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Chapter One

It wasn’t the first time I had walked in on Joseph crying while sitting on the edge of the bed, and it probably wouldn’t be the last. This time he held a thin piece of plastic in his hands. He wouldn’t look away from it to greet me as I walked into the bedroom.

“Joseph…” I began, but he cut me off.

“So, you’re just not going to tell me now?” he asked, waving the pregnancy test dipstick in the air. “I had to dig through the trash to get to this.”

I sighed. We’d been trying to get pregnant for the better part of two years, and I saw no point in repeatedly giving him the same news. Especially since he got like this each and every time.

“I just thought I should only give you news if there was something, well, new to report,” I said.

He laughed. “You know Penny’s pregnant again? Bob just called me today. To gloat. That’ll be his fifth, you know.”

“I know,” I said. “But I’m sure it wasn’t gloating. He’s just happy and proud.”

“Something I’ll never be,” Joseph said.

I sat on the bed beside my husband and patted his knee. “You don’t mean that. We’re happy. Aren’t we? Aren’t you proud of the life we’ve built?”

Joseph looked up to the ceiling as if he had to ponder the question. A familiar sharp, stabbing pain hit my stomach as once again I felt like I just wasn’t enough for him. Like I was worthless if I couldn’t provide him a brood of children like all his brothers had. Like his parents and grandparents had had.

“Of course I am,” he finally said, his tone doing nothing to convince me. “It just weighs on me that I can’t carry on the family legacy like Bob and the others can.”

I barely managed to resist rolling my eyes at that. Joseph’s “family legacy” consisted of reproducing like rabbits. His parents had ten children total, and most of those children had at least three kids each. Bob was especially prolific and seemed to be trying hard to catch up to their oldest brother, Leroy, whose offspring numbered seven. If you ask me, I think there are already enough people in this world, and maybe we can slow down a bit on population expansion. But I admit, it would be nice to have some little ones around.

Like, one or two. If Joseph thought I’d ever be content dispensing kids like a Las Vegas slot machine, he had another thing coming.

“Maybe it’s not you,” I said. “Maybe I’m the problem.”

I don’t tell my husband many bald-faced lies, but that’s one of which I make frequent use. Something else I haven’t shared with my husband (along with many other pregnancy tests he didn’t know about) was that several months ago, I’d gone to my doctor, who confirmed I had everything in working order. Our failure to be fruitful and multiply was either one cruel twist of fate after another or something lacking on Joseph’s end.

“Maybe,” Joseph said. “But what difference does it make? We still can’t have a family.”

With that, he broke down sobbing. A few other words came out of his mouth, but they were unintelligible. I pulled his head to my shoulder like I’d done a dozen times before and just let him cry it out.

I tried to be sympathetic like I always have, but truth be told, this was getting pretty fucking old. I saw only two options: he would have to accept he’d never be a father, or I would have to find a way to get pregnant on my own without making him feel like he was a failure.


Chapter Two

Now, I know what you’re thinking. The most sensible way to get pregnant when your husband is shooting blanks is to enlist the aid of fertility clinics. And you’re right--that is the most sensible solution. However, success rates are low, and it usually takes several tries--or “cycles”--to become pregnant. With each cycle costing a sizable chunk of what little money we have left over after paying the bills and Joseph spending thousands on his cars and gadgets as he attempts to compensate for not being a father, we just can’t afford artificial insemination.

So my plan was to get the real thing.

Insemination, that is. Real insemination.

I’m not proud of my plan, but it was the only way I could see to get Joseph out of his funk and to have a child of my own, which, again, was something I wanted almost as much as he did. At least, it was the only way I could see that wouldn’t cost an arm and a leg.

Things didn’t exactly go off without a hitch at first.

---

My first attempt started in a hotel bar in Cleveland, which should have thrown up all sorts of red flags since nothing good has ever happened at a hotel bar in Cleveland. I was in Cleveland, about four hours from home, for a meeting for the public relations firm I worked for.

My Nothing Good was named Allan, and his job had something to do with real estate for a retail store chain that was thinking of expanding into Ohio. He was only in town for the night and then would be returning home to his wife and kids in Arizona, never to return to the area. He was the perfect choice to father my child, and it took very little encouragement to have him join me in my hotel room.

Now, I had a job to do. Truth be told, what I was doing--cheating on my husband--made me sick to my stomach. I certainly wasn’t out to enjoy myself. I’d justified my actions by imagining Joseph's happiness when he found out I was pregnant. During the entire elevator ride up to my room, as Allan kissed my neck and worked his hands up under my blouse so he could maul my tits, I kept picturing my husband with a child in his arms, smiling a smile I hadn’t seen from him in quite some time.

But.

When we were in the room, with the door closed and locked, Allan looked me in the eyes with such hunger, desire, and longing that I forgot why I was there. It was a look I hadn’t seen in my husband’s eyes in years, ever since the primary reason for us having sex became procreation instead of pleasure. Sex with Joseph had become a practical, transactional affair, devoid of the love and passion we’d once shared.

Sex with Allan was supposed to be the same: a practical, transactional affair.

