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Chapter One

There was only one thing Willow liked about the Christmas season, and it wasn’t that goddamn Mariah Carey song.

Of course, everyone hated that song, but that didn’t stop it from reappearing every November on radio stations and overhead shopping mall music. It was every bit as regular a visitor as Willow’s period and probably even more depressing and painful.

Willow also didn’t like the holiday's consumerism, the way it drove ordinary people to spend all their money on pointless gifts while treating underpaid retail workers like shit. She didn’t care for the weather that accompanied Christmastime in this part of the country, either. Everyone seemed to yearn for a white Christmas, like in the song that wasn’t quite as awful as that goddamn Mariah Carey song. While Willow had nothing against snow in and of itself, she hated being cold.

The only thing Willow liked about Christmas was flirting with all the hot dads who brought their kids to see Santa Claus.

Willow’s husband, Greg, didn’t care for Willow’s Christmas fun. Greg owned a photography company that, among other things, did holiday events at malls like Town Centre. During the Easter season, Willow was one of several people who took turns portraying the Easter Bunny while Greg shot photos of her with children and even pets. At Christmastime, Greg was the star of the show, playing Santa Claus, with Willow as an elf.

Greg had tried to get her to play Mrs. Claus, but she wanted no part of Mrs. Claus’s traditionally conservative (read: frumpy) fashion. As an elf, Willow felt she had more freedom with what she wore and designed her own costume. Greg didn’t care for this, either, but Willow didn’t know why. All the truly scandalous bits were covered, and the kids who came to visit Santa didn’t seem to care that her slim stomach, the lower parts of her ass cheeks, and shapely legs were on display. Neither did the aforementioned hot dads. The only people who seemed to have a problem with her elf costume were Greg and some--and only some--of the moms.

“Can you try not to embarrass me today?” Greg asked her at the beginning of nearly every one of their daily Santa shifts.

She’d remind him that her flirting frequently resulted in the hot dads purchasing bigger photo packages than they might typically order, meaning more profits for him and his company. This seemed to have only a marginal effect on his opinion about the matter. Greg was always so worried about what customers might think of a sexy, scantily clad elf being around their children. Willow realized most of Greg’s objections over her flirting seemed to have more to do with his personal embarrassment or potential impact on the company and less with actual jealousy.

The Santa Claus operation was set up in the middle of Town Centre, near the mall’s information desk and a kiosk that sold watches and did watch repair. Willow always wondered how in the world a watch repair kiosk stayed in business these days, especially since one of its employees--a pretty girl named Bree--frequently wandered off somewhere with men to do God knows what (Willow was pretty sure she knew what). Of course, maybe that was how Bree fulfilled the company’s “Satisfaction Guaranteed” slogan.

The day everything changed was a typical weekday at the Town Centre mall. Busier than any other time of year but lacking the chaotic craziness of the weekend, Santa received a steady but not overwhelming number of little ones eager to share their greatest desires with him. Said greatest desires usually involved Barbie dolls, bicycles, or the latest video game systems.

Solitary hot dads accounted for about a third of all parental escorts, so it was a pretty good day for Willow.

The hottest dad that day wasn’t solitary, though, at least not initially. Standing in line next to a woman with an I-need-to-speak-to-a-manager haircut who he towered over, the man held a little girl in each of his massive arms. The kids, one wearing a red dress and the other green, looked to be four or five years old, but he held them as effortlessly as he might have a couple of grocery bags. With his dark hair, luscious beard, and piercing blue eyes, he looked like he had stepped right out of Willow’s wildest, sexiest dreams.

When the foursome got to the front of the line, the woman said something to the man and then walked away. The man kneeled to let his daughters down, and they ran over to sit on Greg’s--Santa’s--lap. The man stepped to the side, where Willow was waiting with another elf at the sales table. The table had brochures listing prices for various photo packages and a laptop that showed the pictures being taken.

“You’re very strong,” Willow said, smiling at the man. She had to look up at him; he had to be almost a foot taller than her.

“I’m sorry?” the man asked, smiling back and raising an eyebrow.

“The way you were holding your little girls,” Willow clarified. “Looked like they weighed nothing, but I’m fairly certain that’s not the case.” Bet you could pick me up like I weighed nothing, too, she wanted to add.

He laughed. “I’m sure at some point they’ll be too heavy for me to lug around,” he said. “But until then, I enjoy keeping them close. Showing them they’re loved.”

“Your wife is a lucky woman,” Willow said. She glanced down at his left hand, which he was using to flip through a brochure, and noticed he wasn’t wearing a ring. “At least, I assume that was your wife…”

“She was,” he said, “once upon a time. Now we’re barely friends who tolerate each other for the kids.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Willow said, putting her hand on his.

“Don’t be,” he said. “We’re both much happier being single. At least, I am. The name’s Ethan.”

“Willow,” Willow said.

Willow looked at the laptop screen. On it, Ethan’s girls were talking to Greg, listing off their demands simultaneously. Greg wasn’t paying attention to them, however. His eyes looked to the side, to where Willow stood talking to Ethan. His face was bright red. It would’ve been an excellent addition to Greg’s Santa Claus costume--His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry! and all that--but Willow knew the redness of his face had nothing to do with costume details or method acting.

Greg was pissed.


Chapter Two

“What’s your problem?” Willow asked.

Greg was pacing in the little makeshift dressing room situated behind the Santa’s throne area. He’d been out of the chair almost before Ethan’s little girls hopped off his lap, making his way to the sales table. He’d roughly grabbed her arm, gripping it so tightly she thought it might bruise, and dragged her away from Ethan. The poor, sexy man stood there, looking dumbfounded.

“My problem is, I’ve had enough of your flirting,” Greg said, his voice barely above a whisper. He was apparently afraid his voice would carry out of the dressing room and didn’t want the kids and parents waiting in line to hear. “It’s humiliating. Embarrassing.”

“It’s harmless,” Willow said, as she had dozens of times before. “It’s not like I’m fucking them or anything.”

“Even though I’m sure you’d love to!” Greg snapped, louder than Willow was sure he intended.

Willow shrugged. “Not sure why you’d care,” she said. “Not like you’ve been interested lately.”

And it was true. Despite Willow looking better than she had at any point during their marriage, and despite her sex drive being in high gear all day, every day, Greg never seemed to want her. She'd been the one to initiate the few times they’d had sex during the last year, and when he’d agreed, he always seemed reluctant. Like it was too much trouble, even though he always ended up enjoying himself by the time it was done.

Willow had gotten to the point where she thought it was too much trouble, too, so when she felt the urge (which, again, was quite often these days), she got herself off using her impressive array of sex toys and a vivid imagination.

Greg sighed. “You know I’m tired by the time I get done working.”

“Right,” Willow said. “Well, I’m pretty tired of things, too, Greg.”

“Do you even know who that was?” Greg asked.

“Who?”

“The muscle-bound oaf you were just batting your goddamn eyelashes at!” he yelled.

“No. Not a clue.”

“It’s Ethan Lane. I was friends with him in college.”

“Oh, shit,” Willow said. “The guy who broke up your first marriage?”

Greg nodded.

“Was that Beth with him?”

“It was,” Greg said, his voice choking up.

Part of Willow wanted to apologize, but he had that look in his eyes, the one he always had when talking about his first wife. The one that made Willow feel like she was nothing but a consolation prize he’d won after losing the one he really wanted.

“Well, they’re divorced now,” Willow said, barely containing the fury in her voice. “Maybe you can have a second chance.”

He sighed. “I’ve got to get back to it,” he said. “But I don’t want you working here anymore. At least not in front of customers, and especially not wearing that outfit.”

“You’re seriously firing me?” Willow asked. “I don’t even technically work for your company, you know. I’m just helping you out.”

“Then I’m not firing you,” Greg said, walking past her to return to his throne. “I’m just telling you to stop ‘helping me out’ and go the fuck home.”

Willow stood there for a few minutes, fuming. She had half a mind to return to the sales table and flirt with every man waiting on their kids. Married, single, whatever, it wouldn’t matter. It might even be more fun if they were with a wife or girlfriend. She wondered what kind of hit Greg’s company would take to its sales or reputation if she turned into Little Miss Homewrecker.

Instead, she decided to do as Greg said and go home. She’d draw up a bath, get her best waterproof sex toy, and come over and over again while thinking of big, beautiful Ethan stealing another one of Greg’s wives.

On her way to the exit closest to where she’d parked her car, Willow passed by the mall’s community room. Typically used to host meetings for mall businesses and other organizations, the windows looking into it were covered on the inside with some kind of black paper. That was pretty odd, as was the large banner now displayed above the double doors leading into the room.

In large letters, the banner read, “The Dad Zone.” Underneath the title that sent shivers up and down Willow’s spine, the banner said, “Giving bored men something to do while their wives shop.”

Willow raised her eyebrows, thinking there were lots of things she could think of to give bored men--dads or otherwise--something to do.

One of Town Centre’s security guards, a pudgy guy named Jeff, stood next to the community room’s doors. He looked her up and down when she approached. She’d known Jeff for a couple of years now, and if he thought the lecherous way he usually looked at her was a secret, he was sorely mistaken. She’d never quite decided if she was flattered or offended by it, but she knew her skimpy elf costume probably made his day.

“Hey, Willow,” Jeff said. “Are you here to work?”

“Work?” Willow replied.

Jeff nodded. “This event is for men only unless you’re one of the workers. No other women and absolutely no children.”

“Sure,” Willow said, “I’m a worker.”

“You sure Santa Claus doesn’t need you?” Jeff asked, smiling.

“Nah,” Willow said. “He made that pretty clear a few minutes ago.”

“I’m not sure your husband would want you, uh, working this event,” Jeff said, his face getting red.

“Why not?” Willow asked, quickly adding, “You know what? I don’t care. After what he just pulled, I don’t really care what Greg wants or doesn’t want.”

“Trouble in paradise, eh?” Jeff said, again letting his eyes travel along the entire length of her body in a way that creeped her out a little. “Go on in, then. I might see you inside in a little bit when my relief gets here.”

Willow went inside. The room’s overhead lights were dimmed, and classic rock played from a speaker somewhere. No Mariah Carey shit in here, Willow thought as she looked around. A couple of men sat on a couch at the far end of the room, watching a football game on a large television. Another couple of guys were in two recliners, playing Call of Duty on another TV. One of High Concept’s goth girl cashiers sat between the two recliners, pretending to give a shit about the game and its players.

A white plastic table was set up on one side of the room with liquor bottles and beer. A tall, blonde woman wearing the uniform of Backwoods Burgers & Barrels, a combination fast-casual restaurant and gun store at the mall, delivered two beers to the guys watching the game.

In the center of the room was a large box wrapped in silver gift wrap with a big red bow on top.

The Backwoods girl noticed Willow standing there and walked over to her. “I’m Daisy Lynn, and you’re late,” she said.

“Late for what?”

“I guess you’re not the entertainment,” Daisy Lynn said. “I didn’t think you were one of the Town Centre Tramps.”

Town Centre Tramps? Willow thought. “I could be the entertainment, I guess,” she said. “Depending on what exactly you mean.”

Daisy Lynn rolled her eyes. “What do you think I mean? Just get in the box. These guys have been waiting for a while.”


Chapter Three

Willow looked past Daisy Lynn to the box and noticed something she hadn’t on her first glance: it had holes cut into it. There were multiple holes on the two sides she could see, and she assumed there were more on the other sides. A small stepladder sat next to it, as if to allow someone to climb into the box.

She should have turned around and left, she knew that. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what the holes in the box were for or what kind of entertainment the Backwoods girl thought Willow was. Despite her lack of satisfaction in her sex life and being horny as hell right now, Willow was not an unfaithful wife. She’d never once thought about actually cheating on Greg.

But.

She was pissed at him, and he hadn’t given her the attention she deserved. Not for a long time, anyway. And the more she thought about leaving, about being a good girl and not breaking her marriage vows, the more she thought about the look Greg had in his eyes when they were talking about Beth. About the one who got away. About how she’d never be good enough for him.

It helped that this would be effectively anonymous. The guys in the room hadn’t bothered to look away from their TV screens, and she couldn’t see them very well. She’d never know who they were, and they’d never know her. She could pretend like it was just another one of her masturbation fantasies.

“Okay,” Willow said and walked toward the box.

She got up on the stepladder and lifted the lid of the box. Looking down into it, she saw the bottom was lined with pillows. For comfortable kneeling, Willow thought with a shiver. She climbed into the box and reached up to slide the lid closed again.

Her heart pounding, Willow took off her elf costume and got down on all fours. The box was barely wide enough for this. She found her face only inches from a hole on one side of the box, while her ass was pressed against the hole on the opposite side. She shivered when she realized anyone could just walk up and see her bare pussy, which by now was dripping with her excitement.

“Okay, boys,” she heard Daisy Lynn call out, “your gift is ready! And I do mean ready!”

Willow felt a warm hand caress her ass and pussy through the hole, a fingernail scratching gently at her flesh. Must be Daisy Lynn, Willow thought, moaning.

A moment later, a cock presented itself to her waiting mouth. Another hand, rougher than Daisy Lynn’s had been, was at her rear. She’d never felt more vulnerable than she did at that moment, knowing what was about to happen, knowing that the stranger behind her was seeing and feeling a part of her that no one but her husband had felt for a long time. She felt dirty, ashamed, and hesitant.

And hornier than she could ever remember being.

Fingers went inside her slippery cunt, and the motion shoved her forward. Willow’s face brushed against the cock in front of her, sliding along its entire hard, veiny length. She pulled her head back and opened her mouth.

Holding herself up with one hand, she used the other to guide the cock into her mouth as the guy behind her continued to fuck her with his fingers. He had at least two inside her pussy, with another pressing against her asshole. She moaned again, overtaken by the audacious pleasure of it all.

“Fuck,” said the guy she was blowing. Apparently, he was enjoying this, too.

The guy behind her withdrew his fingers, and Willow pressed her ass against the box--against the hole--in protest. She needn’t have worried; a moment later, his fingers were replaced by something else. Something much, much bigger.

Willow felt the unmistakable sensation of a bulbous cock head pressing against her lower lips. She couldn’t tell if he was wearing a condom--she guessed he wasn’t--and she didn’t care. She didn’t care that she hadn’t been on birth control for months because Greg had begrudgingly agreed to try to have a baby with her. All she cared about right now was having this stranger’s cock inside her, consequences be damned.

