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Chapter 1 – Playing in a Winter Wonderland


Nick
The snow comes down and covers me as I stand at the bus stop. I’ve been waiting so long that I’m starting to look like a snowman. The chill in the air invades my bones and I think I’ll never be warm again. Even with the hood of my jacket over my head, I’m still assaulted by the wind scratching against my face. One of the worst things about living in the UK is how bad the weather is.
I glance at my watch: still 20 minutes to go. Then I can get home, turn on the heating, and not leave the house over the holidays. Just me, the TV, and my own thoughts.
It won’t be like last year, full of joy and laughter and sex. Those days were very much gone in the past.
Eventually the bus arrives and I climb aboard and scan my ticket, make my way upstairs and huddle up on a seat. Thoughts of last year, swirling in my mind like snow, inevitably bring back thoughts of her.
We met in October, started dating in November, and by December we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. 
I remember us walking home one night in the dark, looking at the Christmas lights twinkling on the houses and her taking my hand and dragging me into the park, stopping by the nativity scene. She led me around to the back of it before bending over and yanking down her trousers far enough for me to see her pussy.
“Fuck me, Nick,” she said, looking back over her shoulder.
“Here?” I said, my heart beating fast and my head spinning, but also feeling my cock harden in my jeans.
“Yeah,” she giggled, reaching between her legs and spreading herself for me.
I am not impulsive, never have been. But the sight of her, wet and eager, made me almost change my mind.
“I don’t know, someone might see,” I mumbled.
She gave me that look, the one that made me think I disappointed her. The one I saw too often. 
I removed my cock from my jeans and thrust into her, forgetting my worries, forgetting where I was, forgetting the cold. As I thrust into her again and again until I exploded inside her, I thought that once again she was right, and my indecisiveness had nearly held me back from enjoying myself.
Thinking of her tightness wrapped around my hardness makes me dizzy and only the ringing of the bus bell brings me around. I stumble down the steps and step out into the snow, barely able to see my house in the blizzard. Trudging through the snow saps my strength, and every step seems to take an age, keeping me from the warmth of indoors.
By January she was gone, with someone more decisive. They met at the New Year’s party we threw. While I was mingling with the other guests, he walked up to her, looked her up and down and said, “I want to fuck you, it’s decided.” She liked the sound of that and let him fuck her in our bed. Within days, she had moved her stuff out. Last I heard, she was with some girl after her guy decided that as much as he liked her saying yes to everything, he didn’t like it when she said it to other people.
Looking back, it was obvious that she was no good for me. But when you’re in the middle of it, it’s hard to look at it objectively. And having her not here this Christmas might mean a whole lot less sex and a whole lot more frustration, but at least I didn’t have to fake enjoying having all the other people in the house. 
Eventually, I reach the front door and unlock it, doing my best to knock the snow from my feet before stepping inside. The blast of heat warms me up and blows away the bad memories of the year before. I hang up my coat, lock the door, and sit down in the hall on the steps. I only mean to rest for a few seconds before taking my boots off but my eyes close and I nod off for a bit, in a dark dreamless sleep till suddenly my eyes fly open.
That’s when I see it. Halfway down the corridor, on a wall that was always smooth and empty, now had a plain white door where a door had never been before.
I blink, shake my head, but it still seems to be there.
I must be dreaming, it’s the only explanation. I’m asleep on the stairs and this is my imagination. But why would I dream up the door? And what’s on the other side?
I stand up and move towards it. It feels like I’m walking, but I know I can’t be since I’m asleep. 
Carefully, I reach out and try the handle, not knowing what to expect. For a second it doesn’t turn, then slowly it moves and the door swings open.
On the other side of the door is a snow-covered forest with mountains in the background. Snow drifts out from the door and onto the floor.
My mouth falls open and my feet move beneath me as I step forward through the door and hear it shut behind me.
OK brain, you want me here? The least I can do is explore.
Then I notice a signpost, one with arrows pointing in every direction. And every one of them says “Winter Wonderland”.




Chapter 2


Noelle
Picking at my dry slice of turkey breast, I glance around the table at my family and realize I’m the only single person at our annual family holiday dinner. Last year, I had Brian with me, and the year before that, it was Ruben. I think three years ago it was Jamal, or maybe it was Dylan. I don’t remember which one I dated that year. My luck with boyfriends in the past five years has been horrible, and I’m starting to wonder whether I’m the problem in these relationships, not the men.
Deep down, I know it’s not me. I’m actually not picky. I basically expect them to not sleep with any of my friends, have a job, pay their bills on time, be kind to people and animals, and occasionally dominate me in the bedroom. It’s a bonus if they’re willing to let me sometimes domme them, but not a requirement. 
None of the last four guys fit all those requirements and none of the breakups were because they weren’t willing to dominate me in the bedroom. Dom guys are decently easy to find, but the not sleeping with my friends, having a stable job, or being kind to people have been too much of an ask — at least all three at once. So I’m on a self-imposed dating hiatus for a bit while I get my head in the right space. 
Being the only single person at the dinner table doesn’t normally matter, but a flicker of loneliness settles in my gut as I observe my older sister adjusting her husband’s collar and kissing him on the cheek. And while it doesn’t concern me, my mother seems to think I’m turning into an old maid because I’m approaching 30. 
As if on cue, my mom pipes up in the casual tone of voice she uses when she’s trying to pretend she doesn’t care what the answer is. “Noelle, who are you dating these days?” 
The eleven other people at the table fall silent, and my face flushes as nine pairs of eyes bore into my soul. My sister’s twin babies continue sitting in their travel highchairs and gumming on the teething toys she’s given them to keep them quiet. 
I shift in my seat and smooth down my short white skirt before answering. “No one. I’m taking a break from dating.”
My mother tsks and passes a basket of rolls to my father — who hadn’t asked for them but takes them without complaint — before continuing. “I assumed in that outfit, you were meeting up with someone after dinner.”
I glance down at my tight, sparkly blue V-neck sweater that showcases the cleavage from my ample bosom. A ball of anxiety forms in my stomach and I cross my ankles, tucking one tall white boot behind the other. Is my mom slut-shaming me?
I shrug at her. “No, not meeting anyone. I just felt like dressing up.”
My mom harrumphs and the awkward silence deepens until my older brother rescues me and questions our dad about the new boat he plans on buying. That signals to everyone that they can chatter again, and most of the tension drains from me until I catch the eye of my uncle Bill down at the other end of the table. He’s got a creepy glint in his eye and drops his gaze down to my chest and licks his lips. Ewww, yuck. My mom’s older brother always gave me sleazy vibes and this confirms he hasn’t changed. His wife, sitting right next to him, eats her food with gusto, not paying attention to anything else.
I try to ignore my uncle and finish my meal, but his continued gaze makes me lose my appetite. I only pick at my food and don’t eat what’s on my plate. As soon as people finish eating, I jump up and offer to help clean so I can surreptitiously clear my half-full plate into the trash. My brother and his wife help as well, and it doesn’t take long before the kitchen is mostly in order.
I’m about to wander out and join everyone else, but my uncle is in the doorway to the family room and currently not looking in my direction. I’d have to squeeze past him to get into the room, and I don’t want to deal with him, so I duck down a side hallway and head upstairs instead.
I moved out seven years ago, but my parents’ house was built in the 1940s and they’ve lived here their entire marriage. It has a lot of interesting secret areas that I explored as a kid. Which as an adult, I know aren’t really that secret, but our house was magical to grow up in. Weird random cupboards and various closets that seemed to have little purpose were perfect spots to play hide and seek in. Since this is my childhood home, I know every hidey hole and head straight for my parents’ walk-in closet.  
Their closet was always my favorite hiding spot for a couple of reasons. The laundry room is downstairs right off the family room. My parents have a small square trapdoor on the floor of their closet that is a laundry chute that drops into a basket on the floor of the laundry room. As long as the laundry room door isn’t closed, you can hear people talking in the family room. It was the perfect spy location whenever my brother had friends over and they were all in the family room. Then when we got older, I could listen to him and his girlfriend making out. He unknowingly provided most of my sexual education. 
I also love the smell of their closet because it’s all cedar. Cedar closets lose their wood scent over time, but my parents recently had their closet sanded and refinished, so I know the scent will be strong again. When I crack open the door, the pleasant aroma drifts over me and I instantly know I’m safe, like I did as a child. I use the flashlight on my cell phone instead of turning on the overhead light to avoid illuminating the room in case the overhead light shines down into the laundry room. Slipping into the room, I latch the door behind me and crawl into the far corner behind my mother’s dresses. 
The laundry room door downstairs is open, so I settle in and listen to my family gossip about any family member not here tonight. At one point, my uncle breaks in and asks where I went, and my mom says maybe I went for a walk. I snicker at her words. Thank God I went with my instinct and came up here instead. 
In the rush around the holidays, I haven’t been sleeping great lately and the closet is toasty warm so I get drowsy. My straight brown hair is in a long braid down my back, so I drape my braid over my shoulder and press my back to the wall, wedging myself into the corner so I can rest my head against the adjoining wall. I close my eyes briefly and tell myself I’ll just relax them for a moment, and before I know it, I’m dozing. 
A loud laugh from downstairs startles me awake. I’m disorientated and shake my head to clear the mental fog. Part of the closet wall next to me is glowing in a rectangular shape, as if a light is coming from behind one panel. What the fuck is this?  
I tentatively press on the panel and it swings open at the softest touch, revealing a well-lit cobblestone path among snow-covered fir trees. My first thought was ‘Holy fuck, I must still be asleep,’ followed closely by ‘Shit, I think I read the Chronicles of Narnia too many times as a kid.’ 
I crouch down and crawl through the hole and straighten up onto the path. The closet door panel closes behind me, sealing shut any trace of it, and it disappears into a snow-covered mound. My mouth goes dry and my pulses quickens when I realize I don’t know how to leave this place, but then I remember it’s a dream. Fuck it, let’s explore my crazy dream world.
I turn around and head down the path, but pause when I come to a weathered wooden sign that says, “Welcome to the Winter Wonderland. Enjoy your stay.” 




Chapter 3


Nick
Considering I’m standing in the middle of a snow-covered path, without a jacket, it’s not cold.
In fact, I feel great. It’s like the air is different, fresher. My head is clear, my sadness from thoughts of the past seems to melt away, and the weirdness of the surroundings makes me smile.
I decide to roll with it and head off down the path. In the distance, I can see what looks like a log cabin and I assume that if I’m going to find other people, it’s going to be there.
It’s not long before I find someone else. Or something else. At the side of the path, dressed in red and green and bells, I find what I assume is an elf. She looks like a cute, slightly short woman, but the outfit, rosy cheeks, and pointy ears make me think my guess is correct.
As I look at her, I’m not even surprised to see her here. No, the thing that surprises me is that she’s fucking a snowman. And I mean literally a snowman, three big spheres of snow with twigs for arms, coal for a mouth and eyes, and a top hat on his head. He seems to be missing his nose.
She’s bent over and has her ass up against the snowman, slamming herself back against it. I watch and I occasionally see a flash of orange on what she is riding; it looks for all the world like a big orange carrot. Guess that explains the missing nose. 
“Hi there, I’m Trixie,” she says in a singsong voice, noticing me for the first time. She keeps on going, resting her hands on her legs to steady herself as she looks at me.
“Hi, I’m Nick,” I say as she pulls down her top and her breasts spill out, white mounds with little candy cane red nipples.
“Oh, you’re British? I love a British accent. Makes my nipples go hard. See?”
They certainly look so hard you could cut glass with them, but I am unsure what she expects me to do.
“Want to suck on my tits?” she asks and I instantly imagine my mouth on them and think they’ll taste of peppermint.
“No, thank you. They look delicious though,” I reply, mentally kicking myself for saying something so lame.
“I suppose you... mmmmfuck… are wondering where you are.” She moans and her eyes roll back in her head for a moment as she slams herself down hard on the carrot. My cock twitches at the sight of her enthusiastically fucking herself, but I try to ignore it.
“I assume I am at the north pole.” I reply. It’s a strange situation, but for some reason, my mind seems to want me to play along. After all, it’s just a dream. Might as well enjoy watching the cute elf with her dildo carrot.
She giggles to herself and reaches between her legs and rubs vigorously.
“Hard pole more like,” she sniggers. “No, you’re in the Winter Wonderland.”
I watch as she strokes herself to orgasm, groans, and then slides forward onto her knees, a blissful expression on her face. My cock is hard in my jeans and I really want to stroke it, but I control myself and wait for her to speak again.
“You are in a magical place of snow and orgasms. You must be having a rough holiday. People who find their way here are ones that need some happiness in their lives. You get two hours to fuck as much as you want with whomever you want. There’s something in the air here that makes everyone horny. I can see by that curve of your monster in your jeans that it’s already affecting you.”
I blush a little, but I know what she means. Ever since I arrived I’ve been in a great mood, and now that mood is making my cock pulse.
“So, get to fucking is my advice. I want to suck you off, but I can’t keep Santa waiting. He and Mrs. Claus are going to double dom me today.”
And with that, she springs to her feet, rubs her nipples in little circles and skips off merrily down the path, still half-naked.
“What a strange woman,” I say to myself, watching her go.
“Yeah, but she has a tight little pussy,” says the snowman, his face coming to life and waving his twig arm at me in greeting. I jump when he speaks. Was he alive before?
I wonder if I’m dreaming or having some kind of mental breakdown.
The snowman half-rolls, half-stumbles towards me and stops so suddenly that snow shakes off him and onto my clothes.
“She forgot to say you can come as many times as you want in your two hours. No waiting around, you can go straight again. And talking of which, I don’t suppose…”
His carrot prods my leg.
“No, thank you.” I say, trying to be as polite as possible.
The snowman laughs and points his twig off to the left.
“Fair enough. Maybe you’re more into humans. There’s another one of you just arrived. Over that way. You should go say hi.”
Yeah, talking to another person might help me try to work out this madness, although it’s just going to be talking to another part of my mind, cause none of this is real.
I thank the snowman and watch as he tips his hat at me and shuffles away, and then follow the direction he pointed towards the log cabin.
It only takes me a few minutes to find her clomping through the snow in her white boots.
“Hey,” I shout and I’m suddenly running to get to her.
She turns and looks at me, and as soon as I see her, I know.
I want to fuck this woman.




Chapter 4


Noelle
The Winter Wonderland sign doesn’t tell me where to go, and I don’t see any other directional information anywhere along the stone path. But it has to lead somewhere, right? As I walk along, an uncomfortable flush washes over me and my pussy throbs. I consider stopping to rub myself a minute, but instead, slip a hand up my sweater and caress a pert nipple through my blue lace bra as I walk. I also have an odd desire for hot chocolate. Somehow I know it will taste better here.
Positioned along the path at regular intervals are ornate black street lamps, and at night I bet they bathe the walkway with a warm glow. It’s daytime so they’re off, but every time I pass one, I consider bending over, backing up to it, and rubbing my pussy against the cold metal. What the fuck is wrong with me?
Despite the odd horny tingle, my head is crystal clear, and the world lacks the hazy edges and confusion that usually accompanies my sleep fantasies. This is an odd sex dream, though. Usually there’s a man with me already when my dreams start and I’m not wandering around lost in a snowy forest with nothing but a lamppost to fuck, but if this itch in my panties increases, it might actually come down to me and the post. Hopefully I can find one with some sort of protruding knob.
You’d think that wearing a short skirt and no jacket in a snow-covered land I’d be cold, but I’m not. The fir trees thin out and up ahead, I spot what looks like a topless woman tied to a tree. The closer I get, I realize she’s small with pointed ears and is wearing a short green skirt with an underlayer of tulle to make it poof out a bit. Peeking out from underneath the skirt is a long red fox tail that matches the fox ears I didn’t immediately notice on her head. Red and green striped stockings complete the look. I wonder what her shirt originally looked like, but I don’t see any discarded clothing around her. 
Her naked boobs distracted me because they are prominently on display and her hard nipples are a bright candy cane red color. I wonder what they taste like? I shake my head to clear the thought, but then pause. She’d be better to fuck than a lamppost, but what’s she doing out here all alone?
She’s tied up with rope above and below her breasts, forcing them to jut out. She’s struggling against the binding that holds her to the tree, but has a wide, cheesy grin on her face as I approach.
“Oh, hi!” Her voice has a soft musical lilt that I immediately adore. I want to make her sing out in ecstasy. 
Wait, am I supposed to be doing something with her while she’s tied up? What sort of kinky shit is my brain coming up with tonight? I’m not sure I’m down to messing with a restrained elf, but I could untie her. I imagine several scenarios of what I could do with this tiny woman, all of which include her fingers inside me, rubbing away this incessant ache. 
She continues talking to me, not realizing I have a major internal debate going on about her.
“I didn’t know we were expecting visitors today, but it’s nice to meet you. I’m Foxy, because, well…” She trails off and giggles. Of course, her name would be Foxy. 
“I’m Noelle,” I stammer out, confused at how hot I’m finding this tied-up elf. 
A thought hits me. Maybe this isn’t a sex dream, and I’m supposed to rescue her. 
“Uh, do you need me to untie you?”
Foxy’s giggles turn into full-blown laughs. “Oh, no, not at all. I’m waiting for Rudolph. He’s playing hunter today and he’s stalking me. He should be here any minute though, so you should hurry along… unless you want to watch?”
Uh, what? If Rudolph is a reindeer, I definitely don’t want to be around when he gets here, but I’m too curious not to ask. “Is he a red-nosed reindeer?”
My question produces gales of laughter from Foxy and her head hangs forward, as if she would bend over laughing if she could. Her long, wavy brown hair covers her face, but the quake of her shoulders tells me she is laughing. I watch her for a few seconds, an anxious knot forming in my stomach while I think I better not stay long because of a potential approaching reindeer when she gasps out, “Rudolph… another… elf.”
Oh, shit, that’s okay. My anxiety eases, but I still think I should get out of here. This dream is a little more kinky than normal, so I’m hesitant to observe elves having sex. Foxy calms down enough to talk again.
“Noelle, as much as I’d love you to watch me, you should find someone to fuck. You only have two hours here to screw all you want. The orgasms are amazing and you don’t want to miss out.”  
Some bushes rustle behind Foxy. Her entire body turns pink as she squeals, “Oooh, here he comes!” She directs her attention away from me as she tries to look towards the bush. 
That’s my signal to nope the fuck out of here, so I decide to cut across a snow-covered field instead of continuing down the path. As I trudge through the snow, I wonder if I made the wrong decision. I could have watched them fucking while I fingered myself. I have less than two hours now and what are the chances of running into someone else in this deserted land?
As I think that, a log cabin comes into view. Oh hey, guess cutting across the field wasn’t a terrible choice. It’s possible the cabin might have more clues for me about what to do next, or hopefully some hot chocolate. As I head for it, I’m watching the ground so I don’t trip in the snow when I’m startled by an abrupt shout from behind me.
“Hey!”
I turn, and a hot guy jogs towards me. Oh, hell yes. Did he have an accent? It’s hard to tell from the one word, but I pray to the sleepy-time gods that they sent me someone with a sexy accent. It’s almost as if an invisible band is drawing me towards him, and I fight the urge to rush him, jump in his arms, and wrap my legs around him. Wetness floods my panties and my breath catches while my body tingles and I’m very sure of two things: this IS a sex dream and here comes my stud. Corny 70s porn music plays in my mind as I wait for him to approach. All I know is that this cabin better have a bed, or a rug in front of the fire at the very least.




Chapter 5


Nick
I stop in front of the woman and look her up and down.
“Holy fuck, my mind is doing a good job,” I say.
“What do you mean?” she asks. She looks confused, but amused.
“Well, as this is my dream, my brain has done a great job of conjuring up a girl who’s sexy as hell.”
She laughs and my cock hardens at the sound of it. I want to keep her laughing, and then maybe moaning. 
“Actually, you’re part of my sex dream. That’s why I can see your cock outlined against your jeans.”
I glance down and yeah, it is pretty obvious I’m rock hard. And knowing she is staring at it is making it worse. I try to think of something to say and my eye catches the lights of the cabin nearby.
“Shall we head for the cabin, get out of the snow?” I ask and watch as she checks me out, like I already did to her.
“Yeah, I think I wouldn’t mind sharing a cabin with you,” she grins.
We take about five minutes to get there, me leading the way, her following behind. I have the strangest feeling that she’s looking at my ass most of the time.
The door to the cabin is unlocked, and we let ourselves in. Inside is like a scene from a Hallmark movie: Christmas trees and decorations and a roaring fire with a fake fur rug in front of it. On the mantelpiece sits an ornate clock and I notice that the face of it only has two hours marked on it. The rest of the numbers are missing. Steaming hot chocolate in mugs sitting on the table, one mug with NICK written on it, one with NOELLE.
“That you?” I ask, picking up my mug and sipping the creamy rich drink, feeling the warmth go straight through my body and down to my groin. The heat sets my horniness off again and I can’t help wondering if there’s something in the drink other than chocolate.
She nods her head and picks up her mug, takes a few swigs and sets it down. My cock twitches again as her tongue flicks out and licks a little drop from the corner of her mouth.
I decide to just go for it.
“Would you like to fuck?” we both say at the same moment. Then look at each other in surprise before bursting out laughing.
“We have less than two hours,” we both say again and this time she collapses into my arms as we laugh.
Her hand reaches down and starts rubbing me through my jeans, making me moan as her fingers do their best to curl around it and squeeze.
“I don’t care if you’re in my sex dream or I’m in yours. I just want to get my hands on that cock.”
She sinks to her knees and rips open my jeans as she pulls me from my boxers, stroking me hard.
“Fuck, that’s a nice curve,” she observes and licks along the underside.
“Might be nicer in your mouth,” I say with a confidence that I’ve never had before as I place my hands on her head and guide her mouth down onto my shaft.
I swear that as her lips clamp over me, the cabin fills with the smell of gingerbread and Christmas music starts playing.
“Oh fuck, that feels good.” I groan as her head bobs up and down. Already I can feel my knees shaking and I wonder if we should find a bed.
She removes me from her mouth and the smile on her face lights the room up.
“That, my friend, is the best cock I have had in my mouth in a long time. You may be imaginary, but you can use my mouth anytime.”
I don’t argue with her. I know I’m real, so instead I haul her to her feet and lift off her sweater, revealing a blue bra underneath. Her hard nipples peek through the lace.
“Bed?” I ask.
“Rug,” she responds, nodding towards the fireplace.
We tumble onto the rug and it feels huge, like it’s wrapping us in its warmth. Everything about this feels like it’s a dream, except her skin against my fingers is as real as can be.
She’s under me and reaching down to stroke me again, but I slap her hand out of the way, spreading her legs with mine. I push down her bra so I can get at her breasts.
“You can wait for that, I’m going to suck your nipples first,” I say in a commanding tone, and it gets a moan out of her. I think of the elf earlier asking me if I wanted to suck on her tits and I wonder if Noelle is going to taste of peppermint. 
She doesn’t, but her nipples are hard and gorgeous as my mouth closes over them, one at a time, sucking and licking and enjoying the sounds she makes as my tongue traces little circles on them.
“You are such a tease,” she sighs.
“You want more?” I ask, raising my head to look at her.
“Oh god, yes,” she replies, trying to push her body up to meet me.
My hands slip under her legs and lift them up, allowing me a glimpse of her panties under her short skirt. I reach in and grab the waistband, dragging them down her legs and throwing them to the side.
“Take your skirt off,” I tell her as I stand up and search around the room, spotting what I’m looking for in a rocking chair in the corner. I snag a cushion from the seat, and come back to Noelle, who has stripped naked.
“Put this under your head,” I tell her as I undress. I’m never this commanding in real life, but knowing that it’s a dream gives me confidence.
I slip down on the floor and spread her legs, slowly licking from her knee up the inside of her thigh.
“What are you going to do?” she asks, her voice shaking from lust rather than fear.
“I’m going to eat your pussy and then make you come all over my fingers.”
And oh god, does she taste good, as my tongue opens her up and I taste her wetness. She’s soaked and dripping and I just want to drink her down.
She lifts her legs over my shoulder and rests them on me, pulling me down so that I sink ever deeper against her. I move my mouth and suck on her clit, giving it more attention than I have given anything in years. Her hands in my hair tell me that I’m doing something right and when I slide two fingers inside her, she bucks and screams, telling me she wants more.
I don’t know if it’s the more that she is asking for, but when I push the third finger inside her, I hear her let out a sigh. Her body goes rigid, and she arches, pressing against me. Then she is coming and coming and shouting the filthiest things and I’m finger fucking her and licking her clit until she collapses back on the floor, spent.
I kiss slowly up her leg to her hip, then up to her breast, sucking her nipple and getting a giggle out of her, then up till my lips meet hers.
We kiss and she rolls me over so she is lying on top of me, then breaks the kiss and leans back.
“I never do anything like this,” she says and I believe her. This is like nothing I would ever do.
“You know what I want for Christmas?” she asks and lifts my hands up to her breasts, letting me squeeze them as her body moves against me.
“No, what?” I say, perhaps being able to guess.
“I want you to fuck me.”