But when I removed my blouse and took off my bra, Allan looked at my breasts, firm and round and covered with freckles like the rest of me, and didn’t actually lick his lips but looked like he was about to. The desire he felt was obvious, overwhelming, and contagious.

I didn’t entirely forget my husband or my ultimate goal in doing what I was doing, but I came close, especially when he said:

“My God, I love your freckles.”

That sentence, combined with how he was looking at me--like he wanted to devour me--and how his fingers started moving along my skin from one dot to another, made me wetter down below than anything ever has. Growing up, I had been incessantly teased about my freckles and had carried the self-consciousness that comes from that with me into adulthood. I’d grown to hate my freckles, no matter how many times other people told me they were cute or even sexy.

I don’t recall Joseph ever having an opinion on them one way or another, but I suppose that’s neither here nor there.

We kissed then, Allan and I, and I let him guide me backward toward the bed. I laughed as I fell back onto the mattress and raised my hips so Allan could slide my slacks and panties off at the same time. Throwing my clothes aside, he spread my legs roughly, violently, as if he were in a hurry to get where he was going.

Feeling Allan’s tongue on my dripping cunt reminded me that I hadn’t felt such a thing in too long a time. Joseph used to go down on me on the regular but hadn’t for quite a while, ever since he’d become obsessed with making babies. I’d forgotten just how nice it felt to have a man’s mouth down there, not better than a cock exactly but so much different.

I’d said it looked like Allan had wanted to devour me, and now he was doing just that.

After a few moments of covering my slick folds with his tongue and lips, adding copious amounts of his saliva to the wetness already there, Allan’s tongue effortlessly found my clit and focused solely on that. When he slipped a finger inside me, my pleasure intensified, and that was the first of a few moments that evening when I felt guilty.

When I felt shame.

When I felt like maybe this was a mistake.

It wasn’t that I didn’t like it. Quite the opposite. I liked it a lot. Too much. I wasn’t here to have a good time. I wasn’t here to come. I was here to make a baby.

So I faked the orgasm that would have been very real if I’d let Allan continue what he was doing for another minute or two.

After putting on what I hoped was a convincing show, I tapped Allan on the head and said, “C’mere.”

Allan lifted his face from my pussy and smiled. He stood up and quickly ditched his clothes, revealing a long, rock-hard rod in need of attention. He crawled onto the bed as I spread my legs wider, beckoning him inside. But he had other plans.

He moved all the way up so he was straddling my head and aimed his cock at my mouth.

“Oh,” I said, forcing a smile. “Okay, but try to control yourself. I want you inside me at some point.”

He took his cock in his hand and rubbed it against my lips.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I wasn’t here to suck cock any more than I was to come, but he didn’t know that, and reciprocation was the polite thing to do, so I quite willingly parted my lips and let him slide his cock across my tongue.

I closed my lips around his head and started sucking. He let me do all the work for the first minute or so but then started moving in and out. Slowly at first, then picking up speed and force and eventually just barely touching the back of my throat as he shoved inside. After a couple minutes of this, I just lay there and let him use my face however he wanted. I gagged a bit but not too much, and I liked the feeling of his large, hairy balls as they slapped against my chin.

My mouth filled up with his precum and my spit, and I could tell he was getting close. I slapped him on his thigh and leaned back into the bed to get my mouth off him.

“Fuck me,” I managed to get out.

“Don’t have to ask me twice,” Allan said, getting off the bed.

He went to his jeans and picked them up. He started rifling through his pockets and pulled out his wallet.

“You don’t need to use a condom,” I said once I realized what he was looking for.

He pulled a wrapped condom from his wallet and held it up. “You sure? I don’t mind.”

“I’m positive,” I said, my heart pounding at the thought of him insisting on using it.

I tried to contain my sigh of relief when he put the condom back into his wallet and turned back toward me.

“Roll over,” Allan said, and I did.

He climbed onto the bed and grabbed my hips, urging me to get up on my elbows and knees so my ass was in the air. He massaged my butt cheeks for a moment and then left one hand there while he grabbed his cock with the other. A moment later, I felt the head of his cock pressing against my more-than-willing pussy.

I’m not a big fan of doggy style, as the deeper penetration possibilities are often uncomfortable for me. Allan, however, seemed to take this into account. Just like with the blowjob, he started slowly at first, letting me get used to the penetration and his not inconsiderable girth before moving slowly in and out. Once I was clearly enjoying myself (and, despite constantly reminding myself I was here for a higher purpose, I was), he began pounding into me for all he was worth.

I held tightly onto the bed sheets as he rammed into me, each thrust seeming to carry more force than the one before. Tears formed in my eyes as pain and pleasure intermingled, and then I realized something that sent both joy and panic flooding through me.

I was going to come.

Those big, hairy balls of his slapped against my clit with each thrust, building upon the previous work of his expert tongue. An insane part of me almost told him to stop before it happened, but if I did that, he might misinterpret things and stop before his own orgasm happened.

I couldn’t allow that.

