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By the time my duffel bag hit the gravel outside the cottage with a simultaneous crunch-thud, the car that had dropped me off was already halfway down the drive. I waited until I saw it – and my mother – pass through the trees that marked the entrance to the main road, and then I rang the bell.

It wasn’t that I wasn’t looking forward to spending time with my Aunt Evie – from what I remembered growing up, she was always fun to be around – but I had only just turned eighteen, and it was the summer holidays before I went to university. Everyone else I knew would be spending the summer saying goodbye to people they knew, spending time with friends and enjoying the end of their time at school, but I’d been packed off to a little village God only knew where, all because my mother had been packed off on a six-week assignment abroad and didn’t trust me to be in the flat on my own for so long.

My options had been Aunt Evie, or my grandparents up in Scotland – even further from where I really wanted to be.

Aunt Evie wasn’t really my aunt – or any relation at all, in fact – but my mother’s friend, who spent most of her time swanning around the world, living the high life wherever she seemed to go. It took a lot to make my photojournalist mother’s lifestyle seem dull and old-fashioned, but Aunt Evie’s stories seemed to manage it, and they managed it effortlessly.

But now she was back in England, and settled into a nice little cottage by the sea – and, shortly after the sound of the bell had finished ringing out into silence, standing in front of me with open arms.

‘Richard!’ she shrieked happily, enveloping me in a hug much bigger than it felt like her tiny frame should be capable of. Just nudging six feet, I was a full eight inches taller than her, but she grabbed me with a surprising strength and didn’t let go until she was finished with me. With my arms pinned at my sides, I didn’t have my chance to return her affection, so I lowered my head slightly towards her soft black hair and smiled.

It was nice to see her, too.

‘Hey, Aunt Evie,’ I said.

She broke the hug and looked past me into the driveway, confused. ‘Where’s Laura?’

‘Mum had to run. We hit traffic on the way here and she was going to miss her flight. She said she’d call tonight.’

She tutted loudly. ‘Oh, she doesn’t need to worry. Honestly, your mother thinks I’m so irresponsible sometimes. It’s a wonder she let you stay with me at all.’

I didn’t say anything to that. Instead, I just let her usher me inside, closing the door behind me. For the first time since I’d been told that I wouldn’t be spending my last summer before university at home, I felt kind of... good? Happy? Satisfied? It was hard to tell. There was something about her infectious enthusiasm and sense of fun that made me think that perhaps the summer wouldn’t be a complete washout.

She’d told me that she’d made dinner as I plopped my bag down in what she had indicated would be my room for the next six weeks, and by the time I’d washed up and come out into the dining room I could see that she hadn’t overstated it: on the table sat a huge roast, big enough easily for four, three plates, and a chilled bottle of wine.

‘I made enough for all of us,’ she explained as she brought out a bowl of salad and gestured for me to sit down. ‘But that just means more for me and you, eh?’

‘Sounds good,’ I said – and I meant it. I was ravenous after a long car journey, and the food smelt ridiculously good, with herbs and spices I doubted I’d even have heard of before coming together to make my mouth water.

‘Wine or beer?’ she called from the kitchen.

‘I... I don’t know.’ I wasn’t used to either. Mum kept a very strict not-until-you’re-eighteen rule in our house, and my experiences with alcohol outside had been unpleasant at best. The last thing I wanted to do was make Aunt Evie think of me as some stupid little kid, but the words came tumbling out anyway before I could stop them. ‘I’ve never really been allowed before.’

She laughed, a gentle sound like the high notes of a xylophone, soft on the ear. ‘Kiddo, how old are you now?’

‘Eighteen. As of about a week ago. Why?’

‘I think you’re old enough to have a beer with your meal if you want one,’ she said, and winked at me conspiratorially. ‘I won’t tell if you don’t.’

‘Oh. Sure, then. Thanks, Aunt Evie.’

‘That’s the spirit,’ she said, getting two out of the fridge and popping their caps off with a hiss. ‘I’ve never been a big fan of wine anyway.’ She walked towards me, handing me a bottle. ‘And for the love of God, can you please stop calling me Aunt Evie? I’m thirty-seven, and you’re making me feel ancient.’