Chapter 6


Noelle
This is the most amazing dream I’ve ever had. Somehow my mind conjured up a super sexy British dude who just ate my pussy like a champion and now is ready to fuck. And I got my hot chocolate as well. I’ve never had sex in a dream that felt this real. Usually the sex is vague, nice, and occasionally I orgasm, but my extreme horniness makes Nick’s hands and mouth make me feel better than even the real thing. Every tiny touch sets my nerve endings on fire, and I bet I could easily have multiple orgasms in this place.
But really, the very best thing about this dream is that I’m going to have bareback sex for the first time in years. I’m usually a stickler for condoms, but who cares in a magical Winter Wonderland? I’m going to get a full load of his delicious cum, and with how realistic this is, I’m going to enjoy every second. 
I sit up taller, trapping his cock between his stomach and my pussy, and rub my wet cunt up and down the length of his shaft to tease him. Since this is my dream, he’s here for my pleasure so I can do whatever I want to him. I bet Nick won’t fall asleep right after his orgasm like my past boyfriend did, whether or not I’d had my orgasm yet. 
Fuuuck this feels good. Nick’s cock is thick and throbs between us and I moan while Nick grazes my nipples with his thumbs, rubbing circles and pinching them lightly between his fingers. I love being on top and being able to stare into Nick’s eyes and watch them glaze over with passion the longer I tease us both. I’m wetter than I’ve ever been and I’m turning his cock into a slick flagpole that I plan on sliding up and down on soon. The universe has provided me with a plaything for two hours and I plan on using every second. 
Nick bucks up against my pussy, and I wonder if he’s getting close to coming. My heart is pounding and I am edging close to another orgasm. Grinding against him hard, I enjoy knowing that I could have him inside my pussy in a split second. I’m close to losing control and become a wild sexual animal, and I’m not sure I should let loose. I never have before so I don’t know what I’m like if I lose control. 
Somehow, his cock is harder than it was before, and he trembles underneath me.
“Noelle, I need to be inside you,” he groans.
Shit, hearing my name roll off his tongue with that sexy accent lights up a pleasure part in my brain and I want to moan louder and tell him to fuck me, but I hold my course. I want him as desperate as I’m about to be. 
I lean down, devouring his lips, and then nibbling my way over to his ear, leaving a wet trail along his cheek. I whisper, “Not yet,” letting my breath tickle the sensitive hairs, and he shivers when I tug gently on his earlobe with my lips. 
My mouth on his ear seems to trigger something in Nick and before I know it, he’s rolled me over onto my back, his groin pressed against my core, while he pins my wrists above my head with one hand. I quiver in anticipation as he skims down the length of my body with his other hand, tickling me and producing goosebumps when he hits the most sensitive part on my side, right above my hips. 
“Now it’s my turn,” he growls at me, and he uses his free hand to guide his cock into my wet cave.
“Ooooh, yes,” I whimper as he stretches and fills me, pinging every nerve ending. I arch against him, trying to push him in as far as he can go. Nick fucks me as if we have all the time in the world, long, deep strokes that have me gasping every time he pulls out before pressing back in. 
Normally I’m a very vocal lover and enjoy telling a guy exactly what to do to me and how I like it, but with Nick I’m not capable of forming a complete sentence. His methodical thrusts are more than I can take and the tip of his thick, wonderful cock hits a magical spot deep inside me with every inward lunge. All I can do is writhe underneath him, moaning and chanting, “Oh, my god,” as ripples of delight consume me.
I’m in a daze and it takes a moment for me to realize Nick stopped moving, though he’s still inside me.
“Noelle, look at me,” he demands.
I’m almost lost in the ecstasy and I struggle to focus, but I’m finally able to meet his gaze. Since he’s not moving, I shift underneath him, gyrating my hips so I’m the one producing the amazing tingle deep in my pussy. He lets me have my fun for a few moments and then withdraws fully.
I cry out with a “Hey!” not liking the empty feeling of not having his thick shaft inside me. I’m breathing hard, helpless underneath him, and desperate for his cock.
He secures my wrists more firmly underneath his hand and demands, “Tell me you want it hard.”
The room spins and I blink in confusion. “What?”
He patiently explains again in that fabulous accent. “Tell me to fuck you hard.”
His words overwhelm me and I frantically buck my hips up towards him. Slow was wonderful, but as soon as he offers to fuck me hard, I crave it. I want it as rough as he can give it to me.
“Oh, God, Nick. Fuck me. Fuck me hard,” I pant out. The longer he pauses, the more I ache for him, and I glory in the wanton, slutty side of me he brought out.
“I don’t know if you want it enough.”
I push up against him, abandoning any last shred of decorum.
Gasping out, I beg. “Please, Nick. I need you. Please, god, just fuck me. Do whatever you want to me, as hard as you want. Please?”
With my last ‘please,’ Nick rams his cock straight into me as I scream out, almost orgasming right then, but I don’t tip over the edge. He drills into me roughly, and each thrust is so hard I’m pushed an inch up the rug. Electricity spreads from my pussy, racing through my body and my orgasm rips through me. I scream out as waves of pleasure wash over me, and I convulse underneath him from the force of my climax.
I’m barely aware of his filthy words as he cries, “Oh, god. I’m coming!”
Nick jerks against me with a groan as he explodes, painting the walls of my cave with his warm, sticky seed. He slowly fucks it back up inside me for several strokes, and then slips out of me as he collapses next to me on the rug.
“Umph,” he grunts, as he relaxes and comes down from his high.
I curl against his side, tucking my head through the crick of his arm and laying it on his shoulder. Snuggling close, I snake one arm across his stomach. Sighing out, “God, that was good,” as I relax.
We lie there for a bit, both lost in our thoughts, while he slowly tickles my back and I rub his belly.
Eventually he murmurs, “Shit, you’re amazing.”
I can only hum in agreement, too content to do much else except enjoy the feeling of my pussy full of cum.
As he leans over and kisses my forehead, the clock on the mantel signals the hours out, one bell for each one, and I realize that means my time is up in the Winter Wonderland. I vaguely remember hearing the clock chime the first hour shortly after Nick started licking my pussy. It feels like I just got here, and yet my two hours are up.
Nick whispers in my ear, “Best dream ever,” as the room swirls and spins into blackness.




Chapter 7


Nick
And suddenly I was home, sitting next to the front door. A coldness seeps into my body and I start shaking. How long have I been sitting here? The aftereffects of the dream are obvious. My cock is still throbbing and my heart thumps. 
Man, that was so realistic. I’ve never had such a vivid sex dream. Everything felt brighter, more intense, and lifelike than past ones.
But of course, it was just a dream. Looking down the corridor, there isn’t a strange door there leading to the Winter Wonderland.
Maybe I caught something when I was out in the cold and had been awake and just daydreaming. A good night’s sleep would sort everything out, even the ache in my bones from what feels like a long session of intense sexual activity.
I stand up, stretch, and head to the kitchen to get a drink. And as I walk, I notice something falling from my pocket and onto the floor.
Bending down, my fingers rub against the material and I let out a little gasp.
It had all been a dream. The Winter Wonderland, the two hours, Noelle, all of it.
So if that was the case, why did I have a pair of panties in my hands?
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I blink awake, my parents’ closet coming into focus. The room is still warm and I can see why I fell asleep. Being in the familiar place from my childhood relaxes me into a limp noodle, and this time, it worked so well, I’d had the best dream sex of my life. I shiver at the thought, and it feels almost like an orgasm aftershock.
Wow, shit. Dream Nick needs to visit me more often. I might not be ready for a relationship in real life, but I wouldn’t mind being fucked by him on the regular after I drift off. Mmm, yes, please.
I uncurl myself from my position and crawl out from the corner when I discover I’m not wearing any underwear. I’m stunned for a moment. Where did my panties go? Then I realize the wetness coating the inside of my thigh suspiciously reminds me of what it’s like to have cum dripping out of me. I decide to ignore the wetness and deal with the tangible problem.
I glance around the closet floor, patting the carpet with my hands in case I’m somehow missing light blue panties in a dim closet. When I accept defeat at ever finding them, I sit back on my knees, spreading my wetness further down my legs as I contemplate the issue.
If this was all a dream, where did my panties go?




Chapter 8


Epilogue: Trixie
Trixie tried to concentrate on looking in through the window at the action inside, but it was hard for her to focus with the cock rubbing against her pussy.
“Mmmm, don’t tease me,” she giggled. “Just slam it into me.”
She didn’t turn round to look at him; instead she kept looking through the window of the cabin and watched the couple inside fucking.
She always enjoyed seeing humans fuck. When they came here, they were delighted to find that all the inhibitions had gone away and they could do whatever they wanted. That always lead to some very energetic sex.
The cock nuzzled against her folds and pushed its way in, filling her up and almost lifting her off her feet. Waves of pleasure went through her and she had to cover her mouth to stop from moaning. She liked to be watched having sex, but she knew that some humans didn’t like it.
The guy, Nick, was going down on the girl. She could see how hungry he was for the woman’s pussy. Trixie reached down and rubbed herself as the cock rammed into her and she came noiselessly, leaning against the wall.
The man behind her didn’t stop, just kept on using her, just the way she liked. She felt his hand in her hair, forcing her back up, and gave a yelp of delight as he slapped her ass with the other hand. He was making it difficult for her to stay quiet. 
“Keep watching,” he commanded.
Her legs had stopped shaking enough that she could drag herself up and look through the window again.
“Is he fucking her?” the voice from behind her asked.
“Not yet. She’s teasing him with her pussy, rubbing it against his… oh yeah, he’s fucking her now.”
The cock inside her twitched and pulsed, and her mind blanked for a second. When she focused again, she realized she had been drooling all over her nipples.
“You better lick my breasts after this,” she laughed.
Another slap on her ass, making her groan from the stinging pain of the slap and the pleasure of his cock.
“Oh, I am going to come all over your beautiful little peppermint tits and then you’re going to suck me off,” replied the man, his Irish accent doing all kinds of things to her.
Trixie groaned with pleasure. Living in a Winter Wonderland, she got to fuck as much as she wanted every day. There were plenty of other elves, the snowman. Even Mr. and Mrs. Claus liked the occasional threesome. But it was rare that the land had visitors other than the humans, so she was making the most of it.
Inside the cabin, the woman was shouting “Oh god,” and her cries were driving Trixie’s man on to even harder thrusts. She knew he couldn’t last long, and she didn’t want him to. She wanted all the cum that he could give her.
“Where do you want it?” he asked as he gripped her waist.
“Mmm. On my face,” she sighed happily.
Strong hands spun her to face him and he pushed her onto the snowy ground. She looked up at her handsome lover and let her mouth drop open, tongue sticking out.
He was not much bigger than she was, but his bright green clothing looked imposing in the white landscape. She loved a man with a beard, and his was long and full.
Maybe he will let me ride it later, she thought.
His hand was working his shaft now, aiming it at her eager face. Little drops of pre-cum leaked from him and splashed on her face, tasting for all the world like Guinness. 
“Here it comes, little lady,” he grunted and then let go, spraying her with a literal rainbow of cum, splashing over her face and tits in a multicolored shower that made her yelp in delight as her fingers brought her to another orgasm.
Inside the cabin, a clock chimed loudly and Trixie knew that meant that time was up for the humans. They would be gone back to their normal, everyday lives.
“Aww, I liked those two,” she sighed as she scooped up the rainbow-colored cum and licked it from her fingers before wrapping her fingers around his cock and milking the last few drops out over her breasts “Do you think they’ll be ok, Patrick?”
The leprechaun smiled down at her and gently pushed his shaft between her lips, feeling himself harden, ready to go again. His fingers stroked the side of her face as she groaned and let him thrust as hard as he wanted.
“Oh, don’t worry about those two,” he said. “They’ll be visiting me in a couple of months and I have plenty of fun lined up for them.”
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Chapter 9 – Playing in a Lovers’ Paradise


Noelle
Fuck me — I’ve been stood up on Valentine’s Day.
Chris was supposed to pick me up an hour ago, and I’ve been home, twiddling my thumbs, waiting for a call, a text — something! — but when nothing comes, I finally take a peek at his social media account out of curiosity. Twenty minutes ago, he posted a selfie with his arm around a sexy woman with the caption, “Best Valentine’s date EVER!” underneath it. I flatten my lips and my pulse speeds up the longer I stare at the picture.
The stupid thing is I didn’t even WANT to go on this date. I met him at a party last week — the first party I’ve gone to in ages — and my friend was trying to set us up. Chris joked he was going to be all alone for Valentine’s Day and my friend practically forced him to ask me out. At that point, I felt obligated to say yes, but it’s not as if I wanted to be alone on Valentine’s Day either.
I’ve had a string of bad luck and I’m choosing to be single for a while, so the idea of a fun, no-strings-attached evening appealed to me. Chris is hot, and a small part of me thought it was possible we’d end up in bed. Which is why, under my short red dress, I’m wearing a matching black lace panty and bra set.
Yeah, okay, that’s a lie. I planned on fucking his brains out. I even went as far as getting a Brazilian wax this week and a mani/pedi. Christ, what does a girl have to do to get laid around here? It’s been far too long since I’ve had sex and my honey pot needs attention.
I plop down on my couch with a sigh. Motherfucker. Now what am I going to do? Glancing down at my strappy sandals, I contemplate my red-painted toes. I went through a lot of trouble for this date and it seems like such a waste to climb into bed alone and go at it with my toys.
My pussy twinges when I think about not having sex tonight, and I know I have to satisfy my itch. I’ve been a wet, needy mess for days and was expecting a good boning after many long, dry months — or I think it’s been months. Over Christmas I fell asleep at my parents’ house and had a really odd lifelike dream where I visited a fantasy winter wonderland. I met this hot British guy named Nick and we fucked like rabbits for two hours. Dream Nick gave me the best orgasm I’ve had in years.
But that couldn’t have been real. I mean, magical lands don’t exist... right? I’ve tried to avoid thinking about how, when I woke from my dream, my panties were missing. If there is no fantasy land, then I was sleepwalking and removed my panties and must have stuffed them in an odd location at my parents’ house. Years from now, my mom will pull out some sexy lingerie from a cupboard and wonder whose they are and how they got there. I hope she doesn’t get pissed at my dad when she finds them.
Brushing aside the thoughts of my missing panties from that night, I flush when I think of Nick and absentmindedly caress my bare arm. Why can’t I meet someone like that in my city? Hell, I’d be willing to move for someone like him. That voice — God, that sexy British voice.
Slipping my hands between my thighs, I push my dress up and rub myself through the thin black lace covering my pussy. Thoughts of Nick and all the delicious things he did to me in my dream flit through my mind as I spread my legs further and slip my fingers underneath the edge of my panties. Maybe staying home won’t be so bad after all? In a few minutes, I’ll move to my bedroom and pull out a selection of sex toys. When I push my favorite toy deep inside of me, I’ll be thinking about Nick again — like I’ve been doing for weeks now every time I play with myself.
I caress my clit, close my eyes, and moan, swirling my fingers around my swollen bean faster. Fuck, at this rate, I might come once right here on the couch before I move to my bed. There’s no need to be quiet since I live alone and my apartment has thick walls, and as I edge closer to my orgasm, I groan out, “Oh, my god.”
A cough and someone clearing their throat freaks me out and my eyes fly open.
I scream out, “What the fuck!!!”
Standing in front of me is a slender young guy who is barely a day over 18. Since he’s staring straight at my cooch, he damn well better be 18. He’s wearing a white toga draped around his shoulder, and strapped to his back is a golden bow and arrow. Nestled into his blonde, curly hair is a crown of green leaves that are obviously real and smell freshly-cut. He’s adorable and if I were 10 years younger, he’d be just my type, but no way in hell am I interested in a guy his age when I just turned 30.
Realizing my legs are still wide open, I remove my fingers from my pussy and snap my knees closed.
“What the hell are you doing in my apartment?”
I don’t even bother to address the strange-ass outfit he’s wearing for Valentine’s Day. Whatever kinkiness he’s into is not my business, though a small part of me is impressed that a guy his age would explore his sexuality. Most people don’t do that until they’re older.
He smiles at me, his eyes twinkling. “I’m here to take you with me, of course.”
Oh, hell no. I’m not going anywhere with this dude. I’m about to bark at him to get the fuck out of my apartment when I realize the wall across the room has an heart-shaped portal, big enough for a person to walk through. On the other side, bright sunlight filters through and everything looks pink from my vantage point on the couch. Uh, what’s this?
The guy must have sensed my confusion because his grin widens. “You don’t want to keep Nick waiting, do you?”
Oh fuck, yes! Excitement zips through me and I spring up, dashing towards the portal as fast as my strappy sandals will allow. The weird guy can come along if he wants, but last time I only got two hours with Nick and if that’s what’s happening now, I’m not wasting a second of it. 




Chapter 10


Nick
I delete my emails on my phone one by one.
“Last chance to get a Valentine’s Day gift.”
“Make her smile with a gift.”
“Say you love her with roses.”
I delete them all because there is no “her”. In fact, there had been no “her” for a year.
Well, that wasn’t true, there had been a woman at Christmas. One who I thought of every day. But she hadn’t been real, had she?
Over Christmas I had become exhausted and fallen asleep in my hallway and dreamed about a winter wonderland filled with a talking snowman and sexy elves. And Noelle.
Something about her had made me go crazy, had taken away my inhibitions and allowed me to let all my desires out. And she had matched me, the two of us whipping up a whirlwind of sex and passion.
And then it was over, and I was back in my hallway. And the most amazing woman I ever met was only a dream.
Not that it stopped me from thinking about her. It certainly didn’t stop me from stroking while remembering the way she moaned and shuddered underneath me. And her name was on my lips whenever I came since then.
I shake my head and delete the last email before tucking my phone away in my jacket pocket and looking up and down the street.
It’s time to face facts. The bus isn’t coming. The bus service is so unreliable. I’ve been standing here for 30 minutes and nothing has turned up. So it’s time to admit to myself that I’m going to be walking home.
Fifteen minutes later, I find myself wandering through the rougher part of town. It’s getting dark and all the shops are closed. Everyone else was sensible and stayed indoors. 
I wander past a door and notice a strange pink light flooding out from underneath. Something about the glow of it makes me pause... It looks more like cartoon colors than real life, strange shades and a little trace of gold.
Shaking my head, I suddenly realize I’ve been standing at the door for a few minutes. Being on this street was a bad idea at the best of times, so I pull my jacket close around me and walk off.
“Ouch,” I yelp, a sudden sting in my ass like a pellet gun had shot me. I reach round and pull out what looks like a small wooden arrow, complete with a heart-shaped tip.
A giggling noise makes me look up and see that in front of the door, which is now open, stands a little baby holding a bow. It has a little toga wrapped around it and a halo floating above its curly blond hair. So, a cherub.
“What the fuck?” I ask, dropping the arrow on the floor and stepping towards the little guy...
The baby giggles and points into the doorway.
Reluctantly, I lean forward and glance inside, seeing a land of pinks and cotton candy clouds. As I watch, a unicorn trots up, lifts its hoof to salute me and then runs off over the pink hills. 
The baby reaches out and tugs at my leg, trying to pull me through the door.
“Look, little fella, I am not going through that door. I’m either dreaming or you just shot me with something that’s making me hallucinate. Either way, I think I need to go home and lie down. And maybe see a doctor and find out if I’m having a mental break.”
The baby folds its little arms and looks at me with an angry glare. It’s kinda adorable.
“You don’t exist, so I don’t care if you’re angry, no matter how cute you are.”
I start to walk away when I hear the baby say one word.
“Noelle.”
I spin round and look at him, and see a smile appear on his little chubby face.
“Did you say Noelle?”
The baby turns and waddles through the door, where another unicorn picks him up by the halo with its horn and puts him on its back. He waves back at me and pats the unicorn.
I sigh. It’s starting to rain, and I’m still far from home. It’s totally possible that I might be dreaming, or I might be seeing things, but if it means I get to see Noelle again, I will climb on that unicorn’s back and see where it takes me.
So I step through the doorway.




Chapter 11


Noelle
The glowing pink light turns into landscape as I pass through the portal and then I’m standing on a stone walkway made of fuschia-colored stones. Not paying attention to anything around me, I scan the area for Nick. When I don’t see him, I sigh and bite my lip. Fucking creeper dude said Nick is waiting, so where is he?
Since I don’t see him, I take a moment to admire the scenery. The grass is a rose color, and soft cotton candy pink clouds dot the sky. Everything is just so… pink. I don’t even have the vocabulary to describe the many shades of the color I’m seeing, but somehow it all blends together pleasantly and doesn’t overwhelm me. I wouldn’t want to live here, but I can fuck Nick for two hours here, no problem. 
The young guy is standing close to me, and when I take a deep breath to question him, a sexual tingle washes over me. My nipples harden and a gush of wetness hits my already-wet panties. I think of Nick’s thick cock and groan, wishing it was inside me right now.
Shivering with need, I glance at the guy and notice he’s sporting a tent at his crotch under his white toga. It moves around a little as I watch it, and when I lick my lips, I know I need to find Nick right fucking quick before I jump the weirdo. Was this a ploy to get me in here and get me all horny?
Before I can accuse him of lying to me, he interrupts my thoughts. “Right, so follow me and I’ll lead you to Nick.”
Oh, that’s more like it. He takes off down the path at a brisk pace and I try to keep up with him as best I can. Thank God I’m in shape, but these sandals aren’t helping.
Not knowing what to call him, I decide to ask. “Hey, what’s your name?”
He slows down a little when he answers. “Oh, you can call me Erick.”
“OK. Hey, Erick? How far away is Nick? Do I only have two hours here?”
“Not far, and yes,” is his only response.
Up ahead is a field of pink tulips and some trees. The bark of the trees is brown, but the leaves are, of course, multi-colored pink. The sound of birds cooing fills the air the closer we get, and I realize that each tree has at least a couple dozen doves lining the branches. This place is starting to remind me of a honeymoon trip to a cheap motel with a tacky room option. We pass a sign that says, “Welcome to Lovers’ Paradise,” and I snicker — yep, totally like a trashy motel. Hopefully this ends with me getting fucked, like I would if it was my wedding day.
The trees thin out and a wooden fence starts along the side of the path. I almost hate myself when my pussy clenches and I glance at the fence with interest and imagine straddling it and rubbing against it. Mmm, I’m going to pounce on Nick the second I see him.
A sudden thought makes me halt. What if this isn’t the same Dream Nick? What if it’s a different guy and my mind is just calling him Nick?
Erick notices I’m not following, stops and turns towards me. “Hey, we’re not far. Keep walking.”
The tent in his toga is noticeably larger. He’s clearly going commando today. How is that not uncomfortable? He doesn’t seem fazed by it at all, as if it’s perfectly normal to be walking around fully erect with no trousers on to keep the monster hidden. It has to be the dang air in this place that is making me horny and looking for things to rub against, and it must affect him as well.
As we continue to walk, the area behind the fence turns into a BDSM scene with various tables and dungeon equipment. Uh… did I sign up for this? I spot a bondage table, and when I picture being bound there with Nick running the leather tails of a flogger gently along the length of my naked body to tease me, a strong pulse from my core makes me gasp. Yeah, I think I’d be down for anything Nick wants to do to me.
The open-air dungeon seems never-ending and a soft murmur of voices gets louder as we walk. What’s this? A party? The path winds around a bend, and up ahead is a group of naked men and women using the equipment. Oh fuck, am I going to find Nick is partaking of a bunch of women already? Under normal circumstances, I don’t like to share, but my traitorous pussy gets even wetter at the thought. Mmmm, I could have Nick in my mouth while some guy fucks me from behind. Shit, we’re wasting time!
The closer we get to the group of people, I notice something odd. All of their eyes are closed and yet they seem to know exactly what they’re doing with no hesitation in their movements. Uh, what the fuck? Sharp cries ring out as men and women get spanked, flogged, and fucked in every position imaginable. Well, shit, this just got interesting. I was already horny, but the buffet of debauchery amps up my neediness.
“Hey, Erick? Why are their eyes closed?”
He laughs at me. “Because they are dreaming this.”
Wait, if they’re dreaming this, then why aren’t my eyes closed? I pass my hand over my eyelids — yep, still open. I’m about to ask him when I realize that the people probably don’t know their eyes are closed. In their dreams, they would be open. What sort of fucked up land is this? I imagine my body is probably sitting asleep on my couch, but I wasn’t even tired. And who falls asleep while wide awake and masturbating?
I shake my head, hoping to clear the cobwebs because none of this is making any sense, but I know this can’t be real. I’m not really in some pink Lovers’ Paradise watching a bunch of people going at it like animals.
One partygoer — a young woman in her early 20s with gorgeous red hair and an impressive rack — runs to the fence, eyes wide open. “Erick, is that you?”
Uh, what’s this? Erick grins at her and rushes over.
“Hey, love!”
He leans in as if he’s going to give her a kiss, but she pushes back from the fence.
“Wait, you’re not Erick, but you sound like him. Where is he?” She looks around, lost and confused. Her face crumbles as if she’s going to cry.
Suddenly, the air around Erick shimmers and he morphs into an older version of himself as the lines on his face deepen and his hair turns silver. I’d estimate he’s in his late 50s. Older Erick is hella hot and an unexpected punch of lust hits me. Uh, WHAT THE FUCK?
“Sandy... you’re not supposed to be awake.”
The woman visibly relaxes and takes on a dreamy expression. “Oooh, Erick. I’ve missed you!”
Sandy moves back to the fence and Erick leans over it, kissing her hard. She presses her naked lower half against the wooden slats and looks like she’s about to climb over it — or straddle it like I thought about doing.
“Did you come to play with me tonight, Daddy?”
Sandy grinds against the fence, and a small part of me winces and hopes she doesn’t get any splinters. The wood appears to be smooth, though. Can you even get splinters in a dream?
“Sorry, love. Can’t tonight. I need you to go back to sleep and I’ll play with you later. Okay?”
She pouts at him. “Okay, Daddy. But don’t forget about me!”
Erick runs his hand over Sandy’s eyes and her lids slide closed. She smiles and immediately turns around and heads back towards the party and a man holding a wooden paddle.
I’m frozen in place and I can’t look away — I want to see her get spanked — but Erick pulls me out of my reverie by grabbing my hand and tugging.
“Come, can’t keep Nick waiting.”
Oh, right. When I stumble after Erick, I realize he’s turned back into his younger version. Yeah, that’s bizarre, but since I’m dreaming, nothing should surprise me.
Up ahead is a clearing and a sparkling lake shaped like a heart. I’m surprised that the water is light blue, but snicker when I see swans. Of course there are swans. A white gazebo on the edge of the water catches my eye and I’m distracted by a blanket full of picnic food spread out on the pink grass. My stomach growls and I realize I’m an odd mix of turned on and hungry. I’d pick sex over food right now, but I still want to eat.
Erick stops and announces. “Nick’s waiting for you.”
Wait, what? Erick gestures towards the gazebo and I finally notice Nick is standing inside it with a little fat cherub next to him. I ignore the cherub, assuming it’s part of the ambiance. 
Nick looks just the same as my last dream. My breath catches and I’m trembling as I rush towards him. He opens his arms and I launch myself into them, wrapping my legs around his waist and ravaging his mouth.
Oh fuck yeah, time to get this party started. 




Chapter 12


Nick
As soon as I step through the door, I know it was the right decision. Why did I even hesitate? I should have leapt through as soon as I saw it.
It wasn’t the unicorn, the candy cloud, or the cherub. It was the fact that I was going to see Noelle, that was why I did it.
Stepping through the door has taken away the gloom of the day, and I am suddenly as horny as a teenager. I want to find Noelle, rip off her clothes, and just fuck her nice and hard on the pink grass.
“OK, you got me here. Take me to her,” I say to the cherub as I try to climb onto the unicorn.
Next thing I know, I’m lying on the ground and the cherub is laughing at me in a voice far too deep for something that small.
“HAAAHAAA,” he laughs, almost falling off the unicorn.
“What the hell happened?” I ask, getting back up to my feet and dusting myself down. Even the dust here is pink. 
“It’s a unicorn. Only virgins can sit on a unicorn, and you ain’t no virgin.”
I hold back a comment about why he is sitting on the unicorn and watch as the unicorn starts walking down the pink stone path beneath us, going slowly enough that I can follow.
“And before you say it, I’m magic. That’s how I’m sitting here,” he calls back.
“So, I just walk behind?” I ask.
The cherub chuckles and shouts back.
“Unless you can fly, it’s the best option.”
About half an hour later, we crest a hill and stop to take in the scene.
Just ahead, at the edge of a heart-shaped lake, is a white gazebo with a picnic basket on the pink grass. A blanket is laid out and covered in delicious food and I marvel that the swans swimming round the lake haven’t eaten it yet.
I reach down and pick up an apple, biting into it and finding it’s made of wax.
“Yeah, sorry about that. We wanted it to look all nice and romantic-like, but we figured you would be too busy fucking to actually eat anything.”
I should be angry, but I’m not. In fact, I have a huge grin on my face as I realize that this is where I am going to meet up with Noelle again.
My cock strains against my jeans and it takes all that I have not to just pull it out and start stroking. Getting ready for her when she arrives.
I scan the horizon and don’t see her.
“Wait, you said ‘we - who’s we?’” I ask, turning to the cherub who has now jumped down from the unicorn.
“Me,” he replies, patting the unicorn’s leg and sending it off. It sniffs the food on the ground and then trots off towards the lake, maybe to see if it can grab a swan for dinner. I have no idea what a unicorn eats.
“That doesn’t make any sense.” I say, sitting down on the blanket so that we are at the same eye level.
“OK, look. So I’m Eros. You know, cute cherub, fires arrows into people’s hearts, makes them fall in love, the whole thing.”
I nod. I had guessed as much, although he was a little off when he fired his arrow at me.
“Well, there are two of me. This little chubby darling you see before you, and another version. All thin and cute and a huge dick, in both senses. That’s who went to meet up with your Noelle.”
For a moment I’m jealous that some big-dicked guy is hanging around with her, but then I’m immediately delighted to hear her described as MY Noelle.
“Yeah, OK. I get that. But why US? Why are you helping us out? The picnic, all the weird meetups. Why?”
Eros sits down with a thump on the ground.
“Some people are supposed to be together. You can be born half a world away, yet your soulmate is out there for you. Sometimes you just need a little helping hand from the universe.”
“And that’s what this is?” I ask. “The universe helping us out?”
Little baby Eros holds his hand up to shade his eyes and gazes off over the fields.
“Yeah, something like that. Or maybe I just like watching cute couples fuck.”
I stand up and look around. Still no sight of her, so I wander into the gazebo. 
It’s a sturdy construction and seems to have been here for a while. I’d had a feeling that maybe they had put it up just for us. I am about to leave but something catches my eye. On one of the supports, someone has carved a heart and put N+N in the center.
“Hey loverboy, look over there.”
I walk over to the doorway and look at Eros, who nods his head towards the hill.
I gaze in the direction he’s indicating and YES... fast approaching its Noelle. She’s running towards me and my heart is beating hard, my cock throbbing in time with it. 
I throw my arms open and she dives into them, her mouth on my neck, kissing as she grips me.
“I missed you so much,” she gasps, slipping her hand down and squeezing my ass.
“God, not as much as I missed you,” I reply.
She slips down to the ground and I’m distracted by a new arrival.
A young blonde guy walks up and looks down at Eros.
“Oh, it’s you,” he says with a sneer, shaking his curly hair.
“Of course it’s me, Erick. We organized this together. Did you think it was going to be the Easter Bunny?”
The unicorn trots up to Erick and nuzzles against him, getting neck kisses in return.
“Oh, I’m magical by the way…” he starts to say but I wave him away. 
“Yeah, I get it, not a virgin. And um, I don’t mean to be rude, but could you two give us some privacy? I’m guessing we’ve used up nearly half our time already.”
The blonde and the baby both nod and the guy lifts the cherub up onto the unicorn, then climbs up behind him.
“Have fun, you two. But then, I already know you will.”
And with that, they ride off.
I turn to Noelle and realize that she’s holding a piece of chicken in her hand.
“I don’t know about you,” she says, “But I’m starving.”




