes. I’m heading to bed.




I climb into bed as I wait for her reply. One of the advantages of an all-expenses-paid trip is that I get a decent-sized cabin with a luxurious bed. It’s as soft as a cloud and my eyes are already starting to close.

The ping from my phone brings me back and I check Willow’s message.

Willow
So, you’re completely naked then?



Mike


Yes.




I wonder where she is while she’s messaging me. Probably in that depressing apartment. I hate to think of her there, especially when I’m in such nice surroundings.

Willow
Hmm, how can I believe you? Maybe you need to prove you’re naked.



She’s certainly less shy than when we first met. I can’t imagine that woman asking to see me naked. But just because she’s coming out of her shell doesn’t mean I won’t make her work for it.

Mike


Where are you?




Willow
At home.



With one hand I type a message to her, while with the other I wrap my fingers around my cock and gently stroke. The dom side of me has woken up and is ready to play.

Mike


Go to your bed and get naked. I want you under the covers and ready for me.




There’s no waiting for a reply. She sends an instant, “Yes, Sir.”

My cock grows in my grasp as I imagine her rushing to the bedroom and throwing off her clothes. I smile as I think about her tits bouncing as she leaps into the bed and gets under the covers. I bet she’s excited and has an adorable grin.

Willow
I’m in bed.



Mike


Good girl. Now, tell me what picture you want.




Willow
I want to see you naked.



Mike


No, that’s not what you want. What is it you really want?




There’s a pause and I remember that even though she’s becoming bolder, she’s still a rather shy sub. But then I get her reply.

Willow
I want to see your cock. I want to see you hard for me.



Now that’s my good girl.

Mike


Slip your hand between your legs and touch yourself. I want you fuzzy and wet before I send you anything. Understand?




Willow
Y



Whenever she gets turned on, her replies get shorter, either from rushing or because her head gets foggy and she can’t form the words. It’s how I can tell if she’s into what I’m doing.

I pull down the covers and angle the phone at my cock, making sure that the curve is visible. Willow likes the curve; she says that it hits the perfect spot. I believe it based on how it makes her moan.

I make sure the picture is clear and hit send. It’s a little strange for me, as I’m not into taking dick pics. When I was with my wife, it wasn’t a thing. And now that I’m single, I don’t normally stay with anyone long enough to send pictures back and forth. I’ve only done it a few times, and this one looks impressive.

My phone pings again.

Willow
Oh. That’s hard, and the tip is so red. Your hand is really wrapped around it.



Mike


Red and hard for you. Now I want you to lie back in your bed and rub your pussy. Give your clit attention and imagine it’s me rubbing circles against it. I want you to think of me watching you. And you’re going to send me a picture to show me how turned on you are.




It takes a few minutes before she replies, and I sit there stroking my cock while I wait. I can picture her, head back and legs wide open. Her fingers inside her pussy as she imagines me watching her from the end of the bed. Maybe when I get back I should do that. Get her to put on a show for me and tell her that if it’s good enough, she can have my cum. I’m sure that would be the right incentive for her.

Her reply comes back and I open the picture. She’s lying on her back holding her phone camera above her, wearing a gorgeous black lingerie set with her breasts spilling out the top. Her eyes are shut and her mouth is slightly open. I can’t see where her other hand is, but I’m pretty sure it’s between her legs.

This is the first time I’ve asked her for a picture, and she sent it without question. Not only is that a sign of a good sub, but also that she trusts me.

As I focus on the picture, I stroke myself harder and some pre-cum leaks out. I wish Willow were here to lick it and swirl her tongue around the tip, then look me in the eyes as she swallows.

Mike


I want you to lift your finger to your mouth and suck it. Taste yourself and imagine how good it’ll be when I’m there and eating out your pussy. Now I want you to take that finger and rest it against your clit. Can you do that for me?




Willow
Y



Mike


Rub your clit, round and round. Nice and slow so that it makes your mind all empty. I want you to get soaking wet. And Willow...




Willow
Yes?



Mike


No coming till I give you permission. That’s for the entire trip.




All thoughts of sleep are now gone. My sweet submissive is in bed, ready to do whatever I want and fuck herself following my commands. If this is how every night is going to go, maybe this cruise won’t be so bad after all.


Chapter 3



WILLOW

Mike is driving me insane. I spend my time at work wondering what he’s doing and who he’s fucking, but then when I get home, he’s attentive and toys with me—letting me come only half the time. He’s enjoying the lingerie pictures I’m bombarding him with, but am I just fueling the fire for other women?

When I complained to Alice, she told me to stop being a wimp and ask him if he’s fucking other people, but she doesn’t understand. I like him… a lot… And I’m afraid to scare him off. He didn’t sign up to be my boyfriend. I want to be able to enjoy my time with him without becoming too attached... but it might be too late. Just thinking about him sleeping with another woman is eating me up with jealousy.

Between worrying about what he’s doing on the cruise and him keeping me a needy, wet mess all the time, I’m distracted and making stupid mistakes at work. I told my boss I haven’t been sleeping well, but that’s a lie. I’m sleeping like a baby, but Mike’s only been giving me just enough orgasms to stop my brain from being total mush 24/7. Every day, he teases me in my texts with promises of how wonderful his cock will feel sliding into me when we see each other again. Dammit, I really should have bought an enormous dildo and named it Mike. It might be enough to soothe this aching need.

***

After two weeks of him being away, I’m ready to burst. If someone told me three months ago how much a dom guy could mentally fuck you up over text messages, I’m not sure I would’ve believed them. This is seriously crazy and not at all how I imagined submitting to someone would play out. He knows exactly what to say to get me worked up and desperate for his cock... the cock I can’t have because he’s on a stupid boat in the middle of the stupid ocean for another week!

It’s been another long day at work, but when I get off at the bus stop close to my apartment, a shot of adrenaline perks me up. I’m going to go in, put on a comfy pair of pajamas, slip into bed, and tell him I’m ready for him to fuck me.

He knows what time I get home from work, and right as I shove the key in my front door, my phone beeps with a message. I hurry inside and check it as soon as the door is closed.

Mike


When you get home, I want you to dry hump the corner of your kitchen table or desk for five minutes. Text me when you start. And no coming without permission.




Wet heat pools between my legs, and I glance toward the kitchen nook, where the table is, while fighting down a groan. Why is this hot? I could mess with him and tell him I don’t have any suitable hard surfaces, but I want to do what he’s telling me to. I live for him calling me “Good girl.”

Before I met him, I thought guys in their late 40s didn’t have high sex drives anymore. I was wrong. Very, very, VERY wrong, unless Mike is different from most older guys. There’s certainly nothing wrong with his libido.

I drop my coat, scarf, and hat on my bed before kicking off my shoes and heading to the kitchen. While I strip out of my work pants and imagine rubbing my pussy against the table, desire stirs in my belly. Once I’m standing next to the table, I text him.

Willow
Starting now.



Mike


Good girl. I’ll tell you when to stop.




My brain buzzes at the praise, and I position myself at the corner. I giggle when I have to get on my tippy toes to position it between my legs. There’s just the thin fabric of my cotton panties between me and the wood, and with how wet I am, this table is going to need a thorough cleaning when I’m done with it.

I start to rub against it, testing the friction, which feels nicer than I expected. As I rock my hips, I imagine I’m straddling him and riding his cock, feeling it moving in and out of me, hitting every pleasurable nerve ending. Delight spirals in my core from the pressure against my clit. Hell, I might actually orgasm like this.

Within a minute, I’m moaning as the pleasure increases. Fuuuck, it’s still a week until I get his cock again at the Christmas party. How am I going to survive until then?

It’s been at least three minutes of rocking against the table and every second brings me closer to an orgasm. My hands tremble as I message him.

Willow
May I come? Please?



Mike


No, keep going.




Shit. I grind on the corner. The patch of fabric covering my pussy is soaked and the scent of my sex is in the air. I need to come so badly, and my entire body throbs with lust and need. If he’d let me, I’d bend over the table, rip off my panties and thrust a finger inside myself, searching for that wonderful spot of bliss. But he only said to rub against the table, so that’s all I’ll do.

As the neediness builds with each passing moment, it becomes impossible to think straight. I’m a mindless fucktoy thrusting against something while waiting for further instructions. I have no idea how long I’ve been humping this thing, but it feels like forever. He needs to be here using me for real. I imagine him behind me, holding on to my hips and fucking me bareback.

I almost miss my phone beeping with a text message, and I stare down at the screen while my vision blurs.

Mike


Stop now.




Oooohhh... I don’t think so. I ignore his message and keep rocking against the table, chasing my impending orgasm.

Mike


When I say stop, I mean NOW.




Dammit! His message penetrates the fog and with a frustrated moan, I step back from the table.

Willow
Stopped, Sir.