‘Sure.’ I paused. I’d been calling her Aunt Evie ever since I was a kid. ‘Erm... what am I supposed to call you instead?’

She leant in close and hesitated for a moment, as though running alternatives through in her mind, then grinned at me. ‘I think, in the circumstances, Evie might be fine. Unless you want me to start calling you Nephew Richard, of course?’

I laughed at that.  ‘No, I think I’m OK. Thanks, Evie, then.’

She clinked the neck of her bottle against my own. ‘Much better,’ she said, and she was right: there was something that seemed grown-up about the whole thing, and even though it seemed strange, it was a feeling I thought I could easily get used to.

We ate and chatted our way through four or five beers, and when the time finally came for us to go to bed – me on staggery feet, while she seemed relatively in control of herself – she gave me a gentle, Continental-style kiss on the cheek.

‘Don’t stay up too late, OK?’ she said, before she disappeared down the hallway to her own room.

There was no chance of that. As soon as my head hit the pillow I dozed off, but there was something about that kiss – and the soft scent of strawberries and vanilla that accompanied it – that kept playing on my mind.

She comes to you in your sleep.

She’s dressed in something barely there, black gossamer lace that fades into the darkness of the room, highlighting her every curve. Her breasts, firm and yet so wonderfully supple, fill out her black bra nicely, the pale skin contrasting beautifully with the material in the darkness. They are the first things you notice, and they keep your attention. No matter how hard you try, you can’t take your eyes off them.

‘Wake up, Richard,’ she says as she comes towards you. She stands at the foot of the bed and leans forward, giving you a long glimpse at her cleavage that burns itself into your drowsy retinas. If you had been asleep, you’re wide awake now.

She climbs up onto the bed, straddling you and shuffling up the length of your body, trapping you beneath her. Your cock stirs; you hope she can’t feel it, but as she presses her hips down on yours, you know there’s no way she can have missed it.

‘What...?’ you begin to say, but she presses a long, immaculately-painted finger to your lips and makes a shushing noise.

‘I want this,’ she says, ‘and if you want to stay in my house, I’m going to have it, too. The only question is, are you going to give it to me willingly, or am I going to have to take it?’

You can’t talk. The sight of her like this, a raven-haired Goddess straddling your cock in the middle of the night, waiting to take you at the first opportunity, has all but rendered you speechless. It has come out of nowhere – not, of course, that you are complaining. Quite the opposite.

‘I asked you a fucking question, Richard,’ she says, grabbing my cock roughly through my shorts. ‘Aren’t you going to answer me?’

You can feel yourself growing even hard under her touch, swelling to fill her hand. She licks her lips and grins at you.

‘Well, well,’ she says. ‘Seems like you’re enjoying yourself. Now it’s my turn.’

She slides down your body with a sensuous slowness, slithering down to my hips. One quick jerk, and your boxers are pulled free, and slipped down around your thighs. She teases her pussy with the head of your cock, moaning at her own self-restraint, but it doesn’t last.

‘You’re mine now,’ she whispers, and then in one quick motion she pushes herself down onto you, impaling her body with yours.

I woke up with a jolt, alone in the darkness and wrapped in unfamiliar sheets. It took me a minute or two to get my bearings.

I’m just at Aunt Evie’s house, I thought to myself.

No. Not Aunt Evie. Just plain Evie now.

Just Evie, creeping into my subconscious and leaving me with dreams of her riding my –

I forced myself to snap out of it. I didn’t even know where the dream had come from; I’d known Evie since I was tiny, and I’d never had those kinds of thoughts about her.

Yes, of course she was attractive – extraordinarily so, in fact; even in her late thirties, she could easily have passed for a decade younger and no one would have batted an eyelid – but the fact remained. It was impossible, and a dangerous thought to keep in mind, given that we’d be spending more than a month together.

I rolled over in the darkness and tried to get back to sleep. The hardness that had taken root between my legs meant that it took me a long, long time.

When I woke up again, daylight was flooding in through the crack in the curtains. The clock on the bedside cabinet read 11:04 in neon green. Had I really slept that long?

I stretched, and pulled myself out of bed. My erection from last night had subsided, thankfully, and after slipping on some clothes I padded out into the house.