I bit down on the pillow as I climaxed, a fire erupting in my center and spreading throughout my whole body. I wanted to cry, I wanted to laugh, I regretted feeling so good, and I regretted not letting him finish me off with his tongue in the first place.

I was still coming down from my high when Allan slowed his pace and began moaning loudly.

This is it, I thought. “Fill me up,” I said. “I want it inside me.”

Allan, much to my chagrin, had other plans.

He pulled out of me, and I wondered if it was possible that he’d come without me feeling anything. I was quickly disabused of that notion as I heard the telltale sounds of him jacking off and grunting loudly.

Seconds later, I felt warmth and wetness hit my ass and back.

“No!” I cried out. “I wanted it inside me!”

Allan laughed. “Sorry. Old habits.”

I collapsed onto the bed and somehow managed not to cry. “What?”

“My wife and I don’t use birth control,” he explained. “After seven kids, I’ve mastered the art of pulling out. It’s like second nature to me now.”

Seven kids.

I did start crying then, as the seed of an obviously very fertile man clung, wasted, to my backside.


Chapter Three

Shoving my guilt over cheating on my husband for nothing into the darkest corners of my mind to deal with later, I forced myself to get cleaned up and dressed. I returned to the bar, looking for another candidate. Pickings were slimmer than they had been, and the two guys I approached turned me down. I’m sure it didn’t help that I was upfront this time about what I wanted--that I wanted them to fuck me without protection and come inside me. In erotica and porn, that seems to be a pretty common goal for guys, but in the real world, a woman begging for it before clothes have even been discarded probably comes across as a bit crazy.

Crazy is what I was feeling by this point, though. Crazy enough that when I was driving home the next day and saw a billboard advertising tarot readings that offered insights into your love life and your future, I thought it was a good idea.

I mean, it wasn’t any crazier than what I’d already done, right?

Standing in front of the shop advertised on the billboard, I couldn’t help but smile. It was called The High Priestess and sold, along with tarot readings and magic supplies, weed paraphernalia. It had been a while since I’d partaken in herbal remedies, but I figured if the tarot reading didn’t work out, I could pick up some things to get high and forget my problems for a while.

Maybe even forget about my indiscretion with Allan the night before.

That awful, wonderful, horrible, mind-blowing indiscretion.

I walked in and approached the woman sitting at a table in the middle of the shop. She had a pretty face framed by hair that was mostly black with bright red streaks in the front. In front of her, on the table, was a deck of cards.

She smiled and said, “Welcome to the High Priestess. I’m Tinsley. What can I do for you today?”

I smiled back, unsure why I was even here. “I think I’d like a reading.”

Tinsley nodded toward a chair on the other side of the table from her. “Please, sit. Tell me a little about yourself.”

I sat. “My name is Alice,” I said. “My husband and I have been trying to have children, but it’s… not going well.”

“I see,” Tinsley said.

Tinsley began laying out some cards face down. Most had a beautifully stylized phoenix on the back, but one stood out from the others because it was completely blank. I wondered at this woman’s professionalism if she was using cards from different decks, but I admit I don’t know the first thing about tarot readings, so I kept my mouth shut.

“Let’s see what we can do to help you in that area,” Tinsley said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Tell me what you’ve already tried,” Tinsley said. “If you’re having trouble conceiving the old-fashioned way, I assume you’ve pursued alternate paths?”

I could feel my face flush red. “Not artificial insemination, if that’s what you mean. Too expensive.”

Tinsley raised an eyebrow. “But you have tried something?”

“Not something I’m willing to discuss with you,” I snapped.

Tinsley smiled, this time the most gentle and understanding smile I’d ever seen. It instantly put me at ease.

“Okay,” she said. “Just know that I’m pretty open-minded and have never judged people for the choices they feel they have to make. That's always been true, but recent events have… expanded my wisdom about these matters greatly.”

I let out a deep breath I hadn’t even realized I was holding in.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m just feeling pretty ashamed right now.”

“I’m sure your intentions were good,” Tinsley said.

“They were,” I said, wanting to cry. “For all the good they did me.”

I opened up to her then, giving her my backstory. I told her about Joseph and his family members’ incredible ability to procreate. I told her about Joseph’s inability to replicate his family’s success and how it affected him. About how I was worried he was sinking into a depression because of it he may never find his way out of. About our financial difficulties making artificial insemination unfeasible. About what my plan was and what I’d done the night before.

“That’s a lot to take in,” Tinsley said when I was finished. “I’m sorry you’re going through this. I admire your resolve to try to help your husband.”

I rolled my eyes. “You don’t think I’m a huge slut? For cheating on him?”

Tinsley shrugged. “Your heart’s in the right place, and you feel this is something you and you alone can do to resolve the issue. Also, I’d never call anyone a slut unless I used the term with the greatest admiration.”

She smiled a devilish smile, making me feel even more comfortable with this strange woman.

“Why is the one card different from the others?” I asked.

“I was recently gifted--loaned, really--a… unique set of major arcana,” Tinsley explained. “They’re the… big names of the tarot, if you want to think of them that way. The heavy hitters. The Magician, the Chariot, the Devil… the High Priestess.”

