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Chapter 1

Samantha hummed as she walked.  She carried three bags full of new underwear and a couple of pieces of costume jewelry.  The new silver bracelets jingled along her arm.  She smiled at the sound. 

Sometimes Samantha believed she worked to support her underwear fetish.  Nothing better than a pretty pair of panties or lacy bra.  The spring sun warmed her bare arms as she walked down the sidewalk downtown.  Suddenly, she stopped. 

The shop was tucked back a bit.  Or seemed to be.  All the other store fronts advertised the values found inside.  Neon signs beckoned to shoppers.  This door was nondescript.  A simple brass door with the words “Please Come Again” etched in white against tinted glass.  Fascinating.  Maybe they were closed.  Samantha frowned.  Surely not in the middle of the day.  She checked her little gold watch.  Only three o'clock.  Her hand closed around the door knob. It turned soundlessly and opened.

Samantha’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped.  The door shut behind her, but she didn't notice.  It was a massive adult toy store.  Each wall painted a vibrant color to showcase its wares.  To her left was a crimson red wall with blow-up dolls.  Plastic pussies open and willing to be fucked with a realistic strip of pubic hair above full open lips.  Male dolls with huge erections and willing mouths for women to use and be pleasured.

The next wall painted a deep orange that displayed shelf after shelf of lotion, lubricants and creams.  Samantha walked over and read a bottle of a red liquid.  Luscious cherry.  Guaranteed to make your partner of choice taste sweet. 

Beyond the orange was a dark yellow that boasted a full wall of whips, chains, and cuffs.  Samantha shook her head at the ball gags and restraints.  She'd never done heavy bondage.  Looked like the shit would hurt.  Farther down were the dildos and strap-ons.  Huge plastic penises guaranteed to pleasure.

The next wall was a forest green that had racks of magazines with naked men and women on the front.  And none of the titles were blocked or censored.  One man sucked another's cock while a third fucked him from behind.  Two women enjoyed the sixty-nine position.  Their faces buried in each other's pussy.  And one was a tangle of limbs that Samantha didn't even try to figure out.

The last wall was blue.  She walked over to it slowly.  Naughty lingerie.  Crotchless panties.  Bras that showed nipples.  Thongs.  Below the underwear were the vibrators.  Bullets, rabbits, and butterflies.  Right now, it all appealed to her.   

Her body responded as soon as she caught sight of what the store offered.  Always a visual person, she knew it had been over a year since she'd enjoyed a trip to the toy store.  She couldn't wait to make a couple of purchases and try them out.  All the visuals of fucking danced in her head.  Her clit throbbed in anticipation.

Samantha took a deep breath and looked toward the register at the front.  A petite blonde with big blue eyes watched her hopefully. 

“Can I help you?”

“Just looking.”  Samantha smiled and gestured.  “Quite a store you have here.  Can't believe I've never seen it before.”

“It's been around,” the girl replied cryptically.  “Let me know if I can help you.”

“Sure.”  Samantha walked back over to the bondage supplies.  Handcuffs always fascinated her.  She wanted to be able to have a partner to trust to use them.  Hadn't happened yet.  She touched a pair of black leather handcuffs gently. 

The next second her hands were cuffed in front of her, and she was no longer in the store.  She looked around the plain white room and frowned.  Had she blacked out? 

“What the fuck?” she muttered.

“What can I do for you, darlin'?”


Samantha's head swiveled toward the soft voice, and she watched the tall stranger walk out of the shadows.  Oh my.  Her breath literally caught in her throat. 


Six foot four if an inch.  Muscles that rippled along a bare chest and arms she couldn't put both hands around.  His blue jeans molded to long muscular legs and thighs.  He wore a cowboy hat dipped low over his eyes with long light brown hair that poked out beneath it and curled every which way.  His brown cowboy boots clicked on the concrete floor as he walked slowly over to her.

He lifted his head and pierced her with sky blue eyes.  “Cat got your tongue, darlin'?”

“I think I'm lost.”  Samantha held out her hands and showed him the cuffs.