Chapter 13


Noelle
As soon as I bit into the piece of chicken, I knew something was wrong. It didn’t smell like chicken and that should have tipped me off, but I’m hungry and not paying attention. I chew on the waxy piece twice before spitting it out and tossing the whole thing out into the grass.
“Ewwww, what the fuck?”
Nick’s eyes gleam with amusement and I can tell I won’t get any sympathy from him. I’m about ready to swat at him with the piece of chicken when he says, “I bit into an apple. It wasn’t good.”
My stomach growls and I want to complain. Dammit, I really want some food. Giving Nick the side eye, I consider my options. By my calculations, we have only a little over an hour left. I can hold out without food that long — or maybe he’ll give me something to fill my tummy until I wake up from this horny dream?
Reoccurring dreams are the best because I already know Nick and I’m quickly losing my inhibitions. I move to stand in front of him, drop to my knees gracefully, and tip my head up with an eager expression.
“Do you have any milk for this kitten?” I end the question with an adorable meow and tilt my head at him.
Nick sucks in his breath and I can tell he wasn’t expecting me to be so forward. But really, what the hell does it matter what I do in a dream world? It’s not like there is some real Nick who is going to wander around thinking I’m a dirty slut because I just got on my knees and pretended to be a kitten asking to suck him off for his milky cum. I can do whatever the fuck I want here, and I plan to.
Nick fumbles with the belt on his jeans and I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a man get his dick out so fast. His cock is thick and pulsating as it wags in front of my face. Gripping the base with both hands, I slowly stroke him, leaving the tip inches from my mouth. I could easily reach my tongue out and lick him softly, but I hold back. I want him needy and on the verge of begging before he gets my mouth.
Cupping his balls with one hand, I gently massage them while making long strokes up and down his shaft with the other hand. He keeps his hands hanging down to his sides and rocks his hips, bringing his cock closer and closer to my mouth. When he closes his eyes, lost in the sensation of my hands working him over, I can’t resist the tip the next time his cock thrusts close to my mouth. I snake my tongue out and give it a quick lick, and I’m rewarded with a gasp.
I glance up at him and his eyes are open and he’s staring at me with a dazed expression. Oh, someone is very horny now. My body responds to his need, and a gush of wetness leaks from my pussy. My panties are so wet, my inner thighs are slick with my desire. I want to rip off all my clothes right now, and my nipples ache to be sucked. But I want to taste him first.
When his cock, once again, is close to my lips, I part them and engulf the head. His thrusting stops as he groans, “God, your mouth is amazing. I’ve been dreaming about your perfect lips for weeks.”
The unexpected praise about my mouth gives me a soft zing of pleasure. I’ve been told I have sexy lips, and in the past it wasn’t beneath me to suck on lollipops when I knew my boyfriend was watching. It usually got me the face fucking I wanted, and it seems the trick might work on Nick as well.
His hips jerk and his buttocks flex while I clamp my lips around just the tip of him, licking and sucking vigorously. Both his hands move to my head and he entwines his fingers into my long brown hair. I love it when a guy takes control, and I’m not sure he even realizes he’s doing it. He presses against my head, forcing me to take him in deeper with every thrust.
I wiggle my hips, trying to ease the ache between my legs, but any movement just makes it worse. Dropping my hands from the base of his cock and balls, I slide them both between my thighs and shove the flimsy fabric of my panties aside so I can attack my pussy and clit while Nick face fucks me.
I can tell he’s restraining himself and holding back from plowing into my mouth, and while I would appreciate the restraint in real life, in my dream land he can fuck my face as hard as he wants. I can’t really tell him that with a mouth full of his cock, so I just moan around him while I rub circles into my clit.
My fingers are slick and I finger myself while imagining how amazing Nick’s thick cock is going to feel stretching me out. I’m so involved in my fantasy while I suck on him that at first I don’t notice that a small bevy of swans had left the water and were standing close by, watching our every move intently. Something about the intelligence behind their eyes creeps me out. Nothing is ever how it seems in this world, and I expect one of them to talk and cheer us on.
I pull back slightly and Nick drops his hands from my head when notices I’m trying to get free. I lean back, look up at Nick, and then tilt my head towards the swans.
“Can we go somewhere a little more private?”
He glances around and laughs. “Uh, I’m not sure that’s possible.”
I study the gazebo for a moment, and decide the lattice sides will have to provide the privacy I need. The back and sides have slats so someone can see through if they are peeping, but it’s still pretty hidden. The front has a waist-high railing, but the top half is open so the people sitting inside can look at the pond.
I bend over, unstrap my sandals and kick them aside, and shimmy out of my panties. Nick’s stripping and I pause a moment to appreciate his firm shoulders and arms. A shiver runs down my spine. I want us both naked and pressing together, rubbing and touching whatever we can.
I lift my arms up and peel the dress off over my head, not caring what happens with my hair. Nick already has his clothes off by the time I’m down to just my bra. I leave it on and he presses against me, turns me around so I’m facing the water, and pushes me against the railing. I hold on to the smooth wood and Nick grabs my hips and pushes my top half down even further.
“Spread your legs nice and wide for me.” He commands in a gentle tone.
“Mmm, yes.” I giggle and do as he asks.
I gasp when he fingers me, testing how wet I am and smearing my juices all around my pussy, exploring all my sensitive spots. When he coats my asshole with the moisture, I moan loudly and press back against his hand. 
Oooh, god, is he going to fuck my ass? 




Chapter 14


Nick
I didn’t plan it, but as soon as my fingers are wet, I know I want to fuck her ass.
I’ve only done it with one girl before and she stopped us halfway through it. I remember it feeling so good and tight and know that this woman of my dreams will be up for it. I had always wanted to do it again with someone that was comfortable and if Noelle wants it, I’m going to give her it.
She’s moaning as my fingers rub against her and work the juice against her tight little hole.
“I’m going to fuck you,” I say, with a confidence I would never have in real life.
“Yes.” she nods, leaning forward that last little bit onto the railing.
I move so that the tip of my cock is pressing against her and I can feel her body shiver. Even though it’s a dream, I still feel I have to check.
“Are you OK with this?” I ask.
As if to answer, she reaches back and grabs my cock, guiding it into her.
She’s tight and from the sounds she’s making, I’m not sure if she’s ever done anal before. She’s almost gasping as I slowly push into her.
“I’m only halfway in.” 
She nods, gripping onto the railing.
“I want it all,” she says, her eyes opening and looking back at me.
Starting slowly, I push deeper. She’s so tight and warm and my cock is throbbing like crazy, but she takes it all.
“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she whispers. “I’ve never done this before, and I know this is a dream, but I’m glad that you’re my first.”
I lean forward and kiss her in between her shoulder blades and marvel at how real this all feels. She feels so tight around me I can hardly breathe.
Slowly, resting my hand against her shoulder, I start to fuck her. Each thrust a little quicker than the last, listening to her moans and gasps, letting her body’s reaction guide me. I know I’m not going to last, not with how worked up I am, and hearing her moan my name is just making me go faster and faster.
“Oh fuck. You’re so thick. Nick, are you going to come in me? Please…” she begs, and it’s like a switch flicking in my brain. I can’t stop, won’t stop, thrusting harder and harder into her and hearing her cry “Yes,” as I empty myself deep inside her, pushing her up against the railing as my legs shake and I shoot another load deep into her ass.
“Oh god, Nick. That was...”
I don’t let her finish, instead I pull out and spin her round, kissing her hard as my hands slide over her skin, wanting to explore every inch of her.
“I’m not finished,” I say with a grin.
She leans back against the railing as I sink to my knees and lift her leg up, putting it over my shoulder so that I have access to her clean shaved pussy. Her wetness drips on my lips as my mouth closes over her and her taste fills my senses.
Her moans fill my ears as I fuck her with my mouth and tongue, but suddenly she gasps. I glance up and see that she’s looking behind me.
“Erick’s watching us,” she says and I can hear the shock in her voice.
I glance back and see him standing outside the gazebo, the erection in his toga visible. I can’t see one of his hands but I’m pretty sure he is stroking himself under his toga.
“And?” I ask, not caring. At this moment, there could be a crowd gathered, and all my attention would still be on Noelle.
“Oh. I’ve never had someone, um, watch.”
I turn back to her and kiss her gently on the belly.
“You know why he’s watching?” I say, kissing lower.
I can feel Noelle relaxing and I slide my hand up her thigh, and as I reach the top I slide my fingers inside her.
“Why?” 
“Because you are the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen. If I were him, I would want to watch as well. You’re beautiful and sexy and your moans get me hard.”
My fingers curl inside her, and I feel her body shaking.
“And,” I grin, “you’re literally turning on the god of love and desire. That’s pretty impressive.”
Her eyes close, and she grips the railing. I know she’s going to come, and it’s going to be hard.
“Come for me, Noelle,” I say and kiss her hip.
She comes so hard that the railing shakes and then she clutches at me, her hands in my hair as she rides out her orgasm. I can feel her fingers against me and I’m happy to stay like that forever, her holding me against her and feeling that post-orgasm afterglow.
After a moment, she pulls me up and kisses me, taking charge as she presses her body to mold against me. Feeling her hands slip between my legs gets me hard against instantly.
“Oh man, you feel like you’re ready to go again,” she laughs, her fingers slipping around my shaft and stroking up and down.
I don’t know if it’s the air here or just being with her, but she’s right. I feel like I could keep going all night.
“Do you want more?” I ask her.
She nods, looking shy for a moment, but then a huge grin breaks out on her face and she kneels down on the ground.
“You never gave your kitten that milk that you promised.” 
“Even while we’re being watched?” I ask.
She giggles, and the sound of it makes my cock bounce as it twitches. 
“Yeah, let him watch. It’s kinda hot to know someone is so turned on by you.”
I’m not sure if she means me or him, as she can see how hard I am, the tip swaying in front of her face.
With a stroke of her cheek, her mouth falls open and just as I am about to slide along her tongue she says, “You don’t have to be gentle with me.”
And that’s it, that’s all I need. I thrust into her mouth and it’s so warm and tight and I want to give her every drop of cum I have. I almost growl with passion as I thrust into her. This time it’s my fingers in her hair, guiding her as I take out all my passion on her sweet little lips.
“Oh fuck, that feels good, kitten,” I say. I don’t normally use nicknames, but somehow that slipped out, and it seems right. As if to approve, she makes a purring noise, and it vibrates against my cock and through my body.
I’m not even thrusting now. She’s bobbing her head up and down my cock, taking me deep and then sliding back so that only my tip is between her lips. Her tongue is swirling and her fingers are lightly tickling my balls. She is doing everything she can to get my cum and I am not going to disappoint her.
Just as I explode, she moves her head back and instead of her mouth, I come all over her face. Each rope of cum splashes over her lips and cheeks and shines against her skin. Far from being angry, she looks delighted that I came like that and my cock pulses again as her tongue flicks out and licks her lips.
“Get up here,” I say and she jumps to her feet, wrapping her arms around me. I kiss her and taste myself on her lips, our tongues clashing and our bodies entwined.
Suddenly we both hear it, a sound like an alarm going off. We have time to look at each other and she says my name before the world spins and she’s gone from my arms.




Chapter 15


Noelle
I’m startled awake and I can still feel the pressure of Nick’s lips on mine, but unfortunately I’m on my couch all alone. Both of my hands are between my legs like they were just before Erick cleared his throat to get my attention and let me know he was watching. Did I seriously fall asleep WHILE fingering myself? Shit, that was amazing, though. 
I caress my swollen clit for a moment, but I’m too sensitive to continue. The dream was so incredible it took care of the need to go at it with my sex toys. Why can’t this happen more often? Once every two months is not enough.
I pull my hands from between my legs and I’m about to stand up, but pause when I realize an important piece of clothing is missing. WAIT… where are my motherfucking panties again? I glance around at the couch cushions and lean over to check the floor. None of my clothes are missing other than my panties, and the straps of my sandals are secure around my ankles.
My brain blips out and I can’t explain where the panties went this time. I feel a trickle of moisture from my ass and realize I’m tender down there as well. Uh… what’s going on here?
I’m so distracted by my sore backside that I don’t notice when I brush my hand against my cheek to wipe away some drool — except it’s not drool. While examining the creamy white liquid on my fingers, a shock of awareness runs through my body. I really do feel like I was fucked in the ass… and is this cum on my fingers? I obviously need sleep since I’m hallucinating.
Slowly, one by one, I suck my fingers, cleaning them off, and then stand up so I can head to bed. I give a last pass over my face to make sure I got all the wetness and lick the last bit from my fingertips.
Mmm… I still don’t think this is real, but Dream Nick sure tastes good. 
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I hear the honk of a car horn and instinctively jump back. 
“WATCH WHERE YOU’RE GOING,” shouts the driver as he speeds past and I have to shake my head to try to work out where I am.
The dream is still fresh in my head and I can almost still feel the press of Noelle’s lips against mine. I must have been daydreaming as I walked, because somehow I’m outside my house.
The cold of the night floods back into me and I sprint over to my door.
I need to be more careful. That dream had been so vivid and real that I had totally lost track of where I was and what I was doing. I could have been mugged or hit by a car or anything. And how had I navigated myself home when my mind had been so busy putting together the perfect fantasy?
I fish in my pocket for my keys, but instead there is something soft and lacy. I pull it out to find a pair of black panties, just like the ones Noelle was wearing in my dream.
That’s the second time I’ve dreamed about her and somehow ended up with a pair of panties.
Either I’m stealing them while I daydream or… maybe it’s somehow real?




Chapter 16


Epilogue: Patrick and Trixie
Patrick decided that it was a good life being a leprechaun.
With a little jump, he floated down from the rafters in the gazebo and landed on the floor where the humans had been standing a few moments before.
Everything was going to plan. The humans were getting more and more besotted with each other. And with the little things they would find when they got home, it would be harder and harder for them to dismiss it as a dream.
Next time, oh next time, he had plans for them. And after that, they would be convinced of the truth.
But that was in the future and he had things to do before then. And talking of which, where was that elf?
As if summoned by that thought, in walked Trixie, hand in hand with Erick. 
“Oh, there you are. Did I miss them? The humans?” she asked, skipping up to Patrick and giving him a deep kiss. After a moment, she pulled back and she sniffed the air. 
“Oh, I can smell the sex. I did miss them. And I so wanted to see her getting fucked. I miss all the fun.”
The leprechaun reached out and spun her round, flipping up her skirt and pulling down her panties.
“Oh. OH. Well, maybe not all the fun,” she grinned as he pulled out his cock and started rubbing it against her. It was already hard and curved and she needed it inside her and pounding away till she saw stars.
“I shall take my leave. Have fun, you two,” laughed Erick and gave them a little wave.
Patrick gripped Trixie by the sides and thrust into her, nearly forcing her down onto her knees with the strength of it. 
“You don’t have to go, you know. I’m sure Trixie would be more than willing to help you with that hard-on that your toga is hardly covering.”
Erick looked at him and then at Trixie, who was nodding vigorously. So he stepped up and pulled aside his toga, revealing a truly enormous cock, the red tip almost throbbing. He guided into her mouth and pushed deep, filling her up.
Patrick felt her pushing back against him as Erick’s cock filled her mouth. The sounds coming from her made him slam into her harder.
Hm, he thought, maybe the next time those humans turn up, I might have another idea for them.
With two guys filling her up and utterly controlling her, all Trixie could do was let it happen as her first orgasm built and built. When it hit, her entire body shook, and the vibrations set the other two off, filling her up with everything they had.
It’s a good life being a sexy elf, she decided, and then her next orgasm hit and she could think no more.
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Chapter 17 – Playing in the Shamrock Bar


Nick
“Come on Nick, just for one or two drinks.”
Her smile almost gets me to change my mind, but instead I shake my head and put on my jacket.
“It would be great, and I really appreciate you guys asking, but I need to catch up on my sleep. When you get to my age you can’t stay up partying all night.”
Sally looks me up and down, a grin breaking out on her face.
“Oh, you’re not so old. Not that I don’t like an older man. And I’m pretty sure you can stay up ALL night…”
Before she can say any more, Rick walks over and slaps me on the back.
“You’re not coming to the party? It’s St. Patrick’s Day, you GOT to come out for a drink.”
The party they’re talking about is a group of people from work going straight to an Irish pub after the end of the shift. There are about 20 people going and one of them is Sally. She’s a new hire who works in accounts and she seems to have taken a shine to me. She’s pretty, has a great sense of humor, and has hinted that she is very much up for anything I would like to do to her. If this had been six months ago I would have jumped at the chance.
“You guys go have fun. Tell me all about it tomorrow.”
Sally looks disappointed but as she turns to leave she runs her finger along my arms and flashes me that grin again.
“Yeah, there’s always tomorrow,” she says as she blows me a kiss.
We watch her go, then Rick turns round and slaps my shoulder again.
“MAN, she wants you, like sooo bad. She’s almost begging for it. Why are you not going after her?”
I have a very good reason but instead of telling him, I lie.
“Oh, she’s a friend of my ex. I don’t want to get drawn into a whole thing, you know?”
Rick thinks about it then shrugs, looking back round at Sally’s retreating ass.
“Yeah, I suppose. But a girl like that would be worth it.”
He grabs his coat and shouts for the others to wait for him as he runs after them, leaving me on my own.
Someone switches off the lights to the office, not realizing that I’m still here. I nearly call out but instead sit back down in my cubicle. The next bus is not due for half an hour so I can wait here in the warmth.
Lying is not something that comes easily for me, but if I had told Rick my real reason for not going, he would have thought I’d gone crazy. Maybe I am going loopy, it’s hard to tell.
At Christmas I had a dream, a sex dream. I meet this amazing American girl named Noelle in this winter wonderland and we had sex. The kind of sex that you only read about. All out, no-holds-barred fucking. It was nearly two hours of bliss and then, boom, I woke up in my hallway.
I would have chalked it up as my mind trying to cheer me up but when Valentine’s day came around, I had another dream.
This time a little cherub took me to this pink land that was all unicorns and fuzzy clouds. And once again, Noelle was there. It was so natural and perfect, and pretty much straight away we were in each other’s arms and then getting naked and this beautiful woman was letting me fuck her cute ass.
And then I was awake again, standing outside my door.
I would have put it all down as some type of fantasy or vivid daydream, but both times I found that afterward I had a pair of panties with me, just like the ones that Noelle had been wearing in my dream. It sounds crazy, but they’re the only real physical evidence that she’s real. I slip my hand into my pocket and feel them there, letting my fingers run over the lace. I keep them in my pocket all the time so that I don’t start thinking it’s all make believe again.
Somehow, it’s real. I don’t know how or why it’s happening, but I believe that Noelle is out there and waiting for me. I just have to find my way back to her.
And today being St. Patrick’s Day, I have to believe that this is my best chance. The last two times, it happened on a holiday. Maybe it will happen again today. I just need to keep my eyes open and not miss my chance. Sitting in a pub getting drunk and being distracted by Sally might make me miss my shot.
A light goes on over in the corner and I assume one of my coworkers has come back. But no-one seems to be there, just a yellow-orange glow lighting up one of the walls.
I hear a thud from one of the cubicles and stand up to look, but in the dark it appears empty.
Then another thud and this time someone’s cursing. Then with a crash and a chair rolling past me, a little guy dressed in green appears from behind the desk.
“Ah, there you are, laddie. Why couldn’t you leave a light on to help a fellow out?”
My heart is pounding in my chest and I know I must be grinning like an idiot.
“Are you a leprechaun?” I ask. I mean, he looks like one, green buckled shoes and a big green hat, but it is St. Patrick’s Day so it could just be someone dressed up, anything is possible today. But considering my last two encounters I have to be sure.
He puts his hands on his hips and gives me a hard stare.
“Do I look like a leprechaun to you?” he asks.
“Well, yes. Two feet tall and all in green. But it is Saint Patrick’s day, people dress in green. That’s why I asked, to make sure,” I tell him.
He considers this for a moment and nods his head. 
“That I am. And it’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
I grab him by the shoulders and lift him up, holding him in front of me.
“Please tell me you’re here to take me to Noelle. Is that light over there some type of portal or something? Is she going to be my pot of gold at the end of the rainbow?”
He struggles a little in my grasp and with a sigh gives up.
“Why yes, yes I am. And yes, that is a portal. I was going to give you the whole spiel about it, but you’re just desperate to get to your girl, aren’t you?”
I put him down on the floor and brush his crumpled outfit.
“Yes. I’m sorry I picked you up, that was disrespectful. But I know we only have two hours and I don’t want to waste a minute.”
The leprechaun’s face breaks into a smile.
“Awww, that’s OK. Who am I to stand in love’s way? Follow me to the portal and.…”
I don’t wait, I don’t follow. I know Noelle is waiting for me and I sprint towards the light, determined to be with her as soon as I can. 
There’s a big wooden door in the wall, that is where the light is coming from, leaking out round the edges. I grab the handle and throw the door open, suddenly blasted by the sound of music and laughter.
Without hesitating, I step in.




Chapter 18


Noelle
It’s been just over a month since my Valentine’s Day dream with Nick and I can’t get him out of my head. Do people have recurring dreams like this? Each one is immersive and all my senses are alive. The colors are vivid and every sensation is heightened. It never has the haziness that other dreams do. I remember every detail when I snap awake. If I didn’t know any better I would think it was real, but magical lands don’t exist. They just don’t. So either I’m crazy or… I don’t know.
Wetness hits my panties as I think about Valentine’s Day and how Nick pushed me down against the railing of the gazebo and fucked my ass. Normally I only do anal on special occasions, but in a make-believe world, who cares? Plus it was a holiday so that counts as special. I love everything Nick does to me, so he can do whatever he wants when we’re together. But I’m presuming it will happen and there’s no guarantee of that. Just because it happened on the last two major holidays doesn’t mean I can expect it today on St. Patrick’s Day.
I grimace down at my bright green T-shirt covered in flour. If I do get to see him today, I need to get home and change first. I’m the Assistant Pastry Chef in a large pastry kitchen that makes desserts and specialty cakes for a variety of local businesses, and service the general public from an attached cafe. Normally I’m handling inventory, management duties, and putting finishing touches on the desserts, but today one of the pastry chefs called in sick, so I was helping with the cake orders. My job is hectic and can be stressful, but it’s my passion so I take the bad with the good. 
One unpleasant part is that my shift starts early, and I’m not a morning person. I’ve learned to deal with it by drinking two cups of coffee. Going home before the traffic gets bad is a perk, but I still wish I could sleep in a few more hours. Being up at dawn today might come in handy. The two times the portal opened to take me to Nick, it was nighttime. As long as that happens again, I should get home in plenty of time to freshen up.
I snort at myself for assuming, again, that I’m seeing Nick tonight. I’m going to end up disappointed if I keep thinking this way. Deep down I know I’ll be devastated if it doesn’t happen. I might be obsessed with him since I turned down two date offers in the last month in lieu of what? A dream guy? Shit, maybe I should go out tonight with friends instead of waiting around for a magical being to whisk me away.
I’m spacy for the rest of my work shift and have to correct several mistakes. I’m lucky I didn’t do something I couldn’t fix. All I can think about is being on all fours in a meadow of shamrocks while Nick’s meaty cock presses inside me. My pussy is buzzing and my panties are so wet they’re a lost cause. Thank God I’m wearing jeans and not leggings or yoga pants. This workday cannot end soon enough.
By the time my shift is over, I need a shower badly and I’m still not sure if I plan on getting dressed up in something sexy just to sit at home. The other times it happened, I was either out of my house, or planning on going out. What if it only works because I had other plans? Fuck, I better go to that bar with my friends.
When I get home, I hit the shower and do a good scrub and shave. Nick seemed to appreciate my Brazilian wax last time, so I’ve been maintaining it. I try to not think about how I’m grooming my kitty for a man I’ve never actually met. This really can’t be healthy, but I’m doing it anyway. A tiny part of my brain whispers, “What if this is real?” and I push it to the side. No fucking way this is real. I didn’t meet some weird-ass cherub and Santa’s elves. Losing my panties every time can’t even convince me. I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing with them, but I’m sure I’ll find out someday.
I want Nick drooling over me, so I spend extra time on my makeup and slip on a pair of black and gold lace panties I bought last week. I sigh at myself as I pull my new dress out of the closet. I purchased it the same day as the panties, knowing I was buying both with the hopes it would be Nick removing them. The dress is a short, green, sparkly form-fitting number—something that can easily be pushed up or removed quickly.
I opt to not wear a bra because… why not? My breasts are perky and have a nice shape, so if I go out with friends I’ll be sexy and comfortable, and if I end up with Nick, I’ll just be taking it off anyway. I pull my long brown hair into a ponytail, and slip on a pair of strappy brown high heels. I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.
Since it’s after five o’clock, I text my friend, Sarah, that I’ll meet her at the bar after all. She tells me everyone is just arriving and to get my ass down there. I grab my tiny clutch purse and loop the strap over my wrist, since I’m not wearing a bra I could use as a hidden wallet. I giggle at the thought and wonder if I should have worn one after all.
After one last glance around my apartment to make sure I didn’t forget anything, I’m about to walk out the door, but pause. Wait… I rush back to my bedroom and grab a second pair of lace panties that are thin enough to fold into quarters and still lay flat. What if I hook up with Nick and end up back at the bar with no panties on? An extra pair would be good. I slide them into my purse and take a deep breath. Feeling satisfied that I’m completely ready, I head out the door to walk the two blocks to meet up with Sarah.
The bar is already noisy and crowded, but I spot Sarah at a table, surrounded by people she knows. I’m really only friends with Sarah and the rest are her friends, but I’ve met a few of them before and they were fun to hang with. Sarah sees me and waves me over.
“Sit down, Bitch. We saved you a spot.”
Sarah only affectionately calls me Bitch after she’s had a few drinks, so that tells me she’s been here a while. I take the chair next to her and pour myself a glass of beer from the pitcher on the table, scrunching my face at the first bitter sip. I prefer hard cider and I decide I’ll order my own drink if I’m still here in thirty minutes. 
Sarah leans over and attempts to whisper in my ear but since already half drunk, she’s loud enough that I cringe. “I ordered some barbecue wings for everyone. They should be here soon.”
I glance down at my dress and wonder if I should forgo messy wings. I don’t want to meet up with Nick all covered in sauce. Oh shit, I should probably warn Sarah I might disappear. I don’t know if time passes when I meet up with Nick or what happens to my body when I’m mentally gone. Oh, fuck. Going out was probably a horrible idea.
“Uh, Sarah?”
She looks at me with glassy eyes. “Yeah?”
“I have a date later and I’m exhausted, so if I head out without saying goodbye, don’t worry about me… or if I, you know, fall asleep in my chair it’s only because I’m exhausted. OK?”
Sarah looks at me like I’m nuts, and marveled, “You could fall asleep in HERE?” She gestures broadly with an arm at the boisterous crowd, almost smacking me in the face in her zeal. 
I dodge her flailing limb and my eyes skitter away from hers. “Uh, you never know. It’s been a rough couple of nights. Doctor thinks I might have narcolepsy.”
Jesus Christ, I sound like an idiot. If this happens again with Nick, next holiday I’m staying home. Sarah looks worried for a second, but then her face brightens.
“OK, Bitch. But we’re going to have to catch up later this week. I didn’t know you were dating anyone.”
Grinning at her, I agree to fill her in on all the details later. I have no clue how I plan on telling her I’m dating some guy but only when I fall asleep on holidays, but maybe I’ll make up a boyfriend named Nick who lives in the UK. Actually, that’s fucking brilliant. I can pretend whatever I want about him and tell her he visits me on holidays and that’s why I can’t go out with her.
Having that all settled, I drink some beer and avoid the wings when they get to the table. Instead, I nibble on some potato wedges so I’m not starving like last time with Nick, all while berating myself for how I keep expecting to see him.
Everyone at the table is in a jolly mood except me, and since they’re all drinking they don’t notice I’m not sloshed like they are. Every few minutes I peek at the clock on the wall. Why hasn’t someone—or something—come for me yet?
After a couple of hours, my mouth is dry and my throat feels constricted. I bite my lip and force my hands in my lap so I don’t twist them anxiously.
Sarah glances at me and slurs, “You doing OK?”
Shit, I better just leave. This is only going to get worse the longer I’m here.
“Yeah. I actually need to go meet up with my date.” I stand up and look around the table. “You guys have a fun time.”
Several people chorus goodbye to me, and a couple raise their glasses of beer in farewell. I avoided peeing for the last two hours, but now I’m not sure I can make it home so I hit the bathroom on my way out.
The room isn’t as busy as I expected, and I take one of the three stalls. I’m pleased with how easily my dress slides up, and praise myself for the purchase. Now I just need Nick to test it out, right before he fucks me roughly. 
While I’m sitting on the toilet with my panties at my ankles, the gold lace catches the light and I sigh. I really hope I didn’t get dressed up for nothing. I’m about to grab some toilet paper when a big green cap slides under the door, along with a round orange-bearded face. 
“What the fuck!” I yell at the guy. 
Who in the hell peeks on a woman in a bathroom stall? He grins at me, not the least bit fazed. “Oh sorry, but I had to check if it was you this time.”
Wait, he’s done this to other women tonight? I open my mouth to question him, but he distracts me.
“Hurry it up. Nick is waiting.” His voice is unpleasantly high-pitched, but nothing can stop the thrill that runs through me when he says Nick’s name.
Oooh, yes! The pervert doesn’t look as if he intends to remove his head from my stall and I’m about to tell him to scram, but decide, “Fuck it,” and grab the toilet paper. When I’m done and pull up my panties, he’s got a huge grin on his face.
I refuse to let some twisted imaginary man ruin my night, but I snap at him, “I’m done, let’s go.”
When he slides out from under the stall, I open the door and head to the sink. As I’m washing my hands, I study him in the mirror. He looks exactly like the media portrays leprechauns, which is suspicious and makes me think this is likely a dream. But at this moment, I really don’t care if I’m hallucinating. Nick is waiting for me, and my pussy needs a good pounding. It’s been a long month.
I grab a few paper towels to dry my hands, and as I turn to use the garbage can, a portal with wooden louvered saloon doors appears in the wall across from me. I don’t wait for the weirdo and push the doors open.