When he finally shoved it in, he wasn’t gentle about it. Despite how wet she was, and how ready she was, it hurt like hell when it stretched her out, and she pulled away from the cock in her mouth long enough to cry out in pain.

The man behind her was relentless, hammering away at her dripping cunt so hard it was difficult for her to focus on the other cock in front of her. The box around her shook as the man slammed against it, and she worried it might not hold up very long if everyone was as enthusiastic as him.

She finally managed to get her bearings and put her mouth back to work. She started again by holding the cock upright and running her tongue along the sensitive underside of the head, occasionally going up to the tip to lick away the salty, bitter precum there.

The man behind her began ramming into her even harder, making such precision work on the cock in front of her more difficult. She stopped licking and started sucking.

Willow let the man behind her do most of the work. She let him shove her mouth forward onto the other guy’s cock, and she pulled away from it when the guy fucking her pulled away from her. She giggled when she realized the guy behind her was effectively using her mouth to get the other guy off.

She doubted either one of them was upset about the arrangement.

The guy in her pussy had more staying power than the one in her mouth. The one in front tapped on the box a moment before tensing up and spewing his load into her throat. She gagged at the sudden intrusion of the hot, sticky mess, trying to pull away from him. This proved difficult with the guy behind her working her cunt even more than he had been.

The deflating cock in her mouth finally slipped out, followed by copious amounts of cum that fell to the pillows below. Another cock was almost immediately there, longer than the first, even in its semi-hard state.

“Need a minute,” she gasped, unsure if anyone could hear her over the loud pounding at her rear.

At some point, what was happening down below had gone from pain and discomfort to building pleasure. Not usually able to come from vaginal penetration alone, Willow found herself on the brink of an orgasm. She closed her eyes, letting her cheek and lips brush against the hardening cock in front of her, as she anticipated her release.

A moment later, with one final, violent thrust, the guy behind her came, coating her insides with blast after blast of his spunk. He held still for a moment as he unleashed himself inside her and then started slowly moving again, releasing the last few bits of his cum. She was so fucking close, so goddamn close…

And then he pulled out, leaving her empty, unsatisfied, and desperate.

“No!” she cried out. “Please, I need more!”

Another cock pressed against her lower lips, lubricating itself with the first guy’s cum.

“Happy to help, Willow,” said Jeff, the pudgy security guard.


Chapter Four

So much for anonymity, thought Willow, gasping as Jeff shoved his cock inside her.

She thought about stopping him, about stopping all of this before it went any further. She wasn’t even the one who was supposed to be in this box, and surely whoever that was would’ve had the right to call it quits at any point, too. She’d already crossed several lines, but letting someone she knew--letting Jeff--fuck her was another line beyond those. Knowing how smug he’d be that he finally got to fuck her after looking at her with lust in his eyes all these years, knowing she’d never be able to see him again without thinking about this moment… it was almost too much to bear.

Almost.

Willow opened her mouth to suck the cock in front of her and let Jeff have his way with her.

Jeff was gentle compared to the first guy who’d fucked her, taking his time with slow, methodical thrusts. The guy in her mouth blew his load, and then another did by the time Jeff was finished.

Jeff pulled out, and someone else quickly took his place. And then someone else took that guy’s place.

Again and again, it went for the next hour. Willow tried to keep track of how many guys she blew and how many fucked her, but she stopped after a while. Any hesitation she’d felt in the beginning was long gone. She’d become nothing but holes to be used by men she’d never see (and Jeff), and her only wish was that one of them would finally give her the orgasm that was always frustratingly just out of reach. She should have been shocked that she’d gone from a woman who’d never considered cheating on her husband to a desperate slut eager for the next cock to poke through the box’s holes, but she wasn’t.

The only thing that shocked her was how quickly it happened.

The action started to slow down. Instead of a new cock immediately replacing the last at either the front or the rear hole, it took a few minutes. And then, nothing for several minutes. Willow’s frustration was building, as she still hadn’t come. She knew she probably wouldn’t by this point, but she’d been holding out for a Christmas miracle all her own. She felt a brief moment of panic as she realized she didn’t know how to end this. Should she just get up, open the box, and climb out, even if there were still guys in the room?

Willow reached out and touched the side of the box. It felt incredibly flimsy. It had taken so much abuse from the men who’d used her that she was surprised it was still standing.

“Look who it is!” she heard a man say. “You better not let Mrs. Claus know you’re here!”

“No need to worry about her,” she heard her husband say. “I sent her home so I could have some fun.”

So he didn’t send her home because of her flirting. It was so he could fuck some random whore in a box. The fact that she’d become the random whore in a box lessened her anger toward her husband, but only a little.

“Oh, you’ll have a lot of fun with this little gift,” the other man said. “I’ve had fun twice already and was thinking about going back for thirds!”

Willow smiled. The thought that she was so good someone wanted thirds warmed her heart and almost made up for Greg being an asshole.

She heard the sound of Greg undoing his Santa Claus belt buckle just before he shoved his cock through the front hole. Even if she hadn’t heard him talking, she’d have known him by his little dick. It was the smallest she’d seen--or felt--today.

She didn’t suck it.

Greg tapped on the box and said, “Hello? You alive in there?”

“Maybe she just needs a break,” the other man said. “That mouth’s been working hard today.”

They both laughed about that. Greg pulled his cock out of the hole. A moment later, she felt his fingers poking at her pussy through the other hole. Her aching pussy’s need for stimulation overrode her anger for him, and she pushed back against his hand.

“Looks like this ride’s open for business,” Greg said. “Ho, ho, ho!”

And he shoved his cock inside her.

Greg fucked her for a couple of minutes. She again felt her orgasm building. She almost laughed, thinking that of all the men who’d fucked her today, it might be her husband--who’d never made her come with mere fucking--who did the job.

But it was not to be. He suddenly stopped and pulled out, leaving Willow more frustrated than when he’d started.

“There any lube here?” she heard Greg ask. A moment later, he said, “Good. Thanks.”

Willow felt his fingers again, smearing her asshole with the lube someone must have given him. Another bolt of panic shot through her as she realized what he was going to do.

His cock knocking at her back door a moment later confirmed it.

This was too much. He’d asked for anal for years, and she’d never let him do it. Not because she was opposed in general--she definitely wasn’t--but because he always brought up how much he enjoyed it with Beth. If he hadn’t brought Beth into it, she’d have let him have her ass any time he wanted, but she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of having something else to compare between his first wife and his second. He seemed to do that enough already.

And yet.

She did nothing to stop him as he slowly shoved the head of his little cock inside her ass. She felt her whole body flush with humiliation, with shame, with anger, but she pushed back against him anyway, urging him to go deeper. She’d never be able to explain it, but she both wanted it and didn’t want it at the same time, and this only made it better, and knowing that he’d never know she’d finally given him his wildest dream did, too.

It only hurt briefly, and after the first few thrusts, she started to enjoy it. He didn’t last long, and when she felt him release inside her, she was almost disappointed it was over.

“Goddamn,” Greg said, pulling out. His cum rushed out of her asshole and seeped down her legs. “That was the best I’ve ever had.”

Willow laughed.

Greg laughed, too. “You sound a lot like my wife, but she never lets me do that!”

“I guess Santa needs Christmas gifts, too, huh?” she heard another voice say. A familiar voice. One she’d heard before this crazy adventure started.

“Hello, Ethan,” Greg said, pulling off his fake Santa beard.

“Oh,” Ethan said. “I didn’t realize Santa was an old friend.”

“Not your friend,” Greg said. “But have some fun with my sloppy seconds. Like you always do.”

Willow heard a loud pounding on the box. Greg must have hit it to drive home his point about sloppy seconds, but a moment later, the box collapsed around her.

She lay there in the ruins of the box, exposed. She looked up and saw the man who’d talked to Greg when he first came in looking down at her. Greg and Ethan were behind her, and she could feel their eyes on her.

“Willow?” Greg said.

She rolled over, not bothering to cover herself. She was fully aware of what she must look like, with cum on her face and in her hair and seeping out of her asshole and swollen, reddened pussy. She had so much cum on her and inside her that she couldn't help but think this had turned into quite the white Christmas.

She took in Greg’s bewildered expression and then looked at Ethan. His eyes had a hunger in them she desperately wanted to satiate.

“Well, Ethan?” Willow said. “He offered you his sloppy seconds.”


Chapter Five

“Wait,” Ethan said. “What is this?”

“She’s my wife,” Greg said. “My second wife.”

“Yeah, I’m not getting drawn into your games again, Greg,” Ethan said. “I should go.”

“What are you talking about?” Willow asked. “What’s he talking about, Greg?”

“Beth sleeping with me was his idea in the first place,” Ethan explained. “Some kind of hotwife kink. He couldn’t handle it because he thought she liked me better, so he asked for a divorce.”

“What?” Willow said. “She didn’t leave you?”

“No,” Greg said, looking away. “But that doesn’t change anything. He still stole her from me. I just made it official.”

Willow got up on her knees and crawled to Ethan. She was aware of Greg’s intense stare but ignored it.

“Please, Ethan,” Willow said in her best pouty voice. “All I want for Christmas is to come, and no one’s made that happen yet.”

“Not even your husband?” Ethan asked.

“Especially not him,” Willow said. “Not today, and not for a long time.”

“Willow, stop this,” Greg pleaded.

“That’s a damn shame,” Ethan said, reaching down to touch Willow’s chin. The fact that his fingers were being smeared with the cum of who knows how many men didn’t seem to bother him and turned Willow on even more.

“Ethan, take your hands off my wife,” Greg said.

“Your wife looks like she has a different request,” Ethan said, continuing to stare at Willow.

“Maybe you should go find Beth, dear,” Willow said. “I’m sure she’s in the mall somewhere.”

“She was taking the kids to get something to eat,” Ethan said to Greg. “Try the food court.”

“You bastard,” Greg said.

Willow tugged at Ethan’s belt. “C’mere,” she said, moving backward and pulling Ethan with her by his belt.

“This isn’t happening,” Greg said.

“Oh, it’s happening,” Willow said. “You can either watch quietly--which, apparently, is your thing so maybe just go with it--or we can call security to have you removed.”

She undid Ethan’s belt buckle and unbuttoned his jeans, maintaining eye contact with her husband while she did. When Ethan unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a hairy, muscular chest, Willow turned her attention entirely to him.

Discarding his shirt, Ethan kicked off his shoes and slid his pants down. His cock, hard and thick and veiny, was aimed directly at Willow.

“Fuck,” Greg said as Willow engulfed Ethan’s cock with her mouth.

“Oh, we’ll get to that,” Ethan said, gasping as Willow sucked him.

Willow reached around and grabbed Ethan’s bare ass cheeks, pulling him to her as she blew him. She gagged a little when he went into her throat, but his moaning urged her on. Saliva poured out of her mouth as the smacking sounds of her work filled the room, and delicious precum from Ethan filled her mouth.

“Your second wife is an excellent cocksucker, Greg,” Ethan said. “Much better than the first one.”

Willow giggled and Greg groaned. For once, she didn’t mind being compared to Beth.

“That’s enough,” Ethan said. “Time to take care of you.”

Ethan pulled his cock out of her mouth. Willow protested when he did, but a moment later, he knelt down and gently pushed at her shoulder, urging her to lie down. She did so on the ruins of the big Christmas gift box. She could feel cooling and dried cum from her previous adventures wherever her skin touched the pillows amid the cardboard.

Ethan spread Willow’s legs apart. She gasped when he ran each of his hands up the inside of her thighs, starting at her knees and ending up at her well-used cunt. He roughly massaged her swollen lower lips with the fingers of both hands.

“Ohmygod,” Willow moaned, barely coherent. “I’ve been so close all day…”

“Let’s get you there,” Ethan said. “I don’t come until you do.”

His voice was so sincere, the words so selfless, she almost came right then. Her pleasure built and built as he slipped a finger inside her, then another, and another. One finger went to her asshole, easily penetrating it thanks to the lube and the remaining cum from Greg. She writhed on the floor as Ethan fucked her pussy and ass with his fingers under the watchful eye of her husband.

“Come for me, Willow,” Ethan said, slowing down and rubbing against her clit.

Willow looked at Greg, who was rubbing his crotch through his Santa suit.

“It feels so good, honey,” she told her husband. “Better than anything you’ve ever done to me.”

Her own words, and the look on Greg’s face, sent her over the edge. She screamed, a long and loud bellowing that would sound like she was in pain to anyone not privy to her current circumstance.

Pain was the furthest thing from her mind.

Willow shook as her orgasm overtook her, drowning her in wave after wave of rapture. She raised up her hips, pressing against Ethan’s hands until a second orgasm began before the first one had completely subsided.

Her eyes were locked on her husband’s the entire time. Greg’s face was a mixture of excitement, regret, and longing.

Finally, the main event was over. Ethan didn’t remove his fingers from her, continuing to massage her pussy lips as electric shockwaves from her climaxes made their way to her fingers and toes. Her body twitched involuntarily when Ethan finally stopped.

“Good?” he asked.

“Very,” she said, overwhelmed by the sweet concern of such a simple question. “Your turn.”

“If you insist,” Ethan said.

He fucked her then, alternating between slow, sensual thrusts and intense, violent hammering. She knew it was too much to hope that she might have a third orgasm, but she hoped for it anyway, wrapping her legs around Ethan’s hips as she got closer and closer to that impossible goal.

Greg knelt next to her face, his cock hard again and in his right hand. She knew what he wanted--her mouth--but she didn’t give it to him.

She came again, impossibly, moments before Ethan filled her with his seed. Greg came at more or less the same time as the man who’d now fucked both of his wives.

Time lost all meaning, her latest orgasm lasting forever as the warmth from Ethan’s explosion spread throughout her body in neverending waves. Willow turned toward Greg’s cock as he sprayed her with his cum, and the painting of her face seemed to happen in slow motion so that the warm, white bursts looked to her like snowfall.

Outside the room, on the overhead mall speakers, that goddamn Mariah Carey song gave way to Burl Ives.


Hooked on Love

An Erotic Valentine’s Day Tale


Chapter One

She shouldn’t have fucked him in the first place.