‘Evie?’ I called, but there was no answer.

On my way to the kitchen, I spotted a note propped up on the dining room table.

Rich, it began,

Sorry I had to run; I had some business to deal with in town. Don’t worry, I’ll be back sometime this afternoon. I figured we could get some pizza tonight, maybe rent a movie? Unless you’ve got plans or whatever.

You couldn’t be an absolute darling and sort the laundry, could you? Just move whatever’s in the washer into the dryer (90 minutes, low heat), and put whatever’s in the hamper into the washing machine. It’s all set up: it just needs some detergent and for you to turn it on.

Thanks, kiddo,

Evie

xXx

The wash load was going to take at least an hour, and probably more; if I wanted to make sure it was done before she got back, it had to be now.

I started looking around the house for where it might be. The detergent was easy to find, but the laundry itself was considerably more elusive; it wasn’t in the kitchen, or in the cupboard under the stairs. Where would a single woman who lived on her own keep her laundry basket?

Then it hit me.

I walked through the house with a newfound sense of purpose, but as soon as my hand touched the doorknob I hesitated. It seemed like an intrusion, somehow: I was already a guest in her home, but somehow the idea of going into her bedroom without her there felt like an act of trespassing.

Don’t be stupid, I scolded myself. You’re not snooping around. She asked you to do the laundry and you’re doing it. That’s all. If she didn’t want you to go into her room, she wouldn’t have asked you.

I didn’t have long. If I wanted to hide the fact that I’d slept late, I needed to get the laundry started, and fast. I opened the door and went inside.

Sure enough, I was right; I didn’t even have to poke around. Her closet door was open, and a full basket of clothes stared back at me. As I approached, I could see a tangle of bright colours – the kind of effervescent and yet stylish things that I had always associated with Evie and her bubbly personality – but that wasn’t all.

On top of the pile, there was a pair of sheer black panties.

They were light, and almost see-through, with a simple lace border. Unlike the other clothes, which seemed to have been thrown in the basket with no rhyme or reason, the panties looked almost as if they had been placed there. They were laid out pristinely, no folds or creases; in fact, if it hadn’t been for a slight discolouration, visible through the mesh, they might have been completely.

My dream flooded back to me: Evie the Seductress, sneaking into my bedroom and mounting me. Evie the Temptress, taking my innocence and just using me like a sex toy for her own entertainment. These were the kind of panties that that Evie would wear, not the woman I had grown up visiting.

Suddenly my mouth felt very dry.

Jesus, Richard, I thought. Pull yourself together.

I dropped to my knees in front of the laundry basket and grabbed an armful of clothes, ready to separate them into whites and colours. The piles mounted up quickly, but I couldn’t get the panties out of my mind. I had put them off to one side, and they seemed to be staring at me, daring me to take my chance.

Who would ever know?

I couldn’t help myself. I brought them to my face and inhaled deeply.

‘I’m not interrupting you, am I?’

I knew even before I span around to the doorway that I’d been discovered. I hadn’t heard her come in, but the look on Evie’s face told me that she had been there watching me for some time. When I tried to hide the panties in my hand, she just looked at me and shook her head.

There was no point. She knew.

‘I was just sorting the laundry, and...’ I began, trying to stutter out an explanation, but my tongue refused to work properly; it caught on every word, and eventually trailed off into nothingness under her gaze.

‘And what? You wanted to see if they were really dirty?’ She smirked at me, and I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. I had been caught red-handed. There was no way out of it.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘I don’t know what came over me. It won’t happen again.’

‘Hmm,’ she said, either unconvinced or unwilling to question me on it any further. She stretched out her arm and made a grasping motion in my direction. ‘Hand them over, then.’

I looked down and saw that, somehow, I was still holding the black panties in an iron grip. I placed them in her hand. ‘Sorry,’ I said again.

She held them up gingerly by the hips, and for the first time I saw that I was right: if they had seemed light and airy in the wash pile, held up against the light of her bedroom they seemed like little more than an optical illusion.

‘You like these, eh?’ she said, smiling gently. I didn’t answer; even if my tongue hadn’t been lodged firmly in my throat with embarrassment, I didn’t know what I would have said. Her voice hardened slightly. ‘I asked you a question, Richard,’ she said. Apparently I wasn’t going to be let off the hook so easily.

