
	Can a human fireman truly fulfill a fairy’s passion?

	 

	 

	Sparks fly between the Slut Fairy and Ash, her fireman lover. Will he ignite enough passion in her? Will she quench his thirst? One thing they both agree on—if you’re naughty, you’ll get a good hosing down.
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	This story is dedicated to my wife and muse, Judy. Without her critique, this story wouldn’t be complete.

	 


 

	 

	Introduction

	 

	 

	Star twirled her wand and shouted to nobody, “Can I help it? I like sex, and lots of it.”

	She smiled coquettishly, fluttered her pink and red feathery butterfly wings, flew up, and hovered two feet in the air. “I frighten the male fairies. They say I’m too aggressive and can’t handle me. I know my nickname—the Slut Fairy. I like it. Yes, I’m the Slut Fairy and proud of it.

	“If the male fairies aren’t up to the task, and I do mean literally”—she chuckled—”where shall I go to get satisfaction? Ogres. No, I’d gag on their breath. Imps, maybe—I do like bondage, but I can do better. Elves—they’re too stuck up their own asses. Dwarves—they’re not a challenge. Been there, done that. How about trolls? They have the size. No, they might accidentally squash me. What race is left?”

	She laughed. “I know—humans.”

	 

	Star opened the little bag hanging from her golden sparkling belt and tossed a pinch of fairy dust into the air.

	She chanted,

	“The male fairies bore me to tears.

	I want to try humans, but I do have fears.

	A portal I’ll make,

	To Human Land I’ll escape.

	I’ll check out their men,

	And if I find one I like,

	I’ll bring him back to my den.

	He’ll need muscles I can feel,

	And a cock with appeal.

	Sex will be awesome,

	And fireworks will explode

	As he ejaculates his load.”

	 

	A portal opened and she peered into a dimly lit room.

	“Why’s it dark? They’re not ashamed of having sex, are they? If they are, humans won’t be much fun. Wait, by all the moaning and shrieking going on, they’re enjoying the sort of thrills I desire.” She opened her eyes even wider to see more. “That’s better. My eyes are adapting. They’re horny. He’s taking her from behind, and wow, does he have a weapon. There’s a second couple, no—two men and one woman. These humans show promise. I can sense other rooms. My spell worked. This must be some sort of sex mansion. Before I cross over, I’ll move the portal and explore.”

	The portal moved through the wall.

	“Is this the punishment room? Oh, my, that’s one sexy woman, and she’s wearing a shiny red body suit. What’s that?” Star chuckled. “She has a phallus strapped on, and it’s scary big. There’s another woman with a vicious looking cat-of-nine-tails. She’s whipping that man. Whoever tied him up is an expert. This can’t be real. No, it’s not. There isn’t any blood, but the whip’s leaving red welts. Wait. She’s stopped. What now? I don’t believe it—she’s fucking him. What more can there be? I’m getting oh-so-turned-on.”

	The portal continued to move from room to room.

	The Slut Fairy muttered, “I’ve got to play with myself. I’ll magic a vibrating phallus that knows all the right places. Yes, yes, that feels so good.” She closed her eyes for a minute as the vibrator worked its wonders.

	She opened her eyes. “I love a good old-fashioned orgy. What’s next? Portal, show me where they meet?”

	The portal quickly moved. The images blurred into each other. It stopped. This room was better lit, although it had numerous dark recesses. Soft romantic music played with a slow rhythmic beat. Couples were dancing or chatting at the bar. Low moaning and occasional shrieks emanated from the nooks set in the walls.

	“I like this place. It’s a bar, and it has a small dance floor. Where better to get to know your new fuck buddy unless you prefer those romantic alcoves? Oh, my... that vibrator... it’s hit my G-spot—unbelievable.”

	She screamed, “I’m coming!”

	 


Chapter One: The Mansion

	 

	 

	The Slut Fairy blinked. It was dark in the alcove.

	She peered out and whispered, “What’s that? It’s a human male! Where am I? The last thing I remember was that shattering climax. I don’t believe it—I’m inside the mansion. The spell I cast took my scream literally and transported me to Human Land.”

	Shh—I need to change. Humans don’t believe in fairies. What shall I wear? No, first... I can’t be four-feet-two inches tall, and the wings have to go. Yes, five-feet-three will be perfect, but I’m keeping my double-D’s.

	She quietly chanted,

	“I’ll change my form,

	And take the humans by storm.

	My double-D tits just have to stay,

	So the men will want their wicked way.

	My wings must go,

	I can’t let them show.

	Me as a fairy,

	They can never know.

	I’ll change my clothes,

	And take a sexy pose,

	That all humans can’t resist,

	And they’ll attend my midnight tryst.”

	 

	There was a mirror in the alcove. She slowly turned around.

	“Yes, the purple gown’s sexy, and the silk won’t tear. It features my breasts, is tight around my waist, and flows to the floor. Naughty spell, what a surprise—no panties or bra, and the gown has a long slit up to my waist for easy access.

	“I feel so tall. Why?” She chuckled. “No wonder, I’m wearing four-inch platforms with six-inch heels.”

	 

	Star emerged from the shadows and slowly sashayed up to the bar.

	My every step shows some leg and hints of hidden delights. I can feel the men—and women—lusting after me.

	“What’s your poison?” the barkeep asked. He couldn’t stop staring at her breasts. It took a while before he noticed Star’s baffled look. “It’s your first time?”

	“Yes, it is.”

	“I’ll get you a fireball—on the house. It’s hot stuff and made from Amaretto, Cinnamon Schnapps, and Tabasco. After a couple of these, you won’t care.” He busied himself adding the ingredients to a mixer, then vigorously shook it. “Most bartenders don’t know how to make a fireball. It has to be shaken and not stirred.” He poured Star a shot.

	The Slut Fairy knocked it back, staggered, blinked, and took a deep breath. She slammed the glass down on the counter. The barkeep filled it up a second time.

	A man joined them. “I’ll have one. It’s bad luck to drink alone.”

	Star turned. He’ll do for starters. She drained the second shot, took his hand, and dragged him onto the dance floor. He took the hint and slipped his arm around her waist.

	They gyrated slowly to the music. He pulled her close and whispered, “You’re hot.”

	She looked up. “Are you going to light my fire?”

	He lifted her up and kissed her. She responded. These human males have promise. I like how he’s aggressive with his tongue, but that’s enough. I want his cock inside me.

	She broke the kiss. “Let’s find someplace more intimate. I want you to fuck me.” She watched him raise his eyebrows. Am I being too forward?

	He didn’t take long to recover. “I know the place. By the way, my name’s Tom.”

	“Well, Tom, sweep me off my feet and have your wicked way with me.”

	He slipped his free arm behind her knees and picked her up. She draped her arms around his neck and snuggled up against his chest. She huskily breathed, “That’s a good start. You can call me the Slut Fairy, and I’m going to make your sexiest desires a reality.”

	 

	That didn’t last long. Slam, bam, with no thank you, ma’am. She chuckled. I got my revenge. He won’t be able to get it up for at least a month. If he’s not nice to his next partner, it may be permanent, and Viagra won’t work. Now, I’m really horny. Let’s try this room.

	 

	She opened the double doors and entered a small theater. It was impressive. Multiple pictures and carvings of couples having sex adorned the walls and ceiling. The place was packed.

	What’s going on?

	She started to walk down the incline toward the stage. A woman in a dark-blue skin-tight catsuit walked out. She held a leash and announced, “Are you ready for
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