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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

Mike:
Do you want to be a freeuse fuck toy on New Year’s Eve?



As I stare at his text, my face flushes and my body hums with desire. Goddamn, he always seems to know what to say to turn me on, but I’m also confused. He didn’t answer my question about whether he was my dom or my boyfriend. Did he see it? Maybe my phone didn’t send it. Oh wait, does he want to talk in person?

My brain is a kaleidoscope of mixed emotions—turned on, scared, excited, and anxious that he didn’t respond to my direct question. I chew on my bottom lip and read his text again.

Fuck it. Let’s see what happens. My hands shake as I type.

Willow: 


Yes, please. At your place, right?




Mike
Yep. Looking forward to it, Kitten. Wear something sexy for me.



His pet name melts my heart. I have a small ache in my chest that feels a lot like hopefulness that we’re something more than just friends with benefits who get together on special occasions. Deciding to be optimistic, I’m distracted the rest of the day as I daydream about being his girlfriend for real.

***

Work is hectic the week after Christmas, with people coming into the coffee shop in large groups. I swear I blink and then I’m standing in my lobby holding my overnight bag in one hand and my phone in the other, waiting for Mike to get here. I told him to text me when he pulls up so that I can run out and avoid him seeing my tiny apartment.

All day I’ve been imagining fucking him, and I’m a horny bundle of nerves as I shift from foot to foot, trying to keep my ears open for the sound of a ding from my phone.

I’m wrapped in a blue trench coat I found at a thrift store ages ago. Underneath, I’m wearing blue lacy babydoll lingerie with a matching thong. I paired the outfit with black thigh-high socks and slip-on shoes. With the coat closed, I look totally normal.

When two people who live in the building come into the lobby, I’m glad I took the precaution of the trench coat. I mumble a hello to them, and they nod and greet me as they enter an elevator and disappear. Knowing that I’m waiting for a guy to pick me up for sex, and that I’m wearing only lingerie underneath my coat, gives me a naughty zing of pleasure. I enjoy feeling like a slut.

When my phone vibrates in my hand, my heart rate speeds up. It’s Mike and he’s outside waiting for me like we agreed. I’m still determined to never let him see my apartment, but it might be impossible if we actually start dating.

It’s cold out, and I shiver as I hurry to his car and toss my bag in the backseat. When I sit down in the passenger seat and close the door, he barely gets out a “Hi,” before I launch myself at him.

Our mouths lock together and our tongues entwine as we share a hungry kiss. I clutch the front of his shirt with both my fists, not wanting to let him go. He dominates the kiss, his mouth firm while his tongue invades me, and my whole body sings with the promise of an orgasm.

I barely notice that he’s unbuttoning my coat, and when a hand slips inside, he groans as he cups my breast through the lace. We’re both breathing hard and practically devouring one another’s lips.

When he tweaks my nipple, I moan and fumble between us. I’m desperate for him, and when I brush the hardness under his jeans, he breaks off the kiss and pulls both my wrists up between us, holding me captive. “Not yet, my little fucktoy. You have to wait until we get home.”

I whimper, frustrated at not being able to touch him like I want, but quickly give in. “Fine, I’ll behave.”

He laughs and when he lets me go, I sag back against the seat. He reaches across me to get the belt and buckles me in. Mmm, I could get used to being taken care of like this.

The car is still on, and he studies me without making any move to start driving. “I have something for you,” he says, and opens the glove box.

When he pulls out the pink nipple clamps with a chain that I bought him for Christmas, my eyes widen and desire pulses in my core. Oh shit, I know I got them for him to use on me, but I assumed we’d do it when we were at his house.

“Now? Right here?” I squeak.

Before I can protest, he turns to face me. There’s a playful gleam in his eyes as he grins wickedly. “Yes, now.”

He nudges my coat open and pulls my lingerie down, exposing my breasts. He seems to be in no rush, and I peer around outside, hoping no one walks past. Thankfully, the sidewalks are empty.

With one hand, he takes one clamp and begins to stroke my nipple with it, circling the areola while keeping his gaze locked on my face. I moan as my back arches, and I stare at the clamp as he opens it and positions it around my nipple. When he releases the clamp, it shuts around my flesh, and my lips part with a soft sigh. It stings in a pleasant sort of way, and my body warms in anticipation of what it will be like to have both on me at once.

Without saying a word, he repeats the process on my other nipple, taking his time to position the clamp in just the right spot to give me the most sensation. When he closes the clamp, it bites down, and my legs instinctively press together as I cry out and thrust my hips forward. A sharp delight zings straight to my pussy, and when he pulls on the chain connecting the two, it causes the clamps to tug and hold me on the edge between pleasure and pain. I squirm as a wave of lust washes over me while he grins at me in satisfaction. He tugs on the chain, as if testing it, and my pussy throbs, aching to be filled. Oh yeah, this is going to drive me insane.

After closing my coat just enough to hide my nipples, he moves closer and kisses me. It’s gentle compared to moments ago, and my lips seem to be ultra sensitive as he delves into my mouth. I relax into his kiss, enjoying the swirls of pleasure building inside me.

When he pulls back into his seat to drive, I glance outside to make sure we still aren’t being observed and hold in my giggle when I don’t see anyone staring at us. It’s not like I know my neighbors, but I still don’t want anyone in my building to see how big of a slut I am.

When I imagined the drive to his house, it was always filled with us talking about plans for the night and maybe teasing each other. Instead, my mind is mush and I can’t concentrate on anything except the throb between my legs. Every time I fidget, the clamps tug on my breasts and intensify my neediness. It doesn’t help that he alternates between tickling the skin of my left thigh above my sock and playing with the chain hanging down between my breasts.

Just when I think I can’t handle being teased anymore, he pulls into the driveway of his house, parks, and we both rush out of the car. He fumbles with his keys at the front door, and I want to beg him to hurry. He’s usually smoother than this, so I can tell he wants me just as much as I need him.

As soon as he gets the door open, he picks me up and carries me inside to his bedroom. There is no finesse to it—he’s all urgent movements and desperate hunger. He sets me on my feet long enough to help me remove my shoes and shrug off my coat before he pushes me onto the bed on my back. I lean on my elbows and watch him toe off his shoes.

We’ve said very little to each other so far, and I’m expecting him to just climb on top of me and fuck me, so I’m surprised when he starts in with the dirty talk.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

With a shudder, I moan, “Yes, Sir.”

I part my knees, and he takes off his pants and boxers all in one movement before pulling his shirt off. Normally, I would have enjoyed a slow striptease, but I’m too desperate to get his cock inside me to care right now. Once he’s naked, his thick cock juts upwards slightly as he stands at the end of the bed.

I feel a flash of vulnerability as I imagine what I look like, black thigh-high socks with my legs spread, my breasts hanging out with the nipple clamps attached. I still have my thong on, but the hem of my blue babydoll is around my waist, so there isn’t much covering me.

His eyes glitter with lust when he asks, “Do you know what time it is?”

Oh, I do. My breath catches in my throat as I shiver in response before whispering, “Time for me to be your freeuse slut.”

Instead of a verbal acknowledgement, he crawls onto the bed, spreading my legs even further apart. While maintaining eye contact, he runs a finger over the silk thong covering my pussy before slipping it under the fabric and brushing his finger over my clit. I tilt my hips and moan as he slides two fingers inside me.

My mind spins from pleasure and I close my eyes as he slowly works his fingers inside me.

He growls, “Don’t come until I say so, or you won’t come again until Valentine’s Day.”

I force my eyes open to focus on him because fuck if I want to risk that, even if I don’t believe that he would actually follow through. With effort, I groan, “Yes, Sir. Whatever you say, Sir.”

When he pulls his hand away, he brings his fingers to his mouth and licks them clean.

“Tasty. I want to fuck this pussy, but it’s not time for that. First, we have to take off the nipple clamps.”

Uh... oh shit. I instantly focus on the tightness of the clamps around my nipples and realize how sensitive the stiff peaks have become. How bad is this going to hurt?

He kneels between my legs and leans forward until one hand is resting on the mattress by my head to steady himself. He tugs on the chain gently, sending shockwaves of delight through me and I almost come. I gasp and fist my hands in the bedsheets while trying to be strong and obey him.

Holding the chain lightly, he continues to toy with it, sending jolts of joy straight to my clit. It’s impossible to think of anything other than the delicious pleasure he’s giving me.

I’m caught by surprise when he suddenly removes one clamp. My nipple aches with the return of feeling and I cry out from the pleasurable pain. He kisses me deeply, distracting me as he plays with my newly-released nipple, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger until I can feel my clit throbbing in time to the movement of his fingers.

I’m still not prepared when he removes the second clamp, and I’m lost to the pleasure, so absorbed in the new sensation that I’m only dimly aware that his fingers are back between my legs, rubbing circles around my clit.

When he moves his mouth to my breast, my vision swims from a jolt of bliss. My body is on fire, desperate for release. He flicks his tongue around my nipple in the same rhythm as his finger circling my clit. All I can do is moan and beg incoherently as pleasure floods my senses. For a moment, I think for the second time that I’m going to accidentally orgasm, but I’m able to stop myself.

When he releases my nipple, he kisses his way back up my neck and whispers in my ear. “Time to fuck my freeuse slut.”

He stops long enough to get a condom from his nightstand, rip it open, and roll it down his hard length. He doesn’t bother to remove my thong; he just shoves it aside and plunges into me so hard and deep that I see stars as my pussy clenches around him. This is what I’ve needed all day.