It was an odd thing to think as she watched him sleep, knowing she was going to wake him up by devouring his cock. And she wouldn’t regret that, just as she didn’t regret what they’d done the night before. What holes he filled (all of them), how much cum she swallowed (more than usual; it seemed he’d been saving up), how many orgasms she had (he’d made it seem like pleasuring her was his job instead of the other way around).

Not fucking him in the first place wouldn’t mean undoing the events of the last ten hours. It’d mean undoing the events of the previous ten years.

Annette wasn’t sure if things would’ve been better or worse if a time traveler had gone back to prevent the teenage Niles from awkwardly bringing up the idea that they could be friends with benefits. Or, failing to prevent that fateful conversation, if the same time traveler would’ve sat her down and showed her how much heartache she’d experience if she allowed herself to do the one thing she and Niles agreed could not happen.

“You can’t fall in love with him,” the time traveler would say.

“I know,” teenage Annette would reply. “That’s Rule Number One.”

“You’re going to break that rule,” the time traveler would somehow know. “You’re going to be in love with him before you suck his cock for the first time.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” the Ghost of Annette Past would say, laughing. “We’ve been best friends since kindergarten. If I haven’t had feelings for him by now, I never will.”

They’d go back and forth like this for a while longer. Somehow the time traveler would have videos of Annette’s future self crying into her pillow on multiple nights each time Niles found a new girlfriend, putting a temporary end to their arrangement. There’d be another video, this one of Annette holding back her sobs -- barely -- as he told her he was moving away to pursue his career. There’d even be one of her destroying half her apartment after getting an invitation to his wedding in the mail.

And she wouldn’t believe any of it. She was simply incapable of falling in love with someone she’d seen shit his pants in second grade. Someone who wouldn’t shut up about how DC Comics characters were better than Marvel Comics characters. Someone she thought of more as a brother than as a friend. Their arrangement was purely a practical matter, something which would allow them to scratch itches they both had from the safety of their friendship. Nothing more.

The time traveler, frustrated and already thinking about the paperwork they’d have to file for mission failure, would tap a button on their wrist band and return to their own time.

Annette sighed. Part of her wished the hypothetical time traveler had tried just a bit harder. Or existed in the first place. The rest of her, though… didn’t want to give up what she had with Niles, no matter how many tears she might not have shed.

She looked at the clock. He’d texted his wife Riley three hours ago that he was driving back from a city he hadn’t gone to for a work trip. He’d have to be leaving in about an hour if he was going to maintain that cover story. If he didn’t wake up soon, Riley might end up questioning him on his actual whereabouts, and that might mean trouble for his marriage.

She was tempted to let him sleep. Maybe even tie him to the bed so he couldn’t leave. She did have some lovely new nylon straps one of her clients got her for Christmas...

But the one thing that may have been worse than knowing he was going home to his wife was the thought of him being angry at her. Or not seeing her again. She couldn’t take that, even if the logical part of her knew that’d probably be best for both of them.

She slipped out of her panties. This wasn’t strictly necessary since she doubted they’d have time for him to reciprocate. But she could always dream. She ducked under the covers and got between his legs. She pulled down his boxers ever so slowly, not wanting to wake him with anything other than her lips and tongue on his shaft.

His cock lay exposed, looking no less lovely for it currently being relatively small and soft. It would not remain so for long.

Annette leaned in, savoring the smell of his sweat and her own juices that traveled from his cock to her nose. She licked his balls and stifled a giggle when she saw his cock twitch just from that. She stopped for a moment to see if he was waking up, but only one part of him was moving. And that part was already getting just a little bigger. Harder.

She gently lifted it with one finger toward her mouth and smiled. She loved it when he was horny for her, of course, and nothing would ever take the place of feeling his rock hard shaft as he force-fed it to her himself. But she liked it just as much when she could have it soft in her mouth, to feel it getting stiffer, hotter, on her tongue. To taste the salty bitterness of precum as it formed instead of licking it off his tip after the fact.

She opened her mouth and lay his cock gently on her tongue but didn’t close her mouth. She moved her head slowly back and forth, letting the shaft slide from the front of her tongue to the back. After only a few seconds, it was occupying much more of her mouth than when it first went in. Niles moaned, his thighs quivering now.

She closed her lips around it and started sucking. He was fully erect now, and she dove into him, gagging a little when the tip of his cock hit her throat. She sighed around the shaft when he put his hands on her head, running his fingers through her light brown hair. She knew what was coming; he was the most gentle person she’d ever fucked except for this one specific circumstance.

He balled his hands into fists full of her hair and took over her movements. As he pulled her into himself and pushed her away, he moved his hips up and down. Over and over again, the tip of his cock breached her throat, and over and over again, she thought it was going to be too much.

She always thought this, and it never ended up being true.

His cock tensed, and he stopped moving. He let go of her hair, allowing her the option to pull away if she wanted.

She didn’t. His cum flooded her mouth, her throat. She sucked harder around his shaft to try to contain as much as she could. When she’d swallowed most of it, she lapped at his shaft and pubic hair, getting what had spilled out of her mouth. When she finished, she lightly fingered the length of him to make sure she’d gotten it all.

Her task finished, she crawled up him and poked her head out of the covers. He smiled and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Hi,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.

“That was a nice surprise,” he said.

She laughed. “So surprising. It’s how I always wake you up.”

“Well, it’s always nice anyway.”

She rolled off of him and lay her head on his chest. He played with her hair. She closed her eyes and imagined they’d have time for breakfast before he left. Coffee, at the very least. She decided to get up and put some on.

Before she could, he patted her shoulder and said, “I need to go.”

Tell him he can’t, she thought. “I know,” she said.

He hopped in the shower, where she thought about joining him but decided against doing so. She didn’t want to hear him tell her he didn’t have time to play around. When he was done with his shower, she watched him get dressed.

“This was nice,” he said. “Can’t wait until next time.”

“Next weekend, right?” she asked. Valentine’s Day weekend, she didn’t add. She was sure it was pure coincidence on his end to schedule the weekend with her. For her, though, the idea of spending Valentine’s Day with him was more than she’d ever hoped.

“Uh. I’m not sure.”

“You said you had a cover story for the whole weekend,” she reminded him.

“Yeah, it’s not that,” he said. “I might have other plans.”

“With her.” A statement, not a question.

He nodded. “Yeah. Probably.”

She didn’t say anything else but didn’t have to.

“Look,” he said, sitting on the bed and taking her hand. “This is fun, and I’m glad we can connect now and then. But Riley is my wife. I’m glad you’ve been here for me through these rough patches we’ve had, but if I can work things out with her, that’s for the best. Isn’t it?”

Rough patches. She almost laughed. His entire marriage had been one giant rough patch. The only reason they’d gotten married in the first place was that he knocked her up, and the only reason they’d stayed together (according to him, at least) was because of their son. It seemed like they hated each other most of the time, and Niles wasn’t the only one to seek affection from outside the marriage. Why he would bother trying to work things out with Riley was beyond Annette’s ability to comprehend.

Not for the first time, she thought about pleading her case. For all the love she felt for him, she’d never actually divulged her feelings. She was worried about how he’d take it if he knew, although part of her felt like he must know. At least on some level. How could he not?

But she was well aware of how clueless men could be when it came to picking up on emotional cues. Her mother would’ve said it was intentional cluelessness, but regardless he never seemed to get that she’d loved him before she even sucked his cock for the first time. Way before.

That damned time traveler sure knew what they were talking about.

She didn’t bring up things that were now ten years overdue for the same reason she’d never said anything before. She simply didn’t want to hear that he didn’t feel the same way. She knew it must be true but knowing it and hearing it in his own words, in his own voice, would’ve been too much to bear.

Instead, she simply said, “You’re right. I hope everything goes well.”

He didn’t kiss her before he left, but he seldom did. Even when she hugged him on his way out the door like today. He’d been gone for a while when she realized he hadn’t tried to pay her this time.

So maybe there was hope after all.


Chapter Two

Other than Niles, Annette had never developed deep feelings for anyone she’d fucked. And she’d fucked plenty of people since Niles had moved away. She’d fucked quite a few since Niles had moved back. Being the only hooker in this town to have the police chief’s blessing made for a profitable business model. Prostitution wouldn’t have been her first career choice as a younger woman, but it was one at which she’d learned to thrive.

She’d resigned herself to never having sex with someone she loved again when she bumped into Niles a year ago on the sidewalk outside Starbucks.

“Annette?” he’d said. He sounded uncertain, as if he didn’t recognize her.

She didn’t blame him. She’d never worn much makeup in their time together or worn skirts as short as what she was wearing that day. She looked like a completely different person from the girl she had been back when she dreamed about a future with Niles. Felt like a different person, too.

Was a different person.

Over coffee, they got caught up on the last couple of years of their lives. She held nothing back.

“Prostitution,” he said as if he’d never heard the word before. “What happened to the girl who was afraid to have sex with anyone but her nerdy friend?”

What would he have said if she told him the truth? That sex with anyone but him seemed empty and pointless? Sure, she enjoyed herself but only physically. She had never felt the slightest attachment to anyone she’d fucked but Niles. When one of her boyfriends jokingly suggested she was so good at sex, people ought to be paying her for it, she let him pimp her out to his friends.

Then she decided to run with the idea on her own. At one point, she thought if she put enough notches on her bedpost, she might find what she’d found all those years ago with Niles.

That never happened, but at least she made enough money to live comfortably without doing real work.

Before they parted ways that day, they’d renewed their old arrangement. Except Niles said he’d pay her for her time, which he always tried to do (except for this last time). She never took his money.

She wanted payment in a completely different currency.

---

Annette had never been as close to Riley as she was now.

She knew how crazy this was, crouching behind a bush underneath their living room window. She wasn’t worried about getting into real trouble for stalking. It was starting to get dark, so she’d be hard to see if she stayed behind the bush. Besides, the only thing she had to do to resolve most legal issues was let the police chief tie her up, use her for a couple of hours, and pay her for the pleasure. But she was worried about pissing off Niles.

It wasn’t enough to stop her raging curiosity. She couldn’t explain it, even to herself, but she had to know what they were like together. She’d seen pictures of Riley -- one had been included in the invitation to the wedding she didn’t attend -- and had seen her from a distance. She knew Riley was pretty, even beautiful. She looked a lot like Annette, with the same light brown hair and blue eyes. This made Annette believe, perhaps vainly, that Niles had been looking for someone like his old friend when he was seeking a partner. They’d never be mistaken for twins, though. Riley was skinnier -- too skinny -- and seemed to wear a perpetual frown.

Annette knelt below the window for a couple of minutes before gathering enough courage to peek inside. When she did, she immediately wished she hadn’t. Niles and Riley were sitting on a couch, watching something she couldn't make out on TV. Niles had his hand between Riley’s legs, rubbing her through her jeans.

After a couple of minutes of this, Riley lay back and unbuttoned her pants. Niles pulled them, along with her panties, off of her. He resumed rubbing her pussy as she spread her legs as far apart as she could. Annette couldn’t hear anything, but she could tell Riley was moaning as Niles worked her cunt. It took her a moment to realize she’d started crying.

She knew she should look away. She knew she should leave. She shouldn’t have come in the first place. But she couldn’t will herself to turn away. Not even when Niles bent down and started licking his wife’s pussy.

Riley grabbed onto the back of the couch with one hand as Niles ate her. Annette, suddenly feeling faint, gripped the window ledge to steady herself as she watched the man she loved nibble on Riley’s clit. This time she could hear the sounds that came out of Riley’s mouth, and she knew what those sounds meant.

Niles’s exceptionally talented mouth had just made Riley come.

Annette was sobbing now, heartbroken and angry. Heartbroken because it was apparent Niles cared more for his wife than he had ever let on and angry because watching him do what he just did turned her on so much. Her panties were as damp from her pussy juices as her cheeks were from tears.

Niles gently licked at his wife’s slick folds for a moment after her orgasm. Then he stood up and took off his pants. Annette caught herself licking her lips at the sight of his cock, which she had had in her mouth just this morning.

She shook her head as she watched him climb onto the couch. She told herself to leave, that she didn’t want to watch him fuck her. That as upset as she was over what had happened, it was nothing compared to what was about to happen.

She didn’t listen to herself.

Niles started to guide himself toward Riley’s cunt. She reached for him and took his cock in her hand, eager to have it inside her. He said something to her when he breached her opening, something Annette couldn’t hear, but she could read his lips well enough to know what it was.

I love you.

Words she had wanted to hear from him for ten years now, as he plunged himself into the woman he had married, who had carried his child, who he always went home to.

Still crying, Annette furiously rubbed herself through her pants. As Niles pounded into his wife harder and harder, Annette pressed harder and harder against her own cunt, imagining it was her beneath him now. She climaxed just as Niles threw his head back and opened his mouth like he always did when he came.

And then he saw her.

They locked eyes for only a moment before she gathered herself enough to duck below the window. Heart pounding, she stayed there for a couple of minutes, wondering if he would come out to ask her what the hell she was doing here.

She wanted him to. Even if he was angry, she wanted to be close enough to touch him. She wanted him to ask her why she would do what she just did if only so she could tell him it was because she loved him. Because she wanted him. Because she’d wanted to see how horrible his marriage was.

But it sure hadn’t looked horrible.

Sure, maybe their sex life was the only good thing about it. Maybe all the other stuff Niles had mentioned -- the arguments about money, about how to raise their son, about Riley’s aggressively possessive mother -- was real.

But he also said they hadn’t had sex in over a year. Could it be Annette was just unlucky enough to witness the one day they renewed their passions?

Possible, but very unlikely. The idea that Niles had been lying to her this whole time, had been pretending to be unhappy, just to get some sex on the side, hurt as much as watching him fuck Riley.

And it was also pointless. Annette would have fucked him no matter what. He didn’t have to lie to get anything he wanted from her.

After waiting a few minutes and becoming convinced he wasn’t coming outside, she crawled away from the window. She got to her feet and ran away, not stopping until she got to her car parked two blocks away. She fell into the driver’s seat, her heart still racing, and her mind still replaying everything she had just witnessed.

There was only one thing that could quell the storms raging inside her. When she could breathe normally, she called Sean, her police chief friend, and asked if he had time for a quick scene.