I smiled at the apparent inspiration for the name of her shop.

“I believe in the tarot as a method of insight into our lives and our future,” Tinsley said. “But these major arcana cards--” she tapped at the card on the table with the blank card back-- “are really something special. Beyond simple insight or observations.”

What she was saying, like these cards had some sort of magical properties, sounded insane. I don’t know if it was the way Tinsley carried herself, the calm, clear, and sure way she spoke, or my own desperation, but somehow I believed every insane word she said.

“When these special cards come up in a spread, I usually don’t bother looking at the others,” Tinsley went on. “I get more… direction from one of these cards than I would from an entire deck of others.”

As if to drive home her point, Tinsley flipped over the special card in the spread on the table, the one with the plain white card back. She shivered as if she’d caught a sudden chill and smiled at the image on the card.

It was a white fox, and it seemed to have a smile on its face that matched Tinsley's. Below the image, along the bottom of the card, was “III--The Empress.”

“Interesting,” Tinsley said. “The Empress is usually thought of as a creator. A creator of… life. A mother, a nurturer. Seems appropriate, in this case, wouldn’t you say?”

I nodded.

“In some tarot decks, the Empress is even portrayed as being pregnant,” Tinsley said, raising her eyebrow and staring at me.

“What’s the deal with the fox on this one, then?” I asked.

Tinsley looked back down at the card for several seconds before looking back up at me. When she did, she asked, “Are you familiar with the Tower?”


Chapter Four

The Tower was the tallest building in town. Situated in the heart of the city, the Tower featured every type of sex work business you could imagine. Strip clubs, a BDSM dungeon, orgy rooms, you name it. I knew about the Tower, of course--everyone around here does--but I’d never even thought about visiting it.

I worked up the nerve to drive to the Tower, not believing the entire way there that I was doing it. Going to a sex club--no, a building with who knows how many different sex clubs--on the advice of a tarot reading? Insanity. Tinsley insisted that this would help me, though, and for some reason, against all logic, I believed her.

I was to meet someone named Vixen, who Tinsley said was represented by the fox on the Empress card that had gotten her so worked up. I had no idea why this was the case, but it’s what Tinsley said, and again, I believed her.

When I walked into the Tower’s lobby, I was surprised by how clean and nice it looked inside. It could have been the entrance of any professional building.

“Hello, dear,” an older woman said as soon as I was inside. “You must be Alice.”

I was taken aback. Had Tinsley called to tell Vixen I was coming? How could she possibly have known when--or if--I would be here?

The woman walked toward me, hand outstretched. Her mostly white hair was pulled up into a bun and fastened by an ornate hair stick.

I took her hand in mine and stared into her… unique eyes. I don’t know how else to say this, but my first thought was that they were the eyes of an animal.

“Hello,” I said shakily. “Yes, I am Alice. You must be Vixen.”

“I am,” Vixen said, nodding her head. “Let’s get you signed in down here. Then we can go up to my floor and have our meeting in my office.”

She motioned me toward the registration desk.

I filled out all of the necessary paperwork, provided my ID to be scanned, and had my photo taken. Vixen assured me this was just standard practice for the safety and privacy of the clients of the Tower.

We took the elevator to the 5th floor.

“Welcome to Vixen’s Den,” Vixen said as we stepped off the elevator. A large, muscular black man stood a few feet away from the elevator, arms crossed and a stern look on his face. “The world’s finest gloryhole operation.”

“Gloryhole?” I asked, wondering what I had gotten myself into. What Tinsley had gotten me into. At this point, I hadn’t quite figured out how this was supposed to help me.

“This is Louie,” Vixen said, nodding toward the black man, who nodded back. “My right-hand man, accountant, and bouncer.”

“Bouncer?” I asked.

Vixen sighed. “We have very few… problematic clients here at Vixen’s Den, but the occasional bad apple pops up every now and then. Louie makes sure they… never come back.”

“I see.”

“Go ahead,” Vixen said. “Take a look around.”

Directly off the elevator was a large outer chamber with lacquered hardwood floors and dark neutral wall colors. There were raised koi ponds along the outer walls where light from frosted windows shined in. There was an office off to the right.

In the center of the chamber were three big cubes, the size of tiny one-story houses. One was painted a rich red, another shiny black, and the third a bright white. They each had vertical, rectangular holes of different sizes cut into them at various heights. Some of the holes were almost a foot tall and several inches wide, big enough for someone to reach an entire arm through. Some of them had chairs or stools in front of them, although some holes were much too high for anyone to use a chair with.

I walked around each of the cubes, curious to see if the holes were on all sides (they were). One side of each cube had a door where I assumed one or more people would enter to provide the services that Vixen’s Den offered.

“The black one is male/male only, the red is male/female, and the white is either/or and anything in between,” Vixen said, coming to stand next to me.

“What are those holes for?” I asked, pointing to one slightly higher than my eye level.

Vixen shrugged. “Some people like to take a peek at the action inside,” she replied. “A few come here just to watch.”

“I see.”

“You can go inside any you want,” Vixen said. “I won’t have clients until later tonight.”