I wrap my arms around his neck and my legs around his to make sure he stays fully buried to the hilt as he fucks me. Nothing in the world matters, only pleasure.

Our bodies slap together as our moans mingle. The rapture builds deep inside, coiling to unleash. Mike fucks me faster and I cling to him, digging my nails into his back, as I beg, “Oh god, please don’t stop. More, Sir. Fuck me harder!”

When he gives a sharp thrust and hits the perfect spot, I explode into an all-consuming pleasure. Waves of pleasure wash over me until it all blends into a glorious sensation.

Mike keeps pumping into me, prolonging my orgasm, and even before I come down from the first one, I can feel the beginnings of another one already forming in my lower belly. I moan as his lips close over mine. Our tongues twirl while our hips slam together and he drives me to another climax.

I cry out as the delight skyrockets me to another plane of existence, one where nothing but Mike matters.

Ripples of pleasure run up and down my body and it’s several minutes before I can form thoughts. Once my head clears, I’m totally relaxed, but a part of me wonders how I’m going to live without this if he doesn’t want to be my boyfriend.


Chapter 2



MIKE

I give her time to calm down before I remind her of her promise.

“I told you not to come without permission. Now you don’t get to come till Valentine’s Day.”

Her eyes widen, but I can tell she’s not taking it all in, her orgasms keeping her head fuzzy and thoughtless. She nods, but I figure she’s so out of it I could’ve said anything and she would have nodded in reply.

I slide out of her and enjoy her peep of protest. She wants me to stay inside her, but I have other plans for my little freeuse toy.

It takes a few moments to position her how I want, on her hands and knees with her head lowered to the bed. Moving behind her, I slowly rub my cock against her pussy and try to maintain my calm. No matter how hard I am and how inviting her wet little cunt is, I’m still in charge here.

“Ask for it, slut.”

She gives an adorable purr. “Please, fuck me. I want your cock inside me.”

She’s not begging. It sounds more like a prayer, asking for something she needs.

Tugging on her thong, I pull it down so that it’s at her knees. I know that keeping it on her will make her feel even more slutty.

“You don’t get to come again,” I growl, pressing my cock against her opening. “Not till Valentine’s. And I’m going to use you as much as I want.”

She nods, and the only sound she makes is a long happy sigh as I sink into her as deep as I can go.

When I pull out slightly, the moan she makes sounds primal, like an animal. She’s obviously as worked up for this as I am. I’ve not come in days, not even stroked. I’ve been saving myself for her.

“Willow, tell me what you are,” I demand as I rock into her, giving her just enough movement to make her want more.

“Your slut. Freeuse toy.”

“Good girl.”

I place a hand on her hip and trail the other one down her spine. It’s taking all my willpower to go slowly rather than fuck her senseless. But each thrust into her is like heaven and I need it to last as long as it can.

“Do whatever you want. I’m yours,” she whimpers.

My heart skips a beat. I can tell she doesn’t mean only sex.

Without thinking, I go faster, until I’m pounding her so hard that the bed shifts. She claws at the edge of the mattress, trying to hold herself steady. All my convictions to make this last have vanished. I need to fill her and hear her moan.

“Put your hand on your clit. Rub little circles till you can’t think.”

She lets go of the mattress with one hand and it vanishes between her legs. Almost instantly, she moans louder as she shakes.

“Oh… oh… I’m going to come. Sir, I don’t think I can stop. Please, can I come? Please?”

Knowing she’s close makes my Dom side roar. “I thought I told you not to come without permission.”

“Fuck. Please. I can’t stop. Let me come. I’ll do anything. Be your freeuse toy all the time. Suck whoever you want at parties. Won’t come again unless you tell me. Just please let me come now.”

I seize her shoulder, slamming her back on my cock.

“Come for me, NOW.”

Her head snaps back as she lets out a howl of pleasure. With a groan, I come, slamming into her hard with each load that I pump inside her.

“Mmmm, my fucktoy’s learning. That’s how to beg to come.”

I withdraw and lie down beside her, pulling her into my arms. She’s spaced out, a smile on her face, and her eyes are closed. I’ll fuck her more later, but for now, I want her in my arms.

“Sir,” she says, her eyes opening. “Am I really not coming till Valentine’s?”

I give her a soft kiss and tickle her chin.

Since she sent me the text asking if I was her dom or her boyfriend, I’ve been thinking a lot about our future. I think I know what I should do, but not how to say it. Now isn’t the moment, and what she wants is for me to hold her and comfort her.

“Maybe, little one. It depends on how good you are.”

Her eyes are glazed from pleasure when she smiles at me. “That’s okay, I can be really good.”

She’s not wrong. She’s quickly learned how to be exactly the best toy for me.

I need to tell her my decision soon. But that’s for later, after we fuck again.

***

We fall asleep in each other’s arms, and I only wake up when I feel her stroking my cock.

“I want you inside me,” she whispers in my ear. “Even if I don’t get to come, I want you to use me.”

I’m already hard and throbbing as her fingers glide up and down my shaft. It only takes a moment to find a condom and put it on. She gives me a squeeze and wraps her leg around me before rubbing the tip of my cock against her pussy.

With a growl, I push her onto her back and climb on top. I grab her legs and bend them up so that her knees are almost touching her face. Her pussy is spread out before me and within seconds, I’m sinking all the way into her. She’s so wet, and my body tingles with the sensation of her tight pussy gripping me.

“So my fucktoy wants to be used?”

She nods, her eyes fluttering shut as I press into her. “Use me, Sir. Use me all you want. Fill me with cum.”

I love it when she tells me what she wants, even if I have no intention of letting her be in charge.

“Tell me who owns you.”

“You do, Sir, you own me completely,” she sighs.

“Who decides if you come or not?”

She cries out, “Only you,” as I give a sharp thrust.

“And who decides if anyone else can use you?”

“You do– but I only want you. No one else. My Sir is in complete control.”

I fuck her so hard that the bedframe rattles. I want to hear her moan my name and make her quiver beneath me.

“Oh god. Mike. Yes, Sir, fuck me. I’m your freeuse toy. Come inside me, please!”

The desperation in her voice drives me into a frenzy. My balls are tight and aching for release. I need to fill her.

“Tell me what a needy fucktoy you are,” I gasp.

“Best fucktoy. Need your cock all the time.”

I slam into her hard, burrowing deep inside her.

She moans, “Yes. Oh, yes. Like that. Fuck me hard.”

I keep pumping into her, bringing her towards her climax. Her body tenses, her breathing becomes shallow and rapid, and her mouth hangs open.

“You’re going to come, aren’t you?”

She moans and shakes her head. “Not got permission. Not coming till Valentines. Fuck. Your cock is so fucking amazing.”

I love her determination not to break my rule. It shows me how much she wants to obey me.

“Don’t worry, Kitten, you can come. Do it for your Sir, come NOW!”

As soon as the words are out of my mouth, she howls and her pussy clamps around me. It’s enough to tip me over the edge, both of us lost in our orgasms as we slam together.

In the distance, fireworks boom and bells ring. It’s a new year.

“Happy New Year, Sir.”

Her lips are soft and warm, and her arms wrap around me and pull me closer.

“Happy New Year, Kitten.”

It’s perfect, the two of us wrapped together at the start of the year. I can’t think of any place I’d rather be.

She cuddles against me. “You let me come. I thought you’d make me wait.”

“I couldn’t make my girlfriend wait all that time,” I say without thinking.

And there it is, it’s out in the open. I called her what she is, my girlfriend.

I hold my breath while I wait for her reply. What if I’ve left it too long? What if that’s not what she wants?

She kisses me on the nose, then closes her eyes and rests her hand in mine.

“I have a boyfriend. Best New Year’s ever.”


Chapter 3



WILLOW

I stare down at the text and my stomach tightens from anxiety.

Mom
We need to talk.



Shit, I don’t want to talk to her, but we need to clear the air. I’ve been avoiding her since Thanksgiving, and it’s now the middle of January. My therapist suggested I could reduce my stress by at least seeing what my mom has to say. I shouldn’t assume that it will be a horrible conversation. But really no matter what kind of conversation it is, I just need to talk to her.

A shiver runs through me, but it’s not from knowing I need to call my mom -- my damn apartment is freezing. Rubbing my arms for additional warmth, I consider just getting the talk out of the way. Eh, or not… she can stew for a few more days. I dig myself out of my blanket pile on the couch and bundle up in a second sweater before making a cup of tea.

I really want to move, but on top of this being the only apartment I can afford, I’d also need a deposit for a new apartment. If I had known how cold it would be this winter, I might have tried to move in with Alice. She had to find a new place after Thanksgiving, but it’s too late for that now. Alice is settled and seems happy.

While the water heats, I chew on my bottom lip absentmindedly and consider my options. Everything is so new with Mike, so I don’t want to assume he’s going to invite me to live with him... ever. Right now, I’m spending the weekends with him and sometimes other nights, but I need to grow up and support myself better. Do I want to live in a tiny apartment like this for the rest of my life?

When the water is ready, I take my mug of tea and my laptop to the couch, burrowing under the blankets again. I sip the soothing warmth while looking at the cracks in my ceiling. How secure is this building? When I moved in, I was desperate and didn’t care, but the lack of adequate heat makes me wonder what other maintenance items are being ignored. Yeah, I need to get out of here, and that requires more money.