Chapter 19


Nick
And just like that, I’m in an Irish bar. The biggest, loudest bar I have ever seen in my life.
I literally can’t see the end of it, it just stretches on and on into the distance. If Noelle is here it might take me a little time to find her.
I look around for her in the crowd of people and realize that actually she should be easy to find as everyone in here is a leprechaun. A sea of green floods the tables and bar, leprechauns laughing and drinking and singing and… oh a lot of them seem to be fucking. But they all appear to be happy and are having a good time in one way or another.
One of them looks at me, grins and pulls up their shirt, flashing me. Up until now I had never considered female leprechauns, but it looks like its a thing. She shakes her tits at me, giggles, and goes back to doing whatever she was doing to the leprechaun under her.
I look around and try to take in all of the stuff going on in the bar.
And then it hits me, like it does every time I end up in one of these dream lands. I’m not sure if it’s something in the air, but I’m horny as hell and instantly hard. Although that could just be me thinking about seeing Noelle.
I make my way over to the bar and I’m surprised to see that the bartender is human. I say that, but he’s huge. Orange hair with a massive beard, muscles rippling everywhere, and emerald-colored eyes.
“Ah, there you are Nick, sit yourself down,” he greets me with a grin. His accent is thick Irish.
He reaches over and knocks some leprechauns off a stool that they were making out rather loudly on.
I sit down and have to duck as a glass flies past my head and a cheer goes up in the bar. Looking round I see a group of leprechauns having some kind of glass-throwing competition.
For a moment I think of my workmates and wonder what they would have thought of this party.
“Drink?” the bartender asks, already pouring some dark liquid into a glass.
“Um, yeah. I’m looking for someone, have you seen…”
“Noelle? No, she’s not here yet. One of our friends went to get her. My name’s Sean, by the way.”
He holds out his hand and I shake it, feeling the power behind it.
“I’m kinda surprised to see another human here,” I say and glance around the bar, just in case Noelle is actually here.
“Yeah, I got stuck here. Kinda sad story, not something I want to bore you with.”
I sip on the drink and it’s delicious, the smoothest stout that I have ever tasted, the warmth from it filling my body.
“No, tell me, I’m interested.”
He sighs and leans against the back counter.
“You know how you and your girl keep meeting up in holiday-themed lands? Same thing happened to me. Every holiday me and Christine would meet and it would be wonderful. Then one Saint Patrick’s Day I got here and… she just never turned up. One of the leprechauns told me that she just stopped believing and when he turned up for her, she walked away. And without her here, there was no way for me to get back. So I made the best of a bad situation and became the bartender. It’s not so bad. Don’t need to eat or drink, never age, as much beer as I want.”
His story really hit me in the heart. Not only feeling sad for him, but the realization that if Noelle decides that this was all a dream, I might never see her again. I need to talk to her, tell her that this is real and not some flight of fancy.
“How long have you been here?” I ask.
Sean shrugs. “I have no idea. Lets see, it was 1902 when I got here… what year is it now?”
Holy shit. He’s been here for over a century and still looks like he’s in his early twenties.
“How often do you see other humans here?” I ask him.
“Once a year, on Saint Patrick’s Day. It’s nice to get to talk to other people, but they always head off to have sex and quite frankly I don’t blame them. If I had a pretty thing like Noelle turning up, I’d be dragging her into a booth myself.”
I laugh, imagining that Noelle probably wouldn’t mind a handsome Irish giant giving her some attention.
Thinking of Noelle getting attention from another guy surprisingly does not make me jealous or mad, it just gets me hard at the thought of her. I hope she turns up soon cause I want to drag her off and use her hard, yet still have time to talk to her after. I need to make her see that this is real.
“NICK!” 
My head snaps round and she’s there, further down the bar. She sees me and tries to get to me as quickly as she can, stepping over drunk or fucking leprechauns.
I look at Sean and he winks, patting me on the shoulder.
“Go to her. There’s an empty booth over in the corner. You should have a little privacy there. Well, as private as this place gets.”
I jump off my seat and make my way over to her and as she throws her arms around me and kisses me hard, all thoughts of talking go from my mind and I just need her, need to be inside her, and I pick her up in my arms and carry her to the booth.




Chapter 20


Noelle
I expect to step into a glade of shamrocks, so when I walk through the portal into a dark, empty corridor, I’m disoriented and stand still. The leprechaun dude follows me through the doors and bumps against me when I don’t move.
“Uh, where are we?”
He giggles at me and his high-pitched voice grates on my nerves. Why did they have to send me a perverted, annoying leprechaun?
“We’re at The Shamrock Bar to meet the man you looooove.”
The way he stresses the word ‘love’ sounds mocking, which doesn’t endear him to me.
“I don’t love him,” I mutter stubbornly. I mean, I can’t get that attached when he’s only a dream guy, right?
“Well, whatever it is, follow me.”
He skips down the hall and I realize my purse with my extra panties didn’t come through the portal with me. Well, that’s annoying. The leprechaun guy is fast for having such short legs so I rush to keep up. Fuck me and my heels every single time. I vow to myself to wear tennis shoes next time. That thought gives me a mental pause. What’s the next holiday? Easter? FUCK, isn’t that the end of April? Shit, I better make tonight count.
Stumbling, I catch myself with a hand on the wall barely avoiding a fall. Ugh. I force myself to pay attention to where I’m stepping. I’m so focused on the ground I don’t notice the tingles running through my body until my nipples harden almost painfully. Oh yeah, this… I’m not sure why it surprises me every time, but I seem to forget that the air in these places makes me horny. I was already turned on thinking of Nick, but now my pussy aches to be filled and I can tell I’m even more wet. Hopefully, if I’m asleep on the toilet in the bar and take off my panties, I toss them in the trash instead of stuffing them in a weird spot for someone to find later. No one is going to want my used panties after tonight with how wet I am.
Up ahead, a light appears at the end of the corridor and the dumb-ass leprechaun dude tells me to hurry it up. Doesn’t he see my heels? The sound of people talking, glasses clinking, and laughter fills the air. The volume increases the closer we get to the end. When we exit the hallway, we’re in an enormous bar that stretches to the length of my range of sight. It’s a sea of leprechauns doing all sorts of depraved sex acts, along with usual bar activities, like darts and pool.
It’s amusing to see them playing pool because the tables are normal-sized so the leprechauns have to stand on top. They have to walk around the wooden edges and bend over to take their shot. Giggling at how hilarious it looks, I wish I had time to watch them play longer, but I need Nick’s cock.
I turn to ask my guide where to find Nick when a small dart flies close to my head. I flinch. Jesus Christ!
“Oh hey, watch out!” A fat leprechaun yells at me and I want to flip him the bird. Maybe he should watch where he’s tossing his darts?
“Noelle, over here.” I turn and my guide is beckoning me away from the pool players.
I hurry over to him, almost tripping over some leprechauns when they run in front of me.
“Your man is at the bar. See?” He points to the long bar and he’s right, Nick is there waiting for me.
“NICK!”
My heart leaps into my throat and I try to get over him, practically kicking a bunch of bawdy leprechauns doing God knows what out of my way. I don’t look close enough to see and I don’t want to know. Nothing is going to stop me from getting into Nick’s arms.
When I finally reach him, I throw my arms around him, kiss him hard, and feel like I’ve come home. 




Chapter 21


Nick
The route to the booth is pretty slow going. It means kicking a few leprechauns out of the way, but they were fighting each other so I don’t feel too bad about it. The whole time Noelle kisses my neck and face.
The booth is miraculously empty but it’s not exactly private, so as I slide Noelle into the seat I wonder if she’s going to want to do anything. Besides, we need to talk.
“Noelle,” I begin, but she immediately starts pulling at my trousers, unbuckling the belt and tugging the zip down and all notion of her being shy in public goes out the window.
“Oh fuck,” I moan as her hand slips into my boxers and wraps around my cock. I try to concentrate but it’s difficult with her working my shaft in her fingers.
“I wore something nice for you,” she says, pulling up her dress just enough that I can see she’s wearing some gold and black panties. I want to pull them to the side and sink my fingers into her but instead I make another effort to talk.
“This isn’t a dream,” I moan as she pulls me free, my cock springing up and standing to attention. I don’t know if she heard as all her concentration is on my cock.
“Noelle.” She looks up, but she’s still rubbing her thumb against my tip, swirling the wetness from it around and around.
“Yes, Nick?” she asks in a sweet, little voice. I love her accent, it makes me throb.
“You have to know that this isn’t a dream. I’m a real person.”
She nods, leans over and sinks her head down onto me, all the way down to the base of my shaft and I give up trying to think.
With a quick tug, her dress comes up and I can reach over her bobbing head to slip my hands into her panties and give her ass a squeeze.
Her head comes back up and she kisses me hard, her tongue darting around my mouth.
“I don’t care if you’re real or not, I just want you in me,” she says as she pulls away.
Leaning back against the booth wall, I pull down my trousers and boxers. 
“Straddle me, facing away,” I command and she jumps to it, climbing onto me and having just enough room between me and the table, sinking down onto my cock, the back of her head resting against my chest.
“Oh fuck this is good, this is what I needed,” she sighs as my hands hold her hips and she rides my cock. All the time apart, all the wondering if we were going to see each other again, it evaporates and we’re just in the moment.
Without thinking, I slap Noelle on the breast, a quick upward slap that draws a moan from her. I don’t know why I did it, it’s not something I’ve ever done before but it just felt… right.
“Oh fuck. Do it again,” she groans.
She rides me faster and I slap her again, both hands hitting her breasts and making her gasp.
“Like it rough?” I ask.
She turns her head slightly so I can see her face and the huge smile that is on it.
“I seem to with you,” she pants.
My hand sneaks up to her neck and rests there, my fingers gently squeezing.
“Good girl,” I whisper into her ear and grab her hips, slamming her down on my cock.
Noelle’s pussy tightens around me and she comes, a gasp of pleasure escaping her lips. She rides it out, not stopping, just reaching down and rubbing my legs as she slows down slightly.
“Fuck,” she groans. “How do you get me to come so quick? Is it you or is it the air in this place? Either way, I can’t believe what a little slut you turned me into.”
I catch a leprechaun watching us, his lecherous face curled up in a grin, but before I can tell him to look away, a wet cloth hits him in the face. Looking over at the bar, I notice Sean snapping off a salute.
Seeing Sean and remembering his story, thinking about how long he’s been here on his own, I have an idea.
“Noelle,” I say to get her attention.
“Yeah?” she replies, and gives a little wiggle against me.
“Look over at the bar.”
She lifts her head up and moves it to the side. She should be able to see Sean easily.
“Do you see the barman?” I ask.
She nods, then sighs as my hands come up and rest on her breasts, rubbing her through her dress.
“Do you think he’s sexy?”
She contemplates for a moment and then nods.
“Yeah, he’s sexy in a ‘one-night stand, let him do what he wants with you’ kinda way.”
My cock throbs at the thought of what I am going to ask her.
“Would you like him to join in?” I whisper in her ear.
“Oh.”
Her body trembles and she grips my legs harder, pushing herself down on me.
“Well,” she giggles, “I’ve never had a threesome, or a boyfriend that was interested in sharing me with another guy. So… yeah. Are you OK with it?”
“Yeah, I’m very OK with it.”
I grasp her hips and pull her up, whispering to her to climb onto the table. She nods and gets up on all fours, pulling down her panties and letting them fall to the floor.
Sean is watching, although trying to make it discreet. I don’t blame him; if it were me, I would be watching as well.
“SEAN,” I shout over the noise of the bar and I see him look up. I wave him over and he seems confused but starts to walk over.
I turn back to Noelle.
“I’m going to get behind you and fuck you. And if you want, Sean can use your mouth.”
She blushes bright red but she nods eagerly. This is all very new for both of us but she seems as keen to experiment as I am.
Getting behind her, I rub the tip of my cock against her pussy, marveling at how wet she is. I want to savor it but my need for her takes over and I plunge in.
Just at that moment Sean turns up.
“Um. Hi,” he says with a nervous tone.
“Hi Sean. I think Noelle wanted you for something.”
She grinds back against me and then reaches out and places her hand on his crotch, squeezing him through his jeans.
“I kinda wanna see what you have in there. Help a girl out, a little Saint Patrick’s Day treat?” she purrs.
Sean looks amazed, and glances at me as if to check if it’s OK. I nod my head and slap Noelle on the ass, getting a giggle from her.
“I, um, yeah,” he says and pops open the buttons on his jeans. I suddenly realize that if the air affects him like it affects us, he will have been horny for years and years.
Noelle reaches out and pulls the jeans down one handed, then gasps at the huge cock he has hidden underneath. He’s going commando and his cock is at full mast.
“Oh god,” groans Noelle as I thrust into her harder and Sean shuffles forward, his hands resting on her head.
He groans as her mouth sucks on his tip, teasing him. 
I smile to myself, loving how much she’s getting into this.
Then with a thrust, I push her forward and her mouth sinks down over his cock.
I don’t feel jealousy or worry about how he has a bigger dick. I just thrust into her and enjoy the sight of her losing herself in the sex.




Chapter 22


Noelle
I can’t believe I have a massive cock in my mouth while Nick’s fucking my pussy from behind. This is why I KNOW it’s just a dream. No way in hell this is real. This doesn’t just happen to people. You don’t just walk into a leprechaun-filled fantasyland and get railed by your sexy British dream guy while sucking on the enormous cock of a smoking hot bartender. When I said I thought he was sexy, I downplayed what I really thought. If appearances were my only requirement, Sean could fuck me any day he wanted. Had I known about the monster in his jeans, I would have begged to suck him off.
A hard thrust from Nick distracts me from Sean for a moment. Oh, fuuuuck, this feels amazing. Even though I came once already, spirals of pleasure still course through my body. Nick’s balls smack against my clit as he repeatedly hammers straight to my core. Jesus, why can’t I find a guy like Nick in real life? I need sex like this more than once every holiday, so maybe I should start dating instead of waiting and hoping a weird-ass make believe person shows up to whisk me off to a magical realm.
“Noelle, tell Sean how much you enjoy sucking his cock,” Nick demands as he slaps my ass sharply.
I squeal, but since I can barely fit my mouth around Sean’s massive shaft it’s a muffled squeak. Sean is gazing down at me with a glazed expression as I peek up at him. Oh, yeah, I don’t think Sean is complaining about what I’m doing. I’m on a table in the middle of a noisy bar getting spit roasted. This might be the sluttiest dream I’ve ever had, and I’m loving every moment.
I try to obey Nick and tell Sean how great this is, but all I can do is gurgle around his cock as he slowly fucks my mouth. He seems to be savoring the experience and making sure my tongue and throat massage every inch of him. It’s a contrast to Nick, whose swift pounding sends thrills of delight from my fingertips all the way to my toes. I love to be fucked hard, so it makes sense that he does what I like.
Pressure mounts in my core and I’m not sure I can hold back my second orgasm much longer. Each thrust from Nick pushes me further onto Sean’s cock, and my tiny moans of pleasure turn into a hum against Sean’s shaft. Yeah, nothing is going to top this dream, EVER. My heart races and my body tenses up as I edge closer to my climax.
Sean puts his hands in my hair and presses harder against my mouth with every plunge. Shit, that’s hot. I barely have time to enjoy it because Nick reaches a hand under me and probes for my clit with his fingers. When he finds the swollen nub, he presses down on it and caresses rough circles. I’m extra sensitive from coming once, and just a couple swipes of his finger against my clit pushes me over the edge into the abyss..
I scream out, but the cock stuffed down my throat plus the noisy bar makes it so no one notices. Waves of pleasure crash into me and I close my eyes while I shudder with both cocks buried to the hilts. A flash of how I must look enters my mind and the feeling of absolute sexual depravity thrills me and I peak again. My body arches and I spasm with another tiny climax. Ooooh, holy fuck! My pussy quivers with each thrust from Nick, and he groans out that he’s going to come.
Sean growls out an, “Oh, fuck,” and I open my eyes and glance up at him right when he explodes in my mouth. He presses my face hard against him as his cock jerks, and load after load of his cum hits the back of my throat. There is so much of it that I can’t swallow it all fast enough and some leaks out, dribbling onto my chest. While I’m trying to gulp down all of Sean’s cum, Nick gives a final hard plunge as deep as he can go, and he cries out with his release. Spurts of his hot sticky jizz coat my inner walls and I feel gloriously stuffed and used.
The room spins as Sean removes his hands from my head and eases out of my mouth. Saliva and more of his creamy white liquid run down my chin, and I reach a hand up to wipe it away. Jesus, this is obscene. Nick doesn’t seem done with me and continues to press in and out slowly while my pussy milks every drop of cum out of him, and I can’t catch my breath. I’ve never been this thoroughly fucked.
“Uh, thank you Noelle… Nick… That was something,” Sean mumbles as he tucks himself back into his jeans, turns towards the bar, and trips over a pair of leprechauns going at it on the floor behind him. He picks himself up, and looks back at me with a red face, as if he’s embarrassed, and lumbers away.
I smile at his retreating form, but everything is nice and fuzzy from three orgasms, so his tripping barely registers to my brain. Nick pulls out all the way and I collapse on the table, rolling onto my back. I float for a moment, nice and relaxed, until Nick hooks his hands around my thighs and pulls me to the edge of the table. I gasp as he spreads my legs wide, bends over, and uses his thumbs to pull my pussy lips open while he licks me clean.
“Ooooooh,” I moan out as the room spins even faster. I wasn’t expecting this, and it’s good that he’s being gentle. I keep twitching when he hits an extra-sensitive spot. My body might be at its breaking point for ecstasy.
When he’s done giving me a tongue bath, he helps me into a sitting position and stands between my legs. He wraps his arms around my sides, engulfing me, as I sigh and melt against him. Whatever laundry detergent he uses has a faint scent of lavender. It blends nicely with his underlying natural musk, though right now we both smell like sex. The combination soothes me as he holds me tight.
I’m smashed against him, so I have to turn my head for comfort, and I notice my panties on the floor. Knowing our time is probably almost up, I pull back so I can see his face.
“Kiss me, Nick,” I purr at him and when he leans in to give me a toe-curling deep kiss, I moan into his mouth.
Our tongues dance briefly, but I stop before we go much further.
“Hey, I have to get off this table,” I say as I push against his chest.
He laughs and takes a step back as I slide off the surface. My legs are like Jell-O and I’m a little wobbly, so I grab onto his arm for a moment until I regain my balance. When I’m stable, I flash him a grin.
“OK, now sit down and wait for your present.”
He tips his head at me and studies me for a moment, but sits down in the booth without saying anything. I fight the urge to praise him and call him a good boy as I bend over at the waist to pick up my panties, making sure that Nick gets a nice crotch shot because I haven’t yet pulled my skirt all the way back down.
Turning and advancing a few steps towards him, I finger the soft lace as an idea comes to me.
I smirk evilly. “So it seems you enjoy stealing my panties.”
His eyes widen a little, and he opens his mouth. “No, I —”
I don’t give him time to finish his sentence as I grab his jaw, tilt his head, and stuff my panties in his mouth. He doesn’t fight me and lets me shove them all the way in. I stand back to eye my handiwork. My wet panties slightly balloon his cheeks and a bit of lace sticks out, but he’s adorable and still just staring at me with a conflicted look on his face.
I giggle at him. “There. My gift to you so you don’t have to steal them.”
He tries to say something but Sean calls out, “Time is up.”
My vision blurs and everything twists and turns, but I think I hear Nick calling out a garbled, “Wait!” as everything fades to black. 




Chapter 23


Nick
My eyes snap open and I collapse against my desk. Luckily I managed to grab the edge of it and stop from falling, otherwise I could have hit my head.
Getting a concussion and thinking I dreamt this is not what I need right now. I know this is real, I know that Noelle is real.
Not just because I can feel it, but because I have a pair of panties stuffed in my mouth. Slowly pulling them out, I know they’re the ones that Noelle was wearing. I quickly put them in my pocket. Having her panties makes my heart beat like a hammer: they’re proof, physical proof that she exists.
If only I had gotten to talk to her.
“HEY, you should be out of here by now.”
I look up and see the custodian mopping the corridor and realize that time has passed here as well as in the other place.
“Oh, yeah, on my way out. Sorry.”
I gather my things and head home.
Miraculously, my bus turns up on time and I sit at the back, looking out of the window at the world passing by, thinking how dull and monochrome it is compared to the brightly colored lands I have been to.
A plan starts to form in my head. I know she’s named Noelle, I know from her accent that she’s American. How popular can the name Noelle be? Surely if I search Twitter, Facebook, and LinkedIn I can find her and convince her that I’m real. 
I think of Sean stuck in that bar and how all it took was his girl thinking that it was a dream. What if the same thing happens to us? Never mind getting stuck in a fantasyland, I could be stuck here in my boring life and never see her again even though I know she’s out there.
It’s not just the sex. As soon as I saw her for the first time, it was like finding the missing piece of the jigsaw. We just fit together so well and each time we meet that connection feels stronger. I wonder if she’s thinking of me now, wondering where I am? Or does she just think she had a sexy dream and nothing more?
The bus stops and a group of drunken revelers get on, all dressed in green and shouting and laughing. Amongst them are Rick and Sally, sharing a kiss. Looks like I wasn’t the only one who had a good night. The rest of the group break into song, and cheer as they notice Rick and Sally making out. I close my eyes and ignore them, having seen enough Saint Patrick’s Day celebrations today to last a lifetime.
I try to work out when the next holiday will be. I’m on a deadline now, I have to find her. And if I can’t, next time I have to convince her that it’s real, otherwise we might never see each other again.
[image: image-placeholder]Noelle
I wake up in my bed and blink at the harsh lighting coming through the bedroom window. Ugh, what the fuck? My head hurts and I’m sluggish like I have a hangover. I’m under the covers but I’m in my clothes I wore last night, and my high heels are still on. Damn, how drunk did I get?
Memories of Nick flood through me, and I sigh. God, it would be nice if I were waking up with him today. I reach for my phone on the nightstand and notice my purse is dangling from its strap around my wrist. Oh hey, look what showed up. When I pick up the phone, I check the time and see I have a message waiting from Sarah. I tap it open and a video plays instantly. Someone else must be filming it because neither of us are holding the phone. Sarah has a beer bottle in her hand with her other arm draped around my shoulders. I’m zoned-out with a drunken appearance and I’m holding an almost empty mug. Oh shit, I did drink last night.
Sarah waves her bottle at the camera. “This is for future Noelle. She wants to leave herself a message.” She pushes on my elbow. “Go ahead.”
“Oh.” I stumble slightly from her nudge, and my words are slurred. “So this is for Future Noelle — that’s me, in case you didn’t know — but Future Me, I wanna tell you something.” I pause for a moment, as if gathering my thoughts. “Oh, yeah, you need to know that your panties are in some guy’s mouth. I shoved them in there.” When I giggle, I can’t continue talking.
Sarah smiles at me. “You didn’t do that!”
I nod enthusiastically at Sarah and find my voice again. “Oh, yes, I did. Poor guy didn’t know what hit him.” Sarah laughs and distracts drunk-me, but I focus and continue on. “Oh, but you need to know, it was a dream. I know it ’cause I was here drinking with this fine bunch.” I gesture towards people offscreen, and a collective cheer bursts out as the video pans around to show the table full of Sarah’s friends waving at me.
I hear my voice off camera. “So, yeah, it was all just a dream!” and the video ends.  
I sit up as quickly as my pounding head will allow and wince at the pain. Well, fuck. Part of me really hoped it was real, but it looks like I got drunk and imagined the whole thing. A stab of disappointment runs through me and I let out a huge sigh. My stomach clenches and I’m nauseous, but I don’t know if it’s from knowing it wasn’t real or if I’m hung over. 
The room is blurry so I rub my eyes hoping to clear them. When I blink, my vision is a little better. This is why I don’t drink often. Yawning wide, I feel something on my chin and I have to scrub around my mouth to get the crusted saliva off. Jesus, what was I doing? Drooling heavily in my sleep? I remember Sean’s cock in my mouth and snicker. Well, that didn’t happen. At least this time, I know why my panties are missing. 
Thinking about my naked bottom half brings attention to my sore pussy. Uh… what’s this? I reach my hands between my legs, and I’m a wet mess. Did I have sex with someone at the bar? Thoughts of Nick war in my head with the reality of the video. I don’t know what to think and my thumping head isn’t helping. 
I take a few calming deep breaths and the pain in my skull eases as a sudden clarity startles me. Oh shit. I was falling for Nick. We barely did anything but have sex, but every time in the moment when I first saw him, under the rush of excitement I always felt as if I was running into the arms of my missing half. Everything felt perfect around him. Which makes sense because it was just a fucking dream and a man I made up in my head.
I’m not sure I can keep doing this to myself every holiday. I’m not moving forward in my life because I’m just waiting for the next time I see him.
I punch my pillow and swear. “Fuckity, fuck, fuck, fuck.” 