I asked you a fucking question, Richard. Aren’t you going to answer me?

I nodded.

‘Well you’ve got good taste, I’ll give you that much,’ she said with a small, wistful sigh. ‘Go on. Get the washing on. I think you’re embarrassed enough now, don’t you?’

I began to pull myself to my feet, before a sickening realisation stopped me in my tracks: as I shifted, I felt the continued swelling between my legs rub up against the material of my jeans, unabated by my embarrassment.

Perhaps even increased by it.

I closed my eyes for a second, trying to will it out of existence with thoughts of sports statistics and bland historical facts – anything, anything at all – but it was no use. Short of spinning around and walking out of the room sideways, facing the wall, there was no way I was going to be able to hide it.

‘I kind of... can’t,’ I explained, my voice faltering. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘You can’t?’ she asked. ‘What do you mean, you can’t?’

‘I just... can’t. Yet.’

She raised an eyebrow as my explanation sunk home, and smirked. ‘Well, well,’ she said. ‘Does the idea of being told off work for you? Is that it?’

‘No!’ I shouted insistently. I didn’t know if it was possible for my face to get any redder, but the flush of heat that spread up from my neck made it clear that it was going to give it a try anyway.

‘Oh, I think it does,’ she said as she stood up – the only time since I was a child that her five-foot-four frame towered over me. ‘In fact, I think you’re getting even harder now, aren’t you?’

‘I’m not,’ I stuttered. ‘I mean, I don’t know...’

‘You’re not? So you don’t find me attractive?’

‘No, it’s not that. Of course I do, it’s just –’

‘So you are getting hard? Is that what you’re telling me?’

Her argument was pulling me in both directions at once, and I didn’t know what to do. Whenever I tried to put together an explanation, the callous, amused way she was staring me down crumbled it into a fine, useless powder.

I’d heard people say they wished the ground would swallow them up before, but I had never experienced it until that moment. It was excruciating, and there seemed to be no way out.

‘Stand up,’ she said, looking me straight in the eye with her steely gaze. My legs felt as if they had frozen solid, but apparently that wasn’t good enough. ‘Now, Richard. I mean it.’

I sighed as I pulled myself to my feet. There was no way around it.

Even through the thick fabric of my jeans, my cock was standing pretty much upright. It would have been difficult to miss even at a casual glance, but Evie was staring at my crotch with ferocious intensity. The smirk on her face made it clear that it had been noticed.

‘Well, well,’ she said, keeping her eyes fixed firmly on the bulge of my erection. ‘I have to admit, I thought this was going to take a lot more time, but it seems you’ve decided to hurry things along.’

This?, I thought. What did she mean, ‘this’?

‘I never would have thought it would have been humiliation that got you so hard, though,’ she said, standing up and walking towards me. ‘You don’t really seem the submissive type on the surface. I guess you really can’t judge a book by its cover, eh?’

There was something about the way she walked around me, like a lithe, predatory cat inspecting its soon-to-be prey, that sent a lump into my throat. ‘I’m not...’ I started, but she cut me off.

‘Shut up,’ she said firmly. ‘When I want you to speak, I’ll tell you.’

Her words hit me hard. There was just something about the suddenness of the situation – of this beautiful older woman, someone who I had known for years, showing a side of herself that I had never even considered before – that took me completely by surprise and stripped me down to my bare bones. I had a thousand questions screaming inside my head. Why was she doing this? Had she planned this, somehow? Was she angry with me?

But I didn’t ask them. The tone of her voice made it perfectly clear that she was serious about me staying quiet.

She rested her hands on my chest, as if to feel my heartbeat. I could have told her right then that it was racing faster than I’d even thought possible, and her proximity only seemed to be ramping it up.

She curled her hands into a tight grip on my shirt then, forcing me to face her.

‘I’m going to be honest with you now, Richard,’ she said, slowly and deliberately. ‘I left those panties out for you to find. I wanted you to see them, and I wanted you to fantasise about me wearing them. I wanted to break down your resistance to the idea. And it seems to have worked, don’t you agree?’

I nodded. She smiled.