A sense of purpose gives me the resolve needed to job hunt. It’s time to not let Oliver-the-Tool derail my life. He was a shitty boyfriend who cheated on me, but I can’t throw away my college degree because of him. It’s time to find a job in my chosen career field.

I start sifting through the employment sites I used to visit, and I quickly get lost in the search. My resume only takes a little updating, and by the time my stomach rumbles for food two hours later, I’ve found some jobs I plan to apply for.

I close my laptop and stretch. I wonder what Mike is doing right now. Should I text him and tell him I’m job hunting? Nah, I don’t want him to keep asking me how it’s going. I’ll tell him once I get an interview somewhere.

Knowing I need to eat something, I head to my tiny kitchen and toss my phone on my counter. I dig in my fridge and pull out some sliced cheese and deli meat to make a sandwich. When I grab my loaf of bread, I realize it’s got mold on it. Well, shit. Why does life feel so hard today? Nothing is going my way.

As I’m rolling the meat and cheese together to eat them as little protein sticks, my phone buzzes with a text message. Ooooh, maybe it’s Mike!

No such luck.

Mom
Please call me. We need to talk. It’s important.



Dropping my phone on the counter again, I stick my tongue out at it and grumble under my breath. Why doesn’t she text an apology for acting like she was going to shank me with a fork? If she really wanted to talk, she’d apologize first... wouldn’t she? Ugh, why is being an adult so complicated?

Tired of my own pity party, I pick up my phone and stare at it for a full minute while I munch on a meat and cheese roll. The more I contemplate talking to her, the more anxiety I feel. There’s an annoying nagging question in the back of my head. Maybe my mom or dad is sick. Even though they frustrate the hell out of me, they’re still my family.

I swallow the last roll, then wash it down with a glass of water. Talking to my mom is going to take energy and I have to prepare. Once I’m cocooned in my blanket, I call my mom and stare out the window as the phone rings, letting my mind wander. The icicles hanging from the top of my window look deadly. If they broke off and fell on someone below, that could hurt someone.

When my mother answers, I shove the thought out of my mind. Please, please, don’t let this go badly.

“Hello, mom.”

There’s a huge sigh as soon as the connection is made and my heart drops. Oh great. I’m on pins and needles to see what this is about, but clearly she’s not in a good mood.

“Oh, Willow, finally.” She gives another exaggerated sigh. “Your father and I were worried something had happened to you with that old man.”

Uh... I don’t even know what to say to that. It takes extreme effort to keep a defensive edge out of my tone and I spit out the first thing I can think of. “Old? He’s younger than you are.”

Shit, did I piss her off? I hold my breath, hoping what I said came across as bland indifference instead of being full of the irritated exasperation that I really feel.

My mom doesn’t give an inch of ground. “Well, he was still too old for you.”

I silently count to four, staying calm before responding in a cheerful but firm tone. “Great to talk to you too, mom. Did you have something you wanted to say?”

There’s a slight pause. Did she hear my displeasure? I guess it could have been implied in how I said everything... fuck, this is why I hate talking to my mom. I wish she’d just say whatever she called me for so we can get this over with. At this point it’s probably too much to hope that she plans to apologize for the fork incident.

“Do I need a reason to talk to my daughter?” She has a bite to her tone, like my question annoyed her somehow.

Shaking my head while pinching the bridge of my nose, I hold in a sigh, wishing I didn’t always get caught in the same emotional landmines with her. Is anything ever going to change?

“You said we needed to talk and that it was important.” I let the implication that she does have something to say hang in the air between us for a few beats, hoping it will motivate her to get to the point of this conversation.

When she stays silent, my shoulders droop, and I surrender to the reality that this is just her and she’s probably never going to change. “Look, I’m sorry I didn’t call or text recently. I didn’t mean to avoid you. I’ve just been busy.”

That should satisfy her. It’s the truth anyway, even if the main things on my list of busy-things-to-do is fucking Mike. Oh, and therapy to help with the messed-up dynamic with my parents, and to deal with some other crap in my life like Oliver-the-Scumbucket cheating on me... and maybe not knowing what I’m doing with my career. So I’ve got issues, but who doesn’t?

“Are you seeing anyone?” My mom’s question feels out of the blue, and I’m suspicious.

I keep my voice light. “Actually, I am.”

“Oh.” Her flat tone tells me she didn’t like that answer. “Is it serious?”

A sense of dread overtakes me, and I have a strong impulse to just say no and be done with it. But I really can’t bring myself to lie to my mom about it—even when I want to avoid confrontation.

“Yes. It’s the guy from Thanksgiving.”

My mom pauses and is so quiet that I imagine steam pouring from her ears like she’s a cartoon character. Finally, when I’m about to ask her if she’s okay, she speaks again. “I didn’t like him.”

I want to tell her I didn’t ask her opinion. This is a weird conversation, but I really should have expected this. Was she going to not ask me about the naked dude in my bed from Thanksgiving?

“Mom, does that matter? Don’t I get to choose who I date? You could be excited that I found someone I really like who treats me well.”

Why do I sound so upset and defiant? I’m not mad that she doesn’t like my new boyfriend—well, actually, she hasn’t even met him properly, so how can she know if she likes him? That’s irritating—but why do I care?

My mom launches into a lecture. “It does matter. You’re far too young to know how men are. He’s taking advantage of you, and you can’t have a life with this guy.”

Every word out of her mouth makes me angry. Fuming, I grit my teeth before managing a neutral tone. “What do you mean? Why can’t I?”

There is another drawn-out pause before she speaks. “Because--”

That one word is all I need to hear. A flash of anger makes me cut her off. “You know what? Never mind. I’ve got to go. It wasn’t nice talking to you.”

I hang up on her before she can say anything else. It might be immature, but I’m too ticked off to handle any more of the conversation.

I close my eyes and try to relax. As I rub my forehead, I feel myself spiraling down into self-doubt. Shit, what if she has a point?

Pushing that thought away, I refuse to listen to that nasty little inner critic of mine, who I swear sounds just like my mother, but with less of a guilt trip and more pessimism.

Without thinking I find myself texting Mike.

Willow


Just had a bad conversation with my mom. I need to be mindless.




Dots pop up so I can tell he’s responding, but instead of a message, my phone rings. It’s him.

I answer it and try to not sound glum. “Hi.”

“I’m sorry it went badly, Kitten.” His soothing voice helps dissolve the tight knot that is lodged between my shoulder blades. “Why don’t you get into bed and we can talk about whatever you want.”

Just hearing his offer relaxes me, and I throw myself onto my bed and close my eyes, clutching the phone tightly. “Will you tell me a story about a trip you went on? Something funny.”

I pull my comforter over me while he laughs lightly. “Sure. Actually, I do remember something from years ago. Let me see...”

He starts his tale of adventure in Paris when he was about my age and he got lost and then rescued by an older lady who hit on him. By the time he’s done, I’m feeling better, but emotionally drained.

When I yawn, he says, “Take a nap, Kitten. I’ll be around to talk later if you want.”

I end the call and roll over to drift off to sleep, feeling warm and peaceful. He’s a great boyfriend.


Chapter 4



MIKE

I can’t believe that it’s almost the end of January already. I’ve been officially dating Willow for nearly a month.

In practice, I suppose it’s not that much different from before. We spend most weekends together. She comes around, we fuck a lot, we cuddle and watch TV.

But it’s different. Every time I think of her, there’s no guilt. I no longer wonder what my wife would’ve thought of it. It was always clear that she wanted what was best for me and if that was a freeuse girlfriend who’s a lot younger than me, she’d want me to have that.

Willow is coming over for Valentine’s Day, and I’ve been getting the house ready for her. I’ve taken down the photos of my wife. I don’t need them on the wall anymore. She’ll always be in my heart and in my memories. What we had was special and amazing, but I think I’ve come to the point in my life where I’m ready to make new memories. Willow is always snapping pictures of the two of us; I should get her to send me some of them. I’ll have them printed out and framed.

In fact, I already have one picture of her up. Her Christmas present is on the wall opposite my bed. When she’s not visiting, I can still see her face before I fall asleep. The first time we had sex after I put it up, she said it was weird looking at herself like that, so I put her on all fours facing it while I fucked her. I told her she was my fucktoy and that every night I stroked looking at her gorgeous body and pretty face.

She must have liked that, because she came hard on my cock and slow fucked herself with it, her eyes fixed on the picture until I come inside her and pulled her back onto the bed for kisses.

Since we became boyfriend and girlfriend, my protective side has come out more and I want to keep her away from anything that might upset her or make her sad. Some guy walked by us the other day and eyed her up in a way I didn’t like, and I swear I nearly snarled at him. When I’m with someone, I want to shield them from everything, no matter how silly that idea may be.

One thing I want to protect her from is that apartment of hers. I find myself thinking of it all the time. I still haven’t been in it, but every time I drop her off, she never invites me in. I’m pretty sure it’s because she’s ashamed of it. That neighborhood is far too rough for me to ever be happy about her living there. I need to put some thought into what I can do about that. I had originally planned to ask my friend if he had any available apartments, but I’m starting to think that perhaps I should ask her to move in with me. Is it too soon for that? Would that even be something she wants?

As I drink my coffee in the kitchen, my phone buzzes.

Willow


Hi boyfriend!




Mike
Hi girlfriend!



She sends a gif of a cartoon dog giggling. It’s adorable.

Willow


I still love you calling me that, and I smile every time.




The thought of her smiling makes me happy, and I search the phone for a gif of a beating heart to send her.