Chapter 24


Epilogue: Trixie
Trixie looked at the cock poking through the hole and smiled.
She had come to the bar to see Nick and Noelle. Since they visited the Winter Wonderland, she had wanted to see how they were getting on, and also to watch them fucking. For humans, they were both pretty sexy and she wanted to see if they fucked as good as she imagined they would.
But she had arrived at the bar early and went exploring around to see what was here, rather than stay in the main room with all the shouting and drinking. So she wandered through the side rooms until she saw a door with the words “Glory hole booth” written above it.
OH YEAH, she thought, and went inside.
It was a small room, barely big enough for her to fit into, even though she was only a little elf, and there were a few holes on each side of her. And next to the door was a big red button, which she pressed.
A sign lit up with the word “Available” and almost instantly a cock slipped through one of the holes.
Trixie slipped down on the floor and looked at it. Thin and long, with a little pre-cum already leaking out. She gripped it in one hand and gave it an experimental tug.
The leprechaun on the other side of the wall gave an appreciative moan.
And then a cock appeared in another hole.
Well now, thought Trixie, time to see what my manual dexterity is like.
She took hold of the second cock and stroked both of them, slow steady movements that made the cocks jump and throb in her hand.
Suddenly, there was a thump against the wall.
I wonder what that means, she thought, and then the first cock exploded and sent cum spraying over her hand and arm.
Oh, that’s what it means.
She let go of the spent cock and turned all her attention to the other cock, both her hands wrapped around the shaft and her mouth sucking on the tip. When the bang came on the wall, she opened her mouth and sank her lips down his shaft, just in time for him to shoot his load into her throat.
Leaning back, she swallowed and released the second cock, watching it retreat. She wondered if there was anyone else out there and hoped there was, as she was getting a lovely buzz from her “being used” kink and she could feel the wetness between her legs.
And then another two cocks appeared in the holes.
Half an hour later, Trixie was in the middle of servicing cocks 19 and 20 when something new happened: a cock came in the hole behind her and nudged against her.
Oh, she thought, I seem to be out of hands.
So not wanting to disappoint the owner of the cock, she flipped up her dress, pulled her panties to the side and pushed herself back against it till it slipped in her soaking wet pussy.
“Damn, I would recognise that pussy anywhere,” called the voice from the other side of the wall.
“Patrick? Is that you?” she giggled as the two cocks in her hands went off at the same time, like a cum fireworks display. She had been missing her leprechaun friend and had hoped he might turn up.
“You’re damn right it is. Soon as I heard there was a sexy elf in the glory hole, I came straight down here.”
Trixie moved forward, slipping him out of her, and reached for the door.
“Well in that case, get in here and fuck me. This many cocks and not one inside me before you. I’m as horny as hell.”
[image: image-placeholder]Eventually she made it back to the main bar, only to find that the party was over. Leprechauns lay on every surface, asleep and snoring. She slowly made her way over to the counter and sat down on one of the stools.
She knew it wasn’t worth looking for Nick and Noelle. She had been late again. She sighed and thought of all the fun she had missed.
“So what are you looking so sad for?”
She looked up to see the bartender, a mountain of a man with a big orange beard. He reminded her a little of Santa. His smile made her pussy tingle.
“I missed Nick and Noelle again. I REALLY wanted to catch up with them.”
The bartender nodded his head and poured her a glass of beer.
“Well they were here,” he said as he passed her the drink. “And if it makes you feel better, they had a great time.”
Trixie took a sip and then sniffed the air.
“You smell of sex,” she said.
The bartender smiled.
“And you’re covered in cum, young lady.”
Trixie laughed so much she nearly fell off her stool.
“Yeah, I suppose I am. So it’s not been a complete waste of time.”
“I’m Sean,” said the bartender, reaching out to shake her hand.
“I’m Trixie,” she replied and glanced down, seeing the hard shape outlined in his jeans. “Tell me, how did a pretty thing like you end up in a place like this?”
[image: image-placeholder]




Chapter 25 – Playing at the Egg Hunt


Noelle
My eyes glaze over as Chad drones on about his motorcycle collection. He’d probably get cranky if I brushed against a bike and claim I’m scratching the paint. Yeah… tomorrow I’ll let him down gently and say the connection wasn’t there. 
We’re sitting at a table in the middle of a busy Italian restaurant surrounded by large, loud families. The atmosphere doesn’t exactly smack of romance, but he suggested we meet here and I didn’t complain. This is my third blind date in as many weeks, and none of them worked out. There was always something wrong with them: a big hell no to the guy who didn’t like animals, one guy bitched about his mother for too long, another one gushed about his mother for too long… nothing felt right. I’m getting concerned that my fantasy guy, Nick, has ruined me for dating. 
Every time a holiday comes around, I fall asleep and dream that a portal opens up that takes me to a magical land where I meet up with Nick. The setting is always different and themed for whatever holiday it is, but Nick is always the same person—other than wearing different clothes. We get two hours to fuck our brains out, and then I wake up. The sex is amazing, and I’m exploring things I’ve never done in real life, but I finally got video proof last time that none of this is real. I’m trying to forget Nick, but so far it’s not working. 
I daydream about St. Patrick’s Day with Nick while Chad talks about the type of motorcycle he plans to buy next, and humble brags about how much he gets paid so he can afford all his toys. God, St. Patrick’s Day was so fucking hot. I never thought I’d be interested in a threesome, but having the bartender, Sean, in my mouth while Nick fucked me… A shiver runs down my spine, and I can tell I’m growing wet. I really need to be fucked good and hard. Chad is cute and has a sexy bad-boy vibe going on, but it’s a shame he’s so annoying. I could have taken him home and given him a test ride, but now I can’t wait to say goodbye to him and never see him again. 
Shifting in my hardwood chair, I wish I could reach down and rub myself. I consider excusing myself to use the restroom so I can get a few minutes of bliss, but this is a family restaurant and I doubt the bathrooms will have the privacy I need. Plus, ever since that filthy leprechaun stuck his head under the bathroom stall on St. Patrick’s Day and watched me pee, going into public restrooms has become uncomfortable. I keep expecting some crazy elf-like creature to pop under the door, so I’m on high alert and watching for any sign of movement.
Chad and I are at a four-person table and my purse is on the chair diagonally from me. I lean over to pull out a breath mint, using the movement to press my pussy against the wood and enjoy a little pressure. Dangit, I should have set up a fake emergency call time with my friend Sara, like I’ve done in the past. I always answer and tell her I’m on a date if everything is going great, but otherwise I pretend she’s in crisis and tell my date I have to go.
Chad chatters on while I tune him out. Popping in the breath mint, I focus on his moving mouth. His plump lips fascinate me and I imagine them latched onto my nipple while he swirls his tongue around the stiff peak before he flips me over, telling me to get on my hands and knees. Would Chad fuck me while I sucked on another guy’s cock? How hard would it be to find a guy who would occasionally share me? 
Shit, I don’t even LIKE Chad. What in the hell am I thinking? I need to go home and work myself over with a vibrator before I do something stupid, like agree to a second date with Chad.
My main problem is that it’s a week until Easter, and the closer it gets to the holiday, the hornier I become. My body is craving a rough fucking and my mind wants Nick. Every day I keep telling myself Nick isn’t real, and I refuse to take part in the next flight of fancy on Easter. If that damn portal opens up, I’m not entering it and nothing is going to change my mind.
By the time the meal is over with Chad, I’m a wet mess. Brushing off Chad’s obvious attempt to get me to come back to his place for a nightcap, I rush home. I don’t even make it into the house before my hands are inside my panties. As soon as I park the car in the garage, I spread my legs as wide as I can, undo my jeans, and snake my fingers down under the fabric until I reach the promised land. 
As I frantically brush my fingers against my clit, my pussy clenches and pulses with need and pings of pleasure shoot through my core. I imagine the scenario I thought about with Chad, but this time it’s Nick flipping me over and telling me to get on my hands and knees while he grinds into my pussy from behind. Imaginary Nick pulls out and moves in front of me and slides his cock between my lips, and I’m tasting myself while I happily lick and suck on his shaft. Each rub of my fingertips along the sensitive bud spirals me higher towards my orgasm. When I imagine someone else’s hands on my hips, thrusting into me with Nick’s cock buried to the hilt in my throat, it tips me over the edge. I buck against my hand, crying out Nick’s name, while waves of pleasure wash over me. 
I’m drained when I finally come down from my climax, and I don’t want to move. Christ, I think he really has ruined me for other people.
[image: image-placeholder]I slide on my latest purchase of black strappy high heels and admire myself in the full-length mirror on the wall of my bedroom. I’m wearing a sundress that’s a pattern of red roses against a black background. My new shoes make my calves look lean and sexy. I need the confidence boost for tonight, and I picked the perfect outfit. I feel like a goddess and I’m ready to fuck. 
It’s Easter and the colors of my dress don’t exactly fit the holiday, so I’m wearing a robin’s egg blue thong. In a last ditch effort to erase Nick from my mind forever, I’ve agreed to another blind date, this time with a friend of a friend. Our mutual buddy claims we’re perfect for each other,and I’m willing to try anything at this point. I haven’t had a cock in me since St. Patrick’s Day—even if it was imaginary—and I plan on fucking this guy, even if he’s annoying. I’ve been cranky at work this week, and if I don’t get laid, I might say something that will get me fired. 
Twisting around to put the mirror behind me, I turn my head to evaluate the effect from the back. I went all out today and put my brown hair up in a loose topknot, and created soft curls that cascade down my back. I pirouette, watching the curls bounce, and a small white bunny hops into view, pauses in front of me, and twitches its nose. My stomach jumps in happiness at the unexpected delight of seeing the adorable critter, then my brain registers this isn’t normal. What… the… fuck.
When I swivel my head to face forward, the bunny is really in front of me and not just in the mirror. Its shiny and sleek fur makes me want to pick it up and love on it, and the happy feeling in my stomach turns to anger as a slow rage burns. I glare at it for a moment. I’m NOT following this damn rabbit through a portal, no matter how delightful it is, or how much I want to stroke its lush fur.  
The bunny hops through my open bedroom door and stops to look back at me. I’ve always been a sucker for tiny bunnies and it’s getting cuter by the second. It has huge intelligent eyes, and it seems to sense my hesitation. I sigh dramatically and follow it out into the hallway. The little bunny feet create tiny thuds on the wood flooring, and I’m helpless to do anything but plod along after it. The rabbit leads me to a large egg-shaped portal glowing with a swirl of purple and pink lights. At least ten bunnies hop in and out of the portal, swarming around the entrance, which I’m sure is an attempt to entice me to enter. 
But, nope, uh-uh. I’m not stepping one foot into that portal—darling bunnies be damned. I halt and observe the stream of bunnies as more and more join in, hopping in and out of the portal. A bunny about twice the size of the others comes through and separates itself from the pack. Getting up on its hindquarters, it thumps its foot impatiently at me.
“I’m not going with you.” My tone is that of a petulant child, even to my ears.
The bunny whacks the floor harder and glares at me, and I’m assuming it can’t speak. I’ve been through this fantasy dream so often now, I’m actually surprised it doesn’t start talking.
I huff at it. “Don’t get all cranky at me. I didn’t ask for this. You can go back through that portal and tell whoever is in charge of this stupid dream that I’m going to wake up in a moment and go on my date.”
Turning my back on the bunny, I take a few steps down the hall, but a cough followed by a rough, “Hey,” makes me whip around. 
The bunny is now enormous, looking very much like a rabbit you would fall down a hole with if your name was Alice.
“Um…” I’m at a loss for words and blink at the magical creature.
The furry white face breaks into what I would describe as a smile, while its nose continually twitches. “Hey, Nick is waiting for you.”
I cross my arms and tap my foot at it. “You mean make-believe Nick is waiting? He’s not real, and you can’t make me go.”
The rabbit gasps as if I smacked him, and I have an insane urge to laugh. I’m standing in my hallway arguing with a rabbit. This is one hell of a dream. 
“You don’t care that he’s waiting?” The bunny’s voice gives me the creeps because he sounds as if he’s been smoking a pack of cigarettes every day for 20 years. He should have a soft, airy tone.
I shrug. “Nope. And to prove it, I’m going to go back to my bedroom, lie down on my bed, and wake myself up.”
I take another couple of steps towards my bedroom and I hear the rabbit mumble something that sounded like he said Sean and Nick. Wait, is Sean there too?
The ball of rage in my stomach grows as I realize I’m being manipulated. I stalk up to the furry white rabbit and demand, “What did you say?” 
He raises his voice. “I said it’s unfortunate you won’t come because now Nick is going to be stuck in the portal, just like Sean.”
What? What the hell is this dude saying? Sean is stuck and Nick will be also? 
I narrow my eyes and contemplate him for a moment before speaking. “You’re saying if I don’t go through that portal that Nick is stuck there… forever?”
“Yes,” is his simple reply.
God, I don’t know what to do. I don’t believe in this and yet, what if there is something to it? I give myself another 20 seconds of thought and a wave of determination washes over me. Fuck it all to hell.
“OK, I’m going through the portal but ONLY to tell him to not come back next holiday and then I’m outta there. Got it?”
The rabbit doesn’t answer but hops towards the portal and walks through it—not even bothering to look back to make sure I’m following. As I step into the swirling glow, I can’t help feeling like this was all a setup. 




Chapter 26


Nick
I glance at the computer screen and try to take in the information. Sure that I am reading it wrong, I read it again.
But yeah, it’s like I thought. I’ve been offered a job in America by my friend Max.
My heart is thumping in my chest. This could be huge for my career. It means a lot more money, and a chance to get out of this gray town and move to a new country and start again.
But more than that, it gives me a chance to be nearer to Noelle.
To be truthful, I had been obsessing over her. After our last adventure, I swore to track her down and find her. The panties in my mouth when I woke up had been the thing that finally convinced me. Before, I had woken up and there had been panties either in my pockets or in my hands, but I somehow told myself that maybe I was sleepwalking and had gotten them from somewhere. But this time I remembered her stuffing them into my mouth as we parted, and when I woke, they were still there. The exact same ones I had seen her wearing.
Now that I knew that this was somehow real and that somewhere out there was Noelle, I had spent the last month searching for her.
At first, I thought it was going to be easy. Search on social media, track her down, get in contact. After all, how many Noelles can there be? And she has an American accent, so that narrows it down as well.
Turns out that in the US alone, there are fourteen thousand women named Noelle. Of those, three or four thousand of them would be around the same age as my Noelle.
Once I got over the shock of that, I started to try to narrow down the numbers. Trawling through Facebook, Twitter, Instagram all had Noelles that I checked to see if it was her.. I spent all my free time searching for her online and never came up with anything.
The reason I was so frantic to find her was that the last time we’d meet I had found out that if one of us stops believing it’s real, then it won’t happen again. It had happened before to a bartender I had talked to on St. Patrick’s Day. And now that I know she’s out there, I don’t want to risk losing her.
Then, out of the blue, this job offer arrived. 
I haven’t been happy at my job for years. It’s something I’m good at—in fact I’m the best accountant in my company, but no one gives me any credit or talks about promoting me. So this job offer took me completely by surprise. Max was one of the few friends I made at work. He worked for the American branch of the company and whenever we chatted online, we always ended up going from business to talking nerdy stuff. Occasionally we would play online games after work and he was one of the rare people who I felt comfortable around. I had even at one point considered telling him about Noelle, but decided that I didn’t want to risk him thinking I was crazy.
Then suddenly, an email from him saying he was leaving the company and starting a new business of his own, and that he wanted me to come out to America and help him set it up. 
But two things are making me nervous.
First, what if I take the job and move to America and the trips to the holiday wonderlands stop? What if they only happen because I’m here?
And secondly, today is Easter Sunday. So I may be going to some weird Easter land and seeing Noelle again today. At least I hope I will. 
I get up from my chair and walk down the corridor to the kitchen, grabbing myself an energy drink from the fridge. As I turn to leave, I notice something in the kitchen doorway.
Standing there is a little fluffy white bunny. Cute little thing with a bow around its neck. I am pretty sure that it just winked at me. For a crazy moment, I wonder if I have a carrot that I can give it.
Then, hopping up behind it, another rabbit, and then another one.
My heart thumps in my chest. It’s happening. I’m going to get to see Noelle.
I walk out into the corridor and see the giant egg-shaped portal on the wall, swirling lights spilling out of it and making it look like there’s a disco going on. And also coming out of it is a steady stream of rabbits, covering the floor in a blanket of white cuteness.
So, I know I am going to the Easter land at least, but is Noelle going to be there? Only one way to find out.
I make my way over the rabbits and stand at the doorway, taking a deep breath, and step inside.




Chapter 27


Noelle
As soon as I walk through the portal it closes behind me with a pop and vanishes, leaving me at the edge of a field of grass, dotted with orange and pink tulips. I turn around, planning to ask the huge rabbit what direction to go, but he’s gone. I mumble, “Well, fuck you too.”
Behind me is a peaceful forest and I assume Nick will be in the field’s direction, since I usually find him in open areas. I continue towards the field. The woods seem to border the field as far as I can see, so follow the line of trees loosely, but stick to the field. After a couple of steps the uneven terrain causes problems with my sexy high heels. Crouching down, I unbuckle them and slip them off. The carpet of grass is soft and I wiggle my toes before taking off again, swinging my sandals by the straps and humming Taylor Swift’s song, “Cruel Summer,” under my breath. I’m going to feel like a complete asshole when I tell Dream Nick that I’m leaving. He’s unlike my normal dream people, and he’s full of complexity. The vivid details whenever I’m with him tricks my brain into thinking what I say to matters, as if he’s a real person.
It’s difficult to stay cranky in the magical land; the air is crisp, and the sun beating down on me reminds me of vacations when I was younger when time had no meaning because the world expected nothing of me. The tulips thin out the farther I walk until they eventually disappear. Up ahead I spot a bunch of people in nothing but their underwear shuffling around while studying the grass. Well, that’s odd. I halt and don’t go any closer to them.
While I stand there, a kaleidoscope of iridescent blue butterflies swarms around me, and I realize I’m breathing heavily. My pussy is wet and I rub my thighs together as moisture dampens my inner legs. Oh fuck, this again. The air always turns me on. My nipples harden and a wave of lust washes over me. It’s going to be difficult to concentrate on what I need to say to Nick when I want to climb on top of him and go to town on his cock. Mmm, yeah, that sounds perfect.
Licking my lips at the thought of him naked underneath me, I drop my shoes and run my hands up to my breasts. As I cup them and brush circles around the stiff peaks through the fabric of my dress and bra, an inferno of need ignites in my core. Why did I wear a bra? I yank the top of my sundress down and slip my arms out, unhook my bra, and toss it in the grass. A few of the butterflies get close enough to brush against my skin, and I shiver from the featherlight touch. Yeah, I need to find Nick. If I stay here much longer, my brain is going to be mush and desire will override any rational thought.
I consider leaving the top of my dress down and enjoying the breeze on my nipples, but knowing that I’m about to walk towards people makes me think twice. I slide the dress back up into place and abandon my bra and shoes as I head off to hunt for Nick again. From the previous experiences, everything but my panties makes it home with me, so I’m trusting that my new shoes will be there when I wake up.
The closer I get to the people, I realize they are sleepwalking, almost like the field of fucking people for Valentine’s Day. This time they don’t have BDSM dungeon furniture to play with, nor are they touching each other. One bends down and snatches something in the grass, and I see him clutching an egg as he smiles and vanishes. I blink at the empty spot he was standing in. Well, shit just got extra weird.
Out of the corner of my eye, a few more people find eggs and disappear. What is this? Some dreamland egg hunt? Why can’t I have normal dreams where I fuck the guy in a soft bed? Does it always have to be a jacked up wonderland?
The people are in a main cluster, as if the eggs are only in a certain area. I skirt around the pack of sleepwalkers, and almost stumble on a purple egg. Reaching down, I’m about to grab it, but stop myself as a sliver of apprehension runs through me. Oh fuck, what if I take one and wake up? I can only assume that’s what is happening to the other people. They are snug in their beds, dreaming of being in an adult egg hunt, and “boom” they find their egg and the dream is over.
I ignore the pretty purple egg, and as I straighten up, Nick steps out of the forest. My breath catches in my throat and my entire body quivers as a bolt of pleasure zips from my core. Suddenly, it’s like every other time I see him and I break out in a jog, grinning broadly. Thankfully I ditched the heels, so I’m able to make good time and as I sprint towards him, I keep a running dialogue in my head. All I’m going to do is kiss him, say hello, and tell him we need to talk. This is how it has to be. 




Chapter 28


Nick
I’m not sure what I expected, but this wasn’t it.
A nice quiet forest full of trees and flowers and bunnies. Sun up in the sky and a gentle breeze on my face. All pretty normal. 
Well, apart from the sleepwalking people.
There have to be about 20 people here, all in their underwear, shuffling about, and it seems like they are looking for something. People of all different shapes and sizes, but all seeming to be doing the same thing. They all have their eyes closed and some are actually snoring, but all groping about on the ground for something. Every now and again they bump into each other, but keep on searching for whatever it is they are looking for.. I make my way around them and spot what they’re searching for, just as a guy at the front finds it.
Giving a little cheer, he holds up the Easter egg he found and holds it close to his chest. He smiles and rocks a little before vanishing. I wonder if he woke up in his bed with a content smile on his face.
The rest of the sleepwalkers, maybe sleep shufflers, keep on searching and I notice that a little way ahead, there’s another egg, and ahead of that, another one. 
With no clear idea of where else I should go, I follow the trail of eggs.
After about five minutes of walking through the trees, I realize that the air here is affecting me. It always seems to happen in these holiday lands. After a while, I get horny and hard. I know that part of it is that I’m going to see Noelle, but it’s also something in the atmosphere that seems to make everything sexy.
Up ahead of me, I catch a movement and see that there’s a young woman ahead of me. She’s about twenty years old, I would guess, dressed in a tight yellow top and a short black skirt and carrying a wicker basket with some eggs in it. She bends down to put an egg on the grass and as she stands back up, she spots me and gives a wave.
As I approach, she turns around and bends down to place another egg. As she does so, her skirt flips up and I can plainly see that she is not wearing any panties. In fact, she wiggles her ass a little to make sure she has got my attention. It works and I can feel myself getting hard looking at her wet pussy.
Catching me watching, she flashes me a bright smile.
“Oh hi there, I’m Avril. Are you here for the hunt?” she asks.
“No. I am actually looking for my kinda girlfriend,” I reply.
The girl looks a little disappointed, but steps forward and hands me a small blue egg.
“Well, you can have one of these anyway. Just for being a good boy and looking for his girl. And she’s pretty lucky to have a handsome bunny like you looking for her.”
For a moment, she goes a little quiet and stares off into the distance.
“I wish I had a handsome bunny looking for me,” she says wistfully, before shaking her head and giving me a kiss on my cheek. Then she giggles and hops back, like she was trying to be a bunny.
Not knowing what to do with it, I put the egg in my pocket and turn back to her as she peers into the basket with a frown on her face.
“Oh no, I only have one egg left.”
She reaches into her basket and pulls out an egg, but this one isn’t an Easter egg, it’s an egg sex toy. It’s vibrating enough that I can hear it buzzing.
“Oh, I got the last egg as a special treat. Here, hold my basket.”
She hands the basket over to me and slips down onto the grass, pulling her skirt up and rubbing herself as she presses the egg against her swollen pussy. With a push, it slips inside her and she lets out a delicious moan and moves her hand to rub her clit.
My erection is straining at my trousers and for a moment I feel guilty for watching. What would Noelle think of me watching a stranger playing with herself? But I laugh as I remember that the last time we were together, we had a threesome with the bartender at the pub we were in. I think after that she would be OK with me feeling a little horny watching someone getting themselves off.
I noticed something in the basket, something that I am sure wasn’t there a few moments before. I reach in and take it out, smiling as I think it makes sense for it to be there.
“Here, I think you might want this as well,” I say to the basket lady, handing her over the rabbit vibrator.
“Oh, yes. That will do perfectly.”
She takes it and guides it down over her clit, her body shaking at the contact. From her moans, I can tell that she’s pretty near coming and decide that this is my cue to leave.
“Ohhh, are you going?” she asks, her eyelids flickering as her body shakes. “You sure you don’t want to stay and watch? You could join in if you want.”
As if on cue, the buttons on her top ping off and it falls open, revealing her breasts underneath, small and pert and just the right size for my hands.
My cock is pulsing and really needs to be stroked.
”As much fun as that sounds, I have to be going. Enjoy your toys. And I hope you find your own handsome bunny.”
I am not sure she heard me as she cries out as her first orgasm hits. She shows no signs of stopping and I back away, leaving her to her ecstasy.
It’s not that I don’t want to watch. She’s sexy as hell and putting on a great show, but what I want more is to find Noelle. We only ever get two hours together and the clock is already ticking.
I walk off into the woods and distract myself by thinking about how these trips have made me realize that I have a kink.
When I wasn’t looking for Noelle, I spent my free time reading erotica. A friend of mine had written a book a couple of years ago and I never got round to reading it, so when I found myself awake at two in the morning after one of my searching sessions, I decided to read it and discovered that it was very much my thing.
It was a story about a woman who makes a deal with her crush, to allow him free use of her.
I had never heard the term before and had to look it up. It’s where someone, usually a woman, lets their partner have access to them sexually at any time, no matter what they are doing. In the story, the crush walks in on her while she’s on the phone to her parents and has sex with her while she tries not to moan and let them in on what’s happening.
After that, I found and read more erotica about free use. By about the fourth book, I realized why I enjoyed it so much.
It was what was happening with me and Noelle. 
Every time we met, we never talked about what we were doing, or said “Is there something you would like to do?” I just fucked her in the way that I wanted to, and she gave herself willingly.
Even when I invited the bartender to join us in the pub on our last adventure, even hotter than watching her taking us both eagerly was the thrill that she had agreed to do whatever I asked. She seemed to trust me to know not to abuse the power and had consented to everything that I had asked of her.
Maybe it was this fairytale land. Everyone seemed pretty open to me having sex with them, from this egg girl to the elf that I had met in the Winter Wonderland.
I wondered what kinks Noelle had discovered about herself. 
These were all things we really needed to talk about, but I know that as soon as I found her, we would be all over each other. My head is already fuzzy with need for her and I want to feel her flesh under my fingers, hear her moan my name.
But this time I need to stay in control, to try to stop her and make her listen. Because if I don’t, this time might be the last time.
Eventually I reach the edge of the woods and see in front of me an enormous field, with even more of the sleepwalkers. And there, in the distance, Noelle is running towards me.
All thoughts of our talk go out of my head. That sundress of hers is going to be coming straight off, and I am going to fuck her right here, right now, in the middle of the field.