‘But the thing is, Richard... there are sides to me that you haven’t seen yet. I want you, yes, but I want to control you. I want to work this body like a puppet for my pleasure – and believe me, I will do things to you that your innocent little mind can’t even begin to conceive right now. But it will be completely on my terms. Do you agree?’

I nodded again, more quickly than I had intended. At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.

‘No, Richard,’ she said softly. ‘Think it through. This could be the last decision you make while you stay here, and it deserves consideration. You’ll be my toy, completely. Day and night – and especially night. Do you agree?’

I paused then; I couldn’t help it.

Part of me was sure it was just a game, but as I looked into the darkness of her eyes, a different woman looked back. This wasn’t the Aunt Evie I had grown up with. It wasn’t even the Evie from last night, who was all smiles and jokes and willing to treat me like an adult for the first time in my life.

But whoever it was, I needed to see more.

‘Yes,’ I said quietly. ‘Please.’

She smiled then, and released her grip on my shirt. I hadn’t realised that I had been holding my breath until she did, but I let out a deep exhalation of relief.

‘Good,’ she said at last, and gestured to my shirt. ‘Take this off. Now.’

I scrambled to do as I was told, and before long I was standing in front of her wearing nothing but my jeans. She ran her eyes across my body, and for a second I thought I saw a glimmer of approval cross her face. I wasn’t exactly an athlete, but my stomach was well-toned and my muscles had more definition than might have been expected. Overall, I was quite pleased with the way my body looked. Apparently Evie was too.

She walked across to where her dressing gown was hanging on the back of the door and pulled the cord free. It was black silk, and as she tested it between her hands I could see that it was going to hold firm.

‘I’m afraid I moved most of my equipment when I found out you’d be staying,’ she explained as she walked towards me. ‘I didn’t want to risk scaring you off too soon. If only I’d know what a little deviant you were on the quiet, I don’t think I would have bothered.’ She approached me from behind, and looped the strip of material over my wrists, pulling it tight. ‘But don’t worry. We’ll be able to make do, for now. The rest can wait.’

The silk pinched my skin as she worked, holding my hands in position: by the time she was finished, and ordered me to test my bonds, I couldn’t move an inch.

Plainly, there was yet another side to Evie that I hadn’t known existed.

‘There we go,’ she said. ‘That’s much better. I find boys so much easier to deal with once you take away the illusion of freedom.’

She reached up and grasped one of my nipples between the nails of her finger and thumb. What started out as a gentle pressure soon blossomed into a white-hot pinching agony that made me bite my lip. I knew better than to try and question her, but it was uncomfortable enough that eventually the needs of my body overcame my rational mind. ‘Please, stop...’ I said instinctively as her nails dug into the flesh of my chest. My body twisted and contorted itself, trying to get away from her grip.

Her hand seemed to come out of nowhere, colliding with the side of my face. It wasn’t hard – not hard enough to make me cry out, anyway – but the shock of it stunned me into silence. When I looked down and saw her face staring back at me, her features set as hard as granite, I knew I had messed up.

‘That’s your warning,’ she said. ‘There are some rules you’re going to need to get used to. Firstly, you don’t speak unless you have permission. Ever. Secondly, you don’t complain about anything I give you. If you want to be mine, there’s only one acceptable response to me touching you.’ She hovered her nails over my nipple again. ‘Can you guess what it is?’

I shook my head.

She leaned in close and pulled herself onto her tiptoes so she could whisper in my ear. ‘You say thank you, Richard. You say thank you, and you mean it.’

As if to prove a point, she ran her fingernails down my chest again. They scratched faint pink lines into my skin, and the faint sting was enough to make me shudder, but the effect was impossible to ignore.

‘Thank you,’ I moaned as I felt my hardness grow; all I could think of was the desperation that manifested itself between my legs. The sharp bite of her nails against my skin was doing things to me I hadn’t thought possible, driving me on to whole new levels of arousal.

‘Better,’ she said. ‘It’s nice to see that you’re a quick learner. You’re going to find that very useful over the next few weeks, I can promise you.’

I almost found myself thanking her again, but memory of the slap and her instruction not to speak without permission allowed me to pull it back just in the nick of time. She smiled happily, placed her hands on my shoulders, and pushed downwards.