I take several shaky breaths while I rest my ass on the table and try to get my heart rate under control. The heat surging through my veins makes it difficult. I’m a quivering ball of horniness, and he did this to me. I glare down at the text thread and wait for his next command.

Mike


Good girl. Now how do you feel?




I want him to tell me I can touch myself until I come.

Willow
Frustrated. Desperate. Needy. Ready to be fucked.



Mike


I want you to feel this way. Now, get into bed and if you beg like the slut we both know you are, I’ll let you come.




Willow
Yes, Sir!



I race to get naked and climb into bed. As soon as I settle in, I text him.

Willow
In bed, now please, please, please can I touch myself and come? I need to come so badly.



I caress a nipple while I wait for his reply.

Mike


First, rub your clit for one minute. Starting now.




Willow
Y



In only thirty seconds, I almost peak again, and I writhe on the bed, frantically seeking any bit of relief while my heart races and my pussy clenches on nothing. Fuuuck, if I don’t stop, I’m going to come.

Willow
Sir, can I please, please come? Please? I can’t keep going or I’ll come without permission.



My mind reels as I wait for him.

Mike


Your minute wasn’t up, slut. Now it starts over. Get to rubbing.




Willow
Y



Fuuuuck. Within seconds of touching my clit, my hips are bucking against my hand. My body screams for release and wetness leaks down the crack of my ass.

I feel like such a depraved slut to be doing this with a guy over text, and the thought pushes me over the edge. I cry out as my body convulses from pleasure. Waves of delight overwhelm me as I imagine Mike fucking me through my orgasm.

When I come down, I realize he sent a couple of texts.

Mike


Stop.




Mike


You better be stopping, my little slut.




Oops, shit.

Willow
Um, I accidentally came, Sir.



I bite my lip and giggle while I wait to see what he’s going to say. That might have been worth any punishment.

Mike


Such a naughty slut. I hope you enjoyed it. Your punishment is not coming until my cock is inside you again.




My body lights up with an aftershock of pleasure. It wasn’t a full orgasm, so I’m sure it doesn’t count. I had no control over it, but I won’t mention it just in case he doesn’t agree.

Willow
Yes, Sir. Sorry. I’ll be good.



I wrap my comforter around myself and yawn. Now that I’ve come, I’m euphoric and relaxed.

Mike


I know you will. Now get some sleep and have sweet dreams. You’ve got a long week ahead of you of not coming.




I giggle, too content to care about my future pain. I wish him sweet dreams and send him a kiss emoji before setting my phone down. As my eyes drift closed, I remember my mom left me a message asking me to call her tonight to discuss Christmas dinner. Since I haven’t replied to any of her messages or called her since Thanksgiving, I’m not sure why she thinks I’m coming over. I’ll text her tomorrow and tell her I’ve got plans, even though the freeuse party is technically the weekend before Christmas.

I’m definitely not spending the day with my parents.


Chapter 4



MIKE

I pull up outside my house and my whole body relaxes. It’s good to be back home at last. The three weeks passed surprisingly quickly, and from the work side of things, everything went well. I’ll write the final report tomorrow and send it off to my boss, but I already know he’ll be happy with how things are going.

As for things with Willow, my feelings over the last three weeks have been mixed.

Every day she sent me pictures of herself wearing a variety of expensive-looking lingerie. She’s never worn anything like that for me, but I suppose she was waiting until she was comfortable with me before breaking out the good stuff. I have to admit, she looks amazing in it, highlighting her already stunning body, and she got me worked up every time she sent me a picture.

And that’s the problem. She’s been sending two or three pictures every day, so I’ve been horny as fuck for nearly three weeks solid. We’ve been sexting all the time and I’ve been getting off, so that has helped, but it’s not the same as fucking. I’m desperate to sink my cock into her and feel her body react to me, hear her delicious moans.

As I get out of the car, I spot my neighbor Nancy leaving her house. She waves over at me and walks up while flashing me a smile.

“Hi, stranger. Back from your cruise? I bet you made a lot of single ladies happy.”

She knows I go every year, but not that it’s for my job. She thinks it’s just me going and having a good time.

“Hey, Nancy. Yeah, it was great, even better than last year.”

“I bet it was. Handsome stud like you with your pick of the ladies. I’m quite jealous of them.”

I don’t know about her being jealous, but she does seem a little sad. Next year I should see if I can send her on the cruise in my place and get another person’s viewpoint while letting her have some fun.

“Oh, you know that none of them are half as pretty as you.”

She slaps me on the arm and laughs, but looks genuinely pleased.

“You tease. But thank you, that made my day.”

She heads towards her car, and I notice she has a little wiggle in her walk. Maybe I did cheer her up. Then I realize I’m still looking at her ass. I laugh to myself about staring at Nancy; I’m so horny I would check out the ass of anyone going by.

Shaking my head, I turn to head into my apartment, grabbing the mail as I go in.

It’s mostly junk, but there’s one envelope without postage that has my name written on the front. Who would be hand delivering a letter to me?

As I step into my apartment, I throw the rest of the mail on the table and open up the mystery envelope. Inside is a card with the message, “Welcome home. I missed you.” The inside says, “Once I noticed you were gone.”

It’s signed by Willow.

She’s such a cutie. Taking a trip all the way across town to drop that off for me when I know she doesn’t have a car, just to give me a smile as I got back.

I really want to send her a text to tell her I’m home, but I know that’s not a good idea. We’ve been texting each other goodnight every night, but I know if I do it now, it will end in me inviting her over, and then we’ll end up fucking for hours. As much as I want that--no, need that--I’ve got work to do first. Besides, tomorrow is the Christmas party, and there’ll be more than enough opportunity to pound her senseless there. I hope she’s not thinking of being with anyone else but me, because I have lots of plans for her.

I’ll call her in the morning and let her know I’m back. Yeah, that’s what I’ll do.

***

In the end, I wake up during the night and send her a text. I thank her for the card and say I’m looking forward to the party. I don’t expect a reply, assuming she’s asleep. But after a moment I get an, “I can’t wait for the party and to be your plaything,” message. Then she sends me a GIF of a yawning cat and says she’ll see me tomorrow.

I sleep better than I have in weeks.

***

Looking in the mirror, I get a sense of déjà vu. Dressing up to go out to one of Cherry’s parties, ready to have some mind-blowing sex. Horny and excited, but holding it in to give off my dom vibes.

Getting ready for the Christmas freeuse party makes me think back nearly two months to the Halloween party. So much has changed in that time.

Last time, I was looking for some no-strings-attached fun. This time, I’m going with someone. And I don’t plan to fuck anyone else except her. We haven’t talked about it, but I expect I’ll be the only cock inside her tonight. I better be. I know we’re not exactly dating, but we are… well, something. Thinking about it, why are we even going to the party? I should just bring her back home and use her all night.

Well, it’s too late for that now; she’ll already be on the way. I’ll go and meet her there. Who knows, I might use her in public; she seemed to enjoy being watched last time, so maybe she’ll want more of the same. And I know there’ll be plenty of people who will want to watch me fuck her.

I put on my suit jacket and straighten out my sleeves. I’m going for a classic suited dom look for tonight. I think Willow will react well to that, and it also fits in with the party.

There’s a strange queasiness in my stomach, and I realize that it’s excitement at seeing Willow again, mixed with need and lust. I hope she’s feeling the same.

I glance at my watch. Plenty of time. Even with finding parking, I should be checking in right as she arrives. I don’t want to be late and find her surrounded by hungry guys after her. Not that it should be a problem; I don’t expect her to be wearing a red ribbon. This time, she’s going to be with me.


Chapter 5



WILLOW

I contemplate my slutty, red velvet dress in the full-length mirror--if you could call it a dress. It ends mid-thigh and has a flared skirt with a tight bodice that makes my boobs pop out. It’s short enough that I probably should wear panties, but that seems pointless. Fuck, I better. I might regret it on the car ride to Cherry’s house otherwise. Plus, this will make Mike-The-Jerk have to work a little harder to get his cock in me. He’s not really a jerk, but after a week of edging me and sexting me every night without letting me come, I’m feeling less charitable towards him.

And let’s not forget the pictures.

He started sending pictures of the scenery from the cruise, but I swear there was a curvy woman in the background of each one. The women weren’t the focus of the picture and it seemed accidental, but how did he not notice the women spilling out of their bikinis while he was taking the pictures? The very last shot he sent me was him leaning against the railing of the ship while someone else clearly had his phone and was taking the picture for him. Probably someone he just got done fucking for three weeks.

I know my anger towards this unknown woman is irrational, since it’s not like he would tell her that he had a side piece waiting at home for him. With my luck, at the end of the night, he’ll tell me he’s done with me. Maybe I shouldn’t have taken the time to put that cute card in his mailbox. Did he deserve it if he was fucking someone else on vacation?