“Ah.  The cuffs got you, did they?”  He grinned and showed her perfectly white teeth.  “It's been a slow day.  I'm more than happy to oblige.”

Samantha smiled gratefully as he took her hands by the center of the cuffs.  Before she knew what happened, he lifted them over her head.  She heard the sound of metal hitting metal.  Then she couldn't bring her hands back down.  Her smile died.

“Listen...”  Panic crept into the edges of her voice.

“Shhhh.”  The man held his finger against her lips.  “I know what you need darlin'.  Better than you, probably.  Just let me.”

Just let him?

And then all thought left has he moved his hands slowly down the front of her body and lifted the hem of her sundress just an inch.  And then another.  And so damn slow she didn't know whether to scream at him to stop or go faster.  When he reached the top of her thigh, he hooked his hand into the side of her panties and slid them slowly down her legs. 

Samantha's clit throbbed painfully as his breath brushed against her pussy.  Oh yes.  Let him help her.  Let him settle that gorgeous mouth on her clit while she came all over herself. 

He threw her panties on the ground and moved his hands up her legs and then over her waist.  She tried to spread her legs, but he shook his head.

“All in good time, darlin'.  I'm in no hurry.”  And then those hands lifted higher and pushed the sundress back over her head.  He stepped back a minute and smiled slowly. 

Samantha stood there nude and flushed hotly as the cowboy's gaze moved slowly over her body.  “What do you plan on doing?”

The man chuckled.  “I plan on touching every inch of your body until you're writhing and moaning.  And then, darlin', we're really going to have some fun.”

The cowboy doffed his hat and moved forward before she could think of a reply.  His lips brushed softly against the nape of her neck while his bare chest brushed against hers.  Samantha's nipples tightened painfully in arousal.  And then he licked and sucked her collarbone while his left hand cupped her breast.  She moaned as he gently pinched the nub and rolled it between his fingers.  And then, thank God, his mouth replaced his hand.

The minute his mouth closed over her nipple, Samantha moaned.  She pushed her breast forward.  Wanting more of the hot wetness teasing her.  His tongue flicked leisurely against her, and she breathed heavily. 

The cowboy palmed her other breast and gave it the same attention.  She looked down at the top of his head and watched his mouth covering her breast.  Her pussy throbbed with every second of his ministrations.  He gave her breast another lick and turned to the other one. 

“Please,” she moaned.

Those blue eyes met hers lazily, and he winked.  Then he sucked the other nipple into his mouth, and Samantha bucked against him.  His hands grasped her hips as he sucked and licked the nipple in his mouth.  She felt the moisture trickle down her leg.  She struggled against the cuffs and cursed roundly.

“Your choice, sunshine.”  The cowboy lifted his head and smiled.  “I'm only here to serve.”  He pressed his body against hers and touched her cuffed hands.  “Something about these must have fascinated you.”

Samantha tried to catch her breath.  Her breasts were painfully swollen and taut.  She was uncomfortably wet and aroused.  “Who are you?”

“A fantasy, darlin'.  Just for you.”  The cowboy palmed her pussy, and she moaned.  Samantha arched against his hand.  Her clit pulsed insistently, wanting to be appeased.  He slid his thumb between her legs and leisurely stroked it.  She spread her legs farther and threw her head back.

“And do you taste as good as you look?” 

She shuddered as he dropped to his knees and spread her legs.  Then he looked up at her again and made sure she watched as he lowered his mouth to her aching pussy.  His tongue stroked her folds and then moved up to circle her clit. Samantha jerked against her restraints as he cupped her ass and sucked her clit relentlessly.  His talented tongue stroked her pussy with a purpose that drove her beyond all reason and thought.

Samantha's body tightened as she felt the orgasm building.  Wave after wave moved through her until she climaxed fiercely and screamed out in pleasure.  Her body shook uncontrollably as the cowboy continued to lick her pussy gently until her orgasm subsided.  He stood and licked his lips.  Then he stroked her hardened nipples. 

“Anything else you need, sugar?”