It wasn’t a rough push, but it was firm and determined; without a word being spoken, she had made it clear that she wanted me to be on my knees in front of her. Desperately trying not to fall over onto her – especially with my hands tied tightly behind my back – I complied, and let my body sink to the floor.

She crossed over to the bed and stood there for a moment in silence, facing away from me. Just as I began to wonder what she was planning, I heard the click of a belt buckle in front, and then she bent over, sliding the jeans down over her thighs and letting them slip to her ankles. The soft curves of her ass were framed by a pair of panties that could have been the twin of the one in the laundry basket, and the milky skin of her thighs was as smooth and shapely as any I’d seen – granted, most of those had been online or in the pages of a lingerie catalogue, but still, the comparison held up.

‘Do you like what you see, pet?’ she asked, still not turning to face me. Her voice had suddenly taken on a seductive drawl that distracted me temporarily from the way she’d chosen to address me.

I nodded enthusiastically, and she gave out a quick chuckle, still not deigning to look at me.

‘I asked you a question,’ she said firmly. ‘You have my permission to answer. Do you like what you see?’

‘Yes.’

She looked over her shoulder back at me. ‘Yes what?’

‘Yes, I do?’

‘Try again. Use my name.’

‘Yes, Evie.’

She shook her head. ‘No, Richard. You don’t get to call me that. Not anymore.’

My mind went back to the previous night and our conversation over dinner. ‘But you said...’ I started, letting my voice trail off before it was too late.

‘I know what I said. I said that the situation had changed since you were a kid.’ She slipped her fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pulled them ever-so-slightly downwards, revealing the perfect peach-cleft at the top of her buttocks. ‘Now, don’t you think the situation has changed again since then?’

I nodded. ‘Yes.’

‘Good. That’s why you’re going to call me Miss Evelyn from now on,’ she said. ‘At least, when I allow you to speak. Do you understand?’

I nodded again. ‘Yes. I understand.’

She sighed. ‘Try again, Richard. Don’t fuck up this time. You don’t want to see what happens to you when you fuck up around me, I can promise you that.’

I felt a deep swallow growing in my throat. There was something about that word... I don’t think I’d ever heard her say it in front of me. In last night’s dream it had stuck out as being controlling, dominant, and strangely sexy, but in real life? In real life, it was something else altogether.

Fuck.

It rolled off her tongue with a delicate menace, halfway between threatening and erotic. There was a weight to it that said she wasn’t in the mood to be messed with. If I had been tempted to pass any of this off as a joke, the way she said that one word made me reconsider.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said instead.

‘There, you see?’ she said, her voice suddenly back to being sweet and light; it was amazing and oddly terrifying how quickly she could move from one to the other. ‘Was that so difficult?’

‘No, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Maybe you can be my good boy after all. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’

I didn’t know what to say. Rationally, the idea of being called something as demeaning as a ‘good boy’ seemed crazy. Then again, the idea of someone I’d known since I was tiny leading a secret life like this seemed pretty crazy too.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘Right answer.’ She slid the panties down her legs then in one swift movement, keeping her body bent away from me. Her ass was perfection, full and luscious and as sculpted as anything I could imagine. ‘That’s right, boy,’ she said as I ogled her. ‘Enjoy it. I want you to learn to love the sight of this ass as though it’s the most important thing in the world to you. Very soon, it will be.’

Learn?, I thought. Who needs to learn?

No matter what I did, I couldn’t take my eyes off it. The curve of her hips, the small of her back, the gentle, rhythmic sway of her body as she stood in front of me, teasing me... it was intoxicating. I was hooked.

She turned slowly around to face me, her hand covering the space between her legs. Behind those fingers I knew was the one thing I wanted to see more than anything else, and she knew it: it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out that this was all part of the tease. As she sat down on the bed, she pressed her hand towards her pussy, obscuring it from view, torturing me by withholding it from my sight. I felt my erection strengthen, bulging against my jeans.

‘Have you ever tasted a woman before, Richard?’

I paused, and then nodded. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘You don’t sound sure.’