I slide on a pair of red lace panties and some red strappy platform heels. Alice took me shopping again last week and her sugar daddy bought me these shoes that I could never afford in a million years. I tried to protest, but Alice claimed Daddy-Lotta-Bucks told her to buy me a Christmas gift. I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth.

The heels make my legs look long and sculpted, and when my ride is almost here, I strut out the door feeling desirable. I’m going to freeze on the way there with this short skirt, but it will be worth it. Luckily the car is toasty warm, and I’m reminded of my first trip to Cherry’s house less than two months ago. So much has changed since Halloween, and I feel like a different person. Hell, I can even orgasm now... well, when my asshole dom lets me.

I don’t think I’m an edging slut. I’m not cut out for this life. It was okay for two days, and then I wanted to scream every time he told me to stop touching. Yet I also enjoy the pain. It’s like some fucked-up mental trickery where I want the pleasure, even though I know I’m going to be cranky at the end. And in my more honest moments, I know I could have come and not told him, but I crave the control of being told what to do—and what not to do as well.

He and I didn’t talk about this party other than to agree we’d meet up there. Is he going to fuck other people? Am I? I don’t really want to, but what if he assumes we are?

There’s just a small line to check in when I get there, and it looks like the party has barely started. If it’s anything like Halloween, it’ll be wild within an hour. It’s been a long time since Thanksgiving, and I’m desperate for Mike to fuck me. I’m buzzing with excitement and every inch of my skin is electrified. Mike will only have to brush up against me and I might combust.

When I finally get to the front, I’m greeted by Bianca, the same woman who was manning the check-in at the previous party, and she smiles when she sees me.

“Hello again! Back for more, I see.” She gives me a wink that makes me blush as I hand over my phone and purse.

“It’s Willow, right?” she asks, as she puts my stuff in a locker behind her.

Dang, she’s good. “Yep, I’m Willow.”

She tells me my locker number is 34 while also writing it on her guest list, and then gestures towards two baskets full of ribbons. “So what’ll it be this time? Red or green?”

I open my mouth to decline a ribbon and then snap it shut. A strange tingle runs through my body and my nipples harden as I think about sucking on a bunch of cocks like last party. Maybe Mike needs some competition. Except there isn’t a ribbon color for the mouth only.

“Red, please.”

She gives me the speech about taking it off if I don’t want to be used anymore, and as she’s tying the ribbon around my wrist, cold air blows in from the door opening behind me. When it closes, a ripple of awareness makes me turn sideways to look at who came in. I’m not surprised to see Mike.

He’s so damn handsome in a suit, and all my angst over him possibly fucking other woman drains from me. Whatever he did on the trip doesn’t matter tonight.

When his heated gaze meets mine, desire flickers in its depths before he looks down at my wrist. Bianca finishes tying the bow and a visible change comes over Mike. His face hardens and my pulse quickens in response. I shudder when a web of desire unfurls in my core.

My entire focus is on Mike and I barely hear Bianca tell me to have a good night. My brain blips out as animal hunger takes over me. Mike’s eyes glitter dangerously, and I know I should say something, but I’m speechless.

I think I’m about to get fucked... hard.


Chapter 6



MIKE

As soon as I see the red ribbon at her wrist, my possessive side kicks in. All other thoughts vanish from my mind, and I’m consumed with a burning need for her. Red means she wants to be fucked. Oh, she will be.

Her dress looks amazing on her and clings to her body in all the right places, but even as I have that thought, all I really want to do is rip it off her and show her that she’s mine tonight.

Grabbing her by the wrist, I pull her into the house towards the party. We haven’t even said anything to each other, but I can see by her expression that she knows exactly what’s going to happen to her. There are already a few people gathered in the living room, and I march her up to the sofa.

“Stand at the end, bend over the side.”

Her eyes go wide. If she thought she was getting away without being fucked in public, she was very much mistaken.

“Yes, Sir.”

She leans and places her palms on the sofa cushions to steady herself. I run my hand down her spine until it reaches her ass and flick up the skirt so that I can see her panties under the dress. She shouldn’t have bothered; they’re coming off straight away. I pull them down, then off, making sure they don’t get tangled on her heels, then leave them on the floor. She doesn’t need them tonight.

“Legs wider,” I command.

She responds straight away, spreading her legs. From this angle, I can see her ass and pussy, and it’s a beautiful sight.

Someone walks by me, and I turn and grab their arm. It’s a young guy who I think I saw at the Halloween party.

“What do you think of her pussy?” I ask him.

He grins. “Fuck, she’s a wet little slut.”

“Yeah. And I am going to pound her senseless.”

She already knows this, but I want her to hear it. To hear me talking about her to other people. So she feels even more on show than she already is.

I let the guy go and step up behind her, resting one hand on her butt and gently rubbing it. With my other hand, I pull down the zipper on my pants and take my cock out.

“What do you want?” I ask her, already knowing the answer.

“I want you to use me. Fuck me hard. Make me come.”

She leans back against me, her ass pressing against my cock, and I moan.

“Good girl,” I tell her as I reach around and grab a handful of her breast, squeezing hard. “But it’s me who’s in charge here.”

I push her forward again and remove a condom from my pocket. Her body shivers in response to the ripping sound as I open it.

Sliding the condom on, I press my cock against her pussy, rubbing against her opening.

“Please,” she whimpers. “Put it in.”

I love the desperation in her voice. It matches the need inside me. “You want me to fuck you?”

She nods and whines, pushing against me.

“Say it. Beg for my cock.”

“Please fuck me. I need it. Oh god, don’t make me wait. Please Sir, fuck your slut.”

With one thrust, I thrust inside her soaking wet pussy to the base.

She’s tight and warm and her moans make my cock pulse inside her. All I want to do is fuck her mindless, all night long. I don’t care if people watch, but she is MINE.

“Willow, no coming without permission.”

She makes a groaning noise, and I see that her head has dropped forward.

“Do you understand?” I ask.

“Yes. No coming.”

I rest my hand on her ass as I set a pace, slow thrusts that fill her up and make her legs shake.

“Tell me when you’re right on the edge. Just when you think you can’t go anymore without coming.”

She nods her head and lets out a gasp as I slam into her. It’s not going to take her long, but this will show her who’s in charge.

Sure enough, within a few minutes of pounding her, she lets out a cry. “So near. Gonna come!”

I pull all the way out and remove the condom before tucking my cock away. I grab her shoulder, pulling her back up and spinning her around.

She pouts. “I was SO close. Why didn’t you let me come?”

“Because of this,” I say, lifting her wrist up to show the red ribbon. “And because you needed reminding who’s in charge. Now, you’re coming with me upstairs and I’m going to use you as much as I want. If you are a very good girl, I might even let you come.”

Her eyes sparkle with lust. “Yes, Sir.”

***

We get the same private room as last time. It’s fitting that we’re back in the same place again.

I make her stand next to the bed as I strip. Her eyes are on me as I place my clothes on a chair in a neat pile. I take my time, making her wait for it.

“Come here.”

She walks over, stops in front of me and looks at the floor.

“Who decides when you come?” I ask her, tickling her chin as I tip her head to look at me.

“You do.”

“And what are you?”

“Your freeuse toy.”

I kiss her softly on the lips, and it turns deeper. As we kiss, her hand wraps around my cock and strokes. Somehow it feels even more intimate than fucking her.

“Willow, on your knees.”

She nods and smiles. As she sinks down to the floor, she studies my cock swaying in front of her. “Can I suck it, please?”

I laugh and slip my hand into her hair, gently pulling her face close to my cock.

“You can ask better than that.”

Her voice is sultry from being turned on. “Oh, please, please, may I suck your cock? Pretty please?”

Rather than answer, I press on the back of her head and feel her lips wrap around the tip and down the shaft.

She lifts one hand and cups my balls, giving them a soft squeeze. They’re full and heavy and I bet she’s thinking about how much cum I could give her.

“That’s a good girl. Take it all the way down. You can touch yourself if you want, but no coming.”

She slides her other hand between her legs to play with her pussy. I wish I had my phone at hand. I want a photo of her like this, submissive and loving, trying to give her dom as much pleasure as possible.

She takes me out of her mouth and licks the underside of my cock, sliding it over her lips and sucking on the head. Her happy little noises are making my cock throb. As much as I’m enjoying her mouth, I want more.

“Back up on your feet.”

She springs up and gives me a kiss on my chin. The smile on her face makes me want to fuck her so much; she’s so adorable and eager.

I climb onto the bed, back against the wall and wrap my hand around my shaft, stroking slowly. Her eyes are locked on my cock, like an animal seeing its prey, as she watches me put a new condom on.

“Come over here. I want you to climb on top of me and guide my cock inside you.”