I opened the door to the red one. The same flooring from the outer chamber was on the inside as well. The walls were covered in wallpaper with a cherry blossom pattern, and the whole room looked and smelled clean. There were mirrors on some of the walls and a couple of what looked like pommel horses with no bars and ottomans in bright red leather.

“What are those for?” I asked, thinking I probably knew already and feeling a little embarrassed.

“Oh, those are for lying either face up or face down, depending on one’s preference. It makes it more comfortable for the clients inside the room.”

A shiver ran down my spine, and my pussy began to throb as I thought about what it would feel like to be face down on one of those with my pussy exposed to one of those many holes waiting to be injected.

And just like that, I realized why Tinsley had sent me here.

“We also have fur rugs,” Vixen said, pointing to a stack of furs that wouldn’t look out of place at a hunting lodge. “They can be placed on the floor wherever you like. Comfort is a priority… especially when you get to be my age.”

I looked at her questioningly. Did she participate as well as run things here?

Vixen laughed at my expression. “Child, I am old, not dead,” she said with a wink.

I knew my face must be bright red; even slight embarrassments show on gingers like me.

“We also provide shoji--Japanese room dividers--for a little more privacy if you like,” Vixen said, walking to a corner where one of these shoji was. She lifted one to show how easily it could be moved. “You can move them to any area you wish.”

The room dividers made me wonder how many others would be in the room with me if I actually did what I thought I was here to see about doing. I decided not to ask. Did it really matter? The fact that I was considering doing this at all was crazy enough as it was.

“Shall we go to my office?” Vixen asked. “We can discuss the details of what you want from this experience, as well as protocols and procedures.”

I nodded and followed her, taking note of a large red button to the left of the doorway.

Her office was large, with a simple cherry desk to one side with a chair on either side. The chairs were made out of the same wood as the desk and had soft white cushions with cherry blossoms printed on them. A low table with red cushions was on the other side of the room. A teapot and cups sat in the middle of the table.

On the walls were three silk paintings. The one on the left was of a black fox and a tree. The middle one featured a woman with red fox ears and multiple foxtails. The third painting was of an older woman with a giant white fox next to her, its nine tails made of fire.

The white fox looked like the one from Tinsley’s Empress card.

Vixen smiled when she saw me admiring the art. “You like them?” she asked, her expression one of a kindergartner seeking admiration for a crayon drawing.

“They’re you, aren’t they?” I asked, the odd question rising unbidden from somewhere deep inside my mind. “All of them.”

“They are,” Vixen said. “Or were. Or will be again, if I’m lucky. But let’s talk about you.”

I told her everything I’d told Tinsley. Tears were streaming down my face by the time I was finished. She handed me a tissue.

“I just want a baby,” I said, sobbing.

“I believe I can help you,” Vixen said. “There are nights when my girls service dozens of men in a single evening. It’s usually with their mouths and hands, but most men aren’t picky, and many prefer what you’d be offering. With the proper planning, we’d have an excellent chance of getting you what you need.”

“Planning?” I asked.

“I assume you keep an ovulation chart? I’d like a copy if that’s okay with you.”

“I need my husband to think the baby is his,” I said. “So a light complexion is a must.”

Vixen stared at me coldly.

“I understand your reasoning,” she said. “But I cannot, under any circumstances, exclude clients based on… complexion. Whoever is here on the night you are working is who you get.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment, wondering if I should call the whole thing off.

“Of course, you’ll be able to see what you’re working with,” Vixen offered. “My clients deserve to be taken care of, but you can choose exactly how you’ll see to their needs. You don’t have to actually… ride all the rides, if you catch my meaning.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Even if you’re… picky… you’ll have a very high chance of getting pregnant,” Vixen said. “More chances than you’d have from months, even years, through a fertility clinic, all in one evening. And given the legal waivers my clients all have to sign, it would be completely anonymous. No chance of the biological father showing up to claim his child, even if he somehow knew about it. I assume that’s ideal?”

I nodded.

Vixen stared at me silently for a few moments before saying, “I sense a fair amount of hesitation in you. To say this type of thing isn’t for everyone is putting it mildly, so there’s no shame in that.”

“It’s just… I’ve not done anything like this before.”

Vixen smiled. “No one has until they do. You’ve sucked cock before, right? Moved your fingers along the soft flesh of a man’s most sensitive parts until he exploded? Let yourself be filled up with a shaft that’s somehow both rock hard and soft until you feel it empty itself inside you?”

I laughed nervously, wondering if she knew just how turned on her words were making me. “Well, of course, but…”

“It’s all about repetition,” Vixen said. “If you can do it once, you can do it a hundred times.”

I swallowed hard. “A hundred?”

“I’m exaggerating,” Vixen said. “It won’t be a hundred.”

“But what if I’m not any good?” I asked. “I’m doing this for my own reasons, but I don’t want to disappoint anyone.”

Vixen laughed. “Have you ever left a man unsatisfied?”

I felt my face blushing. “I don’t think so, no.”

“In my experience, it’s an incredibly difficult task,” Vixen said. “Trust me, my clients will walk away from your holes with empty balls and smiles on their faces.”