Willow


You’re so sweet. And your gif game is pretty on point for an old man.




Mike
GRRRRRRRR



She’s not wrong. I actually understand all the things on my phone now. I used to look at the apps and think, “That’s not for me,” but now when she explains them, I can actually see the point. And sometimes that point is to send her a funny picture to make her laugh.

Mike
What are you doing?



Willow


Lying in bed and wishing that my boyfriend was railing me.




Mike
Then I think you need to go find your Christmas present.



Willow


Oh.




Mike
I’m going to make you moan and rub your tits while the toy fills you up and makes you mindless. And you’re going to record it all so that I can jerk off to your moans later. Understand?



She takes a few seconds to reply, presumably because she’s getting her toy.

Willow


Yes, sir!




I sit back and move my hand down and pull open my jeans. I’m going to tease her and make her beg to come, and then I’m going to ask if she wants to watch me stroke. I have an idea I already know the answer to that.

It’s so good to have someone to share this with. Someone I can be filthy with and have them realize it’s not only because I’m horny, but also because I adore them.

I love having a girlfriend.


Chapter 5



WILLOW

It’s officially February and I’m going to have a boyfriend this year for Valentine’s Day. An actual good guy, not some man-child who doesn’t know how to please me in bed. I roll onto my back and daydream about a whole weekend of being Mike’s fucktoy. I need that again.

Last time I was at his house, I really didn’t want to use condoms. Would he agree to ditch them? I’m on birth control, so an accidental pregnancy shouldn’t be an issue. My body flushes at the thought, and I decide to text him and ask.

I check the time real quick, making sure it’s late enough that he’ll be awake.

Willow


Good morning! Last time when we used condoms I felt so empty, I wish you could come without one and fill me up.




I hit send and then re-read it, almost dying inside. I pull my blanket over my head and try to hide. Oh God, was it too much? I was too blunt. Did it sound forced? I wanted to be sexy. Shit, I can’t take it back!

My phone dings, and I force myself to read the text, preparing to die from embarrassment.

Mike
Well that’s a delightful message to wake up to. If you were here, I’d do something about that right now.



Ooooh, thank God. I immediately feel like a weight is lifted off me, and I smile while imagining him talking dirty to me and making me beg him to fill me up. Giggling, I text him back, telling myself I shouldn’t send this, but I’m feeling too slutty to hold it in.

Willow


What would you do if I was there with you? Would you spank my bare pussy? Fuck me until I’m screaming from pleasure before filling my pussy full of cum?




Being able to say whatever filthy thought pops into my head is one of the best things about being with Mike. I love that he’s encouraging me to be braver with my dirty talk.

MIKE
Mmmmmm... All that and more, kitten. I think someone is looking to get bred.



Bred? Fuck. Is that taking the dirty talk too far? My nipples harden as I clench my thighs together and let out a tiny moan. The thought of him emptying himself inside me and then me being able to feel his cum drip out of me afterwards is so fucking hot.

I blush, reading back what we both just typed. I was so fucking wanton. I want him to breed me, and it doesn’t matter how ridiculous that sounds when we literally just started dating. I close my eyes as I imagine it, but it does nothing to settle the burning desire to have him here right now so we can fuck each other’s brains out.

Willow


Sir, can we ditch the condoms? Please? I’m on birth control.




I don’t want him to freak out, thinking that I really want him to breed me. I know it’s just dirty talk. But if I was being honest, the idea of accidentally getting pregnant pulls at something primal deep inside me and turns me on, though that’s definitely a level of crazy I don’t want to admit to anyone.

Mike doesn’t respond right away, which makes me squirm in discomfort at the uncertainty. Crap, did I step over a line that is only okay in fantasies, and now he thinks I’m nuts for wanting to ditch the condoms? Maybe I am, but I want to feel him inside me without a barrier between us, and I want him to claim me raw.

Mike
Kitten, let’s get tested and then I can fill you up over and over for Valentine’s.



YES! I text him back that I’m in agreement with that plan, and then hurry to get ready for work. In the shower, I spend a little extra time with my hand between my legs, fantasizing about him calling me his breeding fucktoy. I hope he gets super dirty when we’re fucking. He always says the most perfect things to make me forget everything but him.

***

The next two weeks feel like the longest weeks of my life, but it’s finally Valentine’s Day. I have to work and I’m not sure when my shift will end, so I arranged for a coworker to drive me to Mike’s once we’re done. I’ve got my duffel bag all packed with a variety of lingerie in reds and pinks to choose from.

Tonight is extra special. We both got tested and we’re ditching the condoms. This pussy is getting stuffed with cum, and nothing is going to stop me. I glance at the clock, wishing it was later than it is, as I grab a customer’s order off the counter and dash over to them, sliding it onto their table.

“Thanks, hon. This looks awesome.” The elderly woman smiles at me, and I recognize her as a regular. I wish her a good day and go back to daydreaming about my future.

Everything in the world is bright and anything seems possible. Soon I’ll see my boyfriend for Valentine’s Day and give him kisses all over his face. If only I could have switched my schedule so I didn’t have to work today. But at least it’s busy. That might help make it go faster. Plus, I need the money for a deposit on a new apartment if I want to move out.

Thinking about moving and job hunting creates a pang in my chest. I’ll really hate to leave this job: it’s low stress, I’ve gotten to know the regular customers, my coworkers are awesome, and my boss is great, but I’m starting to feel my confidence come back. I don’t have to take the first job offered to me, and I can wait until the right position comes along. I just know I want to be out of my apartment by next winter so I don’t have a repeat of this fucking arctic situation.

On my break, I see a message from Mike.

Mike
It’s early evening and I’m preparing to have my Kitten with me so I can breed her.



Fuck, that’s hot. I quickly message him back.

Willow


Can’t wait to see you tonight. I’m ready to be your fucktoy.




Every time I send dirty messages to him without him prompting me, my face flushes and my body tingles. I get a delicious embarrassment that gives me a slutty feeling. Mike welcomes this naughty side of me, and it’s liberating. Is this the difference of dating an older guy instead of someone my own age? I should ask Alice, since she’s hooking up with an older guy too.

I look at the time again. Jesus, will this shift ever end? I huff to myself and focus on my tasks. Even though I’d rather be with Mike, I can’t wipe the smile from my face. The customers are just going to have to live with me being bubbly and lovestruck. I have a freaking amazing boyfriend who gives me wonderful orgasms and makes me feel safe and appreciated.

My heart beats faster and the swarm of butterflies in my stomach swirls happily as I serve customers. I wonder if Mike has anything special planned for tonight. I don’t want to assume he’ll greet me at the door with a dozen roses, but I hope he does something to acknowledge the day... though, let’s be honest, if he fucks me against the wall as soon as I walk in, I’ll think that’s special enough.

By the time my shift ends, I’m a horny mess and I’m chatty and hyper while my coworker drives me to Mike’s house. She drops me off and every step to his front door feels like it takes an eternity. I’m ready for whatever tonight brings.


Chapter 6



MIKE

As soon as I open the door, she lets out a little yelp of delight.

I’m holding a balloon with “Happy Valentine’s to the best girlfriend ever” on it.

I offer it to her, and she drops her duffel bag to take it, a huge smile on her face. “Oh wow, thank you! You’re the best boyfriend ever.”

I grin and hold the door open wider so that she can see past me. The corridor is strewn with rose petals all the way to the end. When she spots them, her eyes go wide and she flings herself at me.

“This is so sweet,” she says, peppering little kisses over my face. “I’ve never had anyone do something like this for me.”

For a second, that makes me sad for her. She deserves to be treated right. But now that’s for me to make sure it happens in the future.

She lets me go and bounces off down the hall. I close the door behind me and follow her. She stops a few steps in, staring around at everything I’ve set up. The lights are low. There are candles dotted about and I have a few pictures of her framed and on the wall. She walks over to them and lets out a squeal of delight. I told her I was going to put them up, but this is the first time she’s seen them.

When she reaches the end of the corridor, she turns around and tilts her head. “I thought the flowers would lead to the bedroom. Why the living room?”

I walk up to her and take her hand, guiding her to the sofa.

“Because if you lie with your back on the arm of the sofa and your head over the end, your head will be in the right position for me to use your mouth and slap your tits at the same time.”

She’s such a well-trained slut now that I don’t even have to tell her to strip; she does it straight away. The balloon floats to the ceiling as she lets go of it. Pulling off her clothing, she spins around slowly for me to inspect her before hopping onto the sofa and getting in position.

My cock springs free when I open my jeans, and Willow’s eyes follow it as it sways and throbs above her face.

“Do you deserve a reward?”

She nods, but doesn’t stop watching my dick.

“Do you want it rough?”

That makes her look me in the eyes. “Mmm, yes please. Use me and make me mindless. I don’t want to think about anything except how well my boyfriend fucks me.”

I push the tip between her lips, groaning as she sucks and teases the head of my cock. As I slide into her throat, she gives a satisfied noise and I pump slowly.

“You have permission to touch,” I tell her, and she immediately moves a hand to her clit, teasing herself as I speed up my thrusts.

I slap her right breast, a light tap that’s enough to sting a little. Her moan reverberates against my cock, and I stretch out and smack the other one.

“Finger fuck yourself.”

She moans and slides her other hand between her legs. Fingering herself and rubbing her clit might not make her come, but it’ll make her needy and in the perfect headspace for what’s going to happen.

“Do you like me using you?”