Samantha tried to even out her breath as she looked down at the crotch of his jeans.  His hard cock clearly outlined against the fabric. 

“Fuck me,” she gasped.

“I thought you'd never ask.”  The cowboy unsnapped the button and unzipped the jeans leisurely.  His hard cock sprang immediately to attention.  He stepped out of his pants and stroked himself leisurely. 

“You want this?”

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Good.”  He placed the tip of it against her pussy and rubbed it against her sensitive clit.  “So soft and wet.”  The cowboy spread her legs and slid his hard length into her.  Samantha's muscles tightened around him in pleasure.  “And tight.”

“Please.”

“I'm all about the pleasing, sugar.”  He withdrew his cock and then slammed it into her again.  She gasped and moaned as his cock filled her.  His hands moved to her legs and lifted them around his waist. 

Samantha squirmed against him, and he chuckled.  “I knew I'd like fucking you.”  Then he pinned her to the wall with his body and covered her arms with one of his. The other moved around and cupped her ass while he thrust into her over and over again.  His cock stretched her to the limits, and she felt the impossibility of another orgasm start. 

“Oh God,” she muttered.

“Come for me, darlin'.  Tighten around my cock like you did in my mouth.”

The husky words aroused her even more.  Samantha bucked up against him again and trembled with the force of her orgasm.  Sweat streaked down her face and body.  The cowboy thrust into her again and shuddered as he came.

“I.  Need.  Water.”  Samantha struggled against her bonds. 

The cowboy stepped back, fully clothed.  “As you wish.”


Chapter 2

Samantha blinked and tried to find her bearings.  Still in the adult toy store holding a pair of black handcuffs.  Her wrists were sore.  And that wasn't the only part.  Her body hummed pleasantly with the knowledge of two powerful orgasms.  She could smell her own arousal.

“What the fuck?” she muttered.

“Thank you!”  The petite blonde rushed forward and hugged her tightly.  Large tears fell from blue eyes as she looked at Samantha gratefully.  “The book is at the register.”  She motioned behind her and ran out the front door.

“I'm having the most bizarre day known to mankind.”  Samantha looked around carefully and placed the cuffs back on the rack they came from.  “I think I'm going to leave the land of the weird and go back to my life.”  She picked up her shopping bags and scurried to the front door.

A small electric pulse made the hairs on her body stand as she walked through the doorway.  Samantha shook it off and glanced around with a frown.  The cool evening air flirted with the hem of her dress.  The nearly full moon shone brightly.  How long had she been in the store?  She glanced down at her watch and frowned.  The hands stopped.


“Great,” she muttered.  Half of her weekend gone with nothing to show but a wet pair of panties.  Shit.  She strode purposefully in the direction she came.  Pizza sounded good for dinner.  Maybe a beer to wash it down with.  At least her previous headache was gone. 


Samantha reached the end of two blocks when she felt an invisible pull.  It was as if something had a hold of her.  She struggled for a second and tried to take another step.  The next second, she was at the shop's doorstep.


She took a deep breath.  “I'm fine,” she assured herself with a confident nod.  She was.  Right?  Samantha glanced in the opposite direction and took off at a trot.  Something had to give.  Soon.  This hallucination, or whatever it was, made her heart pound in her chest.  Exactly two blocks later, the same feeling gripped her.


“No,” she whispered. 

Samantha stood on the shop's doorstep.

“This is fucking impossible.”  She stiffened her spine and started in the only direction she hadn't tried yet. 

“I'm fine,” she mumbled.  “I've had an incredibly long day.”  Sweat formed on her forehead and trickled down into her eyes.  Samantha swiped it away with a trembling hand and looked fearfully ten feet ahead.  It was the end of the block.  The tall lamp post seemed to mock her.  She scolded her imagination as it worked overtime.  She was quite sure the lamp post didn't give a shit about her and her psychosis.

A couple more steps.  Samantha smiled as she reached the corner.  Free at last.  She stepped down to cross the road when the feeling rose again.  As if she were a rubber band that ventured too far.