Chapter Three

Annette loved being told what to do. She always had but had never understood why until she started researching various kinks after she started hooking. The day she found out about BDSM and realized she was a submissive, her entire world changed.

It was one of the things that made prostitution so appealing to her: most of her clients didn’t care what she wanted and saw her only as a means to their own perverted ends. That was just fine with her; she wasn’t exactly looking for love or even a long-term sexual relationship. In fact, she had cut off clients if they treated her too well or showed any signs of getting attached. Except for infrequent occasions, all she wanted was to play the part of a good little submissive and make a living doing it.

She understood that healthy BDSM relationships typically required mutual respect and constant communication. But no one would ever accuse Annette of seeking out healthy relationships.

Sean was her favorite client, and not just because he made sure she could stay in business by making sure she was never arrested. He was the best Dominant she’d ever encountered: able to push her right to the edge of her comfort level without ever going over. He leveraged the not inconsiderable frustrations from his day job and his personal life into just the right amount of force and cruelty to satisfy her. And when they were done, and he was calm, he stayed with her to make sure she was okay. With most of her clients, she was responsible for her own aftercare, but never with Sean. He’d once ignored an emergency call to play with her hair while she had a snack after one of their scenes.

And he was quick to respond when she called. She’d barely shut off her car when he pulled in behind her in the driveway. He was driving a patrol car. He must have used his lights to get through traffic as fast as he could. She smiled as she stepped out of her car and looked in his direction.

He got out of his car. He was wearing his uniform. He nodded at her. “Let’s do this,” he said.

---

“Undress,” he ordered her as soon as he closed the door behind him.

“You don’t want to go to the bedroom?” she asked, not waiting for an answer before reaching to unbutton her top.

“Did I stutter?” he asked, grabbing her shirt and ripping it open. Buttons flew in every direction.

She smiled. He was especially hungry today. She was glad she called him. She hurriedly got her pants down, then took off her bra and panties.

He caressed her breasts with one hand, then moved it slowly from them down her stomach and lower until he reached her pubic hair. He brushed a finger ever so slightly against the front of her pussy, and she gasped.

“What do you want, you fucking whore?” he asked.

She moaned in response.

He shoved a finger in her cunt, already dripping in anticipation. He leaned in to whisper into her ear, “Use your words.”

“I want whatever you want, Sir.”

“That’s what I thought,” he said.

He pulled out of her and pushed his fingers into her mouth. “Suck. Get ’em nice and wet.”

She raised an eyebrow and did as he said.

“Turn around and bend over.”

She did so, resting her upper half on the couch with her elbows. He parted her ass cheeks and started playing with her asshole using the fingers she’d just lubricated for him. Without warning, he shoved one in. It hurt, but only a little, and she laughed.

“You think that’s funny, do you?” he asked, shoving a second finger in. This time it hurt a little more.

He spent some time working her ass with his two fingers and teased putting a third in. Before he did, he stopped completely, just as she was enjoying it.

“On your knees.”

She turned around and got to her knees. Without waiting for his next command, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his already hard cock. She started stroking it, but after only a moment, he grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her to him.

“Get it nice and wet,” he said. “Just like the fingers.”

She licked him, starting with his balls and moving her way up to his tip. She licked all over the tip and around and around his shaft. She pulled back and spit on it a couple of times as she worked. After a while, his shaft was glistening, and her saliva dripped from it onto the floor below.

“That should be good,” he said. “You know what to do.”

She did. She got into her previous position and used one hand to pull her ass cheeks apart for him. She sighed as his cock touched her anus, bracing herself for the intrusion.

“I’m going to rip you apart, you filthy slut,” he said.

“Do your worst, Sir,” she said.

“You asked for it,” he said and then shoved the head of his cock in.

She cried out in pain but soon was wiggling her ass, working on getting more of him inside her. He grabbed her hips and pushed himself in farther. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as he stretched her out, moving more quickly than he usually did. Between the inadequate lubrication her saliva offered and his aggressiveness, the pain was more significant than usual, and she wasn’t sure it would ever transition to pleasure.

She didn’t know if she could bear it and wondered if he’d think less of her if she used her safe word for once. But she also wanted the pain, wanted to be punished for what she’d done earlier. What had she been thinking, sneaking around Niles’ house like that?

And Sean seemed so eager to have her. Something was wrong with him, too, and if hurting her was what he needed -- what they both needed -- she was determined to let it happen.

Finally, with one final shove, he got as far in as he could go, and she screamed. He suddenly stopped and started to pull out. She reached behind her with one hand and clawed at him, urging him to stay where he was.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice suddenly soft.

“I’m fine,” she said. “Or I will be. Don’t you fucking stop.”

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he said.

“Yes, you do,” she said. “Don’t you?”

He didn’t answer.

“It’s okay; I want you to,” she said. She gritted her teeth as she pushed her ass against him.

“Use your safe word if it’s too much,” he said.

“I will,” she said, “but it won’t be.”

And it wasn’t. The pain never stopped entirely, but pleasure soon mingled with it, and she was enjoying it almost as much as he was. Again and again, he slammed into her, egged on by her occasional encouragement for him to fuck her ass, to tear her apart, to split her in two. She started rubbing her clit as he fucked her, well aware that he hadn’t given her permission to touch herself, much less come. But she didn’t care; she almost hoped he’d notice and punish her for it before finally allowing her to come.

They came at the same time, electricity radiating from her cunt as he flooded her ass. He pulled out of her, and she collapsed face-first onto the couch, his hot, sticky cum streaming out of her asshole onto the floor.

She was so exhausted from everything -- the emotional turmoil of seeing Niles and Riley, the mad dash from their house to her car two blocks away, being used even more roughly than usual by Sean -- that she just wanted to stay as she was. She felt like she could fall asleep, half on the couch and half on the floor.

Sean had other ideas.

“Such a dirty little slut,” he said. “You made a mess.”

“I know,” she said.

“You should clean that up,” he told her. It wasn’t a request. It was a command.

Slowly she pushed herself off of the couch and turned around. She got on all fours and leaned her head down. She lapped up the cum that had already come out of her ass, her pussy tingling with every lick.

“You got more coming out of you now,” he said, walking around to look at her backside. “Gonna have to clean up over here, too.”

She smiled. She knew he’d make her feel all better.

---

“I didn’t see any strawberries,” Sean said, coming into the bathroom with two water bottles and a bowl. “I sliced up a couple of apples for you.”

“Thank you,” she said.

She was soaking in the bath he’d drawn for her. He set the bowl and one of the water bottles on the edge of the bathtub. She took a piece of apple from the bowl as he sat down on the closed toilet and opened his own bottle.

“So, this seemed urgent,” he said. “Everything okay?”

“Peachy,” she said.

“Why don’t I believe you?”

She didn’t answer.

“Is this about Niles again?” he asked.

“Am I that obvious?”

He laughed. “Not really. But it’s always about Niles.”

“I went to their house,” she said. “I wanted to see what they were like together.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What’d you do? Invite yourself over for dinner?”

She shook her head. “No. I hid behind a bush and looked through their window.”

“And?”

She told him what she’d seen and how she almost got caught. Saying it all out loud made her feel even more ridiculous about everything than she already did.

“This is never going to be over until you tell him how you feel,” Sean said. “One way or another, you need to ‘fess up and see what he has to say about it.”

“I don’t know that I want it to be over,” she said. “Isn’t having part of him better than none?”

“Only you can answer that,” he said. “But if he’s serious about working things out with his wife, you may not have even a part of him much longer.”

That made her angry, and she had to fight not to tell him to get the fuck out of her house. But he was right, of course. She decided to change the subject.

“So, it seems like I’m not the only one with a troubled mind today,” she said.

He laughed. “What do you mean?”

“You were more urgent than usual,” she said. “You weren’t just playing at hurting me.”

His face flushed red. “I’m really sorry about that.”

She put a hand on his knee. “Don’t be. It’s what we both needed.”

He sighed. “Yeah.”

“So what’s up?”

“Blake’s moving to California for work,” he said.

“Oh.”

“Yeah. I could fight it and maybe even win…”

“But?”

“It’s a huge opportunity for her,” he said. “In the long run, the kids will be better off if she moves.”

“Better off without their dad just across town?”

“That’s debatable,” he said. “I meant financially. The way she talks, she’ll be way better off than if she sticks around here.”

“Can’t argue with her there,” Annette said. “I mean, this area’s great for my line of work but not much else.”

He laughed, and she felt glad to have caused it.

“It’s going to kill me if I can’t see them whenever I want,” he said.

“I know. I’m sorry.”

“I’ve got to get back to HQ,” he said. “Got some paperwork that has to be done today.”

“Working late for paperwork?”

He smiled. “I wouldn’t have had to, but I got a phone call I had to respond to.”

“I’m so sorry,” she said, smacking his knee.

“But I won’t leave if you’re not okay.”

She smiled. “I’m fine, really. But thank you.”

“I left your payment on the nightstand like usual,” he said, standing up. He bent down to kiss her forehead. “Good luck with Niles.”

He started to walk out of the bathroom but stopped at the door and looked back at her.

“I…” he said.

When he didn’t continue, she said, “Yes?”

“Nothing,” he said. “I’ll see you later. Give me a call in the morning if you want to talk more.”

He left, and she sat there for a while, long after her bath water had gone from hot to lukewarm to cool, wondering what he didn’t say.


Chapter Four

Annette made a phone call the next morning, but it wasn’t to Sean.

She nervously waited on hold for Niles to pick up. She’d never called him before, always letting him make contact first. This was per his instructions. It was ostensibly to make sure Riley didn’t hear a phone call or text message and ask who it was, but the no-call request extended even to his work phone. She’d often thought it was silly not to be able to call him at work, where Riley would never know, but she’d never risked his ire by doing it.

Until today.

She wanted to apologize. As startling as witnessing his lovemaking with his wife was for her, she knew she’d crossed a line. She shouldn’t have been there in the first place, and she certainly shouldn’t have kept watching once they’d begun. It was a breach of trust, and she wanted him to know that she knew it was wrong.

She wanted him to forgive her.

The phone clicked, and the hold music ended. “Hello?” he said.

“Niles,” she said.

“What the fuck are you thinking?” he snapped. “I’ve told you not to call me. I call you, remember?”

His instant anger stunned her. Not that she didn’t expect him to be angry about last night, but being so mad over the phone call threw her for a loop.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I just wanted--”

“I don’t give a fuck what you wanted,” he said. “Calling me when I’ve asked you not to, peeping into my window. What the hell is wrong with you?”

I love you, she wanted to say. But if there had ever been a worse time in ten years to finally say those three words, she couldn’t imagine when it was.

She blinked hard when she realized she’d thought about answering, “What the hell is wrong with you?” with “I love you.” What if loving him was precisely what was wrong with her?

There was so much more to say, but she couldn’t for the life of her put it into words. She hung up, pretending Niles wasn’t relieved that she did so.

---

The rest of Annette’s day was filled with client appointments. One by one, her clients came knocking on the door of the cheap motel room she rented monthly for her work. Only two notable clients -- Niles and Sean -- knew where she lived and fucked her anywhere but this motel room.

Only one client -- a nineteen-year-old who sometimes left her poems he wrote for her along with her cash -- asked her what was wrong. He could tell her mind, almost always focused on providing excellent customer service, was somewhere else. She gave him an extra hour for free.

None of the rest noticed or, if they did, cared.

---

Annette looked like shit. She hadn’t bothered to look at herself in a mirror before leaving the motel room, but she knew it nonetheless. She also hadn’t bothered showering in between or after her last two clients. She knew her makeup was ruined and could feel how unkempt her hair was.

But she was beyond caring by that point. The only thing she wanted was to tell Niles how she’d felt all this time, and she didn’t care if his wife was there when she did it.

She parked right in front of his house this time. A woman walking an ugly little dog gave her a dirty look as she walked from her car to the front porch, but Annette paid her no mind. She knocked on the door with no hesitation.

She heard footsteps on the other side of the door. One of them was looking at her through the peephole. She didn’t have long to wonder who.

Niles opened the door with a panicked expression on his face. He stepped outside, and she moved back to allow him space. He closed the door behind him.

“What are you doing here?” he whispered. “You need to leave. Now!”

“I love you,” she said, afraid if she waited for one more instant, she’d lose all the nerve she’d been building up on the drive over. “I love you, and I always have. Even when you shit your pants in second grade, I think.”

He stared at her for a moment, the panic on his face giving way to a blank expression. Then he laughed.

He was fucking laughing at her.

“That’s ridiculous,” he said. “You don’t know what you’re saying.”

“I do,” she said. “It’s something I should have said a long time ago.”

He sighed. “I don’t know what you want from me.”

I want you to love me, too. I want you to admit you should leave Riley for me, even if you can’t do that right this second. I want you to at least fucking not act like me loving you is “ridiculous.”

But the words didn’t come out.

“Look, I’ve enjoyed our hookups,” he said. “But let’s be clear: that’s all they were. All they’ve ever been.”

She staggered backward. He may as well be hitting her. It would have hurt less.

“I’m sorry if I wasn’t entirely truthful about my marriage,” he said. “Things aren’t quite as bad as I maybe said they were.”

She laughed, but not at his words. She was laughing at herself.

“I don’t know what you expected by coming here,” he said. “But Riley’s my wife, and I love her. And I care about you; don’t think I don’t. But you’re a whore, Annette. Surely you understand that sex doesn’t automatically equal feelings, right?”

She’d been backing away from him as he talked, and she was close to the steps now. She almost stumbled backward and reached out to grab the railing to steady herself.

“You should go,” he said, turning back to open the door.

And then Riley opened the door.

“What’s going on?” she asked, looking from Niles to Annette. She turned back to Niles and asked, “Who’s this?”

I’m your husband’s oldest friend. We’ve been fucking since way before he met you, and we fucked the night before last. I sucked his cock yesterday, an hour before he walked in the front door and kissed you with the same mouth that kissed me when I still had some of his cum in my mouth. I’m in love with him, and I was hoping he felt the same way, and even though he doesn’t, I still want to ruin what you have with him.

She wanted to say all of that, but she didn’t. Later she would regret it and wonder if she should have done Riley a favor by telling her what an asshole her husband was. Maybe the right thing to do was cause her a tremendous amount of pain now to spare her even more potential pain in the future, should Niles continue his extramarital adventures.