“So, how much is this going to cost me?” I asked. “One big reason I’m not trying fertility clinics is cost.”

“Cost?” Vixen said. “It’s not going to cost you anything. On the contrary, you’ll be paid to do this. Quite well, actually.”

I tried not to let the wave of relief I felt show on my face, but I was probably unsuccessful.

Vixen smiled that reassuring smile of hers and said, “This is a business, and we are providing a service. The people I employ to provide said service are rewarded accordingly.”

My concerns addressed, I gave her my ovulation chart and filled out even more paperwork. I had my blood drawn to test for STIs, and Vixen told me all of her clients, on both sides of the gloryhole, were similarly tested. I was genuinely thankful for this, knowing I wouldn’t be putting my health at risk for this insane venture.

“I’ll call you when your tests come back, and we can schedule the best time for you to be here,” Vixen said as she walked me to the elevator.

As the elevator doors closed, leaving me alone, I trembled. I was really going to do this, and I was excited about it for more reasons than I dared admit, even to myself.


Chapter Five

We scheduled my night in Vixen’s Den for May 1st. I wouldn’t know why until later, as the Celtic neopagan holiday Beltane and its fertility rituals had never really crossed my mind, but I don’t imagine I’d have been shocked at Vixen choosing that date.

“Where are you going this evening?” Joseph asked me when he saw me getting ready.

“Out with friends,” I replied.

My husband returned to watching a basketball game on TV. Not all that long ago, he’d have inquired more about my evening plans, but lately, he didn’t show much interest in anything. I thought about how much happier he’d be once I could tell him I was pregnant, and this helped to quiet the last vestiges of hesitation I’d been feeling.

As I walked into the Tower, on my way to the most eventful night of my life, I suddenly realized Joseph and I hadn’t had sex in almost two months. I’d have to rectify that, and soon, or he’d have some serious questions about the timing of things.

---

Vixen and Louie greeted me as soon as I stepped off the elevator.

“I have some news,” Vixen said. “Whether it’s good or bad depends on a few things, including your stamina.”

“My stamina?” I asked.

“I had two other girls booked to be in the red room with you, but they’ve both canceled,” Vixen explained. “And the number of clients registered for the red room’s services this evening might well be a new Vixen’s Den record.”

Shivers ran down my spine.

“How many?” I asked.

“Forty-two,” Vixen said.

“Forty-two,” I repeated. “But you said some only come to watch, right?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “But… not tonight.”

More shivers. I felt like running away.

“The guests have all been informed of your willingness to offer penetrative sex,” Vixen said. “Many of my girls won’t do that, so these gentlemen are in for quite a treat.”

“They won’t demand that, will they?” I asked, my desire to have my baby match my husband’s skin tone at the forefront of my mind.

“Of course not,” Vixen replied. “You will need to service them all, but they’ll be quite happy no matter how you do it.”

“Will they all come at once?”

“Only if you time it right,” Vixen said, a mischievous smile on her face. Behind her, Louie chuckled, and I realized it was the first time I’d heard any sound at all come from him. “Apologies. To answer the question you actually asked, no. The guests will arrive a few at a time, although they can stay as long as they want. Many of them may want more than one turn.”

“What happens if I can’t do it?” I asked. “Or if I can’t last… long enough?”

Vixen sighed. “Then I’ll have to take over,” she said. “I’d rather it not come to that, but Vixen’s Den has an ironclad satisfaction guarantee. I’m sure you saw the red button next to the door inside the room? If you have trouble of any sort, simply press that button, and Louie and I will respond to get things under control.”

I looked at the red room, at the rectangular holes through which I was expected to pleasure forty-two men, and for a moment, I knew there was no way I could go through with this. But then I thought of Joseph, staring at the basketball game on the television screen, not really paying attention to what was happening. It was how he moved through the entirety of his days lately, not paying attention, not caring about anything. I reminded myself that I was doing this for him, for us, for our family that God or fate or the universe had decided couldn’t even exist.

I was going to make it exist. I was going to make my husband happy, even if that meant cheating on him with forty-two (forty-three, can’t forget Allan) men.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m ready.”

I was lying.

---

Once I was inside the red room, I took off my clothes. My eyes drifted from hole to hole, wondering which one would present a cock first. I moved the handleless pommel horse against one wall, just below a hole, and straddled it. I lay forward on it and slid my bare pussy back, feeling the cool plastic that bordered the hole. I felt dirty, vulnerable, lying there, knowing that a faceless man on the other side could slide his fingers or cock right inside me at any moment.

I was already so wet that he’d probably be entirely inside me before I knew what was happening.

The first cock of the evening would not find its way inside me. At least, not inside me there.

A long, thick, dark-skinned shaft emerged through an opening to my right, large enough for me to easily see it in my peripheral vision. I got off the pommel horse and went to it, looking at it for a moment as it hung in the air.

I took it in one hand and lifted it a little, appreciating its weight. The guy on the other side of the wall groaned from my meager attention. I smiled in appreciation and dropped to my knees, part of me regretting that I couldn’t fuck this one due to its skin tone.