Chapter 29


Noelle
I rush into Nick’s arms and the sense that I’ve come home washes over me the same way it did in the Shamrock Bar. We fuse our mouths together, and our tongues dance while we explore each other’s bodies with our hands. My heartbeat drums in my chest, and my body tingles with electricity everywhere he touches. I arch against him as desire overtakes me, and I can’t get close enough to him.
When Nick moans, “I missed you so much,” it brings me back to my senses and I break off the kiss. Fuck, it’s important I talk to him.
I step back, just out of arm’s reach, and my chest heaves while I fight for control. Every nerve ending in my body screams at me to forget my plan and pounce on him, but I’m able to push my desire aside momentarily.
“Nick, I need to tell you something.”
His eyes narrow, and he takes a step forward while I take another step back. I can tell he’s as affected as I am. He’s flushed and I try to keep my eyes on his face, but I can’t help but check out the bulge in his trousers. Fuuuck… being able to tell he’s hard makes my brain fuzzy.
When he takes yet another step I put my hand up, intending to press against his chest to hold him back while I try to tell him I’m leaving, but he seizes my wrist and pulls me towards him.
I gasp out, “Nick, let me—,” but he cuts me off with a growl and claims my mouth with his. My head swirls as my body floods with pleasure and my pussy throbs.
He stops kissing me long enough to utter, “We’ll talk later,” and smothers any protest with his lips.
When his hands slide under my sundress and caress my ass cheeks, left bare due to my thong panties, I groan and try to remember what it was I wanted to say. His kisses have an intensity this time that surprises me as much as it delights me. He’s never been this quite demanding, and a small part of me wonders what changed.
He tugs my sundress up my body and I realize he’s about to pull it all the way off of me. I open my mouth to protest, but he stops me with a simple command.
“Noelle, lift your arms straight up in the air.”
I don’t know why, but I immediately obey. When he removes my sundress over my head, my stomach muscles quiver as the warm breeze glides over my skin and I drop my arms. My breasts are heavy and full, and my nipples pucker almost painfully. I want him to suck the stiff peaks, but I can’t seem to say anything right now. It’s like I’ve lost the ability to speak and I’m along for the ride—willing to do whatever he wants.
He slips a hand between my legs, pushing the fabric of my panties to the side so he can finger me. I close my eyes, tip my head back, and moan when he caresses my clit in gentle circles. My hands seem to have a mind of their own and I shove his shirt up, exposing his stomach and abs so that I can skim my fingers along his soft skin.
When I make a move to open his trousers, he grabs my hands. “Stop.”
I crack my eyes and peer at him through a haze of lust. Doesn’t he want us to both be naked? 
“Do you see where we are?”
I blink at him, confused. Why is he asking this?
He continues on, as if he didn’t expect an answer. “We’re in the middle of a field and I’m going to fuck you right here because I want to.”
Ooooh. As soon as he mentions the field, I glance around and realize that we’re still close to all the sleepwalking people. Occasionally one of them opens their eyes when they find an egg. What if they can see me? I really should put a stop to this before he fucks me out in the open. But as soon as I have that thought, a thrill shoots down my body, straight to my clit. Shit, why is this so hot?
I press close to him, rubbing my nipples against the fabric of his shirt as I try to grind against his hardness. When he presses down on my shoulders and I sink to my knees, the last of my resistance melts away. I glance up at him as he opens his trousers, freeing his thick cock.
Opening my mouth, I expect him to slide his cock between my lips, but he laughs instead.
“I choose what we do, not you,” he states gruffly, and I close my mouth. If he had been like this that first night in the Winter Wonderland, I’m not sure I would have ever wanted to wake up. His words are driving me into a frenzy, and I desperately need his cock.
“Get on your hands and knees,” he commands, and my brain buzzes as I remember that’s what I was daydreaming about him saying during my date with Chad.
I lean forward and the grass is squishy under my palms. I keep my eyes lowered, not wanting to get a crick in my neck from peering up at his face.
When he chuckles under his breath, I can’t help but glance up. “Now turn around and face all those people. I want them to see what a slut you are as I breed you.”
Oh, holy fuck. My mind freezes when he says he’s going to breed me, and I can’t move. I’ve heard about people with a breeding kink, but I’ve never slept with anyone who ever said anything like this to me before, so I didn’t know how erotic it was. Pings of pleasure radiate from my core when I get a daydream of him fucking me and coming deep inside my pussy. In it, his cum drips from me when he pulls out, and pussy clenches in anticipation. I’ve never wanted anything as much as I want his cum inside of me right now.
“Noelle, do it NOW.”
His sharp tone breaks me out of my stupor. I move as fast as I can while on my hands and knees, but it’s more of an awkward side shuffle. It gets the job done and within a few moments I’m staring at all the people hunting for eggs. Despite people finding an egg and vanishing, it doesn’t seem like the number of people is getting smaller, so I wonder if more are appearing to replace the ones who find their prize.
I don’t focus on the thought too long because he gets on his knees behind me, and rubs the tip of his cock along my wet slit without pressing in. Just knowing these people could open their eyes and see me makes everything we’re doing more dirty. For St. Patrick’s Day the bar was full of leprechauns, and some of them were watching us, but the entire room was a den of debauchery. There was so much fucking and celebrating going on, it made what we were doing seem normal. None of these sleepwalkers are doing anything sexual, so being on my hands and knees in the grass seems so much naughtier than St. Patrick’s Day.
If one of the guys was awake, would Nick tell the person to come over here so I could suck him off? The best thing about Sean’s cock in my mouth was how every thrust from Nick behind me forced Sean’s shaft deeper into my throat. I didn’t know how hot it was to be shared, and now it’s all I can think about.
A sharp slap on my ass brings me back to the present, and my gasp at the sting turns into a giggle. Shit, I actually liked that. I shimmy my hips, trying to entice him to do it again. Instead of spanking me, he grabs the thin strap of my thong and yanks it down to my knees. My panties covered nothing, but I feel oddly more exposed with them at my knees.
I’m tense and ready for that first amazing thrust of his cock, so I wasn’t expecting him to ask me a question.
“Noelle, do you know what free use is?”
The conversational tone of his voice throws me, and I take a long pause before answering hesitantly, “No…”
He almost sounds happy when he continues. “It’s what I’ve been doing to you every time we meet. I’m going to do whatever I want to you, whenever I want, but as a fun twist we’re adding in that before I come, you’re going to beg me to breed you.”
Him doing whatever he wants to me is a kink with a name? It’s one of the best parts of every dream with him, and then add in breeding… I was already having problems thinking clearly and now it’s worse. I peep out a small, “Oh,” which I’m not even sure he hears because he keeps talking.
“If I’m satisfied you really want it, I’ll come inside you. If not, I’ll blow my load on your ass.”
Oh, fuck. I wonder for a brief second if I’ll beg, but when I imagine him filling me up with so much cum it runs out of me, I know I’ll do anything he wants.
My pussy throbs, and I’m about ready to plead for him to fuck me.
He spanks my ass and the pain makes me gasp again.
“Do you understand the rules?”
I call out, “Yes,” loud enough to make sure he can hear me and a power surges through me. I know exactly how to get him to fuck me. Putting my elbows on the grass, I angle my upper body down, spreading myself open for him.




Chapter 30


Nick
Suddenly I am completely lost in Noelle. Nothing else is in my head except having her here and now, making her beg for it and filling her up.
And she is totally willing. As she dips herself down, she gives me a wiggle of her ass, a tease to spur me on, and she is so going to get it.
But this is going to be on my terms. So far, she has been responding to every command I’ve given her and it’s making me want to control her even more.
“Noelle, rub your clit for me. Show me how much you need me.”
I expect some resistance, but she responds immediately, reaching between her legs and rubbing in little circles, making herself gasp and moan.
“That’s good. Keep doing that and you might earn a treat,” I say, suddenly filled with confidence.
I move forward slightly and the tip of my cock presses gently against her. I wrap my fingers around my shaft and give her a little smack with it.
“Oh fuck,” she groans.
“Tell me what you want,” I command, giving her ass a squeeze and another slap, hard enough to get a gasp from her.
She takes a moment or two before she can speak, but eventually she manages to get it out.
“I want you to use me in any way that you want. I want you to make sure I don’t come. And I want you to make me beg to be bred.”
Yeah, that sets off all my kinks at once. 
“Good girl,” I sigh as I sink into her pussy, reaching forward and grabbing her by the shoulder. I am going to enjoy this, enjoy her. And I am going to make sure she never forgets it.
“Don’t stop rubbing,” I say. “And don’t you dare come. Not unless you want to be punished.”
She reaches out ahead of herself, arms along the grass. Her body is spread out in front of me, mine to do what I want with. And it turns out what I want is to hear her say my name.
I slam into her with enough strength that she slips on the grass, and I reach out and grab her hands, pinning them under me. She’s totally in my control now.
“Nick, please, I’m going to come.”
The hit of pleasure at hearing her say that makes me go faster, harder. 
“If you want to come, you know what you have to do, don’t you?”
She tries to nod her head.
“Need to beg.”
“Yes, you do, Noelle. Can you do that?”
She gasps as I slow down, almost sliding out of her. She pushes back against me, but I make sure that only the tip stays inside her.
“Please….” she gasps.
I give her ass another slap, enjoying the red mark it leaves behind.
“You can do better than that, Noelle.”
She turns her head and I know she is more worked up than she has ever been, the need written across her face.
“Please, breed me. Stick your cock in me and fuck me till you explode and fill my pussy with cum. I want every single drop, want to feel it dripping out of me and know that you have emptied yourself into me and made me yours. Oh fuck, I need to come so much. Please Nick, please, make me your breeding toy.”
I don’t reply and plunge into her as deep as I can go. It’s just what she needed, making her scream an, “Oh god,” so loud that some of the sleepwalkers look up, eyes still closed but disturbed by the sound.
Her orgasm shakes her entire body and I slow down to let her catch her breath, but she tries to reach back and grab at me.
“No, don’t stop, keep going, harder. Want to feel you breed me.”
That is all it takes for me to lose myself, her consent for me to be rougher.
I slam into her, making her cry out my name, and I move my mouth to her ear.
“I am going to fuck you Noelle, breed you hard. And when I am finished with you, you will never forget this. It is going to be the fuck you dream about for the rest of your life. You are going to let me do whatever I want to you and thank me for it after.”
“Yes, oh fuck yes,” she cries.
I let go of her arms and my hand grabs at her shoulder, allowing me to thrust even deeper into her.
“What can I do to you?” I ask.
“Anything you want, however you want.”
I know I’m near. There is no way that I can stop now, but I want to hear one more thing.
“Noelle, say my name.”
The pressure at the bottom of my shaft builds, and I know I’m going to explode inside her.
“Nick, oh fuck. I want your cum, Nick. Please, give it to me. I need it.”
I come and see stars. The whole world goes silent and far away and all I can feel is Noelle wrapped around me and my cock cumming again and again.
I don’t know how long it goes on for, but eventually I can think again and somehow I am in her arms, cuddled into her, my head against her breast.
“Oh fuck, Nick, where the hell did that come from?”
Where DID that all come from? I guess knowing I have the free use kink has opened me up, made me more confident. And knowing that it gets Noelle off made me want it even more.
“Fuck, I’ve never had a guy treat me like that. You could have made me do anything.”
There it is again. I could have done anything, and she would have been totally down to do it.
I pull myself up so that I can kiss her, brushing my lips against hers and receiving a moan in response.
“So was that good?” I ask, giving her my best smile.
Before she can reply, I rub my thumb against her clit, getting a playful slap from her.
“Oh, stop that. I am going to be aching for days from you. At least I would be if this was anything but a dream.”
Suddenly, it all comes crashing back. What I need to talk to her about.
“This isn’t a dream. I’m real. We’re both real.”
By now I’m sitting up and looking at her, seeing her smile..
“Yeah,” she says, sitting up. “The perfect guy of my dreams is real, and I’m not just imagining this.”
I can see this isn’t going to be easy.
“Your panties. Where were they last time?” I ask.
She gives me a look, a frown creeping onto her face.
“I…umm.”
I hold her hands and gaze into her eyes.
“When we were in the bar, you stuffed your panties in my mouth. Do you remember that?”
She nods her head slightly, looking confused.
“Well, when I woke up, they were still in my mouth. And I am betting yours were missing. Just like they have been every time.”
She shakes her head, like she’s trying to shake a thought free.
“No. This is all a dream. You can’t be real. I mean, this is ridiculous. People don’t meet their perfect partner in some weird fantasyland. I wasn’t even going to come this time.”
Taking her face in my hands, I kiss her with all the passion that has been building up in me since the last time we saw each other. I let it all out in one single, deep kiss.
“You don’t think that was real?” I ask.
She stares at me for a few minutes, like she is trying to memorize me, and jumps as a buzzing noise comes from my trousers.
“What the hell was that?” she asks.
I reach into the pocket and pull out the egg I was given earlier, but now instead of a normal egg, it has changed into a sex toy.
“Would your brain have dreamed up this?” I ask her, grinning.
She gives my arm a playful slap, and for a moment I think about how I want to spank her ass again. The image in my head makes my cock throb and gives me an idea.
“Oh, I’m not sure I like that look,” says Noelle, giving me a pretend expression of fear.
“Spread your legs for me,” I tell her, using my most commanding tone.
She immediately opens her legs wide and sinks down, her head against the ground, and I hear her say a quiet, “Yes.”
I reach down and rub the egg against her pussy, watching in amusement as she shivers from the vibrations and lifts her hand up to push the egg into her. I slap her hand gently and brush her hand away.
“I thought we established I’m in charge here,” I say, leaning over to look at her.
She giggles and pushes herself against my hand.
“Are you going to punish me?” she asks.
“Maybe later, but for now, I want you to focus.”
The egg buzzes as I rub it against her, vibrating through my fingers, and with a push, it is inside her.
“Focus Noelle.”
She nods, but her eyes are closing, and her hands have slipped up to her breasts.
“I am real,” I say.
“Yeah, you’re real.”
“My name is Nick Miller. Say it so you don’t forget it.”
“Nick Miller, won’t forget.”
I lean down and kiss her, watching her eyes flick open and focus on me.
“Noelle. This is the important part. We need to find each other out in the real world. You probably wouldn’t remember my phone number if I told you, but you might be able to find me if I tell you where I live. So, my address is…”




Chapter 31


Noelle
I open my eyes, confused because I’m lying in my bed, all horny, and my pussy is vibrating. Right when I realize there is a sex toy in me, my orgasm hits. 
“Ohhh, fuuuuck,” I cry out as my heels dig into the bed and my back arches as waves of ecstasy wash over me. As I come down from my high, I’m stunned. Holy fuck, I think I’m in love with Nick. After a few moments I’m too sensitive and I have to remove the toy. I examine it to find how to shut it off and eventually locate a hidden button along the silicone sleeve. I let it fall out of my hand and roll across the bed as I relax, totally spent.
Curling on my side, I stare at the toy, lost in thought. However improbable this is, it’s not a dream; the sex toy proves it. I also now have a name—Nick Miller. He was about to give me more information on how to find him before we ran out of time. The problem is Miller is an incredibly common last name, and is it Nick or is it Nicholas? There is no way in hell I’d be able to find him, so I’m stuck waiting for the next holiday. Wait, when is the next holiday?
I snatch up my phone and open the calendar app. Does Memorial Day count or would it be the Fourth of July… and why am I assuming this is happening on a US holiday. My head spins when I realize that even if the next time is on Memorial Day, that’s over a month away. My gut tells me it’s going to be the Fourth of July though, which is a VERY long time from now.
My stomach drops and I sigh, momentarily allowing myself to wallow. I think about the long weeks and a tear slides down my cheek. I brush it aside as a sense of determination hits me. Fuck this shit. I won’t be a sad panda for weeks. I’m going to make the most of my time, be productive at work, and I’ll be ready for Nick on the Fourth.
I get out of bed, and when I almost trip on my high heels and bra, I laugh. Yep, I knew they’d make it back home. I’m also wearing my sundress, which amuses me, and when I realize my robin’s egg blue thong is missing, I only smile—content that Nick will have a reminder of me until I see him again.
[image: image-placeholder]Nick
“FUCK!”
I shout it as I spring up from my seat.
We were so close, a couple more seconds and I would have told her my address and she would have been able to find me.
Why does this always happen? If these places want us to be together, why do they keep tearing us apart? 
I bang my fist on the wall in frustration, doing nothing except hurting my hand.
OK, I need to calm down, think things through.
How long do I have to wait? When is the next holiday?
Oh, is it an American holiday or British holiday? So far it’s been both, but maybe there’s some obscure one that I don’t know about that might get us together sooner.
I Google dates to see when the next major holiday is in the US Memorial Day? What would a fantasy land for that holiday be like? No, has to be something else. The one after that is the Fourth of July. 
That’s so far away. All that time without Noelle, not knowing whether she believes this is real, not knowing if she will even go through the portal. She said that she nearly didn’t do it this time and I still haven’t told her what happens if only one of us does.
But then it hits me. This time is different because this time she knows it’s real. And all because of the egg.
When she wakes up, it’s going to be inside her. No amount of “It’s only a dream” talk is going to explain that away. She will have proof and my name.
I sit back down, slightly less panicked. 
Checking again, I see that there are no holidays in the UK coming up, so it must be the Fourth of July that is our next time to meet.
If we don’t find each other online first. I haven’t given up on that. And now maybe she will search for me too.
I click back to my emails and sit in silence for a while, reading and re-reading the job offer.
If I were in America, would it improve my chance of finding her? It’s not as if being in the UK is helping me any.
I think of the kiss with Noelle, the scent of her filling my senses as I taste her lips. Wait, do I have her panties this time? I touch my pocket and a soft lump makes me smile. 
I reach into my pocket and rub my fingers along the silky fabric and the confidence I felt with her returns, filling me up and making a decision for me.
I need to start making choices in life instead of waiting for them to happen. Be assertive, take charge.
I lean forward, type a sentence and hit send.
I have just accepted the job.




Chapter 32 


Epilogue: Trixie
Trixie, the Christmas elf, was feeling slutty.
This was not an unusual thing for her, but she was feeling even more slutty than usual.
Part of it was that she was a little down. All year long, she had been chasing round a cute human couple called Nick and Noelle and had wanted to watch them fucking. And like on the other occasions, she turned up today a little bit late. She could still smell the sex in the air, and it was making her sad and horny. So it’s possible a little fucking would take her mind off things.
Maybe part of it was standing in the middle of a field with semi-nude humans shuffling around, moaning and groaning as they searched.
The other thing making her slutty was that her boyfriend Patrick was with her. He was such a cute little leprechaun and whenever he was about, she wanted to get dirty. 
“Well, it looks like you missed them again,” he said, looking out over the field, hands on his hips and his barely contained erection visible in his trousers.
Trixie tried to move her eyes from his erection and failed.
“Yeah. It’s not fair. I miss all the fun. I found out that last time, they had a threesome. Bet Noelle looked really cute, taking two cocks at once. I know I do,” she sighed.
Patrick leaned forward and kissed her head.
“You’re cute all the time, Trixie.”
Trixie breathed in the smell of him, smiling at the effect it had on her. With a soft, slow move, she slipped her hand down onto his crotch, squeezing him through the soft fabric.
“Patrick, would you share me? Like with another guy. Let him fuck me while I suck you off?”
Patrick chortled.
“Of course I would. We’ve done it loads of times. What a silly question.”
Trixie pulled open his trousers and wrapped her fingers around his cock, rubbing the head with her thumb. She knew Patrick liked that, her rubbing the wetness against his tip.
“No. I mean, will you share me now? I need a cock inside me, but I would prefer two cocks.”
Her fingers encircled him and stroked up and down, squeezing and teasing him, her other hand pulling her top down so that her breasts spilled out. 
“Hehe. Someone’s being naughty. OK, lass, pick one of the humans.”
She gave a squeal of delight and looked around the field. A few feet away, a hunky looking blonde guy was moving towards them and even a few feet away, she could see the bulge in his boxers.
“Oh, that one!”
Patrick stepped forward and pulled a bag from his belt, fished around inside it, and plucked out a handful of sand. After muttering a few words, he blew it toward the human, a little cloud of sand forming and swirling over him.
It looks amazing when he does magic, thought Trixie, apart from his cock sticking out from his trousers.
With a popping noise, the cloud vanished, and the human shook himself. His eyes opened, and he seemed to realize where he was.
“Um, hi,” he said. “What’s going on?”
Patrick strode forward and stopped in front of him.
“No need to worry, you’re only having a dream. You see that sexy wee elf over there?” he said, pointing a thumb at Trixie.
The human blinked twice.
“Yeah, I see her. Little woman with great tits.”
Patrick laughed and slapped the guy on the shoulder.
“What’s your name, lad?”
The human seemed to suddenly realize he was on his hands and knees and stood up.
“I’m Ash.”
“Well then, Ash, would you like to help me fuck her?”
For the first time since Patrick woke him up, Ash seemed fully awake, a huge grin lighting up his face.
“Oh, fuck yeah.”
Trixie ran forward and leaped at him, grabbing his boxers and pulling them down, revealing a nice thick cock.
“Oh yeah, this will do nicely. Um, Patrick, could you?” she asked, looking back at the leprechaun.
With a wave of his hand, Ash started shrinking, his whole body morphing and becoming the same size as Trixie.
“Mmm, much better. Now Ash, be a good boy and stick that dick in me.”
She could see Ash couldn’t believe his luck when she turned round and pushed down her skirt and panties, wiggling her ass at him. His hand reached out, and he sank his fingers into her, making her moan his name.
“Now then, lass, time for you to give me some attention.”
Trixie nodded eagerly, getting down on all fours and guiding Patrick into her mouth. He was so thick that he barely fit in, but she managed and he slid down her throat, choking her a little, just as she liked it.
That was enough to spur Ash into action, guiding his cock to her hole and thrusting gently into her. He drew a soft sigh from Trixie and continued to slow fuck her, his hand on her shoulder as his length moved in and out of her tight pussy. 
Watching for a few minutes but not saying anything, Patrick eventually shook his head.
“Oh no, lad, not like that. Some nice slow fucking is all well and good. But Trixie here, she likes it nice and hard. Give it all you got.”
With a nod, Ash grabbed her by the hips and slammed into her, making her gasp as much as she could with Patrick in her mouth. Ash was really letting loose, slapping her ass between thrusts, grunting each time he pounded into her.
“Oh yes. That’s the stuff,” groaned Patrick, his eyes closing. “Good little Trixie. Do you want it?”
She nodded her head, at least tried too, and he pulled his cock from her mouth, jerked it furiously and splashed all over her face.
Trixie sighed happily, her eyes rolling back in her head and her body shaking, collapsing down onto the ground, only held up by Ash behind her, as her orgasm crashed through her like waves.
“Oh god,” cried Ash and slammed into Trixie, exploding inside her, filling her with every drop of cum he had. On and on it seemed to go, like she was milking his cock, until he finally collapsed down beside her..
She shifted and cuddled up beside him, beckoning Patrick over to snuggle in. Feeling happy surrounded by her two men, who had given her an amazing orgasm.
“Mmmm, that was good. But I’ve only just started. Maybe next time we can have both of you use me but not fill my mouth so that you can hear me say your names?”
Ash moved his lips to her neck and kissed her lightly, his hand on her breast. And Patrick gently lifted her up and pressed his cock against her ass.
Yeah, it’s going to be a long time before anyone gets any sleep today.
[image: image-placeholder]When Ash eventually woke, he rubbed his eyes and tried to remember his dream.
Something to do with a field? Maybe something to do with a leprechaun.
And certainly something to do with an elf.
His cock throbbed, but he wasn’t sure why, although in his head he could hear the echo of a voice calling out his name.
As he sat up in bed, he noticed something on the table next to it. A small chocolate egg with a note.
“Thank you for the fun. T.”
He had no idea who T was or how they had got the egg into his apartment.
From the floor, he heard a buzz and bent down to pick up his phone, which must have been knocked off when the egg was put on the table. His ex had sent him a text. He had been thinking about her a lot lately, how them splitting up might have been a bad idea, or at least them not staying in touch was.
“Hey. I know this is out of the blue, but I’m going for an Easter picnic with work today. I thought you would like to come along. It’s just sitting in a field eating food. But I woke up this morning thinking of you and thought maybe you would like to come along. Anyway, let me know.”
Ash looked at the message for a few minutes, picked up the egg and bit into it, letting the taste of chocolate spread over his tongue.
Sitting in a field at Easter with a pretty girl? That sounded like just the thing he needed right now. And who knows, it could lead to other things.
Maybe he could tell her about the crazy dream he’d had.
[image: image-placeholder]




Chapter 33 - Playing for Keeps


Nick
I open the door and feel the warmth on my skin, burning away the fog of sleep and making me feel alive.
After a lifetime of living in a cold and drizzly town in the UK, the heat on my face seems like a dream come true. It fills me with hope, hope that what I’m doing is right.
Either I’m making the best choices that I have ever made, or I’m throwing away a lifetime of hard work to bet on a dream.
Two months ago, I was offered a job in the United States by an old colleague, Max. I had been unhappy at work for a while and this opportunity seemed like the perfect way to get out of the rut I was stuck in and make a fresh start. But I had a much more personal reason for wanting to go to the US. I needed to be nearer to Noelle.
It started at Christmas. I had a weird dream about having sex in a winter cabin with my perfect dream girl. It seemed like my mind was trying to give me something nice to enjoy.. Nothing but a fantasy I had while nodding off, sitting in my hallway.
But then it happened again, and again. As each holiday rolled around, Noelle and I would meet in a holiday-themed fantasy land and have the most amazing sex, trying kinks we might never have considered in normal life, but somehow we felt free to indulge in together.
From the start, I had a feeling that it might somehow be real. Whenever I woke up again after, I would always have her panties. That physical evidence showed me that maybe, just maybe, Noelle was real and somewhere out there. During our encounters, I found out that if one of us stopped believing in the meetings, then they would stop, even with the possibility of one of us being trapped there. So I was determined that wouldn’t happen, taking steps to make sure that she understood that what we had was real.
At Easter, during sex, I pushed a vibrating egg toy into her. Partially to see the look of joy she gave me, but also so that when she woke up back wherever it was she came from, the toy would still be in her. And she would know that this whole crazy holiday thing was real.
Stepping out into the sunlight, I slipped my shades on and headed along the side of the house. I had only been in the US for a week and as yet had not found accommodation, so was staying in Max’s guest house. Max has done really well for himself and he and his family live in what seems like a mansion to me, but then, American houses are huge compared to the UK, so maybe it’s normal size? Either way, they had plenty of room to put me up while I settled in. 
I am here on a six-month work visa while we try to sort out the long term. So that gives me six months of trying to find Noelle. That is, if she is even here in the US. Just cause she has an American accent I assumed she was here, but maybe she lived a street away from me in the UK?
It was too late to worry, and I had done enough worrying over the last two months, anyway. Two months without seeing her, without kissing her or hearing her moan as I bent her over and used her. Just thinking about her was making me hard.
But now was not the time for that. I had things to do. Maybe not something I was looking forward to, but something I had agreed to.
Today was the Fourth of July, and Max was having a barbecue. Because I assume that’s what you do here. And Max wanted me to meet his friends, his work colleagues, and some potential clients, wanted me to win them over with my charm, knowledge, and accent. When I pointed out that maybe an English guy trying to win them over on the Fourth of July might not go down too well, he just laughed and slapped me on the back, telling me I could charm the birds down from the trees.
If he had any idea about my love life over the last few years, maybe he would have taken that back.
I had tried to put off attending as long as I could, sleeping late and saying that it was my jet lag catching up with me, but the real reason was I hoped that a portal would open up and take me to Noelle.
I stop at the end of the house and take a deep breath, steadying myself. I can get through this. An hour, maybe two, then I could go back to my room and wait to be whisked away.
And maybe this would be good for me? When was the last time I really went and socialized? Talking to new people was going to be part of my new start, so I might as well start now.
Just then, I feel something tugging at my jeans, and I turn round. Standing there is a little yellow star with a face on it, like something from a cartoon. His little black arms and legs bounce and move all the time, and the little guy looks up at me with a grin.
“Hi Nick, I’m Sparky… I’m here to…”
Before he can finish, I kneel next to him.
“Are you here to take me to Noelle?”
He looks a little put out that I interrupted him in the middle of his speech, but he nods and points back the way I came. The side of the wall has now got a big black hole in it, a portal that sparks and tiny cartoon fireworks are spilling out of.
“Like I said… I’m Sparky…”
My heart is thumping in my chest and as cute as the little star is, I just want to get to Noelle, so I stand up, jump over him, and race over to the portal.
In the distance I can hear a voice calling me: Max wanting me to come to the barbecue. 
In the wind, I can almost smell Noelle’s perfume, no doubt blowing from the weird fantasy land I’m about to go into.
“Come on Sparky, no hanging about,” I say, and step inside.