Instead, she said, “My name is Shawna. I was looking for a friend of mine named Lisa. Bitch owes me money. She said she lived here, but apparently, she lied to me.”

“Apparently,” Niles said. “But we’ve lived here for a year now.”

“The house was a foreclosure,” Riley offered. “Maybe she was the previous owner?”

Annette nodded. “Maybe. Thank you. Sorry to bother you.”

“It’s no bother,” Niles said.

And then she walked away. She didn’t know if it was the last time she’d ever see Niles, but she knew one thing.

If it was, she was okay with that.


Chapter Five

The bastard texted her on Valentine’s Day morning.

The days since she’d confronted him went by in a blur. She didn’t know how many clients she’d serviced, and she had no idea if they’d paid her correctly. She didn’t care. Her only purpose in life was to serve as a receptacle for men. For their fingers, their tongues, their cocks. Their cum.

You’re a whore. Ten years of conversations with Niles and those three words were the only ones she could, with any clarity, remember him saying.

Sean texted and called a few times, but she ignored him. He meant well, but she didn’t want to be comforted. Even in the painful-yet-wonderful way he had a knack for doing.

When she saw that Niles texted her, her first instinct was to throw her phone across the room. Instead, she opened the message and stared at it.

Sorry about the other day. I have some time to stop by this evening if that’s okay. Around 5?

And suddenly, all was right with the world. Annette did not expect that he’d be spending the entire evening with her, but at least she’d see him. At least he apologized. And he texted her, from his own number! And maybe they could have a quickie.

It was better than nothing. Right?

Awesome! she texted back. Can’t wait!

Annette canceled the three client appointments she had for the afternoon. She spent most of the morning shopping: new clothes, new makeup, an emergency appointment at the salon.

She danced around her apartment all afternoon to her favorite music as she got ready. She found herself giggling like a schoolgirl. Like she was when she was 16 before those first few times with Niles.

Like she wasn’t a whore who fucked a different guy every other hour.

She was ready by 4:30. She looked in the mirror and admired her work. She was beautiful if she did say so herself, and she was prepared to rock Niles’s world. As much of it as he would give her, anyway.

She sat on her couch and waited, trying to still her racing heart.

---

Niles texted again at 4:50. This time, she wanted to throw her phone across the room after she saw the message.

Can’t make it tonight after all. I’ll call you tomorrow.

She felt a catch in her throat and wanted to cry. She wanted to but didn’t. The tears just didn’t trouble themselves to come.

Her hands trembled as she tried to think of something to text back. She almost told him not to bother, that she was done with him and that she didn’t want his phone call, or his cock, or his love. The only thing that stopped her was that she wasn’t sure if any of that was true.

Before she could respond, someone rang her doorbell. She looked back at the text and wondered if Niles was messing with her. Anger flew through her. If he thought telling her he was canceling before showing up anyway was funny, she’d set him straight.

She stomped over to the door and flung it open, ready to give him a piece of her mind.

“Hi,” Sean said.

Annette gasped. Sean wore a black suit and tie. In his right hand were a dozen red roses, and in his left, a heart-shaped box of chocolates. She felt dizzy.

He looked her up and down before saying, “You look great. I hope I’m not… interrupting something?”

All she could do was shake her head.

“I meant to be here earlier,” he said. “But a couple of the guys are out sick, so I had to work for a bit today.”

“But you’re here now,” she said, the tears she wanted to cry earlier having no problem coming out now.

Annette stepped aside to let him in. He set the box of chocolates on the coffee table and went to the kitchen, searching for a vase for the roses.

“I got us reservations at Theodore’s,” he said, bringing the vase back into the living room.

Theodore’s was the only restaurant that passed for fine dining around here. She’d never been.

Annette looked at the roses, then the chocolates, and finally at him. There were so many things she wanted to say, but they were all getting jumbled in her mind. “How did you manage to get reservations at Theodore’s on Valentine’s Day?”

“I made them six months ago,” Sean said.

She laughed. “What? For you and Blake?”

It was his turn to laugh. “No. For you and me. I wanted to surprise you. I’ve been trying to call you the last few days to make sure it was okay. I figured I’d just take a chance and come over.”

“Are you asking me out? On a real date? On Valentine’s Day?”

Sean rubbed the back of his neck. He seemed so far removed from the commanding Dominant he typically was when in her presence. It was cute. It was charming. It was everything.

“I guess I am.”

“You better stop before I start to think you have actual feelings for me,” she said.

“I do,” he said. “I have for a long time. I almost told you the other day, after…”

Her heart pounded. “Why didn’t you?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I told you to tell Niles how you felt, and I neglected to follow my own advice. For a long time now.”

“How long?” she asked.

“Forever,” he said. “Since the beginning. Or, close to it, anyway.”

She sat down -- fell, really -- on the couch. Suddenly so many things seemed to make sense. To fall into place.

Sean was the one she always called when she needed emotional support. Or a rough fuck done just the way she wanted it. He was the only one who went out of his way to give her aftercare. He never minded if she called him at work and often was the one calling her.

And he was here now. On Valentine’s Day. She looked at him with fresh tears in her eyes.

He sat down next to her, putting his hand on her knee. An electric shock ran up her leg from his touch, and her pussy throbbed.

“Is everything okay?” he asked, showing more concern for her in that one moment than she’d felt from Niles for years.

She smiled at him. “It is now.”


What She Did For a Pot of Gold

Magical St. Patrick’s Day Erotica


Chapter One

I looked at my phone, knowing what I would see: a text message from my best friend, Nia. She was currently living her best life in a bar that had whipped up some green beer for the holiday. The text included a selfie of her getting her nipple sucked by a guy who wasn’t her husband. Her husband, Jim, stood next to her, cheering on the other fellow.

It was just after midnight on March 18th, so technically, it wasn’t St. Patrick’s Day anymore, but the party wouldn’t stop until the bar shut down.

I sighed. “Well, it looks like Nia’s having fun.”

“That’s nice,” said Oscar, my husband, lying in bed next to me.

“I remember having fun,” I said.

“You could’ve gone,” Oscar said. “I’m sure Nia would love to have you there to witness her shenanigans.”

I rolled my eyes. He knew why I didn’t go out and party with Nia like I had every other St. Patrick’s Day for the last few years. We were beyond broke, and buying copious amounts of green beer just wasn’t in the cards.

“I’m not gonna bum drinks from my friends,” I said.

“Look, if they’re really your friends, they wouldn’t mind spotting you a few bucks here and there.”

“You’re right,” I said. “They wouldn’t. But I don’t want them to know how bad things are with us.”

He rolled over, turning away from me, and said, “Shouldn’t be partying too much anyway. It’s a Wednesday night, for God’s sake.”

“What’s that matter?” I asked. “Not like you have to work tomorrow. Or any day, for that matter.”

“Is that another crack at me being unemployed?”

“I didn’t mean it that way,” I lied, “but since you brought it up: did you find any good leads today?”

“No,” he said. It was the same answer he gave whenever I asked the question.

“Did you try that new jobs website I sent you the link to?” I asked. “It’s supposed to be better than Indeed.”

“Not yet,” he said. “But you know what I did see today?”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“A rainbow. On St. Patrick’s Day!”

“So?” I asked.

“So I should’ve followed it to the end,” he said. “You know, to get the pot of gold. Then you’d get off my back about finding a job.”

I shouldn’t have indulged him. He was being ridiculous, I know that, but part of me couldn’t help wondering if he was trying to make me feel a little better by joking about the holiday. So I played along.

“Well, it wouldn’t have been that easy,” I said.

“No?”

“No. Leprechauns don’t give you their pot of gold just because you find the end of the rainbow.”

“Really? Then how do you get it?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. But I’ve heard they’re constantly running from one end of the rainbow to the other with the gold, so it’s never in one place for very long.”

“How’s anyone supposed to get the pot of gold then?” he asked.

He seemed to be taking this way more seriously than he should.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe you could offer them something for it. Something they might want.”

“And what would that be?”

“How should I know?” I asked.

He laughed. “You seem to be the leprechaun expert all of a sudden. I bet I know what would work.”

“What’s that?”

“Pussy.”

I rolled my eyes. Somehow he thought the answer to everything was pussy. I had to admit it was, in fact, the answer to a lot of things, so he might have had a point.

“I guess you’d have been out of luck then,” I said. “Probably a good thing you didn’t waste your time trying to find the end of the rainbow.”

“Ah, but if I’d had you with me,” he said, letting his thought trail off.

I playfully smacked his shoulder. “I can’t believe you’d whore me out for gold.”

“Only for a lot of gold,” he said. “I mean, it’d depend on exactly how big a pot we’re talking.”

“So this isn’t like the time you dared me to suck Maddox’s cock for five dollars?”

“It was twenty,” he corrected me, “and that was just a joke.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said. “You wouldn’t stop asking me if I was sorry I didn’t do it as you fucked me that night. I think you wanted me to do it for real.”

“For real?” he said. “Nah. Fantasy and reality are two different things.”

“You’re the one talking about looking for a pot of gold at the end of a rainbow,” I pointed out.

“It’s all bullshit,” he said, suddenly sounding very serious. “There’s no pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, and working yourself to death for pennies is every bit as dumb.”

This again. Oscar was somehow offended that he might have to work for a living like almost everyone else on the planet. I didn’t exactly love my job as a waitress, but it paid the bills. Barely. Not for the first time, I wondered how much of Oscar’s apathy I could put up with before I finally had to put my foot down and make him get another job.

But I had other concerns at the moment. The talk about whoring me out for a pot of gold and sucking off his friend for twenty dollars got me revved up. I felt my pussy lips tingling as they swelled, moistened by my juices. Damn the lazy bastard, but Oscar knew what to say to get me off.

And yeah, seeing my best friend’s nipple in the mouth of someone who wasn’t her husband hadn’t hurt, either.

I tapped Oscar on the shoulder, intending on inviting him to help me out with the quite pleasant problem I now had in my underwear, but he was snoring. Fantasizing about sharing me with his friends used to get him going, too, but maybe those days were over.

I sighed and opened my nightstand drawer. I took out my trusty vibrator and set it on high. I was hoping the noise would wake up Oscar so he might join me. It didn’t, and neither did my cries when I came both times.

They weren’t the worst orgasms I’d ever had, but they sure weren’t the best, either.

St. Patrick’s Day used to be one of my favorite holidays: fun with friends, an excuse to get a little wilder than usual, celebrating my heritage that I really only thought about on this day. And, yes, I’m aware that much about the holiday was American bastardization and had nothing to do with Ireland. But I loved all of it, just the same.

Maybe those days were over, too.

I put the vibrator away. I went to the bathroom to clean myself up and put on a pair of dry panties. I turned off the light and thought about green beer and Nia’s husband watching another guy make out with his wife as I drifted off to sleep.


Chapter Two

I opened my eyes and felt completely awake and refreshed. That’s not something I was used to these days, with all the overtime I put in at my job to try to make ends meet. It seemed like I always woke up still tired, no matter how much sleep I got.

I was so stunned by the strange feeling of alertness, it took me a moment to realize I wasn’t in my bed anymore. Open skies and a grassy field had replaced my crappy apartment.

And I was directly under a rainbow.

I realized I was dreaming — I must have been, right? — but I struggled with making myself believe it. It didn’t feel like a dream, but I can’t articulate precisely why I felt that way. Everything just seemed more real than any dream I’d ever had, including those that I had previously thought felt real.

I could smell, for one thing. I don’t remember ever smelling anything in a dream before. But now I smelled fresh air, and I mean actual fresh air, which you don’t get even in a small city like where I live. I smelled the grass around me, the earthy smell of the ground on which I lay. The air smelled the way it does in the country after a fierce rainstorm, but the ground felt dry, so it was quite… magical.

Magical.

No other word for what I was feeling.

“What the hell?” Oscar said.

I jumped when I heard his voice. I’d had dreams before that included him, but for some reason, his presence in this one seemed wrong.

Still, I told him, “Calm down. It’s just a dream.”

“Oh,” he said. “Good.”

“It’s about time you’re waking up,” said another voice I didn’t recognize.

I sat up, realizing I was wearing the t-shirt and fresh panties I’d put on before going to sleep. That in and of itself felt strange, but I pushed the thought out of my mind. What do I usually wear in my dreams? I honestly can’t recall.

A leprechaun stood by our feet, looking down on us.

I mean, I guess he was a leprechaun. He was wearing more or less the American idea of a Leprechaun’s outfit. All green, with a thick black belt, a hat, funny shoes. You know what I mean. But that’s where the comparison ended.

This leprechaun, if that’s what he was, was jacked. Taller than anyone I knew, with broad shoulders and muscles that threatened to tear apart his green suit.

And a cock whose outline I could see through his pants. It looked bigger than many entire leprechauns I’d seen in drawings.

“I see you eyeing my cock,” he said. “That’s a good sign, considering what you’re here for.”

“What I’m here for?” I asked.

“You’re here for my pot of gold,” he said. “Or have I mistaken your deepest desires?”

“My deepest desires?” I asked, mad at myself that all I seemed to do was repeat what the leprechaun had just said.

“Well, I suppose technically speaking, they’re his deepest desires,” he said, pointing to Oscar.

“This is a weird dream I’m having,” Oscar said.

I was mad about that, too. Didn’t Oscar realize this was my dream and not his?

And then I suddenly remembered what we’d been talking about before we went to sleep. Oscar wanted to offer me up to a leprechaun in exchange for his pot of gold.

I burst out in laughter. What a silly dream this was!

“I’m glad you’re in such a good mood,” the leprechaun said. “I’m sure I’d have fun either way, but it’s nice to see you’re going to enjoy yourself, too!”

“You’re a lot bigger than I imagined,” I said.

The leprechaun laughed a full, throaty laugh. “In more ways than one, I assure you. Surely you know that myths, even when based in fact, don’t get all the details right.”

And neither do dreams, I thought.

I got on my knees, only inches away from the cock that was pushing the leprechaun’s pants outward. I don’t know if it was because I’d gone to sleep after masturbating or if it was the nature of the dream itself, but all I wanted was to take that gorgeous Irish fairy’s dick into my mouth.

“Do you have a name?” I asked.