It was quite a lovely cock, and I’d never had one quite so big inside me. I was determined to do my best to make up for my need for a fair-skinned baby.

I stroked it for a moment, moving my face closer to it. A chill ran down my spine as I realized I’d never see the face of its owner. Something about that made what I was about to do feel so much dirtier. Hotter.

Better.

My pussy was throbbing.

I reached through the hole with the hand that wasn’t sliding up and down his shaft so I could massage his balls. More groaning from the other side as precum seeped out of the man’s tip.

I stared at the cock in my hand and took a deep breath. Why was I hesitating at this point? I’d already cheated on Joseph with Allan, and I’d convinced myself what I was doing this evening was for his benefit. And, to top it all off, I was hornier than I could remember being in a long time.

I just had to do this or not do this. Pretty simple choice.

So I did it.

I opened my mouth and moved closer, continuing to stroke this stranger’s cock. And then I let it glide across my tongue, savoring the salty bitterness of his precum.

I worked with a sense of urgency, knowing if I got this one out of the way, the others (forty-one others?!) would go easier. I’ve always liked giving head, although Joseph has been too impatient lately to let me do it much. This stranger was the benefactor of skills my husband seemed not to appreciate, and the more I sucked him, the wetter I got down below. Thinking again of how easily multiple cocks would enter me this evening only spurred me on.

I was intensely aware of the sounds of my slurping filling the small room, almost drowning out the moans and gasps from the black man on the other side of the wall. Suddenly a banging noise on the other side startled me, and I prepared for what was about to happen. Vixen had told me her clients would knock on the wall to let me know when they were about to come.

I instinctively pulled back a bit as the cock in my mouth exploded. I gagged a little when the first burst of it hit my throat, but I kept my lips wrapped around the man’s tip and continued to stroke him. Warm, sticky wetness filled my mouth, so much more than I’d been ready for. Still, I was determined to swallow as much of it as possible. I guess some wires got crossed in my mind because letting any of it go to waste by dripping onto the floor seemed a shame.

Finally, he was finished. I felt him beginning to soften in my hand and let go of him, pulling away from the hole as he disappeared back through the other side. I swallowed what was in my mouth, gasping for air. I scooped what had drained out of my mouth and onto my chin back into my mouth and swallowed that, licking my fingers clean.

Out of breath, my head spinning and pussy dripping, I stayed there, on my knees, wondering when the next man would arrive.

I didn’t have to wait long. I saw movement to my right and turned to see another cock, this one long and thick and pink and veiny, entering the hole above the pommel horse I’d moved into place earlier. Its owner let it rest on the pommel horse’s surface. I stood and moved to it.

I straddled the pommel horse, inches from the new cock, and felt cool leather meet the warmth of my soaking wet cunt. I realize I sound vulgar, maybe even disgusting, but that’s a pretty good reflection of how I felt as I slid back toward that strange cock.

I was disgusted with myself because it wasn’t just my purpose (duty?) driving me by this point. It was need, it was lust, it was a desire to be filled up by a man who wanted what I had to offer for the sake of nothing more than pleasure.

I moaned as my lower lips met only the third cock I’d had there in more than a decade, and at that moment, I knew that if you’d told me there was no chance I could get pregnant from doing what I was doing, I would’ve done it anyway.

With a smile on my face and a groan in my throat.

My new, momentary lover fucked me as best as he could, given the wall between us, but I more than made up for his inhibited motion. I gripped the sides of the pommel horse and used my arms to move my whole body up and down the entire length of his shaft, being careful not to disengage completely. My smell--a delicious, heady, musky scent--permeated the room, and I was entirely consumed by my building pleasure.

When he pounded on the wall, signaling his impending release, I came harder than I ever have with my husband. Harder than I ever have with anyone.

He came then, the warmth of his cum seeming to spread out from my center to my chest, my legs, my hands and feet. I shoved back against the wall, unsure if having him as far inside me as he could go would make a difference with the efficacy of his gift, but of course, that was only one reason for doing it.

I didn’t want to feel empty.

When he finally pulled out of me, I lay there, on the pommel horse, panting. I could feel some of his cum seeping out of me and wondered if I should try to shove it back inside. Before I could do anything, another cock was there, this one much bigger--thicker--than the last but easily shoving past my pussy lips, now lubricated with my own juices and the other man’s cum, blessedly taking away that awful emptiness.

I did the same thing I did with the last guy, giving my arms a workout as I slid up and down the thick rod inside me. Another orgasm probably wasn’t in the cards with this guy--it always took me a bit to build up to Number Two--but I didn’t care. The almost painful stretching as I fucked this massive thing was pleasure enough, which was good. I could tell the guy wasn’t going to last long based on the sounds coming out of his mouth on the other side of the barrier.

When he pounded on the wall, I realized I hadn’t checked to see what his skin tone was.