“Mmm hmm,” is her only reply, the vibration driving me wild.

“You want a throat full of cum, don’t you?”

“Mmmmmm.”

I pull back and my cock springs from her lips, spraying pre-cum on her face. “Well, you’re not going to get it. Can you guess why?”

“Ohhh. I want your cum,” she pouts.

I step in front of the couch and lift her up, and over, so that she’s kneeling on it and resting her elbows on the other end.

“You don’t get a mouthful because I’m going to breed that slutty pussy of yours.”

For a second, there’s no reaction from her. I think her brain has blipped out with overstimulation, but then she nods her head and I see the gleam in her eyes.

“Mmm, fuck yes. Breed me. I want all of your cum deep in my cunt.”

I push her head down and pull her hips up. There is no ceremony, no foreplay. She’s soaking already, and as I move behind her, one foot on the floor, the other on the sofa, my cock slides into her easily.

She’s babbling, and she trembles. “Fuck me, oh god, fuck me hard.”

Her arms are spread out in front of her and she has her head turned to the side. When I reach under her and smack her tit again, her pussy squeezes me.

“If I didn’t know better, I would say you’re acting like a cum-hungry slut.”

I pound into her, each thrust making a wet slapping sound as our bodies collide.

“Please, I need to come, I need to be bred.”

I spank her, leaving a nice red mark. “Which one?”

She cries out in distress and sounds confused. “One?”

“Yes, slut. Which do you want first?”

She groans, “Oh god, need to come first. Please?”

“No,” I growl. “First you’re going to be bred, then you can come.”

Her pussy tightens around me as I pound into her. It’s so good that I wonder which of us is going to come first.

“Who gets to fill you with cum?” I ask.

“My boyfriend– he gets to use his fucktoy as much as he wants.”

“And is his toy allowed to come?”

She moans loudly, “Yes, she can come.”

“Oh yeah?” I spank her again.

She squeals. “If I have permission. Need to come.”

“Not yet.”

She closes her eyes and uses the sofa to steady herself. “Need to. Now. Fuck.”

Since her head is turned to the side, I can see that mix of pleasure and frustration on her face. I decide to be kind and give her what she wants.

“Come.”

As soon as I say the word, she trembles and lets out a scream. “OH FUCK. COMING. YES. YES… AHHH.”

Not that I care, but I’m sure my neighbors heard that. Once she’s done coming, she slumps down and her head drops. Her pussy continues to milk me as her body vibrates.

I keep pounding away, slamming my cock deep into her. She rides the aftershocks of her orgasm and gasps for air.

“Now what do you need?” I say as I slow down, letting her catch her breath.

“Cum. Fill me up. Breed your slut.”

I love how the more turned on she is, the filthier she talks. “You sure? ‘Cause you can’t take it back.”

“Please. I need it. Want it deep in me and dripping out. Want you to come so hard inside me.”

Her pussy seems to tighten around me and I almost tip over the edge.

“Oh fuck,” I say. “Can’t hold it anymore.”

“Fuck yes. Fill me. Give me that cum. Breed me.”

It’s too much. Her words and the tightness of her pussy are driving me wild. With a few more thrusts, I bury myself deep and unleash a torrent of cum into her.

“Yessss. I need it… breeding me like the slut I am. Oh god.”

I hold her hips and with one last slam, I’m sure I’ve managed to shoot every drop of cum I have inside her.

We stay like that, catching our breath and enjoying the moment, then I slowly pull back.

“Stay still.” I withdraw and wait a second. “Tell me what you feel.”

I lay my hand on her ass, rubbing it gently, and she lets out a guttural sigh. “Your cum dripping out of me, onto my leg. Fuck. So much cum, all for me.”

I move back so I can see her better. Her pussy is bright pink and puffy, and there’s a trickle of cum leaking from her. It’s one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen.

“Look at you, so used and bred. Such a perfect slut.”

She lifts her head and glances over her shoulder at me.

“Thank you, Sir. I needed that.”

My heart swells with joy. Knowing that I’ve given her something she needs is as important to me as the sex.

She turns and lies back on the sofa. “You know what else I need?”

“No, what?”

She holds her arms out to me. “I need all the cuddles from my Sir.”

I slide over her and kiss her softly as she wraps her arms around me. This is the perfect start to our first Valentine’s Day together.


Chapter 7



WILLOW

After we cuddle on the couch a bit, he orders dinner while I shower. I had a long day at work and I want to wear something sexy for my boyfriend, so I select a pink lace babydoll dress and panties that make me feel feminine and flirty.

It might be silly, but I can’t seem to stop calling him my boyfriend. I’m sure the novelty will wear off eventually, but every time I say it or think about it, I get a little thrill. A tiny voice in my head reminds me that I love him, and wonders how he feels about me, but I push it aside. I’m not going to worry about that tonight. Valentine’s Day is for lovers, and I want it to be special as our first holiday as a couple.

When I come down to the dining room, the lighting is turned low, and he’s got candles on the table. There’s a full plate of Chinese food for each of us, and my mouth waters.

He’s smiling, and the corners of his mouth deepen as he takes in my lingerie. “You look good enough to eat.”

I bat my eyelashes, feeling flattered, and do a small pirouette for him before sitting down. “Hope I didn’t take too long in the shower.” I sit and inhale deeply. “This smells delicious.”

“You have perfect timing.”

I blow him a kiss as we dig in. I’m starving, and I devour half my plate before slowing down. We’ve got a long night ahead of us and I’m not wearing this lingerie for nothing. I’m hoping to milk a bunch of orgasms out of him... and more cum.

I’m off work tomorrow and I’m staying the next two nights with him. He said he’s made plans to entertain us. I’d be fine staying home and fucking for two days, but I won’t complain if he wants to take me out on a date.

When we’re done with dinner, I get up to clear the table, and he raises his eyebrows. “Where do you think you’re going?”

Feeling playful, I sass him and point to the plates and empty containers. “To make room for dessert! You... DID buy dessert, right?”

Shaking his head, he crooks his finger. “Come here.”

I change directions and when I’m standing next to him, he pushes his plate aside and pats the table.

“You’re going to sit right here.”

Following his direction, I perch on the edge, grinning widely. I’m not totally sure where this is going, but it can only lead somewhere good.

“Spread your legs.”

Mmm, yes, Sir. I open my legs, giving him a great view of the matching panties under my barely-there babydoll.

He scoots his chair over until he’s between my legs and kisses the inside of my thigh. “You’re my dessert.”

Electricity pulses through me as he runs his fingers along my inner thighs, sending shivers down my spine. He pushes me back with a fierce determination and I willingly surrender to him, lying on the table as he tugs my ass closer to the edge. He stands and swiftly removes my panties before sitting back down, placing my legs over his shoulders to help support me. With each touch, I feel myself unraveling, completely under his spell.

I close my eyes as he explores my pussy with his tongue. Pleasure swirls in my core as I throw my head back and get lost in the sensations. Damn, he’s good at this. I moan softly, luxuriating in the feel of him twirling his tongue around my clit. I’m not sure our first Valentine’s Day together could get any better than this.

I don’t know what to do with my hands, so I press them flat on the table beside me, wishing I had something to hold on to while he ravishes me. Each swipe of his tongue is almost too much and I’m mewling out as I try to hold back my orgasm in an attempt to prolong my pleasure.

Mike toys with me, bringing me to the brink of coming with just his mouth, and then backing off before building the tension again. He pauses long enough to ask, “Do you want to come, my sweet fucktoy?”

I give a strangled moan and nod desperately. “Ohhh, yes.”

“How badly do you want it?”

My head spins from pleasure. Oh god, seriously? Why is he torturing me with questions right now? “So bad. Please, can I come, Sir?”

He doesn’t answer and dips his head down to taste me again, but this time he slides two fingers inside me as well. I writhe, my entire body alight with desperate need as I buck my hips.

When he makes a noise of approval, the pleasure from the vibration makes me climax and cry out, “Oh fuck, oh god. Mike, fuck.”

Rapture burns through me like white-hot energy, and I moan continuously. He doesn’t let up, licking me through my orgasm, then keeps going, coaxing a second wave of pleasure, this one deeper, stronger.

“Yes,” I hiss through gritted teeth, keeping still as I come undone.

When he pulls back to look at me with a wicked grin, I have trouble processing what he says.

“Now it’s my turn.”

All I can manage is a nod and a breathy, “Yes.” I want to make him come as hard as he just did for me, and then I want to fall asleep in his arms while we’re both still humming from pleasure.

Mike helps me up, then carries me to the bedroom. He sets me on my feet just long enough to remove my lingerie and take his clothes off before we tumble onto the bed with him on top. I part my knees for him, and he fits himself between my legs, and we both sigh with happiness as he sinks into me slowly.

Once he’s fully inside me, we kiss and I wrap my arms around him to pull him close. I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that I’m head over heels in love with him. I’ve never felt this way about anyone, and the sensation is powerful. Tears form in my eyes, and I squeeze them shut while I fight to rein my emotions in. I’m not going to be the person who cries during sex.

He continues to fuck me slowly, and I feel every inch of his cock massaging me as pleasure ripples through me. I’m speeding towards another orgasm and it’s going to be massive. Wrapping my legs around him, I roll my hips and we surge together in harmony.

“You feel so good,” Mike whispers. “You’re beautiful and mine.”