She almost springs onto the bed and straddles me. Her hand moves mine away and she guides me slowly against her pussy. With a moan, she presses the tip into her and sinks down on my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps, and comes almost instantly.

Her whole body shakes, and she falls forward against me. I hold her as she rides it out. Her pussy clenches around my cock, like it’s trying to milk it. I wait for her breath to calm down and then tilt her back up again.

“I came without permission,” she says, her eyes down. “But I couldn’t help it, it felt so good. And I needed it so much, needed you. You’re not mad at me, are you?”

I rest my hands on her hips.

“Look at me, Willow.”

She raises her eyes to my face.

“I think we can forgive that one; after all, I edged you for a week. But that’s only the first orgasm of the night. There are going to be many, many more.”

“Yes,” she sighs happily.

“But first, put your hands out.”

She looks confused but lifts her hands. Then a look of understanding dawns as I take hold of the red ribbon and untie it.

“You won’t be needing this. Do you know why?”

She nods and starts grinding against my cock again.

“Because I’m yours. To do with as you want. To fuck me, to use me, to share me. Your toy for the night.”

“That’s a good girl.”

I run my thumb over her lips, but she takes my hand and slips my thumb into her mouth. As she sucks on it, she rides me, lifting herself until I’m almost free of her, then dropping all the way down. Her wet heat makes my head swim, and all I want to do is blow my load inside her.

Her other hand moves to her breast and pinches her nipple. Not gentle - pulling and twisting enough that she moans around my thumb.

This is a woman who wants to be fucked, and fucked hard.


Chapter 7



WILLOW

My mind whirls with blissful contentment as I grind down on him and suck on his thumb. The overwhelming relief of finally having Mike’s thick shaft inside of me, stretching me with every thrust, is exactly what I needed after the past weeks without him. The moment I saw him earlier, all my worries evaporated, and the only thing I could think about was fucking him.

I writhe against him and the pleasure builds. It feels like I became his possession when he took the ribbon off my wrist, and I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. I want him to own me and claim me. I’ll be his personal fucktoy that he takes care of, and in return, I’ll give him my body to use whenever he wants.

Oh god, is this fucked up?

As bliss starts to ripple along every nerve ending, I can’t seem to muster up enough concern about it. I’m just too fucking horny to stress about anything right now. Instead, I ride him harder, determined to make him want to keep me, and train me—but most of all, I want to ditch these condoms so I can feel him come inside me.

Just the thought of his cum running out of me tips me over the edge. I moan loudly and whimper around his thumb as the orgasm rips through me. I slam down on him harder as the waves peak again.

With a primal grunt, his cock pulses and he explodes. I refuse to let go, riding him harder and faster until he shakes with the force of his release. I’m lost in the ecstasy, and I shudder with pleasure as I collapse onto him, both of us spent and breathless from the intense climax. When I finally release his thumb, I roll to one side of him and snuggle against his side, putting my head on his chest.

I’m not satisfied. I still ache for more. Is he going to be able to fuck me again tonight?

I giggle, and he rubs my head. “Happy?”

“Maybe,” I joke. “But I was thinking you might be too old to keep up with me. I’m ready for more!”

“Insatiable slut,” he grumbles, but there’s no venom in his voice, and I can tell he’s content.

Resting my chin on his chest, I peek up at him. “Is twenty minutes enough recovery time?”

He traces my bottom lip with his thumb and smiles down at me. “Or maybe I should share your mouth with a bunch of guys. That might put me in the mood quicker.”

A zing of pleasure heads straight to my clit, and my eyes widen as I imagine sucking on someone else while he watches. Oh god, I want to do it. We’ve been joking about it since Thanksgiving, but I’m suddenly desperate to suck on all the cocks I can. I want to feel like the ultimate freeuse slut, like I did at the Halloween party.

I keep my tone light so he doesn’t guess my real thoughts. “Whatever you want, Sir. I’m yours to share.”

“Yes.” His eyes glitter. “Mine.”

My heart skips a beat as he pushes me onto my back. I love it when he gets possessive. He pins my wrists above my head with one hand as he explores my body with his other. When he pulls my tits out of my top and slaps my breast, I arch my back and cry out.

“Now, slut. I should make you beg to suck another guy’s cock.”

Oh god, he knows how much I want it.

He moves his hand between my legs and brushes his fingers against my clit. “Tell me, or I’ll stop. Do you want me to share your mouth?”

I mewl, “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. I want all the cocks I can get.”

“Good girl,” he murmurs. He lets go of my wrist and removes his hand from my pussy.

Hey, what the hell? He wasn’t supposed to stop!

My brain is mush as he climbs off the bed and opens the bedroom door. It’s noisy in the hallway, and as someone walks past, he pulls a young guy in by the shirt collar. Oh fuck, he really is going to share me?

“Look at the slut on the bed,” he commands the guy. “Do you want to fuck her mouth? She’s begging for more cock.”

My nipples harden and a bolt of lust makes me gasp.

“Yes,” the guy croaks out, and I can tell he doesn’t believe this is happening to him.

“Slut, get on your hands and knees. You’ve got a cock to suck.”

Jesus, this is filthy. I scamper onto my hands and knees facing the end of the bed as the young guy approaches me. Mike left the door open, and thinking someone might stop to watch us makes this even dirtier.

He gives me a half smile. “You want this? You don’t have a ribbon.”

Oh, that’s sweet. I appreciate the gesture and I nod eagerly to let him know I do. “Yes, please.”

I don’t know who I’ve become, but I love the freedom of doing whatever I want.

Mike moves to the side of the bed and smacks my ass cheek, and then rests a firm hand on my neck while massaging my butt with his other. “Good girl. Now suck his dick.”

Joy floods through me at his praise, and I can feel my thighs dampen with my arousal as the guy pulls his cock out. I open my mouth like a hungry slut as he feeds it to me. It’s a total power rush to ask to suck someone else’s cock and have Mike make it happen. With Mike, there’s no fear, and I feel like this is the closest to my true self I’ve ever been.

When I cup the guy’s balls with one hand, Mike growls his approval behind me and lightly slaps my ass. I wiggle my butt and giggle around the guy’s cock while he thrusts in and out of my mouth, enjoying this just as much as Mike is.

When the guy grabs my hair, Mike encourages him, “Pull her hair and fuck her mouth. Don’t treat her like a lady. She wants to be treated like a cheap little whore.”

Mike squeezes my ass while the guy uses my mouth, fucking me fast.

“Whoa,” another guy’s voice calls from the door. “Can I have a turn?”

The man fucking my mouth gasps and comes. As he’s filling me, I swallow everything I can, but some runs down my chin.

When he pulls out, Mike spanks me. “Do you want more cock?”

I feel wonderfully slutty, and I know what I want. “Yes, more.”

The second guy walks up to me and unzips his jeans. His cock is thicker than the last man’s, and I have to open wide for him to fit. My mind goes numb as he slowly pumps in and out of my mouth while Mike spanks me. The slaps aren’t hard, but it’s enough to make me extra fuzzy. I could do this all night long.

When the guy speeds up his thrusts, I see a third man standing to the side watching us. Holy fuck, yes. My insides melt with a wave of delight. I’m going to suck on him next.

He strokes his cock through his pants, as if he’s getting ready, and I moan around the cock in my mouth as the guy stiffens and roars. More cum runs down my chin and I try to wipe it off with my hand as he pulls out.

Mike starts finger fucking me as the next guy positions himself in front of me. Pleasure wracks my body and I whine, pressing back against Mike’s hand, desperate to come.

The next cock touches my lips and I glide my tongue around it. As the guy sinks into my mouth, the bed dips behind me and Mike thrusts his cock into my pussy. Two cocks? At once?

At some level, I’m aware of my depraved actions, but this is exactly what I’ve been dreaming about for weeks: being shared, used as nothing more than a cock sleeve, and it gives me the ultimate rush. When Mike spanks me as he fucks me, I moan around the cock in my mouth. My pussy clenches around Mike’s shaft. Holy fuck.

The sting of pain heightens the pleasure, and as the rapture builds in layers, I can tell it’s going to be a massive orgasm when I finally come. Mike hammers into me relentlessly, grasping my hips as he fucks me hard like this was what I was built for—to service his pleasure. Each whack against my pussy shoves the guy’s cock further into my mouth.

As Mike repeatedly hits a pleasurable spot deep inside me, I lose control and a powerful surge of euphoria overtakes me. I scream out in ecstasy, and I can tell from the cum filling my mouth that the guy I’m sucking on is coming, too.

I do my best to swallow it as waves of white-hot bliss turn me into a mindless fucktoy. The pleasure cascades through me, and it’s like my body is electrified. I’ve never had an orgasm this intense, and I’m shaking and crying out as Mike groans and comes. He pounds into me as he chases the last of his pleasure.

