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SHE ROLLED ONTO HER back and spread her legs, revealing her swollen pussy, throbbing and wet, begging for attention. He stared at her with an almost hungry expression when her fingers parted her slippery folds once more. She sighed as her fingers brought some slight relief from this desperate need. But it wasn't her fingers that she wanted, it was Finley she wanted to feel between her legs.

“I’ll show ye what I can do, since you’ve been a good girl for me. But first I have to ask, how do ye feel about bondage?”

“Like...BDSM?” she asked, and he nodded. Magical bdsm, his to touch and fuck however he wanted. She would be completely under his control, and while she felt some fear pulsing through her veins, it was nothing compared to the thrill.
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"T-tell me w-why we're out here again." Megan huddled inside her coat, clenching her teeth together to stop them from chattering. 

Why the fuck did Trina have to drag me out to a random field in the middle of the night? I thought we came to Ireland to get drunk and screw some gorgeous local guys, not so she can drag me off on one of her stupid adventures.

"Looking for fairies, duh." Trina smirked as she locked up their rental car. The cold didn't seem to bother her, lucky witch. 

"And tell me again why we didn't come here during the day?" Megan muttered, looking up at the full moon. 

"Because the full moon is the best time to find fairies," Trina told her triumphantly, marching up to a fence and starting to climb.

"Hey, what are you doing?" Megan hissed.

Why am I worried someone will hear us? We're completely alone.

She couldn't fight the feeling they were being watched, but maybe she was just being paranoid.

“It has to be in the middle of nowhere, out in nature and all that,” Trina explained like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“Yeah, but on private property?”

"You didn't have to come, you know," Trina told her. "I could have done this by myself."

"What else was I going to do?" Megan asked her. "What if you hit your head or something?"

"Aw, you do care," Trina teased her.

"If you die, I'll have to pay the hotel bill on my own," Megan told her nonchalantly.

"Aw, you don't mean that, you love me!" Trina chirped and Megan couldn't help but smile.

"Though I suppose I could have stayed at the pub if someone didn't get us kicked out," Megan grumbled.

Trina shrugged.

"The guy insulted Doctor Who, in my books that deserves an arse whooping."

"But it was the bartender," Megan reminded her.

"He still deserved it. Besides, we did what you wanted all week, all I ask is that we do my thing tonight."

"What do you mean?" Megan asked.

"Remember when we went to that old fort? The one where you screwed the tour guide?" Trina rolled her eyes. "How could you forget Hunky Henry?"

Hunky Henry indeed, she had felt his gorgeous blue eyes on her all throughout the tour, his beautiful melodic accent driving her wild, when he offered to give her a personal tour of the ancient fort she accepted. She could still remember his hands roaming her body and the stone wall at her back as he fucked her senseless. Hm, just thinking about him made her feel tingly all over.

"Face it Megs, you're a bit of a nympho," Trina smirked.

"I don't know what you mean," Megan muttered.

"Oh, Jeez I don't know, there was the librarian in London, the bartender in Munich now he was flexible, then we had that threesome with the magician in Paris, well five-some if you count his assistant and her brother joining us halfway through," Trina giggled and Megan joined in.

"Alright Trina, I admit that was a pretty good night,"

"Alright Megs, how about we make a list? Let's try to screw a guy in every country, fuck modesty."

"I have to admit Trina that does sound like fun." Megan laughed. It was what she loved most about travel, she could do whatever, or whoever she wanted and move on. 

I wish it could be like this forever, me and Trina traveling with all the freedom in the world and none of the responsibility.

She shuddered every time she thought about the boring dead-end telecommunications job that awaited her at home.

“So, what do we do to find these fairies, anyway?” Megan asked. “Draw a magic circle? Light some candles and chant? Or maybe we leave a bowl of lucky charms under a big net.”

Trina ignored her, but then Megan saw a bouncing ball of light ahead of them.

"What's that?" Megan hissed, grabbing Trina by the sleeve.

"What is it now, Megs?" Trina pulled away.

"That!" She jabbed her finger towards the light.

"Shit, what do you think it is?

"It's probably the farmer, do they arrest people for trespassing here?"

"Let's not find out," Trina grabbed her by the jacket and pulled. "Come on Megs, run!"

Oh, so now she cares about whether or not she gets caught, she thought furiously as she chased after Trina. Suddenly her feet flew out from under her when she tripped over her own feet.

Of all the rotten luck, she climbed back to her feet to see Trina's dark blur disappear in the distance.

"Get back here Trina you rotten bitch..." she muttered as she brushed herself off.

She glanced behind her to see the light getting closer.

"Fuck me," she muttered. She glanced around, she would have to find somewhere to hide. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a tall, dark shape.

Is that a barn? How the hell did I not see that? No wonder Trina always beats me at "I Spy" and not just because she keeps making up words.

She put a hand on the rough wood and pulling on the big, heavy door.

Creeeaaakk.

Jesus it was a miracle she didn't wake up half the country. Inside of the barn it was quiet and dusty.

Pretty clean for a barn. The floor was covered in soft, sweet-smelling straw and scattered hay bales, a few water troughs lay against the walls but other than that it appeared to be completely empty. Why was it so warm in here? It was chilly outside, but in here it was toasty warm, almost sweltering.

It's hard to believe I was just bitching about the cold.

She peeled off her coat and folded it up before setting it down on a hay bale. She didn't know how long she would be in here, but she might as well get settled in. What about Trina? Trina would either wait for her at the car or come back for her. The barn was the only large structure for miles, she hadn’t noticed it earlier, but only because she wasn’t paying attention, but Trina should notice it.

Should be easy for a woman who spends her spare time looking for dirty words in find-a-word puzzles. Just paint a dirty word or a giant penis on one of the walls, she’ll come running.

She looked around, trying to spot the source of the unusual heat. Soon she spotted a soft, golden glow coming from behind a hay bale. Oh great, did something catch fire back there? She approached the light slowly but didn’t feel any warmer. The light wasn't right either, it was a pure yellow-gold instead of the warm, familiar orange-red glow of fire light. 

She peered behind the hay bale, and she could hardly believe her own eyes. Curious, she got down on her knees to get a better look. It looked like the classic witch's cast-iron cauldron, but it was the size of her head and filled to the brim with glowing, gold coins. Reaching into the cauldron, she felt her finger close around a cold metal disk and she didn't think twice before pulling it out. She held it up to try and get a better look at it, while turning the cool metal over in her fingers. The coin itself was about an inch in diameter with a four-leaf clover stamped into
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