She closed her eyes.  If she opened them, she knew where she would be.  In the front of an adult toy store.  She stood there for another couple of minutes in denial and then opened her eyes.

“Son of a bitch.”  Tears welled up and spilled over her cheeks.  She dashed them away angrily.  Samantha turned the doorknob, no shock this time, and stepped back through it.  She put her bags down and looked around. 


What did the blonde chick say?  The book was at the register?  Maybe the book had some clues. 


Samantha picked up her bags and put them behind the counter.  She looked to the left of the cash register and saw it.  A thin blue book lay there.  Great.  Samantha picked it up and turned to the first page.


Welcome.


“Gee, thanks,” she muttered. 

The next page had a small index.  Rules.  Prices.  Expectations.  This was some seriously weird shit she had gotten herself into. 


Samantha flipped to the Rules page and frowned.  You can't leave.  Well.  No shit, Sherlock.  She growled and turned the page.  You are expected to run business as usual.  You are the new proprietor. 


“Fuck me,” she mumbled.  She couldn't balance her own checkbook.  How in the hell was she supposed to run a fucking store?  And why?


Expectations.  You will learn.  You will do your best.  And you will see.


“I'm so seriously screwed.”  Samantha shut the book with shaking hands and looked around.  The lock on the door shut with a click, and she screamed.

****

The deep breaths didn't help.  The meditation didn't help.  Because Samantha was still trapped in an adult toy store with absolutely no idea how to get help.  That should be funnier than hell, but it truly wasn't.  No phone in the store.  The cell in her purse had disappeared.  The front door wouldn't open for her.  And there was no other exit.  She should have stayed in bed this morning.

Samantha walked over to the handcuffs and picked them up again.  She appeared instantly in the same white room. 

“Hello!”  No answer.  “Please!  I need help.”

“Darlin', you need to deal.” 

Samantha shrieked and spun around.  The cowboy stood there with his back against the wall.  His hat pulled low on his face while his boot beat a tattoo on the wall he leaned.  Both his thumbs hooked loosely in his belt loops.

“Thank God you're here!”  She rushed over to him.  “I'm stuck.  Something's wrong.”

He lifted his head slowly.  Those blue eyes were cool and amused.  “Simmer, sugar.  You're exactly where you're supposed to be.”  He looked toward the ceiling.  “Shop closed?”

“Yes.”

He yawned.  “Figured as much.  Time for some shut-eye.  I suggest you get some, too.”

“But,” she sputtered.

The cowboy held up his hand.  “Time to rest.  You can stress yourself out in the morning.  Head upstairs.  Sleep.  You'll see soon enough.”  He tipped his hat and walked away. 

Samantha tried to follow but ran into some type of invisible wall.  She beat on it to no avail.  Then she kicked it until her throbbing toes couldn't take it anymore.  Samantha slid down the wall and tears streamed down her face.  She didn't understand anything.  And she wanted to go home.

****

Samantha yawned and rolled over.  Still dark outside.  No sun shone through her turquoise curtains and splashed patterns across her bed.  She stretched and blinked.  One hell of a weird dream.  And since when did she wake up at...she glanced at the clock on her night stand...six o'clock?  And was it Saturday?  Or Sunday?

She swung her legs over the bed and walked into her bathroom nude.  No more rum, she promised herself.  Her imaginary orgasms were great.  Phenomenal, in fact.  But she was still freaked out about being trapped in that store.  The massive store a lot smaller when she couldn’t leave.

Samantha shuddered and stepped into the shower.  May as well start her day.  She wasn't tired, and she had a lot to do.  She washed her hair, shaved her legs, and scrubbed her body.  At least she felt semi-human now.

She towel-dried her hair and slid on a pair of white shorts and a red tank top.  Samantha pulled her hair back and didn't worry about the make-up.  She slid a pair of red flip-flops on and turned to her bedroom door.  But there wasn't a door there.

There were stairs.


Panic crept along her spine, and she stifled a cry.  She slapped her hand across her mouth and moved backward toward her bed.  Oh God no.  It couldn't be! 