Eventually, the bliss recedes, and when Mike pulls out, I collapse onto the bed. Mike leads the last guy out of the room and closes the door before rushing over to me.

He gets on the bed and hauls me against him, brushing away the hair sticking to my cheek. I’ve never seen such concern on his face before as he asks, “Are you okay?”

He leans against the pillows, and I stare up at him, cum-drunk and happy.

“Mmm, yes,” I giggle, and he relaxes and smiles down at me while bubbles of happiness explode in my mind. “Did I come three times tonight?”

A satisfied chuckle rumbles from his throat before he kisses me on my forehead and whispers, “It was plenty. We’re done for tonight.”

I’m happy as I snuggle against him. Yeah, this was enough.

When my brain starts working again, I get brave and ask, “Did you fuck anyone on the cruise?”

“No,” he replies with no hesitation. “Some little minx kept me entertained with sexy photos. I didn’t want anyone else.”

My heart melts a little as a happy glow builds in my belly. I kiss his chest, inhaling the scent I’ve come to recognize as him, and I feel the last bit of concern drain from me.

He didn’t want anyone else!

I thought the last two holidays were wonderful, but Christmas is shaping up to be even better.


Chapter 8



MIKE

We don’t stay at the party much longer. We’re both exhausted and in need of rest, preferably in each other’s arms.

We collect our things and Willow hands in her red ribbon. For a moment, I’m tempted to tell her to keep it so I can tie her up with it later, but before I have time to ask, she turns and kisses me.

“I’m so glad you’re back. Tonight’s been amazing,” she says, pulling back so she can look me in the eye. “I don’t want it to end.”

An idea pops into my head. “You know, it doesn’t have to end. Not yet, anyway.”

She snuggles into me to keep warm from the cold air as we walk down the path and away from the house.

“Are you inviting me for a sleepover? I don’t think you’ll want to stay with me.”

We get to my car, and I open the door for her, but turn her around to face me.

“I’m inviting you over for Christmas. I want you to spend the week with me so I can fuck you senseless and then wake up with you cuddled against me. We’ve hardly seen each other for weeks, so I thought we could spend some time together. And it’ll be more comfortable than your apartment.”

She pauses for a second and I wonder if she is going to say no, so I add, “If it’s work you’re worried about, I can give you a lift. You won’t be late.”

She laughs. “Work is the last thing I’m thinking about. I’d love to stay with you, if you’ll have me. But I have one condition.”

Oh, what’s this now? Someone thinks they get to be in charge and make conditions.

“I’ll stay, but only if I can be your freeuse toy for the week.”

Now that’s something I can happily agree to, but I still tease her. “Hmmm, I’m not sure. Sounds like a lot of work.” When she gives me a dirty look, I add, “Okay, okay, you can be my filthy little freeuse toy for the week.”

She smiles wider than I’ve ever seen, and she puts both her fists under her chin and shakes with excitement. She looks just like one of those anime girls she sent me a clip of one night while talking about a show she was watching. I wonder if I could get her to wear a schoolgirl outfit like the girl in the video.

“You’re the best. But can we stop at my place so I can pick up some clothes and things? I don’t need much and I can come back later in the week if I need to.”

***

On the drive to her place, Willow surprises me.

As it’s dark and I’m driving in a part of town I don’t normally visit, I’m concentrating more than usual. So when Willow stretches over and rubs my lap, it’s unexpected and I shoot her an amused look.

She laughs and rubs my cock while trying to kiss my neck.

“Have you not had enough already tonight?” I ask her.

“Mmm, never!”

When we get to her apartment, she makes me wait outside. I don’t know if it’s because it’s messy, or because she’s embarrassed by it, but I do know that I’m glad I made the offer for her to stay the week with me.

The building has seen better days. Even from the street, I can see that the windows are old and probably drafty. I wonder how much she’s getting charged for renting this place. Whatever it is, it’s too much.

Just down the street, I see a group of guys hanging out on the corner, and I’m pretty sure they’re dealing drugs. The shop across the road is run down and the light outside her apartment flickers and makes a fizzing sound. I don’t like her living here.

Eventually, she appears again and throws a bag into the trunk. As she hops into the passenger seat, she gives me a kiss on the cheek.

“Thanks. I really appreciate this. I promise I’ll be the best freeuse Christmas toy ever.”

I drive past the dealers at the end of the street, catching them looking as I go by.

“Did you have any other plans?” I ask. “Not going to your parents’ for Christmas?”

Willow shakes her head and watches the passing scenery out the window.

“My mom wants me to go over there, but no. I want to spend Christmas with someone that’ll make me feel good. That’s you, not them.”

She turns back to face me and slips her hand into my lap again.

“Besides, if I play my cards right, maybe you’ll make Christmas dinner. But NO jokes about stuffing anything.”

***

Back at my house, we head for the bedroom, and I show her where she can put her clothes. When she gets her toiletries from her bag, I think how weird it’ll be to have another toothbrush next to mine after such a long time. For a moment, my thoughts drift to the past, then I realize Willow is standing in front of me and has her head tilted to the side.

“You okay there? You seem spaced out.”

“I was thinking how lucky I am to have a cutie like you in my bedroom.”

She giggles, and I know I hit the praise kink she so obviously has. “So, should I put on my pajamas?” she asks.

I step forward and give her a kiss, the kind that goes on so long that you’re both breathless but don’t want it to end.

“What I want you to do is go sit in the living room and get comfy while I make some hot chocolate. Then we can snuggle up and watch something trashy on TV.”

I know she watches reality TV shows; she mentioned it a few times when we were texting goodnight. She uses them to make her sleepy.

“But, I’m your freeuse toy...”

I reach around her and pull her towards me, resting my hands on her ass.

“And a very good freeuse toy. But you’ve had a busy night and I’m guessing you’re tired. So let’s just cuddle and talk until we get sleepy and then go to bed.”

She is quiet for a second and in a small voice, she says, “Yeah, I’d like that.”

She quickly changes into a nightgown and scampers off. I hear her turning on the TV. As I walk down the corridor to the kitchen, a picture of my wife catches my eye. I wonder if I should put it away while Willow is here; it could be weird for her.

Maybe I’ll ask her tomorrow.

In the kitchen, I get the drinks ready and call out to Willow. “Do you want marshmallows and whipped cream with yours?”

There’s no response, so I walk into the living room to see what she’s up to.

The TV is on and something housewife-based is playing on the screen, but Willow’s not watching it. She’s fallen asleep on the sofa, a cushion under her head.

I switch off the TV and go back to the kitchen, drinking my chocolate in silence.

There’s a lot to do. I need to do some grocery shopping; I had been planning to have my usual Christmas dinner for one. But now that Willow is here, I want to make it special for her. I can find the decorations stashed away in the garage. Should I get a tree? We could pick one out tomorrow.

From the living room, I hear Willow call my name.

She’s still curled up on the sofa, but her eyes are open.

“I’m sorry. I fell asleep.”

“That’s okay, kitten,” I say, sitting down next to her.

“Oh. I like that. I can be your kitten.”

I lean forward and kiss her on the nose.

“My little comfy kitten. And a tired one as well.”

She yawns and stretches and my heart aches at how adorable she looks.

She asks, “Will you carry me to bed? Pretty please?”

“Of course.”

I stand up and slip my hands under her, lifting her up to my chest. She’s warm against me and her sleepiness is setting off my protective dom feelings. When we get to the bedroom, I gently put her into bed and quickly strip and get in beside her.

“Goodnight,” she mumbles.

“Goodnight, kitten.”

She moves her head and rests it against my chest. Within minutes, she’s asleep.

I lay there planning Christmas and what I can do to make it special for her. I’m going to need to get her a present, since I didn’t have time to get one while I was away; something kinky and fun—maybe a sex toy? Whatever it is, I want it to be something that will always make her think of me when she sees it.

Before I know it, I’m yawning and I feel my eyes getting heavy. With one last kiss on her head, I drift off to sleep and dream of Willow.


Chapter 9



WILLOW

Time flies while I’m with Mike. It probably has something to do with how much he’s using me. Literally.

Between work, sex, and then the romantic couple things he keeps suggesting we do, I barely have time to think about my parents and what I’m going to do about them. I’ll worry about that after Christmas.

We spent one evening decorating his house while he made ribald Christmas jokes and made me laugh. Then we danced to corny Christmas music and had more hot chocolate than a person should consume in one night. I’ve never had so much fun decorating a tree before.

Last night, he took me out for Chinese food and insisted he wanted to know everything about me: my childhood, college, the books I liked reading, favorite music artists—the list went on forever. Then we walked off the Chinese food at a local park with a Christmas lights display. It really feels like we’re dating, and I like it more than I want to admit.