Panic shot through me as I felt the first blasts of hot cum hit my insides, and I almost pulled away from him. Instead, I did the same thing I did with the last one, shoving back against the wall, engulfing his cock as much as humanly possible. His orgasm seemed to go on forever, and he didn’t stop pumping the entire time. I could feel copious amounts of cum seeping back out of me as he shoved in and out, adding more to replace what was leaving.

Once it was over, he stayed inside me instead of immediately pulling out. I enjoyed the sensation as his cock deflated, slowly taking up less and less space. It felt like the walls of my pussy were getting tighter around it.

I had to know, though. My mind clearing a bit, I gathered the courage to pull myself away from the wall, from the cock, and turned around so I could see it.

It was beautiful, even in its shrinking state. Beautiful and dark-skinned, much darker than the one I’d sucked to start off my evening. I swung around on the pommel horse and slid my hand underneath what had just been inside me, what had just deposited what felt like a gallon of potential life inside me, and marveled at the difference in color between its skin and my own.

I hate to say the difference was like night and day, but, well…

The cock in my hand withdrew through the opening, and I didn’t have much time to reflect on what had just happened. I heard movement from several holes, and just like that, all at once, I looked around to see no less than six cocks pointing in my direction, awaiting my services.

I took a deep breath and got to work.


Chapter Six

I didn’t know until later how much time had passed when I was in that room. I still don’t know how many cocks I serviced, with my mouth, with my hands, and with my pussy. I took care of one with my ass, and while I can’t say I have regrets about it exactly, it wasn't something I was ready to repeat the same evening.

At least half of the men had my pussy. Many started out with another activity before moving on to the main attraction. There were a couple of black cocks after that first one that I chose not to take inside me, but I’m hoping I made up for my pickiness with an overly eager mouth. I never heard any complaints.

After a while, though, I didn’t pay attention to much of anything. There was a point when I know at least six men emptied themselves inside my welcoming cunt, one after another, without me so much as looking back to see the cock that was using me. I simply lay on the pommel horse, paying attention to nothing except my own pleasure and thoughts of the gift I hoped they would give me, which would be unwrapped in about nine months’ time.

I had my limits, though, and after a particularly rough fucking by yet another cock I never saw, I fell off the pommel horse, on the verge of passing out. I rolled onto my back and saw three cocks needing attention. I could hear movement from the other side of all four walls of the little room and knew there were several more men needing--deserving--service.

But I also knew I couldn’t help them. I was spent, used up, and had had my fill. Well, that last part’s not quite true. Despite the fact that all I could feel between my legs was the wet stickiness of dozens of loads of cum, I wanted more.

I wanted it all. I wanted all the cum in the goddamn world, and I wanted it inside my fertile womb.

I felt a sharp, stabbing pain in my chest and a hollowness in my stomach at the thought of being unable to get more, to get it all. To finish the job.

I hated to do it, but I had no choice. I crawled to the big red button to the left of the door and pressed it.

A moment later, the unserviced cocks sticking through the holes disappeared. I thought I could hear Louie’s voice outside the room but couldn’t make out what he was saying.

More indeterminate time passed. I lay on the floor and may have dozed off a time or two.

The door opened, and an angel appeared.

No, not an angel. A beautiful young woman with black hair pulled up into a bun with an ornate hair stick that looked just like the one Vixen always wore. The angel-woman smiled down at me.

“You did good, Alice,” she said. Her voice was Vixen’s, and so were her animalistic eyes. “I’ll take it from here.”

A memory of the three fox paintings from Vixen’s office flashed through my mind.

Three cocks had reappeared, one in each of three holes lined up next to each other in the middle of one wall. The young woman who couldn’t possibly be who I knew for a fact she was knelt in front of the center one, taking it into her mouth as she began stroking the ones on either side of her.


Almost Nine Months Later…

After almost twelve hours of labor, my baby--our baby--entered the world with one final push from me. I couldn’t get a good look at him (we’d known it was a boy from the time of the first ultrasound where seeing that kind of thing is possible) as Joseph stood to cut the umbilical cord. I was exhausted from the labor, excited to meet my son, and nervous as hell about what color his skin might be.

I knew even if he was as pale as Joseph and me, I might not be in the clear, as biracial babies sometimes have much lighter skin at birth than they eventually will. When the nurse walked around the bed and handed me my baby, with his dark brown skin, my heart pounded. I was overwhelmed with love for my child but feared turning to look at my husband, who I now sensed was standing right next to me.

“He’s beautiful,” Joseph said.

I looked up at Joseph, who was grinning from ear to ear and had tears in his eyes.

“He is, isn’t he?” I replied.

“He’s perfect,” Joseph said. “Just like you.”

I took my husband’s hand and said, “Just like us.”

“What is that?” a nurse suddenly said. “In the window.”

I couldn’t see what she was looking at, but Joseph looked toward the window and gasped.

“It looked like…” another nurse said, not completing her sentence. “But it couldn’t be. We’re six stories up.”

“What was it?” I asked.

“Looked like a fox to me,” Joseph said. “One of those arctic ones.”

---

The Arcana story continues with AT THE FEET OF THE EMPEROR, available now!

Be sure to pick up the FREE prequel book to the Arcana series, A FOOL’S GAME, right here!


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

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