He cocked his head and said, “You know what? I actually don’t. I never really thought about that before.”

“That’s okay,” I said, unbuckling that ridiculously large belt buckle. “You have the only thing that matters right now.”

“Are you really doing this?” Oscar asked from beside me.

I shrugged. “Sure, why not? It’s just a dream anyway, right?”

“I guess,” Oscar said. “It sure feels real, though.”

I laughed. “I’m kneeling in front of a six-foot-tall leprechaun, about to take his giant cock out and suck it, and you think it feels real?”

“I guess you’re right,” Oscar said.

“I feel sorry for you,” I said. “The real you, I mean. I know how much you’ve always wanted to see me suck another man’s cock.”

“I told you, that’s only a fantasy,” Oscar said, and I thought it was amazing how much the dream Oscar sounded like the real one. “I don’t know how I’d feel about you doing it for real.”

“Well, you’re about to find out,” I said, finally freeing the monster the leprechaun had kept hidden. “Tell you what, since he doesn’t have a name of his own, why don’t we just call him Maddox?”

“I like that name,” the leprechaun — who I’ll call Maddox from now on — said.

“And I like your cock, Maddox,” I said, holding it in one hand, so the tip was right in front of my mouth.

“Suck my cock, Ryan,” Maddox said. “And then maybe we’ll talk about getting you your very own pot of gold.”

“Better be more than talk,” Oscar said.

“Quiet!” both Maddox and I said at the same time.

I slowly stroked Maddox’s massive shaft, leaning toward him to let the tip brush my lips ever so slightly. He moaned and swayed back and forth, and I giggled as I thought about how similar human men and leprechauns were when you were about to suck their cocks.

“Teasing doesn’t get you your pot of gold,” Maddox said.

“So impatient,” I said, noting another similarity between leprechauns and mortal men. “But that’s okay, because so am I.”

And I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock.

“Holy shit, that’s so hot,” Oscar said as I stroked Maddox, sucking on his tip.

“Wait until I start fucking her,” Maddox said.

“I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Oscar said.

I stopped sucking Maddox long enough to say, “Good thing this isn’t your dream, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” Maddox said, a hitch in his voice as I started sucking again. “Good thing it’s not a dream… uh, your dream.”

“That’s an odd thing for someone in my dream to tell me,” Oscar said.

There it was again: dream-Oscar thinking he was the one dreaming instead of me. He always had to be the center of attention, even when he wasn’t real. I was so mad about it, I almost said something. I probably would have if my mouth hadn’t been full of Maddox.

I massaged Maddox’s balls as I sucked his cock like it was the tastiest lollipop I’d had in my life. I took as much of him into my mouth as I could, gagging myself on his tip. When I felt his fingers run through my hair and grip my head, my heart skipped a beat. He was about to take control, and I was there for it.

Maddox moved my head back and forth along the length of his shaft. He was gentle but forceful at the same time. I couldn’t have pulled away if I’d wanted to, so it was a good thing that pulling away was the last thing on my mind. I kept sucking and licking and just let him use my head as he saw fit.

“Here it comes,” he announced.

I tried to prepare for the deluge of his cum, but it was pointless. I’ve never had much problem swallowing Oscar’s meager emissions, but Maddox’s was simply more voluminous than anything I’d had in my mouth before. It spilled out of his cock in wave after wave of hot, salty stickiness, and it was all I could do to gulp down the first little bit.

The leprechaun let go of my head, and I fell back onto my ass, dribbling otherworldly cum from my mouth as I gagged. Incredibly, he wasn’t done. He grabbed his cock and stroked it, shooting several more ropes of spunk all over my shirt as I fought hard to regain my composure.

“Holy shit,” Oscar said, uselessly.

I wiped my chin, scooping leprechaun cum from there into my mouth. Swallowing it, I sighed as I noticed Maddox was still, unbelievably, as hard as he had been at the beginning.

“I’m sorry about that,” he said. “I should have warned you about how much it was.”

“Don’t be sorry,” I said, gathering as much of his creamy goodness as I could from my shirt. “It’s delicious. Magically so.”

That earned a hearty laugh from the unlikely leprechaun as he watched me lick my fingers clean.

“Now for the main event,” Maddox said. “Take off your clothes.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, pulling my t-shirt over my head.


Chapter Three

“Hang on,” Oscar said. “This is going too far.”

“Shut up, Oscar,” Maddox and I both said at the same time.

I stood up and slipped my panties off. Maddox held out his hand, and I somehow knew he wanted my panties, so I handed them to him.

He closed his eyes as he held my panties up to his nose and took in a deep breath.

“You smell lovely,” he said. He tossed the panties to Oscar. “Does she ever get that wet for you?”

Oscar looked at my panties as he rubbed his fingers through the moisture there.

“No,” he said. “At least, not from sucking my dick.”

Maddox laughed his deep, throaty laugh.

“Tell him,” Maddox said to me. “Tell him how much you want me to fuck you.”

I walked over to Oscar, who was still holding my panties. I caught a whiff of the smell Maddox seemed to like so much and marveled at my own arousal. I mean, of course, I felt how horny this dream was making me, but the smell was something else.

And there it was again — a smell so powerful in a dream when I could never before remember smelling anything. This was a dream I’d never forget.

“He’s going to fuck me now,” I said to my husband. “And do you know why?”

“So we can get a pot of gold?” Oscar asked.

I shook my head. “No. Because I want him to, and, deep down, I think you want that, too. Am I right?”

“I don’t know,” Oscar said, but he was lying.

At least, I thought he was. It’s not like it mattered. This was my dream, and I was going to do whatever the hell felt right.

And I had a hunch that having that massive leprechaun cock inside me would feel so right.

“But we will get the gold, right?”

I rolled my eyes. Unbelievable.

Before I had a chance to turn around, Maddox was behind me. He reached around and mauled my breasts, causing gasps to come from both me and Oscar. What felt like a rod of steel pressed itself against my ass cheeks.

“Someone feels like they’re ready to go again already,” I said.

Maddox laughed, his breath hot against the back of my neck. “I’m always ready to go again. I could come a dozen times in a row and still not be spent.”

I giggled. “You hear that, Oscar? He’s not a one-and-done like someone I know.”

Oscar’s face went bright red in an instant.

Maddox swirled me around to face him, then shoved me back into my husband. We both fell backward, Oscar falling on his ass in a seated position, and I falling with my head in his lap. And then Maddox was on me, and then Maddox was in me.

The leprechaun was so fast his cock was inside me before I knew what was happening. It should have been painful, but it was anything but. I don’t know if it was because I was just that wet for him or if there is something actually magical about a leprechaun’s cock. Whatever the reason, there was none of the usual initial discomfort I’d experienced with guys before my husband, who was a bit on the smaller side. 

There was nothing but pleasure inside me as Maddox pummeled my pussy.

It was hard to feel anything but that pleasure as I felt my orgasm building, but I did notice Oscar playing with my hair as the leprechaun did his thing. I also noticed Oscar’s cock pressing against the back of my head. It was more than pressing; Oscar was moving his hips, using my head to masturbate.

It was nice that all three of us were having a good time.

None of us lasted very long. I was almost there when Maddox came for a second time, flooding my pussy with his prodigious cum and sending me over the edge into a screaming fit of a climax. And my husband came, too. I felt the warm dampness from his cum through his pants and my hair.

I hadn’t quite come down entirely from my orgasm as I said to him, “I knew you wanted this.”

Maddox pulled out of me, leaving behind an awful emptiness that I wanted desperately to be filled. Unbeknownst to me, I was going to get my wish, and quite soon.

“So when do we get our gold?” Oscar asked.

My husband has quite the one-track-mind.

“When our price is met,” Maddox said as he stood up. His cock continued to drip leprechaun semen onto the ground and onto me.

“Our?” Oscar asked.

Maddox nodded. “I am but one of many guardians. The treasure at hand requires all of us to be satisfied.”

“All of you?” I asked, terrified and thrilled at the same time.

“Yes,” Maddox said. “Now that you’ve passed the initial test, the rest of my brethren have more tasks for you.”

He waved his hands in the air, and more rainbows appeared in the sky. There were so many of them it seemed the sky itself was made of rainbows. And as suddenly as they appeared, they disappeared.

And an army of leprechauns had appeared, lined up in two neat rows behind Maddox. Some of them looked like Maddox, tall and muscular. Others looked closer to what you’d expect a leprechaun to look like: short, pudgy, almost ugly. And everything in between.

The rows of leprechauns were so long I couldn’t tell how many there were. They were all naked, their cocks standing at attention. As if they were ready to be serviced.


Chapter Four

“That’s a lot of leprechauns,” Oscar said.

My heart thudded in my chest as I tried to imagine what “tasks” this group of magical beings might have in store for me.

“Normally, we leprechauns are a solitary bunch,” Maddox said. Lowering his voice, he said, “We don’t like each other very much, truth be told. The only time you’ll find us gathered is if we’re going to reward a human with a pot of gold.

“Wait a minute,” Oscar said. “She has to fuck all of these… people to get the gold?”

Maddox laughed. “Maybe not,” he said. “Some of them may choose her mouth or hands.”

“What about my ass?” I asked, wondering if leprechaun cock would make anal sex completely painless the way it did the vaginal variety.

“Ryan!” Oscar said. “You’ve never even let me do that!”

“You don’t have a magical cock,” I said. “In any sense of the word.”

Maddox laughed that laugh again.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“No,” I said, laughing. “But let’s do it anyway.”

I started crawling toward the lines of leprechauns, hoping Oscar was enjoying the sight of Maddox’s cum dripping from my pussy. I giggled a little as I thought of how jealous I’d been of Nia having a blast at the bar. Drinking green beer and making out with someone other than your husband seemed absolutely dull now.

The first leprechaun I came to was a stereotypical one. Short, fat, and sporting a thick red beard that almost reached his cock. To be completely honest, he disgusted me a little, and I saw many more leprechauns down the line that were a lot more like Maddox than him.

But I wanted him first.

Part of it was, I figured if I got him out of the way first, I’d enjoy the more attractive ones even more. But some of it was me leaning into the knowledge that this was all a silly dream. The thought of someone as hot as me servicing — submitting — to a nasty little man like this was hilarious, really.

Also, he may have been little, but his cock definitely wasn’t. I grabbed it and stroked it, feeling a strange satisfaction as he moaned quietly. I increased my speed, thinking I could just get him off quickly and move on to the more Maddox-like leprechauns.

But I had to know if all leprechaun cum was delicious.

I lay the tip of the little man’s cock on my tongue and looked up at him. His eyes went wide in surprise, which I found funny. I was completely at the mercy of these magical creatures, after all, and while I wasn’t exactly being forced into anything, I got the sense that denying them whatever they wanted wouldn’t have been easy. My point being, he could have stuck his dick in my mouth anytime he wanted. I was strangely touched by the idea that he was letting me call the shots.

I was ashamed that I’d thought of him as disgusting, and I was determined to make it up to him.

I teased him a bit by moving my head ever so slightly back and forth, so the bottom of his cock’s head slid gently across my tongue. He started leaking precum, which was every bit as tasty as Maddox’s full load. I closed my mouth around him and sucked in earnest.

As I did so, hands were suddenly on me, around me, inside me. Fingers probed my pussy and my ass, and hands massaged my tits. My nipples were pinched, pulled, and twisted, and then there was a mouth on either side of my neck.

I felt another orgasm well on its way from all the attention I was receiving.

I held out my hands and was instantly rewarded with a cock in each one. There were so many leprechauns around me I couldn’t even see the faces of the magical men whose shafts I now stroked. But I didn’t care; I stroked them with as much care and vigor as I could muster. After only a moment, I had a good rhythm going with the two new cocks in my hands and the one in my mouth, even as more and more hands and fingers explored every inch of my body.

I heard Oscar saying things but had no idea what those things were. He was probably asking about gold and pots of it again, but to be honest, I couldn’t give a shit. I’ve never in my life felt so full, so warm, so desired, as I did at that moment, with cocks in my hands and mouth and strange fingers in my ass and cunt. The experience itself was payment enough.

Even if it was all just a dream.

The little man shot his load into my throat with no warning, but luckily it wasn’t nearly as big as Maddox’s, and I had no trouble swallowing all of it. And, since I know you’re beside yourself with curiosity: yes, it was every bit as delicious as the first bit of leprechaun spunk I’d had.

Every bit as magical.

The two cocks in my hand exploded as I finished swallowing the little guy’s gift, bathing me in cum on both sides of my face and shoulders. When I realized what was happening, I turned my face to the left, then to the right, in a desperate attempt to get as much of the tasty substance as I could.

As it turned out, I had nothing to worry about. There was plenty to be had, so much that by the time it was over, I almost got my fill.

Almost.

Large hands grabbed my hips, pulling my ass higher into the air and forcing the upper half of my body to the ground. My ass cheeks were spread, and the cock head of a leprechaun I hadn’t seen yet was suddenly at a hole to which I’d never granted anyone permission to enter.

But this guy had my permission, even if I didn’t explicitly say so.

Just as I’d experienced no discomfort when Maddox rammed his giant rod into my pussy, I felt nothing but pleasure as this one opened up my backside. I braced myself for pain but, despite feeling him use no lube and pushing himself inside me at a fairly fast rate, none came.

I’d never understood the appeal of anal sex but my God… if it felt even a little like this with a regular man, I’d been missing out. It was a feeling of an intense fullness, combined with attention to nerves I never realized existed, and I was in heaven.

He pounded my ass with every bit as much force as Maddox had my pussy. After a short while, I stopped wincing with the expectation of pain and just let myself enjoy it. It was absurd, yes, but many dreams are.

Right?

I moaned as the leprechaun inside me made my ass his bitch. I moaned even more as another one reached a hand underneath me and began massaging my clit. I came several times before the one in my ass unloaded his magical cum inside me. I don’t even know how many times I came, but it seemed like I would never stop.

When the one inside my ass pulled out, most of his cum flooded out of me. I wanted to scoop it up in my hands to see if he tasted like the others, but I was too exhausted to move much by that point. I collapsed on the ground, breathing heavy and still feeling waves of pleasure from my multiple orgasms.

And then I heard a question in a voice I wouldn’t have expected to hear.

“Is it my turn?”

It was a female voice.