Chapter 34


Noelle
My pussy vibrates pleasantly and sharp spikes of delight zip through me as I grind against my office chair. Shit, using this vibrating egg while searching for Nick probably wasn’t the smartest plan. This is day 14 of what I’m calling ‘Operation Hunting Nick.’ If I had a commanding officer, I’d have to admit to them that the mission was a dismal failure. It might be time to give up.
The buzzing in my pussy is making it difficult to concentrate on anything other than thoughts of Nick fucking me. Gazing wistfully at a second purple silicone egg sitting on my desk, I sigh. Too bad the egg inside me isn’t that one. Nick pushed the purple egg into me right before our time was up in the Easter dream world. I only got one more use out of the egg before the battery died, and I didn’t have the charging cord for it. 
But what a ride it was. Fucking myself with, it knowing it was a tangible item that connected me to Nick, made the orgasm intense. My toes curled and my entire body spasmed when I cried out his name. I swear I was shaking for five minutes afterwards.
This new egg isn’t so bad, but the one from Nick is special. As I rock against the seat cushion, tendrils of bliss rush through me while I pull up an internet browser and make a half-hearted attempt at using a people finder website. Why in the fuck couldn’t he have an uncommon last name? Nick Miller… yeah, this really isn’t happening and I’m searching more out of habit than expecting results. I have to do something with my time since I don’t know for certain how long it will be before I see him again. Memorial Day is coming up soon. I’m going to hope that’s the day because if not, I have to wait over a month until the Fourth of July.
Closing my eyes, I give in to the pleasure and try not to think about how the Fourth of July is a US holiday and Nick sounds British. I might not get to see Nick on the Fourth of July either, since I don’t know how the magic works.
[image: image-placeholder]A dainty hand waves in front of my face. “Earth to Noelle. Come back to us, Noelle.”
Blinking, I toss a smile at my friend Sarah across the booth from me. “Sorry, it’s been a crappy few weeks, and I’m not sleeping well.”
I really am having insomnia problems. One night when I couldn’t sleep, I wondered if maybe we’re in an alien zoo. It’s a perfect explanation for what’s happening to Nick and me. What’s more likely: an alien zoo or magical beings that make us fuck in a dreamworld? I’d put my money on the alien zoo.
I’ve been in a bit of a funk since Memorial Day came and went with no sign of little green men to take me to Nick. Since Sarah and I don’t get together often anymore, I need to attempt to be a better friend, and seeing her usually cheers me up. It’s my day off work, so I invited her out and we’re at a local fast-food burger joint finishing up our meal. 
Sarah’s brow furrows. “I might have been tipsy on St. Patrick’s Day, but I recall you saying something about the doctor thinking you have narcolepsy?”
Tipsy is a bit of an understatement, but I pass up the opportunity to tease her about it. I had hoped she was too drunk that night to remember anything.
Brushing her comment aside, I try to make light of it. “Oh, the doctor was wrong and said I just have poor sleep hygiene.”
Her flat lips tell me she’s not convinced everything is fine with me. Shit, I need to change the subject. I latch on to the first thing that pops into my head. “Hey, so you were talking about the Fourth?”
She mentioned something about big plans she wanted to tell me about and I’m secretly glad she’s busy on the Fourth of July this year. Usually she invites me over and tries to set me up with some horrible person who I always give a chance to because how wrong could she be? She’s been VERY wrong four times now. 
“Ohhh, yeah. So get this…” I grin at how adorably easy she is to distract while she continues. “Our pool is FINALLY going to be done and ready by the Fourth. You’re coming to my house and we’re having a pool party!”
Oh shit, her big plans include me. “Uh, I’m busy on the Fourth this year.”
I can’t just disappear in the middle of a pool if an alien pops out of the bushes to whisk me away to meet up with Nick.
A heavy silence drifts over the table. “Noelle, I’m concerned about you.”
I toy with my napkin, avoiding her eyes. I’ve got to get her off my back.
Fuck it. “I’m fine, and maybe you’re right. A pool party would do me good.”
Her face lights up and her eyes sparkle. “It is, and I have JUST the guy for you to meet this year.”
I totally just got played. I fight the urge to laugh at myself. She knows me too well and probably figured I’d agree to anything to avoid a conversation about my issues. 
I have zero interest in any guy she wants me to meet at this pool party, so I tune her out and daydream about Nick–sexy-voiced, delicious, real life Nick. It’s hard to believe he’s out there somewhere, probably missing me as much as I miss him.
[image: image-placeholder]Slipping on my fuck-me spiked red heels, I smooth my tight black dress down my thighs. My dress is so short, if I bend over people will see a lot more than I want them to. I’m going with the bare minimum today: no bra and a pair of red lace panties. I would have gone commando, but what if they’re an important piece to whatever magic happens that transports me to Nick? There has to be a reason my panties go home with him, right?
This might be a pool party I’m going to, but I’ll admire the pool from a distance. I wore this outfit for Nick and I don’t want to risk being in a wet bikini when it’s time to see him. My hair and makeup are spectacular, so it’s not just the clothes. I put my hair back in a ponytail and while I brushed it, I daydreamed Nick grasped it and pounded me roughly from behind. I’m smoking hot tonight, but more importantly, I feel sexy. My confidence is at an all-time high and I’m buzzing with excitement as I collect my purse.
I’m back to believing it’s magic and not an alien zoo. Last week I thought about how it happens on holidays, but it’s not only that. It’s also when I’m gussied up and have plans out of the house. It’s good that Sarah invited me over for the pool party today because what if the cosmic force requires me to be around other men? Like maybe Nick is my soulmate, so if the powers-that-be think I might hook up with someone else, they force me and Nick together. 
I snort as I walk out the door. Yeah, I have no fucking clue what’s going on. But if something or someone doesn’t come to take me to Nick tonight, I’m going to be pissed. 
Sarah’s house is beautiful, and her new pool is impressive. The sparkling blue water and grotto people can swim through gives me a brief pang of regret that I didn’t bring my bikini. But I’m a woman on a mission and I don’t have time to swim. I need Eros or a little elf to pop out of the bushes for me. Hell, I’d even take that dirty Peeping Tom leprechaun if it gets me to Nick.
I’m so positive that someone is coming for today that I walk along the fence in Sarah’s backyard, poking in the bushes and hunting for anything out of the ordinary. The party is lively, and a couple of people are in the pool, but most of them are hanging around the grill and loading food on their plates. My stomach is in knots and there’s no way I’ll be able to eat, so whoever is coming for me might as well make their appearance. 
While I pretend I’m only admiring the plants, possibly the sexiest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on breaks away from the buffet table and moseys over to me. She must be in her early 20s, with an hourglass figure to die for. She’s sucking on a lollipop and wearing Daisy Dukes, a tiny red crop top that barely covers her tits—there is definitely some underboob showing—and white tennis shoes. A slight breeze ruffles her wavy red hair, and her porcelain skin glows with zero blemishes. She removes the lollipop from her mouth, and when she smiles at me, I swear her teeth sparkle.
I’m stunned silent while desire blossoms in my core and wetness leaks out of my now-buzzing pussy. I rarely want to fuck another woman, but I could easily imagine waking up with her in a pile of entwined limbs after a night of sweaty sex. Rubbing my thighs together, I try to calm down. I don’t have time to fuck a stranger tonight. If Nick were here to join in, that would be one thing. But he’s not, so I need to keep my eye on the prize and not get distracted by every shiny that walks by. Plus, I’m more of a double-stuffed type of woman and would prefer two men at once.
“Whatcha looking at?” She presses and swirls the lollipop against her lips, sucking at it while she peers over my shoulder.
She smells like apples, and I become tongue-tied from being so close to her. I stumble over my words. “Noth-nothing.”
Giggling, she sways towards me and moves the lollipop from her mouth to mine. I instinctively part my lips, and instead of pushing it in, she coats them with the sticky sweetness. Fuck, she’s hot. For her, I might reconsider not wanting a threesome with another woman.
She steps back and beams that 100-watt smile again. “There, now you’re perfect for Nick.”
Ohhh, it’s her! 
I grab her hand and tug on it. “Let’s go!”
She draws her hand back and waves it in the air like she’s casting a spell, and giggles. “My, my, aren’t you the impatient one?”
Wait, is this when I get to see how the magic works? I glance around the yard to make sure no one is watching.
She stops waving her hand and looks perplexed. “Huh, it’s not working.”
My eyes widen, and I stare at her while a ball of anxiety lodges in my gut. “What’s not working?”
She shrugs. “The portal won’t open.” She continues to suck on her lollipop. “Oh, well, guess you can’t see him today.”
WHAT? Heat runs up my neck and a ball of fury lights in my gut. This is unacceptable. “Oh no, you better—”
The woman wedges her lollipop in her mouth, freeing both her hands and gives a firm push to my shoulders. I barely have time to think, “Oh, fuck,” before I tumble backwards into nothingness.




Chapter 35


Nick
It’s unlike any other land I had been to.
At first glance, it looks like just a normal rural landscape. Trees, fields, a little picket-fenced house along the road. But the thing that changes it all is the sky.
Although it’s as bright as day, the sky’s pitch black and all across it, fireworks are exploding. Every color splashes across the night sky, some in loops, some blooming from a small ball into a vast world of color before bursting and showering down in sparkles. And as I watch, some of them form words.
“HI NICK” they spell out across the heavens.
It’s breathtaking.
“Hey… Hey…”
I look down and see that Sparky has caught up with me. He still has a smile on his face, but it seems pained.
“You were supposed to listen to my speech,” he says through gritted teeth.
“I’m sorry, Sparky. I was just really eager to get here. Maybe you could do it now?”
I watch as he does his best to frown, but his face seems to be stuck in a permanent smile.
“Do you really wanna hear?” he asks.
I look around and can’t see Noelle anywhere. So without knowing where she is, Sparky here is my best bet at finding her. 
He studies me for a few seconds, then throws up his arms to start his speech again.
“Hi, I’m Sparky. You might be wondering, who is this sparkling little guy? Well, I am the spirit of independence, the spark that started the flame of revolution. Since 1775 I have been… HEY, you’re not paying attention!”
I look back down at him, my mind having wandered as I scanned the landscape.
“I knew that coming to get you was a bad idea. Noelle should hook up with a good old American guy. But ohhh no, go get the Brit…”
“Well, it’s just…” I start, but he is not going to slow down now that he’s started.
“What’s wrong with finding her some homegrown all-American stud? Why does she have to hook up with someone from ENGLAND? ‘He’s her soulmate,’ they said. ‘They’re supposed to be together.’”
My head spins at that bit of information. Whoever is causing these things to happen thinks that we are soulmates. 
“SPARKY,” I interrupt.
“What?”
“Does it help that I’ve moved to the US and I’m in the process of becoming a citizen?” I ask.
He puts his hands where his hips would be, if he weren’t a cartoon star.
“Well…”
“And I came all this way because I’m in love with an American girl. The best girl in the world.”
He glows at that, literally. And I feel some of it as well as I have just said out loud that I love Noelle.
“Yeah, well, perhaps you’re not all bad,” he says, and dashes forward between my legs and out the other side.
I turn around and watch as he starts off up the road.
“Come on then, let’s get you to your girl,” he shouts back at me.
Even at full speed, he is still a cartoon star with tiny legs, so I don’t need to run to follow him. Instead, my mind is wandering and thinking about Noelle. The last few encounters we had have led me to discover I have a “free use” kink and like domming her. The thought of her getting on her knees and opening her mouth for me to use is making me hard and I really want to stroke, but I know it’s from being in this place in this place. It always happens. Something about the air always makes us horny and we start fucking without talking about things like where we live or how to get in contact with each other. Hopefully, this time will be different and we’ll find a way to connect in real life.
“I won’t be joining in,” shouts Sparky.
I’m confused, not knowing what he could be referring to.
He stops and turns around, looking up at me.
“I’ve heard that you two are into threesomes. That’s not my thing. I’m flattered and everything, but you’ll have to find someone else.”
He turns back around and continues down the road, whistling.
I laugh to myself. He’s kinda right. Noelle and I have had a threesome together. And public sex. Neither was planned, but both felt right. Like we had finally found someone that we could share our desires with and know that the other one would not judge us.
“OK Nick, Noelle should be in that house up ahead.”
I look down the road and see the fireworks in the air form into an arrow, pointing down to a picturesque building. The sort of house I would imagine a sitcom family to live in, it’s so perfect.
“Thanks, Sparky. You’ve been a great help.”
The smile he gives me looks genuine, and he gives me a thumbs up as I run past him and towards the house. If Noelle is inside, nothing and no one is going to stop me from getting to her.




Chapter 36


Noelle
I’m free-falling through space for a few seconds. I don’t even have time to scream before my back hits against a massive inflatable air cushion like you see used in rescue missions where people have to jump from high places. This one is red with huge white stars, not the typical rescue ones you see on TV. 
“Ooof.” I bounce a little, but it doesn’t hurt.
“Whee!” The sexy woman lands with a soft thud next to me, causing me to bob up and down as the air cushion ripples.
I’m out of breath from the surprise of being pushed through a portal, and I lie there for a few moments to get my bearings. What sort of asshole pushes someone like that with no warning? I’m of half a mind to tell her off, but she brought me to Nick so I can’t hate on that. 
The first thing I notice is that although it’s daylight, the sky is black. Every few seconds fireworks explode in a dazzling display of color against the backdrop. More proof this place is a dreamland because where is the daylight coming from if the sky is dark? 
A beautiful kaleidoscope of sparkles burst directly above us in the sky and I give an “Oooh, ahhh,” as I get lost in the swirl of colors. A giggle from the gorgeous woman brings me back to my senses. Right. I’m wasting time. 
“Take me to Nick,” I demand in a not-too-friendly tone. If I didn’t need her right now, I’d ditch her after her stunt with the portal.
“Geez, you’re a bossy one. I’m Candy, by the way. It’s nice to meet you.”
I glance over at Candy and she’s posed on the air cushion like she’s a model at a photoshoot who was told to look alluring. That woman oozes sensuality. A warm breeze washes over me and a familiar sexual tension makes my nipples harden and my pussy get wetter while I contemplate rolling on top of her and seeing how well she can use her mouth. 
Shit. I shake my head to clear the lust. This is bad, and I need to get away from her. The air, along with being this close to her, is frying my brain, and it’s distracting me from my purpose. 
Hopefully, sex with Nick in the real world will be just as fabulous without air that makes us horny. I WILL get Nick’s info today. This can’t go on because the next holiday isn’t for months. 
Knowing I need Candy’s help, I purposely modulate my tone to sound friendly. “Candy, it’s nice to meet you too. Will you please show me the way to Nick?”
“Oh, sure!” With a cheery smile she crawls off the cushion, and I follow her tight, firm ass and try not to stare at it.
Other than the dark sky, the land looks relatively normal. We’re in a huge grassy field, and my heels sink into the dirt. I take an experimental step and I can tell it’s not going to work. Well, fuck, the shoes will need to come off. I take a moment to remove them and dangle them in one hand, ready to go. 
Candy pulls two unwrapped lollipops out of the pocket of her Daisy Dukes and offers one to me. “Want a sucker?”
“Um, no thanks. I’d just like to see Nick.”
I eye the lollipops suspiciously as she shoves one back into her pocket and pops the other into her mouth. Her pockets in those shorts are almost nonexistent. How is she keeping suckers in there? I probably shouldn’t question things in a dream world since I just fell from a portal in the sky. Pockets of endless treasure aren’t that farfetched in this scenario. 
Candy snaps her fingers like she’s calling a dog. “Come, follow me.” 
We walk over a small hill and Candy points off into the distance. “He’ll meet you in that house.”
Squinting where she’s pointing, I don’t see anything. “Hey—” I turn to her to complain, but she’s vanished. 
Grumbling, I set off in that direction. There better be a damn house down there. As if in response, a flash of exploding color in the sky turns into the word “HERE” with an arrow pointing down towards the ground. Oh well, fuck, maybe there is. 
“Thank you!” I yell, knowing that it doesn’t matter, but if some supreme being is doing all of this, I want it to know I’m grateful.
“YOU’RE WELCOME, NOELLE,” splashes across the sky, and I laugh. 
Excitement rushes through my body as I speed walk and a modern white American colonial-style house appears. Thinking Nickis in there waiting for me, I dash towards it, barely admiring the white picket fence and wrap-around porch. The only thing that matters is Nick and how wonderful it’s going to feel to be in his arms again. 
Rushing up the porch, I swing the door open and let it bounce against the doorstop. I’m flushed and tingling, and I want to throw myself at him and kiss him until we’re both breathless.
Hollering, “Nick?” I step inside.
The ground floor is spacious and decorated with contemporary furnishings. I hunt every room, calling out for him. He’s obviously not here.
I flop down on a couch in the living room, dejected, and drop my shoes to the floor. Shit, he better not take long to get here. We never have enough time. This land is a cruel joke with the two-hour limit they give us. It’s like, “Here, have what your heart most desires, but we’re going to take it all away soon, so you better enjoy it!” 
A tall grandfather clock against the wall emphasizes the wasted moments… tick tock… tick tock… and the rest of the house is quiet and still. Trying to relax, I inhale deeply a couple of times. Whoever decorated the house did it in tasteful, soft blues. This is the type of house I fantasized about living in as a kid. My version of the American dream that I’ll probably never have, but I can easily imagine living here with Nick—maybe a couple of kids playing in the yard, the house smelling delicious from cookies in the oven. I giggle at myself. We haven’t even met in real life and I’m thinking about living with him.
The front door opens with a bang, and I jump up. “Nick!”
He turns towards my voice, and we’re a blur of movement as we crash together. My heart wants to burst out of my chest, and I slide my arms around his neck and mold myself to his body while I devour him with my mouth. My pussy zings with pleasure and my heart warms. I’m not even frightened by my intense feelings this time. He’s the one for me. 




Chapter 37


Nick
Her lips taste so fucking good.
We break the kiss and just stare at each other for a moment, amazed and delighted that we found each other again.
“You taste sweet,” I say, slipping my arms around her waist and pulling her against me. 
“Oh, that was from the lollipop. It’s a whole thing,” she laughs.
Her lips brush against mine and my hands move to her ass, squeezing and pulling her against me.
When we break apart, I can feel the tug, the need to kiss her again.
“You’re really real, aren’t you?” she says.
“Yeah. Flesh and blood.”
She giggles, her hand slipping up to my neck and her fingertips brushing against my skin. I almost moan at the feel of her.
I scoop her up into my arms, throwing her over my shoulder, and carry her up the stairs. There has got to be a bedroom in this place.
“Oh. I like the idea of getting straight to it, but we need to work out a way to find each other. We always get distracted and I NEED to find you in real life,” she says as I walk into the biggest bedroom I’ve ever seen, enormous windows looking out over the night sky that is sparkling with explosions.
I place her down gently on the floor, getting a little squeal of delight from her as I kiss her shoulder, turning it into a little bite. Then I pull the belt from my jeans and pop the buttons open.
“We found each other quicker this time. We have time. And I really need to fuck you.”
Every time we meet, we have exactly two hours together. Most of the time we take ages to find one another and then as soon as we come, we are whisked away without getting to talk.
For a moment, she looks like she’s going to argue, but then she turns round and glances over her shoulder at me.
“Help me out of this.”
She looks amazing. The dress is gorgeous and shows off all her curves. I am literally a little breathless at how fantastic she looks.
“No need for that,” I reply and push her forward, against the wall, my hands grabbing at the bottom of her dress and yanking it up. She’s wearing red panties and I instantly know that they’re going home with me.
My hand reaches and rests on her throat, giving a gentle squeeze as I press against her, the hardness throbbing to get out.
“Noelle, tell me what you want,” I growl in her ear, seizing her ponytail and pulling her head back.
“I want you to fuck me. I want you to use me hard and come inside me.”
Her voice is almost pleading.
“Good girl,” I whisper.
I pull my cock free and let out a groan as my fingers get to encircle it. Since seeing Noelle, I have been as hard as steel and needing release. 
Grabbing her panties, I pull them down, slipping to my knees to retrieve them. And then I have an idea.
“Lean forward and stick out your ass.”
She does it straight away, pushing her ass back till it’s almost in my face. But more importantly, I now have an amazing view of her soaking wet pussy.
“Stay still, no noise or you get punished,” I tell her, which gets me a brief nod.
I lift my hand and rub my fingers against her folds, drawing a moan from Noelle.
“No noise, I said.”
I slap her ass, just hard enough to make her jump. And this time she tries to stifle the sound.
“Good girl.”
My hand moves back to her pussy, my fingertips getting wet as they explore. As much as I want to fuck her, I want to tease her first. Show her who’s in charge. I slide my fingers forward till they brush against her clit and I sink my thumb into her pussy, pressing it all the way in.
“Oh fuck,” she moans, and I use my other hand to slap her ass again.
“It’s like you want to be punished,” I chuckle.
I rub her clit between my fingers, slow and steady, knowing I’m doing a good job because Noelle’s legs are shaking. Moving my thumb in and out of her pussy just adds to her shakes.
“Please.”
I only just hear her, so softly is her whisper. Whatever she wants to say, it’s obviously worth the punishment.
“What is it?” I ask, looking up at her.
“Please can I come, Sir?”
My cock throbs at the words, and I am tempted to stop and throw her on the bed. But that can wait.
I rub her harder, moving my head so that she can feel my breath on her skin. Now she’s not even trying to hide the moans, just pressing herself against my hand as hard as she can and leaning against the wall for support.
“Please, I’m so close. I need it, Nick.”
Gently, I kiss her ass.
“Come for me, Noelle.”
Her response is almost instantaneous, crying out my name as her orgasm crashes through her. I can see she’s going to collapse, so I quickly stand up and scoop her into my arms and lay her down on the bed, climbing in next to her and snuggling in behind her. She shudders through little aftershocks as I kiss her neck and she takes my hand, drawing my arm around her.
“You OK, Noelle?” I ask
She nods her head, smiling as she wiggles against me.
“I would be better with you inside me.”
It only takes a moment for both of us to get naked, stealing glances at each other as we pull clothes off and abandon them. Anyone watching us would think it’s comical, two adults laying in bed trying to strip without getting up, so desperate to be near each other.
Rolling her back onto her side, I move behind her and lift her leg slightly, guiding myself into her. The explosions in my head match the ones in the sky as I feel her tighten around me.
It’s crazy. All we have ever done is have sex. Yet I would do anything for her and know that I want to spend my life with her. 
My lips touch her neck and she groans my name, either from the kiss or from my cock slowly fucking her. As I move my head to kiss her shoulder, something catches my eye. Through the windows, the fireworks have formed a message, telling me to do something.
Yeah, the time is right.
“Noelle…”
“Yeah,” she sighs.
“I love you.”




Chapter 38


Noelle
Hearing Nick say he loves me thrills me to my core, and the slow and sensual strokes as he spoons me make this the perfect moment.
His warm breath is on my ear, and I turn my head to glance at him over my shoulder. “Nick?”
“Yes?” He leans in and kisses me, and when our tongues swirl together I almost forget what I was doing.
Pulling away, I gaze deeply into his eyes. “Nick, I love you too.”
Groaning, he presses into me harder. I need to watch him as he comes. I try to roll onto my stomach so he’ll pull out and I can suggest a position change, but he stops me by circling my waist with his arm. He holds me steady while he changes the tempo and fucks me with quick thrusts.
“Oh, god,” I moan as he repeatedly hits that magical spot deep inside. My head spins, and when I gaze out the window, I almost laugh. The fireworks are bursting into heart shapes. Shit, that’s corny, but also warms my heart.
He doesn’t slow down and the spikes of pleasure are turning into waves as I get closer to my orgasm. Pressing back against him as hard as I can, I’m chasing the climax and I abandon all my plans to watch him. Nothing else matters except coming all over his cock.
When he pulls out and rolls onto his back, I mewl out nonsense in distress. Fuuuuck, I was so close. He’s panting, and when he doesn’t move, I take matters into my own hands. Turning towards him, I get up on my knees and straddle him.
He smiles as he grips my waist. “Did I say you could be on top?”
Taking a firm grasp on his cock, I guide him into my pussy. “No, Sir, but I don’t see you stopping me.”
We groan in unison as he slides into my slick warmth. I press down and pause, letting him stay fully engulfed for a moment. Giving my hips an experimental shimmy, a spike of delight zips through me, and I rock against him steadily. He keeps his hands at my waist and I cup my breasts, pulling at the nipples while I ride him slowly.
Energy builds up in my core, and the tweaking of my nipples sends ripples of delight straight to my clit. My orgasm builds again, and since I’m in control, I’m not stopping. I increase my movement and fuck him harder. He moans and thrusts his hips up, trying to get deeper.
My thighs quiver and I’m on the brink of my orgasm. Removing my hands from my breasts, I put one on his stomach to steady myself and move the other between my legs. As my finger brushes against my clit, I bounce faster and really grind my pussy against the base of him with every downward stroke. The room fills with a chorus of our moans mingled with wet slapping sounds. 
“God, I love you,” he gasps and the intense pleasure from his words slips me over the edge. Waves of rapture crash over me and I cry out loudly while my body arches and spasms. Bucking my hips, I ride him as my pussy shudders and I’m swept up to a higher plane of existence where the only thing that matters in the world is this moment; my seemingly never-ending enjoyment and his cock buried deep inside me as I fuck him.
He writhes beneath me, and when his cock pulsates against my cave walls, I know he’s about to come. I bounce faster, moaning, “Fill me up… give it to me,” and I watch his eyes roll back in his head as he groans loudly and shudders, spurting load after load of his hot seed deep inside me while my pussy milks him.
I ride him slowly for a bit longer, enjoying the squishy feeling of his cum mixed with my juices before climbing off him. I assume we’re done and going to snuggle for a bit, but he grins at me. “Now sit on my face so I can clean you.”
What’s this? My pussy hums and I quickly reverse positions so I’m facing his cock and lower myself on his face. When his tongue slides between my folds I moan and lean over to stroke his cock while he works on my pussy. He’s half soft, but the air in this mystical place must revive him quickly because as I caress his length, he hardens again. 
His tongue swirls against my clit and I gasp from a powerful surge of pleasure. I want him to enjoy this as much as I am, so I lick the length of his cock, tasting myself on him. We move in harmony, him squeezing my ass and sucking on my clit, while I take him as deep in my throat as I can. Cleaning my juices off of him gives me a dirty thrill, and knowing he’s licking his cum out of me is just as filthy. 
My third orgasm of the night builds as his tongue makes little circles around my bundle of nerves. God, this is so damn amazing. I want to tell him how much I love him, but his thick cock makes talking hard, and I don’t want to stop sucking on him.
His cock pulsates in my mouth, and I roll my tongue around his shaft while fucking him with my throat. I’ve reached the point of ecstasy where I’m willing to do anything and everything. I’m mindless and seeking release as waves of pleasure mount in my core again. 
I can’t take much more of this, and my toes curl while my body tightens. When he speeds up the movement of his tongue, I peak again. Tingles of bliss shoot through my body and I moan around his shaft while wetness floods his face. His cock jumps and spasms as spurts of cum hit the back of my throat. I keep sucking on him and squeezing his cock with one hand until I’ve swallowed all his cum.
Removing him from my mouth, I’m spent and completely satisfied as I move off of him. I turn around so I can flop on the bed beside him and cuddle. My skin glistens with a sheen of perspiration, and we’re both a wet mess from our combined juices. I’m in a daze and trying to catch my breath. Aftershocks of pleasure ripple through my pussy and I smile up at the ceiling, too fuzzy-brained to do much else.
When he shifts to his side and pulls my hand up to kiss the pads of each finger, I want to melt from how adorable he is. How did I get so lucky?
His voice is soft. “We might not have much time. We need to talk.”
I grin. “Yeah, let’s not risk it. Where do you live?”
I don’t bother telling him about how long I searched for him. When we meet in real life, I can tell him all that happened between the holidays.
He strokes my hand. “I recently took a job and moved to the US.”
Ohhh, now this is interesting. I perk up and butterflies swirl in my stomach. I’d rather not move to another country, but I was willing to for him. Him moving here is even better. 
When he tells me what city he moved to, my eyes go round as saucers. HOLY FUCK, he lives 20 minutes from me.
I’m all confused. “Did you know where I live?”
“No…” His voice is hesitant. “I tried to find you and couldn’t.”
A sense of rightness settles over me. This is absolutely perfect. I still don’t know what is going on or why we’re here, but I’m ready to accept that I might never have all the answers. I’ve found Nick, and that’s all that matters.
Leaning into him for a kiss, I taste myself on his lips before giving him the good news. “I live in the neighboring city.”
His eyes go wide, mirroring my shock just a moment ago. “Really?”
I giggle and nod. “Yep.”
“What’s your last name?” he demands with urgency.
Oh, fuck. His tone reminds me we’re probably almost out of time.
The grandfather clock downstairs chimes loudly once, and I try to rush my words as the second chime starts. “It’s De—.”
The world goes black.