Now today, I’m at work and it’s my last chance to get him a gift, and I told him my shift ends an hour later than it really does so I can sneak out and hit a couple of stores close to work. Luckily, there’s a sex toy shop within walking distance. I’ve been doing some research on what I could get that might be fun for both of us, and I settled on nipple clamps. Hopefully I won’t die of embarrassment while buying them.

As soon as I step inside the adult store, I start feeling the blush creeping up my neck and spreading to my face. A store associate asks if she can help, but I tell her I’m fine. She shoots me a friendly smile and I wander the store, feeling weird and out of place. A smart person would have ordered these online, but time is limited.

Finally, I spot a rack with a “BDSM Toys” sign on it in the far back of the store by the bachelorette party items.

There are so many types of clamps. Will the metal ones hurt? I spot a pair with a shiny silver chain and bright pink rubber tips. Oooh, I want those. Rubber shouldn’t hurt too much, right? As I look around the store at all the various toys, my body hums alive. I need to make more money if I want a toy collection.

A shelf of high-tech gadgets catches my eye and I pause to look at the sleek, curved, long ones that sync with an app that allows you to change the vibrations.... or play with a partner. Shit, that would’ve been fun with Mike while he was on vacation. I pick one up and wince at the price tag. Yeah, on second thought, I’m fine being a low-tech girl.

I only have to wait a few minutes in line to pay, and I’m out the door so fast, I’ve still got 30 minutes before Mike picks me up. When I pass a drugstore, I wander in to kill time and a display of picture frames gives me an idea. I’ll give him a racy photo of me along with the clamps.

The store has a self-serve kiosk where I can upload a photo from my phone, and within minutes the picture is printed out on glossy photo paper. It’s not until I’m picking out a picture frame that I start questioning whether this is a good idea. Is he even going to want this photo? He’s got all those photos of his wife still up, and it’s not like he’s my boyfriend, so what is he going to do with it? Keep it around to show his friends the woman he’s fucking on the weekends? Ugh.

I want more than just nipple clamps for him, and I can’t think of anything else that wouldn’t be cheesy. Fuck it, I’m going with it. I pick out a sturdy silver frame and a couple of gift boxes. I’m back outside my work a few minutes before Mike pulls into the parking lot.

When I hop into his car, he eyes my shopping bag. I’ve hidden the nipple clamps inside the drugstore bag, so it looks innocent enough.

“Did you get everything you need?” he asks.

“Yep, and it might be something for you.” I give him a sly smile. “Have you been a good boy this year? Do you deserve a gift?”

His eyes narrow as he looks over at me, and he’s grinning, but the predatory look on his face has me squeezing my legs together. I get wet thinking about what he’s going to do to me when we get home.

“We’ll see,” he teases, and my heart skips in happiness that he’s joking around and not turning dom on me.

I like his softer side, and spending the week with him is letting me see it more. Plus, I’ve grown accustomed to falling asleep with him every night, and I’m having fun. I try to not worry about the future and just enjoy whatever time we have right now.

When we get to his house, I make an excuse that I want to shower so that I can hide his gifts in my duffle bag in the bedroom. I expect him to join me, so I quickly shove them in the bottom of my bag. I’m barely in the shower two minutes before the glass door opens and he steps into the enclosure with me. Yep, I called it.

Mike moves behind me and pulls me back against him. When he kisses up my neck, it gives me goosebumps. A bolt of arousal zings to my core, and when a low growl rumbles from his chest, it sets my pussy on fire. Warm water pelts down on us as he grinds his cock against my ass and pulls at my nipples. He’s wearing a condom so I know I’m about to get fucked.

He bites my ear and whispers, “I’ve been wanting you all day. It’s time to use my freeuse slut.”

I moan, “God, yes.”

He turns me around and picks me up, pressing my back to the cool tiles. With my legs wrapped around his waist and his cock nestled against my pussy, he stares into my eyes and devours my mouth with a hungry kiss that leaves me panting and needy. I’m a slut for his dominance, and I’m dying for him to take me.

When he buries his face in my neck, nibbling as he licks up the droplets of water on my skin, I’m barely aware that he’s positioning his cock until I feel the tip of it pressed against my pussy, poised to thrust into me. I sigh in pleasure as he sinks his length into me all the way to the base in one long movement.

“You have no idea what you do to me,” he murmurs into my ear while fucking me so slowly I grow dizzy.

Each stroke is exquisite agony as the pleasure builds inside me in slow layers.

“Faster, please!” I cry out, and he chuckles.

“I decide. You’re MY fucktoy.”

I claw at his shoulders and arch against him. “Yes, yours.”

Water rains down on us as he thrusts in and out of me at a torturous pace. With the ache intensifying between my legs, I dig my heels into his ass and beg for release.

“Willow, look at me,” he demands, and I try to focus on him.

When my eyes lock with his, he holds my gaze as he speeds up, pounding into me so fast that all I can do is hold on and moan uncontrollably.

When he moves a hand between us to stroke my clit, it only takes a few moments before my orgasm hits me so hard that stars burst along the corners of my vision. Wave after wave of rapture consumes me. I grip his shoulders and hang on while my cries of ecstasy echo off the tiled walls.

Mike grunts and finds his own release with one last thrust as his cock throbs and his eyes flutter closed. He presses his forehead to mine and murmurs, “Such a good little fucktoy.”

Oh, I am. I definitely, most assuredly am a good little fucktoy for him.

***

We decide to have a movie fest for Christmas Eve, and right before we settle down on his couch, his doorbell rings. He looks startled, so I know he wasn’t expecting anyone.

“I’ll go get that,” he says, and instead of waiting for him, I follow him to the door.

When he opens it, a cute blonde woman is standing there—one who is easily around my age.

“Hi!” she says brightly, and then her face falls when she sees me over his shoulder. I’m in my pajamas, so she can tell that I’m an overnight guest.

She’s holding a round tin that she quickly offers to Mike.

“I didn’t realize you had company. I brought you some fudge I made.”

He takes them from her. “Thanks. You didn’t have to do that.”

Who is this woman? Does he fuck women in their 20s regularly? My stomach churns with jealousy, and I know I’m being irrational. He’s not acting like they’re lovers.

“Sorry, is this a bad time?” she asks.

Mike starts to answer, but I interject with a polite, “Hey, Mike, I’ll be in the living room. No rush.”

Mike gives me a side eye look, and I force myself to walk away slowly so it doesn’t look like I’m running. I sit on the couch and turn on the TV to check out the options and pretend I’m not trying to listen in. Which I totally am.

I hear their muffled voices, but I can’t make out what they’re saying. A pit in my stomach opens up and grows until it’s a solid ball of anxiety. A couple minutes pass, then I hear the door close.

When he comes into the room, he plops the tin on the coffee table and pulls off the lid. “Do you like fudge?” he asks and holds the tin out to me.

I ignore his question, grab one of the brown squares, and try to keep my voice light. “Who was that?”

I take a bite. Mmm, it’s delicious. Figures. I swallow and lick my lips to get all the sugary goodness off my mouth before sucking my fingers clean too because yum, this is divine.

He’s watching me with an amused expression as he sits down. “Her name is Nancy and she’s my next-door neighbor. She moved in a year ago.”

“You bang her?” I ask casually, like it’s the least interesting thing in the world, and pop another square of fudge into my mouth as he answers.

“No.”

Holy shit, this fudge is orgasmic.

“Do you want to?” I ask while picking through the tin for a different flavor. There are some with pecans and some that are plain but with hazelnut shavings, which sounds heavenly.

Shit, why are my hands shaking? He can want to fuck whoever. I only want him, but that’s not how things work. We’re not committed to each other.

He takes the tin from my hands and I squeak in complaint. He doesn’t give me time to say anything before he hauls me into his lap.

“I have exactly who I want in my arms.”

Shit, that’s sweet. I relax against him and put my head on his shoulder. I’m not letting him off that easily, though.

I poke his belly. “That isn’t a yes or no.”

He kisses my forehead and rubs my back. “I only want to fuck you.”

I almost protest again, but I hold it in. That’ll do for now. To lighten the mood, I try to mess with him. “That’s good because, unlike you, I don’t share.”

Mike tightens his hold on me and nuzzles my hair. “No one is asking you to share.”

He always seems to know what to say. I turn my head and kiss him lightly. When he cups the back of my head and deepens the kiss, I relax, enjoying how gentle he is as he explores my mouth with his tongue. I could spend all night exactly like this.

When he pushes me onto my back and peels my pajama pants off, I give a weak grumble. “What about the movie?”

Mike flashes me a wicked grin as he spreads my legs and moves his head right above my pussy. “There’ll be plenty of time for a movie after you come.”

Who can argue with that logic?