When he says I’m his, I explode, crying out incoherently as my vision goes white. Joy zings from my fingers to my toes, lighting up every nerve, and I claw at him in desperation. This feels so fucking amazing, it’s not just another climax—it’s transcendent, a revelation of pure bliss that leaves me unable to speak.

When he comes a few seconds later, pumping hard before driving as far into me as he can, I can feel every pulse and throb of his cock while he unloads ropes of sticky cum deep inside me. He already came once today, but it feels like he’s never going to stop.

The world melts away until it’s just the two of us coming down from our high together. I feel weightless and I struggle to gather my thoughts again. Everything is floating and heavy simultaneously. I want to ask Mike if I can be his forever, but fear takes hold and it becomes impossible to utter those simple words.

Instead, I cling to him, kissing his cheek and whispering, “I’m so glad I’m spending Valentine’s with you.”

He buries his face in my neck, nuzzling me, and murmurs, “Me too, Kitten. I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

Even though I can’t tell him what’s really in my heart, I kiss him deeply and try to show him how I feel. He returns my kisses and it’s like he’s imprinting himself on my soul. I don’t know why tonight is different, but I feel changed.

When he moves off me, I snuggle with him, tracing patterns on his chest as I listen to the sound of his heartbeat and wonder if he’ll freak out if I tell him I love him. I’m not going to do anything to potentially ruin tonight, but I hope to tell him soon.

In the quiet, post-orgasm stillness, we talk about our favorite board games to play and cartoons we watched as kids until my eyelids get heavy. I think of something and giggle as my eyes are about to close.

“I’ve never been fucked this thoroughly before.”

Mike chuckles, and the last thing I remember is his soft reply. “Kitten, that’s because you now belong to me.”

Sleep overtakes me and I dream about being with him every single day for the rest of forever.


Chapter 8



MIKE

Sometime in the middle of the night, I wake up and can’t fall back asleep.

It’s weird, like how on Christmas Eve when you’re all excited and nervous and there’s no way you can just close your eyes and drift off. I have big plans for tomorrow, so it could be that. It’s been a long time since I had a girlfriend to impress, and I want it to go absolutely according to plan.

Slowly, I get out of bed and pull on some gray sweatpants. Willow is so out of it that she doesn’t even move. I creep out of the room and close the door behind me, not wanting to disturb her.

Her balloon from earlier has floated into the hallway and I give it a tap, sending it back into the living room. Deciding that anything I do in the house might be too noisy, I go out the front door to get some fresh air.

Surprisingly, I’m not the only one who’s out at this time of night. Sitting in front of her door is Nancy, smoking what I can only guess from the smell is some kind of weed. I’ve occasionally smelled it on her, but this is the first time I’ve actually seen her smoking.

I walk over to her and she gives me a wave as I approach. “Hey stranger, been awhile. Are you not able to sleep?”

I sit down beside her but decline when she offers me the joint. My drug days are way in the past. “Hey, Nancy. Yeah, just woke up and was having trouble dropping off again.”

“I would have thought that girl you’ve been seeing would’ve worn you out. Especially with it being Valentine’s Day. You know, there’s a load of gossip in the neighborhood going on about you two, not that it’s anyone’s business.”

She grins and punches me on the arm, but then her smile fades and she stares straight ahead. Apart from Nancy seeing her at Christmas, I wasn’t sure if anyone actually noticed Willow coming in and out, but Willow’s been over a lot, so it’s no surprise.

“You didn’t have anyone over for Valentine’s?” I ask.

“Nope. Not this year. To tell the truth, I had hopes that you and I would eventually hook up. But that was last year when you were single.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, and mean it. All that flirting that I did with her seems cruel now, rather than fun.

“It’s okay. In fact, it’s made me realize something. When I saw you with her at Christmas, it made me realize that it wasn’t you I was after, it was the fun and the sex. And I don’t need to be in a relationship to have that. I think I’m going to give myself a few years of just fucking around and enjoying myself.”

“Yeah, go out and have some carefree fun. You’re a gorgeous woman and I’m sure there are plenty of guys out there who would be willing to help you out with that.”

“Yeah. I kinda wish I had come to the realization a few days before Valentine’s. Perhaps I’d be indoors, getting railed right now.”

I nod my head and then have an idea.

“I don’t suppose you’ve met Cherry Thompson? Lives over on Grove.”

She shakes her head. “I don’t think so.”

“You’d like her. She has parties that can get pretty wild and full of sex. The next will be on Saint Patrick’s. If you’re serious about having some no-strings fun, you should give one a go. I’ll drop her contact details off tomorrow. Tell her I recommended you.”

She smiles at me and kisses me on the cheek. “You know, I might do that. So, how are things going with you and…?”

“Willow.”

“Willow. Pretty name. Are you dating?”

“Yeah. Only recently though. I was worried about the age difference. She’s much younger than I am.”

Nancy startles me with a laugh. “So am I, but I thought you were worth going after. If she’s into you, she’s into you no matter your age. And I bet you make a great Daddy dom.”

Somehow, hearing her dismiss the last little fragments of my concerns makes me realize how foolish I had been. Why should the number of years between us keep me from being with someone I love?

And then it hits me. I DO love Willow, more than I have loved anyone in a long time. Maybe I should tell her that sometime.

Nancy stands and pats my shoulder. “I’m heading in. You should go back to Willow. Hold her in your arms and don’t let her go. It’s rare that we have a chance to be with someone who adores us, and from the smile I’ve seen on her face when she’s with you, she adores you.”

I glance at her and nod my head. “Thank you.”

“I’d like to meet her properly someday, so don’t be weird about bringing her around. We can swap stories in the corner while you sit uncomfortably.”

And with that, she disappears into the house. I decide it’s time for me to head back as well. The bedroom door creaks a little as I go in and I hear a noise from inside the room.

“Mike?”

I slip through the door and to the bed. Willow lifts her head, and I can tell she’s‘ still half asleep.

“Are you okay?” she asks.

I snuggle in next to her and pull her against me, resting her head on my chest. She makes a happy humming sound as I lay my hand on her ass and give it a little rub.

“Yeah, Kitten, I’m okay. I was getting some air. Nothing to worry about. Go back to sleep, you have a busy day tomorrow.”

“Okay, Sir,” she says and is almost instantly asleep, breathing deeply.

Everything about tonight is perfect. I have the woman I love in my arms, and despite our ages and past baggage, we’re happy together. Tomorrow’s going to be a big day, because it’s the first time that we’re going out in public as a couple. And I’ll be proud to have her on my arm and for people to see that she’s mine.

I plan on asking her to move in soon. Sometime in the next few days, at least. But for now, I’m going to enjoy the warmth of her pressed against me. I stroke her hair and kiss her head until I fall asleep.


Chapter 9



MIKE

I’d planned to take Willow out on a fun date for Valentine’s Day, but since she couldn’t book a day off work, we postponed it until today. It’s only a day later, so it still counts.

I had spent a lot of time considering our Valentine plans and ultimately decided that we should venture out in public together. So far, we had only been meeting at my house and hadn’t officially gone on any outings as a couple. This seemed like the perfect opportunity for us to hold hands and explore the real world together.

At first, I thought about taking her out to dinner, but that felt too cliche. Maybe a hike or a trip to the theater? However, I realized that my ideas were all based on my own preferences. If I wanted to be a good boyfriend, I needed to consider things she might enjoy.

In the end, I settled on an amusement park. It turned out to be a great choice, because she used to love going to them as a kid.

“I haven’t been here for years,” she says as we pull into the parking lot at Moose Canyon Park.

It’s handy that it’s only a half-hour drive away so we don’t waste most of the day traveling. And they’re doing an exclusive adults day for Valentine’s, so there won’t be too many kids about.

“Same. The last time I was here was with...” I let the sentence trail away as I realize I’m about to say, “with my wife”.

Willow steps closer and kisses my cheek, slipping her hand over mine. “It’s okay. You can talk about her around me. It’s no secret that you were married before. And all that history makes you the person I adore now. So never think you have to hide that from me.”

For someone so young, sometimes she says the wisest things. And I find it amusing that she said adore, just like Nancy did.

It’s not too crowded and we pass through the ticket turnstiles quickly and find ourselves outside Moose Mansion, the home of Wilber Moose, the park mascot. There’s a shop full of Wilber merchandise and I notice Willow eyeing a cuddly Wilber toy as we walk by. When we leave, I’ll buy her one to add to her stuffie collection. If she moves in, she can leave it on our bed all day, standing guard till nighttime.

“So, what do you want to do first? Tipping teacups? The rapids ride? Moose Mayhem? Or do you need to sit down after walking from the parking lot?” she says with a grin.

She spent most of the drive researching all the information about the park and has memorized every ride. I don’t even have a clue what Moose Mayhem is.

“What about the Ferris wheel? I mean, it’s Valentine’s. We can kiss at the top.”

“Great idea,” she says, taking my hand. “That’s good boyfriend thinking.”

The queue isn’t long, and within a few minutes, we’re in one of the little compartments. We have it to ourselves, and we snuggle as the wheel turns slowly until it stops at the top.

“Thank you for taking me out today. Oliver-the-Scumbucket always said that Valentine’s is a marketing ploy to sell flowers and cards, but it’s nice to be treated like a princess now and again.”

I take her pretty face in my hands and kiss her deeply, only breaking it when the compartment jerks as the wheel starts turning.

“I treat you so well because you are worth it,” I say. “And you deserve to have someone show you they care.”

When the ride ends, we grab some hot dogs and then take a slow walk through the flower gardens. She even surprises me by making blowjob jokes with the hot dog and gets her ass gently bopped for it.