Chapter 39


Nick
NOT AGAIN.
I stumble and bounce off the side of the house, grabbing the wall to steady myself.
We were so close. And now I know we’re near to each other. Why could we not have just had five minutes more? Even hearing her last name would have been enough. 
Something catches my eye, and as I look down, I see Noelle’s panties laying on the ground. Kneeling, I pick them up, and for a moment, just stare at them. Such a delicate thing, but more proof that this is real and that somewhere out there Noelle’s waiting for me.
Stuffing them in my pocket, I stand back up and try to get my bearings.
The sky is just a normal sky. It seems darker than when I left and I can hear voices around the corner. I assume the barbecue is in full swing.
My body is shaking. We got so near this time. I try to work out when the next holiday is but my brain is still processing everything that happened. 
“Nick, there you are. Where have you been hiding? Did you see our new pool yet? I thought the grotto was a bit much, but got to keep the wife happy, you know.”
Max strolls up to me and pats me on the shoulder.
“Oh, I lost track of the time,” I say, trying to sound convincing. My heart is thumping and my head dizzy, so it shouldn’t be too hard for him to believe I’m a little out of it.
“Well, now that I found you, I want to introduce you to someone. Sarah has a friend.…”
I shake my head and smile at him. He is such a good friend, but there’s no way I want to be meeting someone tonight that I’m going to have no interest in. Noelle is the only woman on my mind, and that’s not going to change anytime soon.
“That’s nice of you, Max, but I’m not really interested. I only just got here and work is going to be demanding.”
He has that grin on his face and I know he’s not going to take no for an answer.
“Nick. You’re here, she’s here, you might as well meet her, anyway. Just have a drink or two, see if things click. If you’re not feeling it, I promise I won’t push things. I’ll even step in and get you out of it. But she’s a lovely woman and I think you’ll like her. And you don’t want to upset Sarah after all the work she put in getting her here, do you?”
God damn it. Max and Sarah have been so kind to me that I can’t really say no. But I need to get my head together.
“OK, Max. Just give me a minute or two. I seem to have left my phone in my room. I’m just going to go grab it, then I’ll meet you out front.”
He seems happy with this and gives me a nod.
“All right. I need to go find Sarah, and then it’s introductions time. You will not regret this.”
He takes off at a jog, going faster than I think I have ever seen him move.
This buys me a little thinking time. I don’t need to get my phone, I need to work things out.
I can go meet this woman, be pleasant, make my excuses and leave. Then I can start working out a way to find Noelle. Next city across. There must be hundreds of Noelles there, but it’s a start. I can try to narrow down my search.
And then we’ll be in each other’s arms again.
I realize I’ve been standing here for the last few minutes, thinking about Noelle and the feel of her kiss. I should get this over with.
I dust myself down, take a deep breath, and step around the corner, just as someone coming the other way walks right into me.
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I blink, and bright lights dance across my vision and a babble of voices makes my head spin. Where am I?
“Oh hey, look who’s awake. Nice of you to join us.”
I turn my head and Sarah is sitting in a lawn chair next to me and I’m sprawled out in a wooden chaise lounge by the pool. It’s dusk and a string of hanging lights around the patio wink at me. People splash around in the water, and it looks like a lot more people arrived while I was “gone.”
My throat is dry, and I croak, “How long was I asleep?”
Sarah hands me an unopened bottle of water. “Over an hour. You must have really needed it.”
I take a sip of the water, and the drink refreshes me. As my head clears, the reality of the situation settles in.
MOTHERFUCKER! Emotion wells up and I don’t know if I want to scream because I’m pissed or cry because I’m unhappy. Every… single… fucking… time. I start the holiday out with such good intentions and then somehow I get swept up with Nick and we keep messing it up.
He might live close to me, but finding a Nick Miller who just moved here and wouldn’t be in any listings yet will be next to impossible. And I still don’t know if he’s Nick or Nicholas. My emotions threaten to overwhelm me. I need to get home so I can cry alone.
I sit up abruptly, causing Sarah to exclaim, “Hey, you OK?”
I’m practically trembling, and I give Sarah the brightest, fakest smile possible. “I’m fine, but I’m going to head home and see if I can get more sleep. When the sandman calls, you gotta answer.”
“Oh.” She looks like she’s about to say more, but I wave her off. “I’ll message you tomorrow”
I’m close to breaking down, so I pivot and head towards the side of the house while Sarah weakly calls out, “But I wanted to introduce you to someone.”
Nope. Sorry, Sarah, not happening. It only takes a few steps for me to realize my panties are missing, and I snort. Of course, he always gets my panties and I get a big fat nothing except the one time I got the egg that stopped working. None of this seems fair. I’m absorbed with feeling sorry for myself and not watching where I’m going and when I turn the corner, I crash into someone. 
I wobble on my spiked heels and almost tip over. A pair of sturdy, familiar hands steadies me.
“Noelle?”
My heart skips a beat as my vision fills with Nick. He blinks at me, incredulous, and we both freeze while everything around us fades away for a moment. Is this a dream? 
I blurt out, “Nick?” and the noise of the party fills the air once again. Oh my God. He’s really fucking here! Happiness floods through me. 
He tugs me into his arms, and our mouths fuse while my pulse races. I’m too overjoyed to do anything but cling to him as our tongues dance. 
A person coughing doesn’t even stop us, and Sarah’s husband Max speaks. “Oh good, I see you found each other without our help… Have you two met before?” 




Chapter 40


Epilogue: Trixie & Patrick
“PUSH!”
Trixie’s foot pressed against Patrick’s face as he tried to boost her up the wall, slipping and sliding until it rested on his head and allowed her to push herself up. With a sigh, the leprechaun jumped up after her, grabbing her leg for purchase and almost pulling them both down.
They settled down on the top of the wall, brushing the dirt off themselves.
Trixie wasn’t used to being in the human world. As an elf, she normally just stayed in the holiday lands. This was new to her, and she wasn’t sure that she liked it.
“Patrick, I adore you, but why have you brought me to this place? If I wanted to see everyday human life I would… actually no, why would I want to see that?”
He stood up and started walking along the wall towards the end of the house.
“Just follow me, lass. I think you’re going to want to see THIS.”
She followed him, careful not to fall as they walked along the wall. And then when they reached the house, they managed to climb up the drainpipe and onto the roof.
“Trixie, look through there.”
She crouched down at the skylight window he pointed at, and peered inside.
It was a sparsely decorated room, as if the people that owned it had recently moved in. Just a wardrobe, a table, some chairs, and a bed. And on that bed were two naked humans.
“Ohhh… OHHHHH…” exclaimed Trixie, her excitement boiling over. “It’s Nick and Noelle!”
Patrick chuckled and moved behind her, rubbing his hands on her ass. He had asked her to wear her shortest of skirts for this outing and was enjoying the view of her bent over.
“Well, you’ve been running around after them all year, I thought you should at least get to see them…”
“FUCK,” shouted Trixie, and then ducked down as Nick glanced up at the window. 
She giggled and looked over her shoulder at Patrick.
“I get to see them fuck. Ohhh, I am so excited.”
She grabbed Patrick’s hand and thrust it between her legs, straight into her panties where he found a world of wetness.
“Mmm, you are that. Now turn around and watch. You should be able to lift the window up a little bit so you can hear them.”
She nodded and started to turn away, then stopped and looked at him.
“What are you going to do while I watch?” she asked.
He grinned, pulled down his trousers, and stroked his rapidly-growing cock.
“I’m going to fuck your tight little pussy.”
Trixie clapped her hands together in glee and turned back to the window, making sure to wiggle her ass in Patrick’s face.
With a little careful lifting, the window came open, and Trixie moved closer so that she could hear as well as see what was going on in the room.
“So then, my little slut, you know what’s going to happen to you?” 
That must be Nick. Oh, I like how in control he sounds.
She peeked over the edge of the window and saw him standing beside the bed, his hand out, lifting Noelle’s face, confident in his nakedness as he moved her gaze from his hardness up to his face.
And with a nice hard dick like that, he has every right to be confident.
“You’re going to breed me?” asked Noelle hopefully.
“Yeah, I’m going to breed you. I’m going to fuck your pussy and make you moan, then I’m going to come inside you hard, filling you and getting you pregnant. And you are going to thank me and ask for more.”
Trixie squealed in delight, her hands in front of her mouth to cover the noise. And It was just at that moment that Patrick pushed his cock into her.
“Looks like Noelle won’t be the only person getting a good hard fucking,” he laughed.
Trixie didn’t reply, her breath knocked out of her by him thumping into her. Instead she just nodded and tried to keep focused on the scene in front of her.
Nick had moved Noelle so that she was on all fours, her hand reaching out and holding the headboard.
“Ask for it,” he commanded, slapping her ass.
Noelle mumbled something that Trixie couldn’t hear.
Nick’s hand came down hard on her ass, the crack of it filling the room and being replaced by Noelle’s moans of pleasure.
“I said, ask for it.”
“Please, Nick, please fuck me. Shove that beautiful cock of yours in me and don’t stop fucking me till you get me pregnant. Shoot your cum into me so that I can feel it dripping out. Claim my pussy, my body. I want you to knock me up. Please?”
Just at that moment, Patrick reached forward and slapped Trixie’s tits.
“Oh fuck.”
“Like that, did you?” he chuckled.
She didn’t have the heart to tell him that although, yes, she did like him doing that, it was actually the sight of Nick rubbing the tip of his cock up and down Noelle’s pussy that had got her worked up, seeing how wet and dripping Noelle was for him. It was the first time that Trixie had seen Noelle’s pussy and she suddenly had a longing to be licking and sucking on it.
“OK, let’s see how much breeding you can take,” Nick said with a grin, and plunged into her, ramming all the way to her core and making Noelle grab onto the headboard with her other hand to steady herself.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck. I think I’m gonna come,” squealed Trixie, feeling Patrick’s hands on her hips and pistoning even harder into her.
“Oh, not yet, you’re not, lassie. You’ll only come when I tell you.”
Fuck, what’s this? Oh hell yeah.
“Yes, Sir,” she moaned.
“Now, keep your eye on those two. You don’t get to come till she comes.”
Trixie tried to concentrate on Noelle, watching her eyes shut and her mouth drop open as Nick used her hard. Trixie knew if Nick had been doing that to her, she wouldn’t have lasted. And with the pounding that Patrick was giving her, she didn’t know how much longer she could hold on.
Nick reached out and took a handful of Noelle’s hair as he slammed into her.
“Who gets to use his free use toy whenever he wants?” asked Nick.
“You do,” she cried out.
“Who gets to bend you over and use you as his toy whenever he has the need?”
“Oh fuck, Nick, you. Want you to use me all the time.”
Nick slowed down, his cock almost all the way out before sliding slowly back in till she was full.
“And who gets to breed you and get you pregnant?”
Noelle didn’t reply, instead crying out Nick’s name and grabbing the headboard so hard that it shook, her orgasm crashing through her and sending her body shaking.
Trixie felt her body shake and knew she was seconds away from following Noelle.
“Please, Patrick, can I come? She came, and you said I could come when she did. Please, I need this. I need it so bad. Fuck me and let me come.”
Patrick leaned forward, his cock plunging deeper into her as he did, and whispered in her ear, “Come, now.”
It was like he had lit a spark in her, setting off fireworks through her body. She could feel her thoughts melting away as Patrick continued to pound into her. Wave after wave of pleasure making her cry out in joy. 
Then Patrick exploded inside her and all thoughts went away. Her eyes closed and her mind drifted, an overload of pleasure making her blank.
When her eyes flicked open again, she found herself in Patrick’s arms, cuddled up on the roof, him spooning her from behind.
“Someone came pretty hard,” he laughed.
“Mmmmm, fuck, that was good. Where did that Dom stuff come from?”
His hand slipped up and cupped her breast, giving her a squeeze.
“I don’t know. You seem to like it when I get all commanding on you.”
Trixie nodded.
Yeah, when it’s the right person, I want them to tell me what to do. Tell me that I’m theirs to use. Just like Noelle….
“OH,” she gasped, and leaned over so she could look through the window.
Nick and Noelle were laying on the bed, side by side, holding hands. She watched as Noelle swung her leg over Nick and rolled onto him, kissing his chest and moving up to kiss his neck.
“Awww, it’s so sweet,” said Patrick, peeking over Trixie’s shoulder.
“Yeah, and it’s ironic they were doing breeding play,” she giggled.
“What do you mean?”
She turned to him, then back to looking at Noelle.
“I forgot, you leprechauns are different from elves. We can see things you can’t. I can tell that she is going to get pregnant from that.”
She rolled away from the window, hearing Nick and Noelle exchanging whispered ‘I love you’s.
Patrick rested her head against his shoulder and cuddled for a moment before lifting her head, seeing that she was crying.
“What’s the matter, lassie?”
Trixie brushed her tears away and smiled at him, then grabbed him and pulled him close, burying her head in his neck.
“I’m just so happy for them. I feel like I’ve known them for ages. And I know that they’re going to get their happily ever after. But I also know that this is probably the last time I will get to see them, and that’s sad.”
Patrick held Trixie in silence, knowing to give her space and time. Then eventually he gently lifted her up and kissed her lightly on the nose.
“At least you know they got a happily ever after,” he said.
She nodded, her smile coming back again.
“And of course,” he said, “you get to meet another two humans at Halloween. You never know, maybe these ones will want you to join in with them?”
Yeah, maybe they will. I should organize my sexy costume now.
Patrick stood up and started making his way down the roof, then turned and offered her his hand.
She stood and looked round. The future was going to be good. She had Patrick, and she had the new humans to help.
But she glanced back once more at the window.
Thank you Nick and Noelle. It’s been a pleasure spending the last six months with you. And I hope that maybe I will get to see you again someday.
The End
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Bonus Story - The Irishman and the Goth


Sean
Working in a leprechaun bar can be challenging, to say the least. The shouting, the singing, the sex on the tables. As fun as it is, it can get a little much.
So days like today, as rare as they are, make my heart sing. Hardly a person here, no fighting or loud music. Perfection. Just a few left overs from last night sleeping it off in the chairs.
I pour myself a drink and walk round to one of the tables, sitting down and relaxing.
Maybe today is going to be nice and uneventful.
Just as I think that, the room shakes like an earthquake tremor then settles down after a few seconds. I grab my glass to make sure that it doesn’t fall off the table. Shakes like this, that usually means that we’re about to get human visitors, but that’s a Saint Patrick’s Day thing and it’s June 29th today. It’s unusual to get visitors not on the holidays, but it sometimes happens.
Along the bar, a door opens and I see a woman stick her head through and take it all in. Then she steps in and starts walking towards me.
I would guess she’s in her mid-twenties, long black hair, wearing a black t-shirt that says “Bartok’s Daughter” on it and a black skirt. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone dressed like her before, especially with the pale skin and the black eyeliner.
But it’s not that which makes my heart pound, it’s the fact that she looks like my long-lost love Christine.
“Hey there you, you beast of a man. I’m Mia,” she says, sitting down next to me. Her confidence shakes me; normally people appearing in this bar are confused and disorientated, but she’s taking it in her stride as if it’s the type of thing that happens all the time.
“Hi. Welcome to the Shamrock Bar,” I say, trying to sound calmer than I actually am.
She reaches out and strokes my beard, her fingers tickling me under my chin. Once again I think of Christine, and how, long ago, she would do the same thing.
“My, you’re a handsome guy. I’m glad my brain came up with you. I’ve been dreaming of some freaky stuff recently but I can tell you’re going to be the best,”
Oh, she thinks she’s in a dream. Which, technically, she is, but she thinks that I’m a dream as well.
She leans forward and whispers in my ear. “Well, big man, are you going to fuck me or not?”
I know that part of it is that the atmosphere in here makes everyone horny all the time. And she does look like the girl I used to be with. But I think it’s the forthright way she’s coming onto me that’s getting me so hard. She knows what she wants and she’s not afraid to ask for it.
“Are you not meant to be meeting someone?” I ask her.
She stops for a moment, as if confused by the question, then I feel her hand sliding over my jeans.
“No, no one but you and that hard cock I can feel under my fingers.”
I always get told when we have couples visiting the bar and no one told me about her. So this is either a mistake or something different. Either way, I’m not going to turn down what she’s offering.
“So you’re into filthy stuff, are you?” I ask, pushing back my chair as I stand and pulling down the zip on my jeans.
Mia eyes me hungrily as she watches me reach in and pull out my cock, licking her lips as I stroke up and down the length.
“Yeah. And you can do WHATEVER you want with that thing. Fuck me up, my dude.”
Her way of speaking sounds strange to me but I get her meaning.
Just as I’m about to guide my cock into her mouth, she slips to her knees and takes my balls in her mouth, sucking them hard. I start groaning when she jerks my cock in her hand like it’s a cocktail shaker. I think she’s going to keep going till I erupt like a volcano, but at the last moment she lets go of me and leans back and smiles at me.
“Mmm, well that’s the warm up. Now get that beard of yours between my legs, I want to feel it rubbing my thighs.”
The smirk on her face set off a fire in me and I push back my chair, reaching for her and picking her up. In seconds I’ve pulled her skirt off and have her lying with her back on the table and spreading her legs to reveal a fully shaved pussy that is already soaked. I’m going to waste no time getting her taste on my lips. My tongue opens up her folds and draws a happy little yelp from her. Grabbing her legs, I lift them up onto my shoulders, feeling her wrapping herself around me and drawing my head down. She wanted my beard between her thighs and she’s getting it.
“Oh fuck YES,” she shouts, no doubt startling the few leprechauns sleeping in the corner.
Her hand rests on the back of my head, and I can feel her thrusting up against me. It’s been so long since I had a chance to eat pussy and I’m not going to waste it. She’s going to soak my face and squirt in my mouth if I have anything to say about it.
“Yes, GOD, YES,” she cries as I suck on her clit. The harder I go, the louder she gets. As I thrust two fingers into her, she bucks hard against me and comes hard, her body shaking against me and banging against the table. I don’t stop until she collapses back in exhaustion.
“Oh fuck, dude, that was GOOD. Where has your mouth been all my life?”
I lower her legs down and lean forward to kiss her, nearly moaning into her mouth when my cock brushes against her pussy.
“I’m not done with you yet,” I growl into her ear. “You’re coming back to my bedroom.”
Mia glances around the bar and smiles.
“Why go all the way there when you can just fuck me on the table? I don’t mind being watched and I need that dick in me right now.”
Before she finishes the sentence, I’m already pushing my cock deep into her. Climbing onto the table, my hands go into hers, pinning her down under me.
“OH. FUCK. YEAH. Harder, give it to me harder.”
If I fuck her harder, the table is going to break, but it’s a risk I’m going to take. Flicking her t-shirt up, I squeeze her breast and pinch her nipple between my fingers.
“No coming without permission, understand?”
She groans a yes so I reach up and take her face in my hand, making her look at me.
“That’s Yes, Sir,” I tell her.
She nods and I call her a good girl, all the time steadily thrusting into her, all the length but controlled. As a youngster, I was all about the fucking hard and fast until I realized taking your time not only makes it last, it usually drives them wild.
I suddenly realize that this is the first time I’ve fucked someone in a hundred years. Recently I got to play with a couple in the bar and the woman, Noelle, gave me an amazing blowjob. I got several weeks of masturbation fodder from that one. But sex? It’s been too long, and I didn’t realize how much I missed it.
“Sir, I’m going to come.”
I slow down, still deep inside her but now making sure every little thrust makes her shake.
“Mia. You will not come till I tell you. Not unless you want to be punished.”
I know it’s an idle threat. First, because I don’t want to punish her - she’s giving me the best day I’ve had in a century. And second, humans only ever get two hours here. She would be gone before I even had time to punish her.
She tries to pull me against her, desperate for me to fuck her again.
“Please Sir, I need to come. I need you to fuck me hard and fill me with cum and tell me what a bad girl I am, and please let me come, please, I need it so bad.”
I thrust into her again, hard and fast. My hands holding her down as I growl in her ear.
“Come for me, NOW.”
She lets out a cry and we come almost at the same time. I knew I wasn’t going to last; after a century I don’t have much stamina. I slam into her, emptying myself in her tightness and biting her neck as she shakes and moans under me.
“Holy fuck,” she laughs, her body going limp under me. “You know how to screw. You would think you’d been saving that up for years.”
I prop myself up on my elbow and look at her. It’s not just her resemblance to Christine that I find so attractive, it’s her look, her confidence, and her easygoing nature. Just seeing her giggling at me studying her face is enough for me to want to fuck her again.
“Are you going to show me that bedroom or what? I need cuddles, maybe my pussy licked, and this table is groaning so much it might collapse at any moment.”
I carefully climb off and then slide my arms under her, lifting her up. She puts her arms around my neck to hang on and closes her eyes, trusting me to get her where she needs to go.
My room is adjacent to the bar and only takes a few moments to get to it. Kicking open the door, I carry her into the room and put her down on the bed. She smiles up at me and rolls over, wiggling her ass a little in a teasing way.
I strip and get in behind her, spooning her and slipping my arm around her waist.
“Mmmm, nice,” she sighs, pushing herself back against me. “I don’t think I’ve ever snuggled in a dream before. You’re making me all sleepy.”
I kiss the back of her neck. As much as the sex was good, this fills my heart with joy. Having someone to hold, to kiss. Even if it’s just for a few hours, I want someone I can wrap in my arms.
Mia turns slightly, just enough that she can look over her shoulder at me.
“I just thought, this is a little like that story my great-great-grandma wrote.”
I arch my eyebrow at her.
“Oh, it’s a family secret. She and her husband were very prim and proper and respected members of the community. When she died, the family found a diary she wrote. It was scandalous, all about meeting up with this wild Irish guy in a log cabin and having wild sex. Apparently, she had some kind of affair with him and had to choose between him or her husband and she had always regretted not choosing this hunk of a guy. She wrote it like it was some dream she had but everyone assumed she was just trying to cover up her sins. The family burned the diary, but the legend has been passed down through the family. You’re kinda like my wild Irish guy.”
It looks like fate has not finished playing with me. Or maybe the universe is trying to correct a long-ago mistake.
She rests her head back down on the pillow, and I can hear her sigh happily.
Then something occurs to me.
“You said earlier that you’ve been having some weird sex dreams?”
She nods her head slightly and I can tell she is about to fall asleep, but I need to know more.
“What do you remember about them?”
She turns to face me, and I take her hand in mine. She looks so happy and even though I suspect we have just a little time, I want to see her smiling for as long as possible.
“Just a couple of really wild dreams. The first one I was in the middle of this winter land with a weird elf girl and then this guy was in a cabin and we had sex and it was OK but he was pretty vanilla.”
I almost stopped her to ask what that meant, but I didn’t want to interrupt her.
“Second one, I was in this weird love land. Red hearts everywhere. And I fucked this guy who was really fit, but had no personality, and afterward he didn’t seem interested in me. It’s weird, I’m not really looking for a guy. I like to think I’m independent, but IF I were, I think it would be someone like you. You’re strong and gave it to me rough, yet since we got into bed all you’ve done is cuddle me and kiss my neck and ask me about myself.”
She leans forward and kisses me gently.
“It’s a pity you’re just a dream,” she says and her eyes close.
I must have fallen asleep as well because I feel strange and disorientated. But Mia is still lying in front of me so at least the two hours haven’t passed yet.
I turn round to get some water from my bedside table, but instead of a bottle, there’s a lamp in the shape of a crow holding a light bulb.
I stare at it for a moment, then realize that it’s not my table. And I am not in my room.
“Oh, you’re here.”
I turn back to Mia, who has just woken up.
“I… yes, I’m here. Wherever here is,” I say.
She yawns and closes her eyes again.
“It’s my bedroom, silly. Where else would it be? My dream boyfriends come back to my bedroom. I must have decided to keep you.”
And with that, she’s asleep again.
I realize that I am still holding her hand.
That must have been it. When she came back from the bar, we were holding hands. Somehow she has brought me back with her to her real life. Which means I’m free after over a hundred years.
I climb out of the bed and walk over to the mirror on the wall. I look the same as I did when I went to sleep all those years ago, the same as I have in the bar all this time.
I’ve been given my life back again.
But what will I do with it? I don’t know this world. I don’t know anyone in it. Unless someone needs a barman, I have no idea what I will do with my life.
“HOLY SHIT”
I turn round, and Mia is sitting up in bed, staring at me.
“I was just falling asleep again, and suddenly I realized you’re here. You’re really here, not like a dream or something.”
Suddenly I feel shy. Here I am standing naked in this woman’s bedroom and she had no idea how I got here.
“I’m sorry, I can explain.”
She looks me up and down, disbelief on her face. And then she laughs, loud and clear, making her body shake.
“Oh man,” she says, “you BETTER be able to explain. But for now, get your butt over here, and let’s see if your as good a fuck as you were in my dream.”
As I make my way over to her, I think that even though I don’t know what my life is going to be like from now on, I hope it’s going to be with her. She excites me, she makes my heart throb. I have never met someone who is so accepting of amazing things going on around her, and I already know I want to see that smile on her face for the rest of my life.
I climb into bed and kiss her. Long and deep. And as we kiss, I think for a brief second of the bar, the place I have spent most of my life.
I wonder who is going to run it now.
[image: image-placeholder]Epilogue
The leprechauns queue up outside the doors.
Normally the bar would be open by now. But here they stand.
From inside they hear music, then suddenly the doors open and they shove their way inside.
It takes them a few moments to see what is different. Sean is missing from behind the bar. He has been there every day to welcome them in and pour them a drink.
The leprechauns are confused.
Then slowly, from behind the bar, a red Christmas hat with a bell on it appears.
“HELLO THERE.”
They can’t see who said it and a murmur goes around the crowd. The voice behind the bar grumbles and they hear a chair being scraped along the floor before a figure climbs up onto it, visible over the bar at last.
“Let’s try this again. HELLO THERE. I’m Trixie the Christmas Elf. I’m going to be your barmaid for a little while. So what do you say - fancy a drink?”
The End
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