As Mike settles between my legs, his hot mouth trails kisses along the inside of my thigh, sending heat racing down to my pussy and causing my inner muscles to clench. I sink further into the couch, moaning with delight as he holds my pussy lips open and tastes me. As his tongue works magic against my sensitive folds, he glances up at me with heavy-lidded eyes.

I shiver from pleasure when he growls, “You taste delicious, kitten.”

Oh god. If he keeps that up, I’m going to purr for him.

I grip the cushions as he slowly licks his way around my clit like he’s enjoying this as much as I am. The pleasure increases slowly, starting as a buzz between my legs and spreading up to my lower belly. When he slides two fingers inside me, my toes curl and I arch my back as I cry out, “Ohhh, god!”

My clit throbs against his hungry mouth, and the rapture builds like a tidal wave. I thread my fingers through his hair and press his face against my pussy. When my orgasm hits, I buck my hips to meet his tongue while crying out as ecstasy swirls in my core.

He keeps sucking my clit until I’m nothing but a quivering mess. When I come to my senses, I realize I’m still holding his face to my pussy and I let go of his hair with a giggle.

“Oops, sorry.”

“Mmmm, don’t be,” he murmurs against my skin, then gently kisses my pussy before trailing his mouth up to my chest.

He kisses each breast, and his face is shiny from my wetness. I have a momentary feeling of embarrassment when he wipes it off on his shirt and then licks his lips. “Tasty.”

I expect him to fuck me now, so I’m confused when he rolls me to my side and snuggles behind me.

He pulls a blanket over us and pulls me snug against him. “Now we can watch our movie.”

Huh. Okay, if he wants to watch a movie, I’m fine with that.

We watch the movie “Elf,” which I’ve seen several times before, and halfway through the movie, I hear the rip of a condom package. After he puts it on, he lifts my leg and sinks his cock inside me.

I moan and he whispers in my ear, “Keep watching and hold still.”

Which is easier said than done as he thrusts into me.

“This pussy is mine, understand?”

“Yessss.” I feel floaty, like I’ve melted into a puddle, and my body trembles as I struggle to keep still like he instructed.

He moves his hands to my breasts, and as he tugs on my nipple, it’s almost too much pleasure.

Pinching tighter, he hisses, “Tell me your pussy is mine.”

Oh god, I love it when he makes me talk dirty like this. “My pussy is yours, all yours.”

As soon as I admit it, I cry out with pleasure as an orgasm hits me. At this moment, I’m absolutely and completely his.

As soon as I stop shaking from the climax, I realize he hasn’t stopped thrusting. He’s still fucking me hard and he’s pulled my pajama top up to expose my breasts. One hand goes to my left nipple and tugs on it, sending a wave of pain and pleasure straight to my clit.

“Oh, god,” I gasp.

“Mmm, more,” he says, biting my shoulder hard enough that it probably leaves a mark.

When he twists my nipple again, the mixture of pleasurable pain shocks me into another orgasm. This time he grunts and pushes hard into me and comes at the same time. He fucks me through both our orgasms, and when he pulls out, he hugs me close to him and caresses my shoulder while planting kisses on the back of my neck.

“Merry Christmas,” he whispers, and I realize it’s after midnight.

With him, it truly is merry.


Chapter 10



MIKE

We wake up early on Christmas day, like giddy schoolkids.

Willow wants to open presents straight away, but I insist that we have breakfast first.

In my family, growing up we always had lox on a bagel with cream cheese. When I suggest that to Willow, she looks at me like I’m weird, but nods her head and goes to get dressed.

It doesn’t take long to get the food ready and when I bring it to the living room, she has Christmas music on and is sitting next to the tree.

“I put some old Christmas tunes on. ‘Cause, you know, you’re old.”

When I hand her the bagel, she eyes it suspiciously, but after taking a bite she gobbles it down. I explain that my family came from Sweden and that’s where the tradition comes from.

“I never had Christmas breakfast growing up,” she says between gulps. “Well, only cereal. Nothing fancy like this.”

I clear the plates away and when I get back, she’s still on the floor, some wrapped presents next to her that I suspect she may have gotten for me. I search under the tree and pull out the present I have for her and sit down beside her.

“Mine first!” she says, getting overly excited.

She hands me a small wrapped box. I take the paper off carefully, sliding the box out from the wrapping. When I open it up, inside is a silver chain with pink nipple clamps attached to the ends.

She has a wide-eyed look on her face as I pull it from the box and dangle it in front of me.

“What do you think?” she asks.

“I think perhaps you bought this for me, but actually it’s for you. Am I right?”

She giggles and her face goes red.

“Um, it’s for both of us. I’ve never used them before, but people online say doms like to put them on their subs. Unless you don’t want to?”

She bites her lip as if she’s worried, so I lean forward and kiss her gently.

“I love them, thank you. And let’s see how much you enjoy them when I’m pulling on the chain.”

She looks startled, as if the idea has never occurred to her.

“Oh, yeah. Okay.”

I hand her over her present, and she rips the paper off and pulls the box open. When she pulls out what’s inside, she comes to a stop.

“Wow.”

“You know what it is?” I ask.

“Yeah. It’s a sex toy, right? I saw one like it at the store, but it was too expensive. Is this one you can control with an app while I’m using it?”

It wasn’t that expensive, but I’m guessing that we have very different ideas of what that is.

“Yeah, that’s right. So I can be at work and send you a text to get your toy ready. I can make it buzz and pulse inside you and get you all needy and mindless for me.”

She has that faraway look in her eye that she sometimes gets when she’s horny, like she’s having trouble thinking about anything else.

“Is that something else for me?” I ask, looking at the rectangular package next to her.

“Mmm, what? Oh, yeah.” She laughs. “Sorry. You distracted me!”

She picks up the package, but hesitates before giving it to me. Her face is pink, so I ask, “Are you okay?”

She looks up and I can see that she’s nervous. For a second she reminds me of the shy girl I first met.

“Yeah, I’m okay. Only… I got this for you, but I don’t know…” She starts talking fast like she’s trying to explain herself before I even know what the gift is. “You might not like it. You don’t have to keep it if you don’t. It’s stupid. I’m just being silly.”

I rub her knee and take the package from her.

“I’m sure I’ll love it.”

Slipping it from the wrapping, I hold it up to get a good look at it. It’s a silver frame with a picture inside it, one of the lingerie shots that she sent me while I was on the cruise.

She’s still talking fast. “I remember you said you liked that one. It’s dumb because you have it on your phone, but—“

I lean forward and stop her with a kiss.

“I love it. It’s going straight up in my bedroom. I might even get you to sign it, or give it a lipstick kiss.”

She’s obviously surprised but happy, that smile beaming at me.

“You really like it?”

I take her hand and slip it into my lap, letting her feel how hard I am.

“Does that answer your question?”

She gives me a little squeeze and gives me a doe-eyed stare that I’m coming to realize is her innocent act. “Are you going to fuck me on Christmas?”

“Do you think you deserve it, young lady?”

She nods. “Well, I was very good this year… so, yes!”

“Hmmm, I guess we’ll have to see about that.”

We both laugh and she moves towards me, crawling across the floor. She straddles my lap and starts rocking against me, kissing me and pulling my t-shirt off.

“Please fuck me.” She grinds against my cock harder. “I’ll even let you make a Christmas stuffing joke, so long as you fuck me.”

I roll her over onto her back and pull at her pajama bottoms, taking them off her and revealing her nakedness underneath.

“No panties?”

“No, because fucktoys don’t wear panties. You said so.”

I pull my bottoms off too and spread her legs, dipping my head down so I can taste her wetness. She tastes delicious and I move my tongue to her clit, swirling it against her as she wriggles underneath me.

“Two or three?” I ask.

I can tell she’s confused. “Three?”

I push three fingers into her and smile as she gasps, then relaxes again as she gets used to the motion. Slipping them in and out of her makes her back arch and I suck on her clit and make her moan.

“Whose pussy is this?” I ask her.

“Yours.”

“Who gets to fuck it?”

She bucks her hips and gasps, “You do. Only you.”

I crawl forward over her, kissing my way up her chest, along her shoulder, and to her lips.

“I need to go get a condom,” I say as I stroke her hair.

“In my pocket… brought one with me. Figured you would fuck me. Need your freeuse toy.”

She’s right, I need her. My cock’s throbbing and I want to pound her hard into the carpet.

I fish a condom out of her pajamas and rip it open. I put it on with one hand so that I can hold her down with the other. She has a thing about control, needing to know someone else has it. Just like I need to be the one controlling her.

As soon as it’s on, I press the tip of my cock against her and savor her body’s reaction to me.

“Do you want it?” I ask.

“I’m your freeuse toy to use.”

I growl in her ear. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Please fuck me,” she cries out, and tries to press up against me to get me to slide in. “I want you to explode and know it’s all for me. Please, Sir?”