“You were kidding when you said you wouldn’t go on any of the scary rides, right?” she asks.

When I told her we were going to the park this morning, she was so excited about the roller coaster and kept talking about us taking a photo on it. It was only then that I had to admit I don’t actually like rides. When I used to go to the park, my wife would go on everything and I would sit on a bench and wait for her. I guess I was old before my time; I enjoyed watching her delight at the rides rather than taking part in them myself.

But on the drive over, Willow was so excited about going on everything that I changed my mind. Sure, the idea of riding on a plummeting steel car at a hundred miles an hour is not my go-to idea of fun, but if I’m doing this to give her a fun couples day out, then we should do it together.

“Yeah, I was only kidding. After all, I want to watch your face as we go crashing over the rapids.”

So that’s what we do. For four or five hours, we go on pretty much every ride in the park. By the end, we’re exhausted and happy and have made a whole load of new memories. We bought the official pictures on the rides and Willow has been snapping selfies all day. But we still haven’t been on the massive rollercoaster.

“Oooh, cotton candy! Let’s get some,” she says as we walk past a street vendor. “A good boyfriend would buy me some.”

She bats her eyelashes at me and I can’t resist her. I order two and tap my credit card against the machine. When did everything change from cash only to digital? Is it another case of me being a grumpy old man and letting the world pass me by?

“Here you go. One for you and one for your daughter,” says the vendor and flashes us both a big smile.

I glance at the vendor and then at Willow. I can tell she is trying desperately to hold in a laugh. The vendor looks at her, confused, and then back at me.

“Thanks,” I say, taking them and turning away.

It’s the first time that something like this has happened. I knew it would at some point, but I hadn’t expected it today.

I think a month ago, I would have been furious. Or felt guilty. But now I don’t care. I’m with Willow because I love her, and I don’t care what others think. Things like this are going to happen, so the best thing to do is find the funny side and go with it. The poor guy made a mistake, and there’s no need for me to be upset about it.

“Are you okay?” Willow asks. We’ve had conversations about our age difference and she’s a lot cooler about it than I am.

I hand her the cotton candy, catching her eye, and then burst out laughing. The look of relief from her is clear to see, and she flashes me a wicked smile.

“Does this mean I have to call you Daddy for the rest of the day?” she asks.

“Maybe when we get back home,” I whisper in her ear.

We take a quick stroll around the stalls and shops and then decide it’s time to do the final ride. The park is closing soon, and we want to go on the biggest roller coaster.

I had thought the other rides were huge, but this is something else. As we stand next to it, I can see the peak of the ride is higher than the top of the Ferris wheel, and then it’s a long way down.

“You ready for this, old man?” she asks and squeezes my hand.

“I am, but first, you have to do something for me.”

She gives me a quizzical glance as I pull a small box from inside my jacket and give it to her.

“There’s a restroom over there. I want you to go into it, open the box, and then you’ll figure out what to do with it. Then come back out and we’ll go on the ride. Understand?”

The last word makes her suddenly shift and straighten up. The submissive side of her just took notice.

“Yes, Sir.”

I watch her head off as I chuckle to myself. Inside the box is a small remote controlled sex toy. I had already gotten her a larger one for playing with at home, but this one is small enough for her to walk around with it in. And that’s exactly what I plan to do: make her wear it as we queue for the ride.

By the time she returns, she’s flushed and has a slight tremble. I take the box and put it in my jacket.

“How are you doing, Kitten?”

She bites her lip. “It’s not even on and my head is fuzzy. Are you going to use it on me here?”

I lift my phone and press a button on it, sending a buzz to her clit.

“Oh, fuck. You are, aren’t you?”

The expression on her face is priceless, a mixture of lust and anticipation.

“If you’re a good girl, I might. Now, let’s go ride the roller coaster.”

The queue is long, snaking around the base of the ride, but it means that we can stand and chat while we wait.

“Why didn’t you bring it out until now?”

“Because if I had done that earlier, I’d have spent all day using it. And it would have distracted you from the rides.”

“That’s true. I’d have been so wet and turned on, the rides would’ve been torture. Thank you for waiting, Sir.”

There are quite a few people around, and they can’t see under her dress, so when the toy starts vibrating inside her, it appears to them that she’s just holding the rail, rather than what she’s really doing: suppressing a moan and holding herself steady.

“What a perfect little fucktoy you are, being used by your Sir in public,” I whisper in her ear.

“Sir. Fuck.”

The line keeps moving, and the closer we move to the top, the more I increase the strength of the vibrations.

“Oh fuck, I’m so horny and wet.”

“I’m sure I can do something about that later,” I reassure her, my cock throbbing at the thought of fucking her. I have an inkling that we won’t make it home. Maybe I’ll stop somewhere on the way back and fuck her in the car. There’s a lovers’ lane in town; we could go there like a pair of horny teenagers on a date.

She’s clutching my arm. “Please, Sir. Touch me. A little bit. I need you.”

I dial down the vibrations so that it keeps her right on the edge. “No.”

“Please?” The look on her face is one of pain and frustration.

I turn around and pull her into my arms, resting her head on my shoulder. With one hand I rub her back, but the other one between us gives her breast a little squeeze.

“Mmm, yes.”

“Is that what you need, slut?”

“Yeah, I was so fuzzy I needed to be touched by you.”

The queue moves and I take her hand and lead her forward. She gives my hand a squeeze and kisses my shoulder.

“This is perfect. A fun day out with my boyfriend and being controlled by my Dom at the same time.”

“It’s what you deserve,” I say, and give her ass a light tap.

As the queue grows shorter and we get closer to the front of the line, I can tell that she’s both nervous and excited.

“Are you sure you’re going to be okay, Mike? A ride like this is a lot for your old man’s body to take.”

I nearly hit her with a buzz of the vibrator, but there are more people around us now with the ride staff, so I save it.

“I’ll be fine. I’ve got a hot little fucktoy with me and that makes everything alright.”

“Okay. But I have to warn you. This is the scariest one, with the huge drops. I’ve been waiting to ride this all day, but this is your last chance to back out.”

We get to the front of the queue and step into the coaster. The assistant checks that our harnesses are secure and moves to help the people behind us.

“I’m fine. I have the best seat in the house,” I say, and stretch across to kiss Willow.

“Why’s that?”

“I’m riding with you.”

As soon as the bar clamps down, I can see her shaking.

“Besides which, I want to remember what you look like.”

She tilts her head at me, confused.

“What I look like when?” she asks.

I put my hand in my pocket and press the button on my phone, setting off the preloaded pattern on the vibrator’s app.

I have barely enough time to say, “When you come on a roller coaster,” before it zooms forward.


Chapter 10



WILLOW

My head spins and my heart races as the ride twists and turns. I cling desperately to the safety bar, moaning in pleasure as the vibrations increase with every dip. It’s like he designed the pattern on the app specifically for this ride. It’s a game of pleasure and fear. My screams mix with the others on the ride, but mine are fueled by passion. This is beyond fucking intense.

Turning to face Mike, I catch him staring intently. His expression is of excitement mixed with arousal. He’s loving having power over me like this, and I’m half out of my mind as pings of rapture ripple up and down my body. I think I read that the ride is three minutes long, but this seems like the longest three minutes of my life.

As our car climbs the steep incline before the biggest drop, the vibrations from the toy speeds up, each pulse electrifying my sensitive clit. I have to clamp my hand over my mouth to stifle my moans from the waves of pleasure. I’m on the brink of ecstasy as we teeter at the top of the ride, suspended in balance. When the toy switches to a rapid pulse, it pushes me over the edge and into a mind-blowing climax.

As we plunge downwards, the sensation against my clit coupled with the exhilaration of the ride propels me forward and I scream along with everyone else as I’m overcome by delight. One of my hands clutches the bar while my other has a death grip on Mike’s arm to anchor me as I float away into complete euphoria. There’s a final quick drop towards the end of the ride, and I come again, crying out and trembling with release.

I barely realize when the ride is over and the vibrations have stopped. As soon as the bar rises to let us out, Mike leaps to his feet and leads me away, guiding me to a nearby bench. When he sits down, he tugs me into his lap and cuddles me while I catch my breath.

“How do you feel, Kitten?” he whispers in my ear, his hand rubbing circles on my back.

An aftershock of pleasure makes me shudder and gasp out, “So good. Can’t think,” before burying my head into his shirt and hugging him tighter.

He laughs. “No need to think when you’re being such a good little fucktoy.”

Giggling, I kiss his neck. “I came twice.”

I shiver from delight when he growls in my ear. “Mmm. Maybe I need to get you off one more time before we get home, for good measure.”

***

About halfway home, he pulls off into a secluded parking lot next to an empty baseball field. I assume he’s going to fuck me on the hood, but once we’re out of the car, he sits down in the backseat so I can ride him.

“Make me fill you full of cum,” he orders as soon as he unzips his jeans open, “and come at least one more time for your Sir.”

Kissing him deeply, I reach under my dress and tug aside the crotch of my panties before sinking down on his cock slowly, enjoying how deliciously full he makes me feel.

“I can’t believe you made me come like that in front of so many people.”

“If only they knew what a good little slut you are.”

Grinding on his cock, I adjust so I’m getting maximum pleasure while getting him off. I love that we ditched the condoms. The connection between us is intoxicating, and I want him to come as hard as I did on the roller coaster.