But it was.  There were steps from her bedroom going downstairs.  And she knew exactly where they went.

“I'm hallucinating.”  Samantha nodded absently.  Probably alcohol poisoning.  She glanced toward the stairs again and shuddered.  She was not going down those stairs.  No way.  No how.  Uh uh.

Samantha sank down at the foot of her bed and eyeballed the cursed opening.  There was no need to go down the stairs.  None at all.  Better not to feed into her recent psychosis.  She’d just sit on her bed all day, thank you very much.  Nothing to see here.

“Is that any way that an owner of a business should be behaving?”

Samantha stood up and whirled around to see the cowboy propped against her kitchen doorway.  Same jeans.  No shirt.  Cowboy hat pulled low. 

He lifted his head and pierced her with those clear blue eyes.  “You’re not sick.  You’re not hallucinating.  And you sure as hell aren’t going to stay in this room all day.”

Sam walked over to him slowly and fought the urge to slap his smug face.  She narrowed her eyes and tilted her head to the side.

“I’ll do what the fuck I please with my psychosis.  Go back down and fuck somebody.  There’s a good boy.”  She crossed her hands over her chest and met his stare.

“You’ve a mouth on you, don’t you?”  He grinned in admiration.  “Feisty people do better here.  Point for you.”

“I don’t want your goddamn points,” Sam growled.  “I don’t want your anything.”

The cowboy stood tall and stretched.  The muscles rippled across his chest, and his jeans slipped a bit on his waist.

Sam ripped her gaze from his jeans and everything in them to scowl up at him.

“Jake.”  He offered her his hand.

She glanced at it and back at him.  She didn’t offer hers.  “Samantha.”  She studied him.  “Are you the welcome wagon?”

He snorted.  “Hardly.  But since I was your first experience here, I feel as though I should at least point you in the right direction.”

“I’m stuck here.”

“You are.”

“How do I get unstuck?”

“You don’t.”

Sam frowned.  “What do you mean I don’t?”

Jake shrugged.  “The store decides who goes and stays.  You’ve only arrived, darlin’.  You won’t be going anywhere for some time.”

“The store.”  She repeated the words flatly.

“It’s a little bit Twilight Zone, but that’s how it is here.”  Jake pointed down the stairs.  “It’s Sunday.  We’re closed.  If I were you, I’d go down to the store and familiarize myself.  There’s a lot that you don’t know and a lot you need to learn.”

She threw her hands in the air.  “I have a life.  I have a job and friends.”  She ticked off the words on her fingers.  “I can’t simply disappear.”

“You’d be surprised what you can do.”  Jake shook his head.  “Time moves differently here.  This is now your life.  This is now your job.”  He paused and pointed.  “And darlin’?  If you don’t get a hold of that soon, then your stay here will be longer than you like.”  He tipped his hat and disappeared.

“You’re an asshole!” she shouted at the air where he stood seconds earlier.  Bossy hallucination with sexy abs and an attitude that pored off of him.

Sam squared her shoulders.  Fuck everything.  She’d be damned if she would hide up in her bedroom.  She took a deep breath and started down the stairs.

As soon as her foot hit the first step the shop could see, the lights flickered on, and she blew out a breath.  Of course, the lights came on by themselves.  She rubbed her arms and kept walking down.

When Sam’s feet hit the store floor, the stairs disappeared behind a door.  She jumped at the sound of the door slamming.

“Fuck,” she muttered.  Sam walked over to the cash register and looked at the thin blue book.  She pulled up a stool and opened the cover.  “Please Come Again” took up the first page in an elegant calligraphy that didn’t belie the fact that it meant an Adult Toy Store.

Sam turned to the next page and began to read.  At one point in time, a turkey sandwich with cheesy corn chips appeared on a plate before her.  She blinked twice, but it still sat there.  Then a tall glass of lemonade joined it.

Oooooookayyyy.

She took a bite of the sandwich and told herself that it probably wasn’t going to be the strangest thing that happened to her here.