I thrust into her and watch as her eyes roll back. She wraps her legs around me, as if to make sure I don’t go, giving me just enough room that I can thrust into her.

“Ohhh, god. So good,” she cries out, and I can feel her pussy tighten around my cock.

I grab her wrists, pinning her down. This is going to be short and sweet. Each thrust into her is hard and deep. No talking is needed. The room fills with the sound of my grunts and her moans, echoing off the walls as we fuck.

Suddenly, Willow is thrashing under me.

“Oh god, I’m going to come. Don’t stop. Harder—don’t stop!”

I thrust into her hard, my own orgasm building.

“Come for me,” she cries out as she tips over the edge.

I explode into her and my body goes rigid. For a second, it’s like my brain has been switched off by an overload of pleasure, and then suddenly I’m back again, fucking her as she thrashes in the midst of her orgasm.

She collapses under me, and I let her wrists go, slowing my thrusts until I’m still inside her but not moving, just looking down at her face.

“Merry Christmas,” she sighs happily, and closes her eyes.

“Merry Christmas, Willow.”

Suddenly her eyes shoot open and she giggles.

“What is it?”

“I just realized something. We fucked on Halloween. We fucked at Thanksgiving. Now we’re fucking at Christmas. We should do this every holiday. It’s tradition now!”

She bursts out into full-on laughter and I roll over, taking her with me so that she’s on top and can finish her laughing fit.

She’s right. We’ve been together all the recent holidays, and each one has been better than the last. We really should make it a tradition to get together on each holiday. Sure seems better than being at home alone.

Although as we cuddle, I realize that the next major holiday is New Year’s, so it’s not too long to wait.


Chapter 11



WILLOW

When Mike drops me off at home, I still don’t let him come up to my apartment. After spending the week with him at his cozy house, I don’t want him to see my place. We’ll have to keep fucking at his house.

I unpack my bag and daydream about the future. We didn’t make any plans for New Year’s... maybe he’s already got something to do. He better not have a date!

I pause with my pajama pants in my hand. Shit, what if he really does have a date? Now that we’re doing... whatever this is, are we exclusive? I spend the next hour stewing about Mike.

It’s been two months. Shouldn’t we talk about where this is heading? My stomach ties itself in knots, but I can hear Alice’s voice in my head telling me to fucking ask him and stop being a wimp. She’s right. If I want a relationship with him, I need to be able to communicate. Not talking about how I feel about things was part of my problem with Oliver-The-Scumbucket.

Feeling determined, I sit on my bed and compose my message to Mike.

Willow
Question for you. Are we exclusive? And if so, are you my dom or are you my boyfriend?



I almost stop there, but bite my lip and continue typing.

Willow
Question for you. Are we exclusive? And if so, are you my dom or are you my boyfriend? I’d like to be exclusive, if you want me.



I hit send before I can change my mind, and then tip over and bury my face in my pillow as my heart races. Part of me wishes I could take the text back because I’m afraid of his answer, but knowing where this is going is better than living with anxiety and wondering. I’m a bundle of nerves and my pulse won’t calm down. I want to be his girlfriend, but I’d settle for him as my dom.

Thinking back to how amazing the last week with him was, my heart skips a happy beat as imagine future holidays together.

My brain freezes as a realization hits me. Oh my God, I love him.

Shit, what if he says no to being exclusive?


Chapter 12



MIKE

I stare at the screen and try to take it in.

It should be an easy answer. But my mind is frozen and I can’t focus on the words. I know that Willow is sitting waiting for me to reply, and that every second that ticks by, she’s wondering why I haven’t. But I can’t just answer something as big as this straight away. It wouldn’t be fair to her or to me.

When my wife died, I thought that was it. I was going to be alone for the rest of my life. Not just because I was old, but also because I thought no one could replace my wife.

I saw my life stretching out in front of me as a string of adventures full of meaningless sex and resigned myself to living alone.

But now…

Willow has slowly but surely captured my heart. And while our sexual chemistry is undeniable, it’s the small gestures that truly make me fall for her; the way she gazes at me as if I’m her everything, the urge to shield her from life’s hardships when it gets too tough for her, and that radiant smile that lights up her face whenever she’s happy. I want to be the one responsible for putting that smile on her lips.

I always thought that the age difference would be a problem. We have so many things that we do differently. She talks about things she saw on social media and has accounts on every platform and posts daily. I have an old Facebook account that I’ve forgotten the password for. Her Spotify is full of Taylor Swift, mine’s full of Journey and Chicago.

But we never run out of things to talk about. And when she texts me things that I don’t understand, I look them up and usually find it’s something interesting. I’m actually learning stuff about the modern world that I would’ve missed out on without meeting her. It seems the age gap isn’t as bad as I thought.

But that’s not what’s keeping me from answering. All I have to do is glance up from my phone and see a picture of my wife looking back at me. She’s been gone a long time now, but she never really left. She’s always been around me, in my heart and memories.

Would she have liked Willow? I think she would have. She certainly would have liked her as a sub, but I also think she would’ve liked her as a person. But that doesn’t mean she would want me to date her.

I type a reply and think about it for a few minutes, then I delete it and type something else. I should’ve seen this coming, but with the cruise and then the party, I’ve only been focusing on how much I needed to fuck Willow.

My finger hovers above the send button.

Whatever I decide, it’ll mean a change for us from now on. Pressing the button will mean no going back.

I breathe in slowly, hold it, and then breathe out.

All I need to do is press the button.

The End
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Don’t hate us for that ending, or if you do… blame Matt Lake because he wrote it. Stick around for their next part of their journey.
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After a filthy, whirlwind Valentine’s Day they’ll never forget, Willow and Mike face the future of their relationship.

Willow
Overwhelmed by our deep connection, I’m at a crossroads. Does Mike really love me, or am I just a plaything to him? Does it even matter? He thrills me with everything he does, but can I overcome my doubts to embrace the love I deeply crave?

Mike
Willow has become my everything, igniting feelings I thought were lost. I’m prepared to give her the world, hoping she’ll see my sincerity and our potential for a shared future... one where I’ll do whatever it takes to give her exactly what she craves, being my freeuse toy.

As they weigh their desires against their fears, Willow and Mike confront the ultimate question: Are they ready to risk everything for happiness together?


This is book 4 of a multi-part romantic erotica series. It includes an older man and a younger woman, BDSM with the D/s elements, and degradation.

Find it at:
https://stories.april-cross.com/freeusevday
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Matt (Alec) Lake and I have another series together. It’s another super spicy romantic erotica. Check out the bundle.
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5 Kinky Holiday Stories. A couple finds each other in their dreams, but can it be love?

Magic isn’t real...

Noelle and Nick live a continent apart but on the holidays they keep falling asleep and visiting a dream world where they have two hours to do whatever they want to each other.

What starts out as two strangers enjoying each other’s bodies turns into a journey of domination, sharing, freeuse, and exhibitionism.

They explore newfound kinks together and the thrills drive a deep connection, but dreams aren’t real … right?

Suspend your sense of reality and enjoy the fantasy in this fun and flirty series set around the holidays.

Includes:
Playing in a Winter Wonderland
Playing in a Lovers’ Paradise
Playing in the Shamrock Bar
Playing at the Egg Hunt
Playing for Keeps
Plus a bonus erotic short for the bundle

Note: This story is dual point of view with April Cross writing Noelle and Alec Lake writing Nick. Enjoy the experience of two distinct voices telling the story while both authors bring their own writing style and creativity to give the characters life.

These short stories contains explicit encounters between consenting adults and features elements of BDSM, degradation, freeuse, spanking, sharing, and combines fantasy with real life. Reader discretion advised. And let’s be real here, it’s just a bunch of sexy fun.

Get all 5 books at:
https://stories.april-cross.com/zonholidayheat


About April Cross and Matt Lake



April Cross (also Lacey Cross)

Writer of spicy stories... okay, I’ll be honest, most of my stuff is ghost pepper spicy. I started writing wife sharing stories before branching out to longer romantic erotica series and stories. I write power play stories with guys who demand to be in control.

Website: 
https://april-cross.com/

My BDSM Books: 
https://books.april-cross.com/

Newsletter signup: 
https://books.april-cross.com/freeusesignup

Interested in filthy wife sharing erotic? Check out my Lacey Cross books: 
https://author.to/laceycross
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Matt Lake (also Alec Lake)

Writer of fact and fiction blended together into Erotica. I write freeuse erotica and love exploring the fantasy.

Website: 
https://mattlakewriter.com/

My freeuse books: 
https://www.amazon.com/author/mattlakewriter

Newsletter signup: 
https://books.aleclake.co.uk/freeusefreebie

Want more than just freeuse? Check out my Alec Lake erotica: 
https://author.to/aleclakebooks
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