As I rock against him, I use his words to remind him how naughty I can be. “I’m such a dirty girl, letting my Sir play with my pussy in the middle of a theme park.”

I rotate my hips faster and hold onto the top of seat behind him for leverage.

“Going to make you come so hard,” I groan as he slaps my ass. “Then you’re going to fill my pussy with cum.”

Usually he’s the one who talks dirty to me, but I’m enjoying the freedom of saying whatever I feel like in the moment.

As I fuck him hard and fast, my words get dirtier. “Do you like having a naughty slut like me using your cock? Is this what you want?”

For a second, he seems to have been struck silent, but then his moans tell me it’s time to ramp things up a notch. I feel emboldened and shameless as I kiss his neck.

“Do you like how wet and tight I am? Does this slut make you feel good?” I purr in his ear, still rotating my hips as I fuck him, impaling myself on his thick length.

I don’t know if it’s the thrill of knowing anyone could walk by, or maybe he’s just as caught up in the pleasure as me, but soon he’s thrusting into me hard, panting and gasping as his hands cup my ass cheeks and squeeze. When I start to bounce harder, I can feel how close he is and I’m eager to send him over the edge.

“Come for me, Sir. I want to feel it.”

He moans at my words, and when I feel his cock pulsate, I chant, “Come for me,” until he erupts.

I feel a swell of satisfaction as he curses and pumps into me a few more times and it’s enough to trigger my own release. I cry out as my orgasm hits me and I tremble in his arms. I ram down on his cock one final time and stay still, reveling in the blissful contentment that continues to radiate through me until I slowly come back down to earth.

We stay like that for a long minute, bodies intertwined.

With a sigh of happiness and a satisfied grin, I tease him, “You’re such a good little fucktoy.”

He chuckles and kisses me. “Don’t get too used to it. I can still turn you into a mindless little slut whenever I want.”

Mmm, yeah he can. I melt against him, and he holds me until our breathing steadies.

After we snuggle for a few minutes, he gives my ass a love tap. “Let’s get home before I end up fucking you again.”

Giggling, I steal one more kiss before climbing into the passenger seat while he gets out and walks around to the driver’s side. This was the perfect end to a wonderful day, and I hope I get to spend every Valentine’s with him for the rest of my life.

Mike takes my hand and kisses my knuckles. I glance over and see the corners of his eyes crinkle, and for a split second, I think he can read my mind and is responding to it.

We don’t speak on the drive, but it doesn’t matter. It’s like we don’t have to talk to communicate; all we have to do is connect. This is the closest to pure joy I’ve ever felt, and I’m determined to make this last as long as I can.

It’s late by the time we pull into the driveway of his house. We shower together and it almost ends with another fucking, but we’re both yawning, so neither of us try to get the other too worked up. We fall into bed and wrap our arms around each other a few minutes before I zonk out.


Chapter 11



MIKE

I wake up to the smell of bacon and realize that Willow isn’t beside me.

Pulling on some boxers, I head to the kitchen and find that she’s in the middle of cooking breakfast.

“Hey, handsome. Enjoy your beauty sleep? I suppose people as old as you tire easily.”

She’s wearing one of my shirts and it’s far too large for her, but it actually looks pretty good and shows off her legs nicely.

I walk up to her and kiss her neck while sliding my hand between her legs. “Morning, Kitten.”

Her eyes flutter as I stroke her pussy, but then she pulls away and smacks my hand. “Mmm, behave. None of that for now. Here I am, trying to be a sweet girlfriend and make you a lovely breakfast, and you’re trying to distract me.”

She gives me a fake angry stare, but can’t hold it for long before bursting into laughter and kissing me.

“Go sit down. Breakfast is almost done. You need to eat so you’ll have plenty of energy to fuck me before I go home.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I reply, giving her a salute.

I sit on the couch, and after a few minutes she brings over two plates full of pancakes and bacon. The bacon is nice and crispy, exactly how I like it.

“Oops, I forgot the maple syrup.”

She sets her plate on the side table and runs back to the kitchen. She comes back with the bottle, pouring some on her pancakes after she sits down.

When she notices me waiting for the bottle, she puts a dab on her bacon and blinks at me innocently. “Oh, do you want some too?”

I nod and think about taking her back to bed and pouring some syrup on her nipples and sucking it off.

“Oh no, it’s that look,” she says, giving me a sideways glance as she passes me the bottle. “You’re thinking something naughty.”

I smirk, but don’t reply. The food is delicious, and it takes me almost no time at all to finish it. When we’re both done, I take the plates to the kitchen and clean everything up.

“UGH,” I hear her mutter to herself.

“What’s the matter?” I peek out the kitchen doorway at her, and see she’s typing on her phone.

“Surprise, surprise. It’s more messages from my mom. Why can’t I have a few days of peace without her bugging me?”

I watch her, absorbed in her phone. She curls her legs next to her on the sofa and sinks back, relaxed. She fits in here, and it feels right, so I finally decide to ask her the question that has been buzzing around in my head the last few days.

I walk over and sit down beside her, waiting for her to finish sending her reply. She flashes me a smile. “Can you give me a moment?”

Usually when I have to wait and do nothing I become easily bored, but with her I’m completely happy. It means I get to enjoy having her near. I could sit content like this with her forever.

Eventually she puts down the phone and turns back to me. “Okay, sorry. My mom is being annoying, like usual.”

I take her hand and gently stroke it, giving her palm a tickle.

“That’s okay Kitten. I don’t mind.” This is the perfect opportunity to pop the question. “You like it here, don’t you?”

She cuddles against me and rubs her cheek on my shoulder. “Of course I do. You have an enormous comfy bed, all the old movies I could ever want to watch… and the house comes with a smoking hot owner. What’s not to like?”

I take a deep breath and steady myself. This is a huge step in our relationship.

“So, I was wondering... I’m aware this is a big question and I understand if it’s too early to ask, but would you like to move in with me?”

The moment I ask it, my heart starts beating wildly and it seems like an eternity before she replies.


Chapter 12



WILLOW

As soon as Mike asks the question, my mouth pops open in surprise and my mind blanks. The ping of a text message of my phone wakes me from my stupor. Panic sets in as I realize the weight of his proposal. Oh shit, what do I say?

A part of me wants to climb into his lap and kiss him, but my practical side takes over. What would I do about work? He doesn’t live on a convenient bus line, and he can’t chauffeur me around all the time... and I’ve submitted my resume to several places. I want to move out of my apartment, but not until I have a different job. Do I even have time to think about moving in with him right now? My mind races as I try to come up with an answer that won’t disappoint him or myself.

When my phone dings again, I use it to buy myself some time. “Hold on, this is driving me nuts,” I mutter as I slide the message open to see what she’s written.

Mom
Are you going to take any responsibility for this situation? We should talk.



Wait, is she blaming me for us not speaking much? Yeah, I don’t have time to deal with this now. I don’t respond and put my phone on silent. When I turn towards Mike, he’s got a placid expression on his face and I can’t tell what he’s thinking.

I’m still trying to sort things out in my head and formulate a response. Is this too fast? Maybe he’s only asking me because we’ve spent a lot of time together and I muddled his brain with sex. How much does he even like me? Am I going to move in and a month later he’ll realize it was a mistake?

Fuck. I can’t say yes. I don’t want to be a burden on him. I need a new job first, and I need to figure out transportation to the new job once I have it.

While I’m still working things out in my head, Mike smiles and reaches over to caress my cheek. His hand is warm, and I wish I didn’t feel like I was messing everything up.

“That’s okay,” he says with a gentle shrug. “Maybe it’s too soon. I’m a patient man, Kitten. We can take this slow.”

Relief floods my system, but it’s followed immediately by a stab of guilt and uncertainty. Maybe it’s stupid to turn him down, but I’d feel horrible if he supported me until I could stand on my own two feet.

Trying to mask my inner turmoil, I let out a jovial laugh, hoping it sounds real. “Right? There are a million things to consider.”

He kisses my forehead and strokes my hair as he cradles me against his chest. “Sure, let’s give it more time.”

It’s then that I realize why I turned down his offer to move in, and it isn’t because it’s a bad idea. It’s because he doesn’t love me. If he did, nothing would stop me from being with him. I’d walk two miles to a bus stop if needed, but right now I can’t take the risk of getting hurt. I need to be able to support myself so I don’t fall to pieces if Mike and I break up. I can’t go through what I did with Oliver-the-Asswipe again.

As if he can sense my thoughts, he pulls me closer to him and rubs my arms. “Kitten, let’s just enjoy our time together. Okay?”

I tip my face up towards him. “Sounds good to me.”

As we kiss softly, I know it feels right being in his arms, but we don’t have to figure everything out today.

The End


The Next Adventure



Don’t miss the conclusion to their love story with Freeuse St. Patrick’s
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Can their love withstand the storm of external judgment and does Willow finally wear a green ribbon on her wrist at the upcoming freeuse St. Patrick’s Day party?

Willow, emboldened by love, is ready to face her family and claim her happiness, but the challenge of balancing her life with Mike looms large.

As Willow steps into her power, embracing a career that ignites her passion, Mike revels in her growth, but grapples with the shadows of his past, fearing he might lose her.

As they navigate the complexities of merging their expectations, lives, and family with their kinky lifestyle, every step brings them closer to understanding what happily ever after truly means.

Will their love prove unshakable against the realities of an unconventional relationship?

Find it at:
https://stories.april-cross.com/freeusestpatrick


Holiday Heat Collab Series



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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