Chapter Five

With not a little effort, I rolled over onto my back and looked up to see the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had light brown hair with just a hint of red and bright blue eyes and seemed to have as many freckles on her face as there were stars in the sky. Her skin was so pale as to be almost literally white. Her tits weren’t huge, but they were big enough I admit to a bit of jealousy when I realized they weren’t sagging even a little.

She was perfect, but she was staring at me as if I were the perfect one.

“You seem surprised to see a female leprechaun,” she said.

“I’ve never heard of female leprechauns before,” Oscar said.

Great. He was still here. And he was looking the magical lady up and down like she was a piece of meat.

“There aren’t many of us, it’s true,” she said, not taking her eyes off of me. “It just makes those of us who do exist all the more special.”

“You look very special,” I said, and it was true. I’d never really been attracted to women before. I’d never done more than jokingly make out with another woman (Nia, of course) before, but I wanted this female leprechaun just as much as I’d ever wanted a man.

“I want you, too,” she said.

“Mind-reading,” I said. “That’s a neat trick.”

She moved to stand over me, her glistening pussy lips looming obscenely over my face. She looked down at me and smiled.

“I’ve got all sorts of neat tricks,” she said. “Do you want to give me a name like you did Maddox?”

“Can I call you Faith?” I asked.

Her laughter was musical as she said, “Only if you admit it’s because the only Irish phrase you know is ‘faith and begorrah.’”

“Not true,” I said. “I could call you Erin, like in ‘Erin go Bragh.’”

“Let’s stick with Faith,” she said.

“Hey, uh,” Oscar said, ruining the moment. “Think I can, you know, get in on this, too?”

Faith sighed. “You’re not really my type,” she said to my husband. “But a lot of the guys here -- most, probably -- are pansexual if you want to give some of them a try.”

Oscar wandered off. I laughed at the thought of him propositioning some leprechauns as Faith lowered herself to me.

Stupidly, the only thing I could think of as her cunt pressed against my tongue was that Nia was going to be so jealous that I ate out another woman before her.

I tried to do to her what I like done to me, focusing mostly on her clit with the occasional deep dive of my tongue into her pussy. I alternated licking with kissing, my lips caressing her slick folds as passionately as they used to kiss my husband’s mouth. It seemed to do the job. Before long, Faith was moaning, and her juices were filling my mouth. And they were every bit as tasty as the cum I’d already swallowed.

A cock entered my pussy, but I had no way of knowing whose; Faith’s cunt was all I knew or cared about. Two more cocks found their way into my hands, and I half-heartedly stroked them. I couldn’t afford to exert any real effort at pleasing anyone but this Irish goddess on my face.

Faith bore down harder against my mouth and began grinding me. I couldn’t do much but hold my mouth open, tongue out, as she rode my face for all she was worth. She squealed in pleasure, more and more of her juices flooding into my mouth and onto my face.

The cock inside me painted my pussy walls with cum and was quickly replaced with another. The two in my hands came all over Faith and me, and then two more took their place just as the one now inside my pussy exploded. Cum rained down onto Faith’s chest and my forehead from several leprechauns jacking off onto us while watching the show. Then another leprechaun was inside my pussy, and another, and another.

This went on for some time.

I came at least twice during the time Faith rode my face, screaming into the wet warmth of her cunt. It may have even been three times, or four. Out of this whole strange experience, the time I spent with my face being used by Faith’s pussy seems the most dreamlike, and I have trouble remembering it now.

But I remember how it made me feel. And that was beside myself with pleasure. With desire. With need.

Finally, after what seemed like forever but also a time too short, Faith pressed down even harder onto my face and let out a long and loud squeal that I thought might shatter my eardrums.

Her pussy flooded my face with delicious nectar.

She stayed on me, slowly grinding, as she came down from her orgasm. I panicked a little, struggling to breathe. My lungs burned, and my chest ached, and I thought I might die with this beautiful woman on my face. With a cock pounding my pussy and two more in my hands.

I gasped for air when she dismounted.

When the three cocks still being serviced finished, the male leprechauns left Faith and me alone for a bit. Oscar was also nowhere to be found. He might have just disappeared, the way people sometimes do in dreams. Faith lay next to me and stroked my hair, pulling cum out of it (seriously, there was so much cum!) and licking it off her fingers. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, and I told her so.

“They’re mostly useless, like most males,” she said, “but they do taste yummy, don’t they?”

“So do you,” I said. “I don’t ever want to wake up from this dream.”

“You shouldn’t say things like that around fairies,” she said. “But, of course, this isn’t a dream.”

I laughed. “If you say so.”

“I do say so,” she said. “On some level, you have to know this isn’t all in that pretty little head of yours.”

I did know that. As impossible as it was, I was starting to realize the truth: leprechauns were real, and I had been fucked and otherwise used by so many of them I’d already lost track. And looking at the ones still standing at attention not that far away, my job was far from over.

“What am I doing?” I asked, tearing up. The realization I’d been denying was crashing down on me.

“You’re having fun,” Faith said, kissing my forehead. “And when all is said and done, you’ll be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams. What more could a girl want?”

I snuggled against her, seeking comfort amid chaos. “I just wanted to go out on St. Patrick’s Day with my best friend like I always do.”

“What would you say if I told you I could make that happen?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes. “That’s impossible. The day is over.”

She sighed. “After everything you’ve seen, and done, and tasted… you’re going to lie there and tell me something is impossible?”

“Leprechauns are real,” I said, sitting up and looking at my waiting suitors. “And they taste delicious. But no one can turn back time.”

Faith motioned to the army of leprechauns, and they moved toward us.

“We’ll see about that,” she said. “Are you ready for more?”

I shrugged. “You gonna help me?”

She smiled, lying on her back and pulling me to her. “In a manner of speaking.”

I sighed happily as I straddled her face, magical cocks presenting themselves to me for the taking.


Epilogue

The first thing I should have noticed when I “woke up” was all of the cum sticking to my skin and hair. And I should have noticed I was naked when I knew for sure I’d been wearing a t-shirt and panties. The first thing I actually noticed was how tired I still was. I mean, I’m used to feeling tired all of the time — adulting, am I right? — but this was a tired beyond anything I’d ever felt. It felt like I’d just had the most intense workout of my life.

Which, of course, was absolutely correct.

But, despite my conversation with Faith, my mind wasn’t ready to accept the truth. I lay there for just a moment, wondering how in the world I was going to make it through a full workday, feeling as tired as I did. And then I noticed the cum.

And I blamed Oscar.

It was ridiculous, of course. There was so much cum, and it was everywhere — in my hair, covering most of my skin, leaking out of my pussy and ass — so there was no way Oscar could be responsible. Half the time when he comes, there’s not enough to fill a thimble, much less coat nearly every square inch of my body.

But I blamed him anyway.

He was still asleep, so I smacked him and asked what the hell he had done.

“I didn’t do anything,” he said, not looking at me and seeing the shape I was in. “I had the weirdest dream, though…”

“Leprechauns?” I asked.

He sat up, turned, and looked at me, his eyes getting wider as he tried to speak but couldn’t.

“I don’t think it was a dream,” I said, speaking the truth that had been there, in the back of my mind, since before I “woke up.”

“You fucked all those leprechauns?” he asked.

“I think I did,” I said, feeling a chill run all through my body. I noticed he was naked now, too, and he hadn’t been for most of the “dream.” “Did… did you fuck any?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” he said. He focused his gaze on something on the floor on my side of the bed and said, “I don’t believe it.”

I looked to where he was looking and saw a gigantic black pot of gold. There was so much of it, piles of gold coins had spilled out all around it.

We both started laughing, despite the realization of what I’d been up to all night.

As we stared at our impossible windfall, a shimmering glow enveloped the pot of gold, and it changed before our eyes. Where once stood a stereotypical leprechaun’s treasure now sat tall stacks of cold, hard, American hundred dollar bills.

“What the fuck?” Oscar asked.

I shrugged. “Easier to use than gold,” I said.

My phone buzzed from my nightstand. Picking it up, I saw a text from Nia.

Sorry it’s so early, but just wanted to say I can’t wait until tonight! It’s gonna be a blast!

I had no idea what she could mean until I looked at the date.

March 17th.

Faith was true to her word. I was getting a second chance to have fun on St. Patrick’s Day.

I laughed when I thought there was no way my second chance at fun would be better than my first.


The Easter Bunny is Coming

A BDSM Ganged Hotwife Story


Chapter One

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

On the Easter Bunny’s lap.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Willow watched the boy approach, her rage building.

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

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

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

That part made her blush, in a good way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

“Hey, Jeff,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m… intrigued,” Willow said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

Willow laughed. “That’s funny.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Brat vibes?” Willow said.

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

Willow felt her face flush again. “Maybe…”

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

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

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

“Says you,” Malachi said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The assembled Doms laughed at that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The rest of the Doms cheered.


Chapter Four

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Willow giggled. “Are you for real?”

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

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

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

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

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

He unzipped his pants.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Want to feel it.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They just send you money?” Willow asked.

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

“Without ever… fucking you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to,” Willow whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Willow cursed herself for not bringing more money.


Chapter Six

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

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

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

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

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

Willow looked at him, confused. “What?”

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

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

And being caught.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven

As it turned out, they all were.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue

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

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

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

“I see.”

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

“I am… more than okay,” she replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Love & Loss in the City of Witches


The first time Chuck saw her, she was sitting next to a stone bench that bore the name of a man who’d been accused of witchcraft and had been crushed to death for it. He was standing in the middle of the Witch Trials Memorial on Liberty Street in Salem.

The cool October air didn’t seem to bother her, though much of her tattooed skin was exposed. Her flame-red hair was long and curly, and she had piercing pale blue eyes behind black horn-rimmed glasses. Her wicked smile was painted with black lipstick. He thought he heard alt-rock music playing faintly when he looked at her, but it faded when he looked away.

He had never had his breath literally taken away before this, and he felt suddenly dizzy looking at her. She was as different from Tanya -- his ex-girlfriend who was supposed to have made this trip to Salem with him -- as she could get. Most of her visible skin, except her face, was covered in strange, colorful tattoos. She had piercings in her nose, in her lips, and near her eyebrows. She had large gauges in both ears, something which had never before appealed to him but to which now he felt inextricably drawn.

He wanted to lick her ears, touch her ink, smell her hair. He shivered, and it wasn’t from the autumn chill.

She was small, maybe around five feet tall, and she couldn’t weigh much at all. He could probably pick her up without straining a muscle. Her presence was enormous, however. He could feel her even from a distance.

He wanted to talk to her more than anything in the world. She caught him looking at her once and smiled when they made eye contact. His stomach churned, and he thought he might be sick.

He spent maybe a little too much time working up the nerve to go talk to her. He wasn’t sure what he expected to happen; it’d been a long time since he’d chatted up any girl intending to ask her out, and this inked goddess was way out of his league. Still, he thought he had nothing to lose, so he was going to go for it.

But she was gone. He had only taken his eyes off her for a moment, but she had vanished. Looking around frantically, he thought he might be able to see her walking away. It was crowded, as Salem is around Halloween, but she was so incredibly distinctive, even in a town known for its witches and wonders, he thought he’d have no trouble picking her out among the lesser mortals.

He was wrong. She was gone, and his mood, already dark, only got worse.

---

He decided to just go back to his hotel room and see if he could sleep it off. He’d wanted to spend the whole day sightseeing, recalling memories of his only previous trip to the City of Witches when he was a child. He’d spent two weeks in Salem with his Wiccan mother when he was ten and fell in love with the whole area. He’d wanted to bring Tanya here and propose to her on the docks of Salem Harbor.

But that wasn’t meant to be. She’d dumped him a day before they were supposed to leave for their trip. He’d already paid for the whole trip, and he desperately wanted to come back to Salem anyway, so he came.

He found it hard to enjoy the experience without Tanya, and seeing the girl with the tattoos and piercings but not being able to talk to her only added to his misery. He lay on the bed in his hotel room, regretting his commitment to staying sober and just wanting to get drunk and go to sleep for a long time.

And then he found her again. Or, rather, she found him.

---

Her hair was black this time (maybe she wore different wigs?), but it was unmistakably her. He didn’t know how she’d gotten into his room, but hotel security was the least of his concerns. She danced at the end of his bed, wearing a black cloak and witch hat, but whatever music she was dancing to was in her own beautiful head.

She was only there for a moment before opening the front of her cloak and letting it fall from her body. She stood there, still dancing slowly, wearing nothing but a witch hat and a devilish grin.

He couldn’t breathe as he took in her naked body. She had a dreamcatcher tattoo on her chest, and matching hummingbirds were inked on either side of her flat stomach. Her breasts were tiny but perfect, with rock-hard nipples that were, of course, pierced. Above the hummingbirds, she had jeweled piercings in her belly button and on either side of her abdomen. And below all of that was a perfectly trimmed bush pointing the way to mysteries untold.

She was all metal and ink and sex, and he probably wasn’t going to be able to handle the experience.

But he was willing to try.

She stopped dancing, took off her witch hat and dropped it, and climbed onto the bed with him.

“I saw you watching me earlier,” she said. “Most people don’t ever seem to notice me.”

He found that impossible to believe. It would not be the only impossible thing he would come to believe.

“It looked like… you wanted to do things to me.”

He swallowed hard, his chest pounding. His body shook in nervous anticipation. “I’m sorry,” he managed to spit out. “I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

She smirked, raising an eyebrow, crawling on top of him. He could feel the heat of her cunt through the sheet covering him as she pressed herself against him.

“Please,” she said as her face neared his. She brushed his lips with one of her lip rings. “Disrespect me.”

She didn’t have to tell him twice.

He wrapped his arms around her tiny frame and kissed her hard in the mouth. He played his tongue around her lip rings and knew at that moment he’d never want to kiss anything else. His tongue slipped past her lips to find that her tongue was pierced like so many other pieces of her. She moaned as she worked her bare pussy on his cock, which was still frustratingly separated from her by the sheet and his underwear.

He lifted her as he rolled over -- God, she was so small he could probably throw her around the room (and some part deep inside him wanted to do just that) -- so he could get rid of the sheet and his boxers. He struggled with all of that with one hand because he couldn’t wait to touch her. His free hand went immediately to her snatch, and it was everything he thought it might be.