Two hours later, Sam stretched and slid her flip flops back on.  She went to the restroom at the back of the store and turned on the light.

There were erotic prints on each wall with anywhere from one person to five.  They showed explicit acts that caused Sam to squeeze her legs together.  She was surrounded by sex.  It was no wonder that she wanted to slide her hand between her legs and ease the ache.

Sam went to the restroom, washed her hands, and stepped back into the store.

A thin blonde dressed only in a silver thong stood next to the whips.  She picked one up and snapped it before putting it back and trying another.

“Hello?”

The blonde turned around and cocked her head to the side.  Her pink nipples peaked in the cool store, and she studied Sam with ill-concealed annoyance. 

“I can have anything I want in the store.”  She tossed her head and went back to testing the whips.

“Okay.”  Sam moved forward.  “I’m Sam.”  She held her hand out.

The blonde turned around and looked down at the hand with disgust.  She backed up.  “Owners don’t touch staff.  Read the book.”  The blonde grabbed two whips and disappeared.

What the fuck?

Sam walked back over to the book and continued reading.  For being so thin, she felt as if she’d been reading for hours. 

Seemed like staff could do anything they damn well pleased while the owners were supposed to interact with customers and make sure staff had everything they needed.  Staff was tied to certain items in the store.  When the customer touched them, then they would physically experience all the toy had to offer.

Sam was incredibly glad she chose the cuffs instead of a whip.  The memory of the cowboy fucking her brought a blush to her cheeks, and she wondered how many customers he had pleasured.

The thought soured her, and she shook her head.  None of her business.  Sam walked over to the magazines and grabbed one with a brunette woman standing like an X while two men pleasured her.  One man was on his knees on the floor with his face buried in her pussy.  He had his arms wrapped around her legs.  The other man stood to the side with his mouth on her right nipple and his hand pulling the other one.

Sam opened the cover and found herself in a semi-lit room with a large rectangular table in the middle of it.  There were two naked men lying down in a large bed by the wall.  They lay on their stomachs, hip to hip.  One read a large book while the other listened to ear buds.

She cleared her throat, and the man reading the book frowned and looked up.  He snapped the book shut and glared. 

“It’s Sunday.”

The man listening to music pulled one ear bud out and glanced up.  “Pay no attention to Billy.  Cranky is his default.”  He rolled over to his side and patted the other naked man on the ass.  “Behave.  We have a new owner.”  His large cock lay against his thigh.

They could have been twins.  Both built with large hairy chests.  Short brown hair and beards.  Muscled arms and legs.  The worker with the book had light green eyes while the one listening to music had dark blue eyes.

“I’m sorry to disturb you.”  Sam held up her hands.  “I was looking at a magazine and then…” she trailed off.  Understanding sparked in her eyes.  “Oh.”

“Indeed.”  Billy rolled his eyes.  “If you’re looking for a piece of ass, you have quite a wait.  Owners and staff have a strictly professional relationship.  You can look, but you can’t touch.”

“You work together?”  Sam looked at the two men and back at the table.

“I’m Ben.”  The man lying on his side smiled.  “Billy and I work those customers who want to fuck two men at once.”

There wasn’t a whole lot to say after that statement. 

Sam merely nodded.  “How do I get back to the store?”

“Do you not know anything?”  Billy rolled his eyes.  “You only have to think of the store.”

“Pleasure to meet you.”  Ben waved and then turned back on his stomach. He put his ear bud back in and closed his eyes.

Sam thought of the store and felt her body compress and then fill out once again by the register.

Each item tied to staff.  A fuck staff, if you will.  Staff that would fulfill any sexual wish.  But none would touch her.  Maybe she had died and was in hell.  She frowned.  But what about the cowboy?

Sam sighed.  He’d fucked her when she was a customer.  Not an owner.  Shit.

“Learn anything?”

She nearly screamed at the sound of the deep voice and whirled around to glare at the owner.

“Quit popping in and out!” she snapped.

Jake grinned at her.  “Wound a little tight, honey?”  He wore a white T-shirt for the first time, and she admired the way it set on his frame.
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