She was warm -- no, hot -- down there and wetter than he’d ever known a woman could be. He’d meant to barely touch her, meant to ask for permission by brushing one finger against her slit before going for more, but her cunt was soaked, and before he knew it, he had three fingers inside her.

And she must have loved it. She pushed herself to meet his hand and whimpered with pleasure.

He finally got his underwear off, and when she saw that he had, she smiled. She pushed him onto his back with more strength than he would’ve believed she had and moved down between his legs. He felt like he was only moments away from coming but didn’t want to spoil what she intended to do.

She took his balls in one hand, his prick in the other. She looked at him and smiled that evil smile of hers. “Watch me,” she said. As if he had any say in the matter.

She spat on the head of his cock and stroked him a couple of times before lowering her mouth. His dick disappeared inside her tiny skull, and her pierced tongue made movements he’d never felt before. Up and down she went, producing as much saliva as her pussy had juices. She never stopped stroking him while she sucked, occasionally twisting his cock as she did so, and she only rarely broke eye contact. Smacking and slurping sounds filled the air as she performed her task.

She reached down between her legs and started furiously rubbing her clit. She began whimpering and moaning again, and the vibrations produced by her noises only hastened his inevitable conclusion.

He wanted to -- no, he tried to -- tell her he was going to come. In previous experiences, women usually liked to know ahead of time when he exploded in their mouths, but he couldn’t get the words out. He was utterly incapable of doing anything but watch her finger herself as she went up and down on his dick.

She seemed to know what he was trying to communicate, though. She laughed -- actually laughed, somehow -- around his cock as the hand between her legs increased its motions. She wasn’t just okay with what was about to happen; she wanted it sooner than later.

As he released himself into her luscious mouth, his vision went out for just a moment. All he saw was black, and all he felt was an incredible relief that made him forget everything that was wrong in the world. Even the name of the bitch who dumped him. Even that there had been a bitch who dumped him.

She pulled her mouth away from him, careful not to spill any of her hard-won prize. She swallowed almost all of it, but some did leak out as she came on her own hand. She hovered there, above him, for just a moment, massaging her clit and twitching, before falling gently onto him. She lay her head on his inner thigh, her lengthy hair flowing around his deflating penis.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I wanted to last longer.”

“You lasted just long enough,” she said, giggling.

“I want to fuck you,” he told her. “I don’t think I can right now, but…”

She patted him on a stomach that was just big enough to usually make him unattractive to such a creature as this. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “This will happen again.”

And he smiled as he felt the peace of contented sleep carry him off.

---

When he awoke later that night, she was gone again. His first thought was that he had somehow dreamed the entire thing. It felt much more real than any dream he’d ever had, but he couldn’t see her just leaving without saying goodbye after what they’d done. Or without letting him know how to contact her again.

He was naked, his underwear probably still beside the bed where he had thrown them while fingering her. And there was a small patch of stickiness on his inner thigh, where his come had dripped from her mouth as she came.

No way it was a dream.

But he had no way of knowing if she would come back and no way to contact her. He didn’t even know her name.

The dark mood he’d felt before she danced before him, in her black cloak and witch hat, reared its ugly head.

---

Chuck didn’t sleep the rest of the night, and the next day he was feeling even more morose. He drove around Salem and the surrounding area, trying to think of something to do to take his mind off his mystery girl and her disappearance. He found himself in Saugus, about 20 minutes from Salem, when he realized he hadn’t eaten all day. SquareOne Mall had plenty of food options, so he stopped there.

On his way to the food court, he saw a Hot Topic store that he was immediately drawn to. He couldn’t remember ever being in a Hot Topic before, so he had no idea why he had the sudden urge to go inside this one. He laughed when he realized it must have been because of the woman who had bewitched him. She seemed like a Hot Topic kind of girl -- and yes, he was aware he was playing with stereotypes -- so maybe checking out this store would remind him of her.

When he walked into the dimly lit store, he couldn’t believe his eyes. She was behind the counter, ringing up a customer. Her chocolate brown hair was very short this time, the right side of her head shaved much shorter than the left. This must be what she looked like without a wig. He usually preferred women with long hair, but it didn’t seem to matter with this girl -- she didn’t have a look he didn’t like.

She was wearing a black muscle shirt with the logo of a band he didn’t know and black leather pants. He couldn’t see her rear from this angle, but he knew her ass in all that leather would be heavenly.

He stood away from the register area and just watched her as she finished up with her customer. The customer headed for the exit, leaving the store empty except for the two of them. He took a deep breath and approached her.

“Hey!” she exclaimed when she saw him, flashing white teeth between black lips.

“You were gone,” he said, barely managing more than a whisper, “when I woke up.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” she said, biting her lower lip and looking like the cutest thing in the entire world. “I had something I really needed to do, and you were sleeping so soundly.”

“So you were coming back?” he asked.

“No, silly,” she said. “I left a note on your nightstand to meet me here when I get off today. You’re a little early, but maybe I can work something out. Tell you what, head down to the bathrooms near the food court. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

He nodded mindlessly, wondering what she was up to. He didn’t care, as long as it meant he got to see her.

---

He wasn’t waiting long before she walked up to him and grabbed his hand.

“Sorry about that. Had to get Billy to come out of the back and watch the store for a few minutes.” As she said this, she was pulling him toward the family restroom next to the regular bathrooms.

As he followed behind her, he got a good look at her leather-clad ass and smiled at his earlier assumption.

They went inside the bathroom, and she locked the door behind them.

“Let’s fuck,” she said.

He was on her before she finished saying “fuck.” He slammed her against the wall as she unzipped her pants. He pulled her muscle shirt above her head and smiled when he saw she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“One advantage to having tiny tits,” she said with the smirk he now knew so well.

He lifted her along the wall so her breasts were level with his mouth. He started licking her left nipple, savoring the hardness of it and the metal stud rammed through it.

“Fuck,” she said, whimpering a little. “I am so sensitive there, you wouldn’t believe.”

He moved to the other nipple, which elicited a similar reaction. “Oh, I believe it.”

“I want you inside me,” she whispered into his ear.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Still holding her up against the wall with one arm and his chest -- she was as light as a ghost -- he undid his pants with one hand. She reached for his cock and rubbed it against her clit, moaning as she did so.

“I don’t have much time,” she said. “Fuck me now.”

He shoved himself inside her pussy, which may have been even soppier than the day before. He fucked her right there against the wall, which she used as leverage to push back against the onslaught of his dick. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and her tongue fell out of her mouth as she moaned in pleasure. She looked like something he’d seen in anime porn a long time ago. It was like she was in a trance.

She was so loud he knew anyone outside the bathroom would hear her. He also knew he didn’t give a fuck.

Neither of them lasted long. She came with a force he had never seen, digging her nails into his t-shirt. Later, he would see she had actually clawed holes in it and drawn blood from his skin. He came seconds after she did, flooding her cunt with his cum.

He held her against the wall for just a moment, by that point exhausted, on shaking legs. He gently lowered her to the floor, his jizz draining out of her pussy. They both sat like that, bare-assed on the floor of a bathroom in a shopping mall, for a few minutes, looking at each other. He was beside himself with lust, with love, with things he couldn’t begin to describe.

“That was nice,” she said softly, no hint of the animal nature that had possessed her mere moments earlier. “But I’ve got to get back to work.”

“Okay,” he said, wanting to tell her to quit her job and stay with him, that he would take care of her so she didn’t have to work. But that was a little over the top, even considering the events of the last 24 hours. “Can I see you tonight?”

“Maybe,” she said, standing up and pulling up her pants. She didn’t seem to be concerned with the cum that was still trickling down her legs. “You’ll be at the hotel?”

“I’ll be there until a week from today,” he said. “Leaving the day after Halloween.”

“Then I’ll definitely see you before you leave,” she said.

He felt a pain in his stomach as she implied she wouldn’t necessarily see him tonight or even for a few days, but he didn’t want to push his luck. He gave her his phone number so she could call him. She didn’t offer hers.

She started to leave the bathroom while he got dressed, and he suddenly realized he still didn’t know her name. So he asked her.

She turned back and smiled, “It’s Selene.”

---

Chuck left the bathroom fast enough that he should have been able to enjoy watching her ass shake as she walked back to her store, but she was nowhere to be found. Feeling the same panic that he felt when he first saw -- and lost -- her the day before, he rushed to the Hot Topic. He wasn’t going to bother her again, wasn’t even going to go inside. He just wanted to make sure she was there.

She wasn’t. Or, at least, she didn’t appear to be. Some teenager seemed to be the only employee in the store, but maybe she was in the back room or something.

He decided to go in and ask for her. He’d come up with something he needed to tell her, some excuse to see her again so quickly. He went up to the kid at the register area and asked if Selene was around.

“Who?” the kid said. His name tag said his name was Billy.

“Selene,” Chuck repeated. “Five foot tall, lots of tats and piercings. Sort, dark brown hair?”

“Sorry, man,” Billy said. “Nobody here like that. I mean, our store manager has a lot of tattoos, but she’s really tall and blond.”

He stood there for a moment, mouth opening and closing helplessly. He didn’t know what was going on, but one thing was clear.

She had vanished again, and there was nothing he could do about it.

---

Chuck spent the rest of the week in a fog. If you were to ask him what day it was, he wouldn’t have been able to tell you. He didn’t leave his hotel room -- where there was no note from Selene about meeting her at the mall like she’d said -- for the first two days after his mall encounter. He wanted to be there in case she came by, but she never did. Finally, toward the end of the week, he ventured out into Salem once again and tried to see some of the sights he remembered being in love with as a kid.

They didn’t matter anymore. Nothing did.

Except for Selene, and he was starting to convince himself she wasn’t real. That he had somehow conjured her, whole cloth, out of his mind.

Except.

Except he had never fucked his imagination before. His imagination had never given him a blow job so tremendous he had nearly passed out from it. His imagination never whimpered as he licked hard, pierced nipples on tiny breasts.

He almost decided to pack it in and leave early since he was enjoying absolutely nothing about being here anymore. But Selene had said she’d see him before he left Salem, and he didn’t want to miss any chances.

Whatever else she was, he learned, she was a creature of her word.

---

It was just after 9 pm on October 31st. He had expected to spend Halloween night in downtown Salem, where festivities were no doubt well underway. He just wasn’t in the mood. He decided to check out the witch hanging site memorial at Proctor’s Ledge. It had only been created a couple of years ago after historians finally agreed on the actual site of the witch hangings of 1692.

It was a genuinely understated memorial, and it didn’t help that it was so close to a residential neighborhood. He could even see a Walgreens from where he stood. It was just a low stone wall with the names of the thirteen witch trial hanging victims etched into it. Small spotlights illuminated the names, and a single oak tree stood in the middle of the memorial.

As he stood by the oak tree, Chuck felt a sudden chill. The temperature was cool, as it should be on Halloween night in Salem, but much warmer than usual. He wasn’t even wearing a jacket, so he was surprised when he suddenly felt cold. The sensation passed quickly, and then he heard her voice.

“Told you I’d see you before you left,” Selene said, walking up to stand next to him.

Chuck didn’t turn to look at her fully, just took a moment to bask in the idea of her being there. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see that her hair -- her wig -- was different yet again. This time it was long and bright white, with a single streak of black running the entire length.

“I don’t know how you found me,” he said, although some truths were beginning to dawn on him even if he wouldn’t understand them for a long time. “But I’m glad you did.”

“It would have been sooner,” she said. “But not everything is within my control.”

“What does that mean?” he asked.

“I don’t have much time,” she said. “And I’d like one final memory to take with me from this world if you’re up for it.”

Her words made no sense, but something stopped him from questioning them. She moved to stand in front of him, already naked. Skyclad, he thought the Wiccans called it.

He looked down into those icy blue eyes. She was wearing red eyeshadow now, and her lips were painted red instead of black. He ran his fingers through her hair. And, yes, it was hair -- he wasn’t sure what a wig was supposed to feel like, but this felt like actual hair. He got the sense that, despite the wildly different colors and styles he had seen framing the prettiest face he’d ever known, they had been her actual hair each and every time.

He felt a momentary chill once more.

When they started -- right there on the concrete of the hanging memorial -- it wasn’t like the other times. While the need he felt for her was even greater than before, he was slow and gentle, and so was she. There was biting, there was sucking, and he even got to experience eating ass for the first time in his life, but every act was an act of love. The word “fucking” seemed to be from a foreign language.

They climaxed together, and Luna, high above them in all her glory, watched it all.

---

Afterward, they held each other in silence and looked up at the moon. More than once, he felt his arm start to fall toward his chest, as if passing through her, as if she was vanishing again, but he thought -- until later -- that it must have been his imagination. He couldn’t imagine not ever having her with him now.

“I’m leaving soon,” she said, and he knew she didn’t just mean for a while. “I may not get another chance after tonight.”

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Home,” she said. “I’ve been here too long, and if I don’t go tonight, I may not survive until the veil is open again.”

She sounded insane, but he knew she was telling the truth. Despite his mother being a Wiccan, he had never believed in magic or anything similar. Now he knew it was all true -- everything. What had this whole week been, if not magical?

He wanted to ask her if it was possible for her ever to make a return trip through the veil. He was afraid the answer would be no, and if that was the case, he was afraid nothing would ever matter to him again.

So he didn’t ask.

He wasn’t sure how long they remained there, basking in the glow of the full moon, but it seemed like a long while.

---

Chuck woke up in his hotel room. He didn’t remember driving back, didn’t remember Selene disappearing, didn’t remember anything beyond lying on cold concrete with her in his arms keeping him warm.

Like he knew he would, when he realized she was gone, he felt a hole in his chest, in his stomach, like something important was missing. But he also felt strangely happy, fulfilled. As if he had found something he didn’t know he needed and that would remain with him for the rest of his life.

Selene was gone; he knew that. But she was also still with him and would always be. She may not even have been real, but she was real enough for him to remember her forever.

He checked out of the hotel and drove away from Salem, back to his everyday, monotonous life. But every year, during the week of Halloween, he came back to the City of Witches to see if he’d run into a particular blue-eyed chimera in the shape of a lithe young woman. Every year, he visited the witch hanging memorial on the night of October 31st. Always hoping, always fearing, always searching.

He searched for a very long time.

---
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