The truth was, I wasn’t sure. The girl who I’d done it with – Carrie, as yet my only serious girlfriend – hadn’t lasted as long as I’d hoped she might, and she had been determined to take it slowly. She had let me go down on her once, but she had insisted that the lights stay off, and after five minutes she had told me to stop.

How was I supposed to compare that experience with this one? Surely Evie – Miss Evelyn – would be expecting me to have some experience by now? Hell, I was eighteen; I expected that I would have had some experience. The fact that I didn’t – or near enough – disappointed me greatly. I didn’t want to disappoint her too.

As I explained to Miss Evelyn, the look on her faced turned from stern and stony to a teasing grin. ‘Well, well,’ she said when I was finished. ‘There was me thinking you were going to be such a stud, and instead I got myself a little virgin all to myself. How wonderful!’

There was something in her tone that rankled me; it was an easy, cruel mockery that I’d dealt with far too often growing up. ‘I’m not just some stupid little virgin,’ I said. ‘I’m –’

‘Shut up,’ she said with enough force that I felt my mouth closing fast. It was astonishing how quickly she could fall back into her strict, demanding patterns. ‘If I wanted you to speak, I would have told you so.’

I bowed my head, feeling my face flush, but my erection was stronger than ever. Was it possible that I really did get turned on by giving up control to her? Was that... normal?

She crooked a finger on her left hand and beckoned me towards her, still covering her vagina with her hand. ‘Come here, Richard. And be quick.’

I considered trying to stand up, but something in her eyes told me that wouldn’t be a good idea. Instead, I shuffled towards her as quickly as I could, feeling the carpet that had previously seemed so soft begin to scratch and rub at my knees.

It didn’t take me long before I found myself kneeling in front of her. She leant forward and whispered into my ear. ‘Don’t worry about it,’ she said. ‘I like the fact that you’re new to all this. It means I don’t have to train you out of as many bad habits.’ To emphasise her point, she reached down to my naked chest and trapped my nipple between her fingernails again. I winced from the sharp stabbing pain, but a memory of the earlier slap sprang back into my mind.

‘Thank you, Miss Evelyn,’ I said quietly.

‘You see? You’re going to be perfect by the time I’m done with you. I promise.’ She put one fingertip at the bottom of my chin and pushed my head upwards, to make sure I was looking at her. ‘Now watch, Richard,’ she said. ‘Your lessons start here.’

She removed the pinching fingers from my nipple, and brought them down to her pussy. It was time for the reveal. She moved her hands away, and I saw it all for the first time: a delicate fold and two lips, swollen with excitement for what she knew was about to happen. There was not a single hair on it. Even Carrie, my first in-the-flesh pussy, had been covered by a thick thatch of blonde hair, but Miss Evelyn was entirely smooth. Slowly she teased her lips open, revealing the soft pink wetness that lay beneath. I had never seen anything so beautiful.

‘Do you want to taste me?’ she asked.

‘Yes, Miss Evelyn.’

‘How much?’

‘More than anything.’ I was surprised to find out just how true that was.

I thought she was going to allow me to come forward, to begin licking at her clit the way she’d said, but instead she just reached down and slid a finger inside her. A second later it emerged, glistening wet with her excitement. She extended it towards my face, holding it out just in front of me.

‘Suck it,’ she said.

I opened my mouth slowly, suddenly overcome with shyness, but that was all she needed. She slipped the finger between my lips and gave a soft, gentle little nod that told me it was OK to continue, that it was what she wanted. I allowed my tongue to run over it, relishing her taste as she looked down at me with a strange mixture of satisfaction and disdain.

When she pulled it out, my head followed it, desperate to keep my tongue in contact with her skin, but she pushed me back with a smile. ‘No, Richard,’ she said gently. ‘Take what you’re given. Don’t be greedy.’

I nodded, chastened. ‘Yes, Miss Evelyn,’ I said.

Her finger still glistening with my saliva, she moved her hand back between her legs to the pink slit of her sex. ‘Watch,’ she said as she began to use the wetness as lubrication, spinning her finger in tight little circles on the delicate bud of her clitoris. She alternated back and forth: at times, she seemed to be barely touching it, grazing it with feathery softness, but then a second later the speed of her hand’s movement would increase dramatically and she would be grinding against herself with furious intensity.

‘You see that?’ she said between moans. ‘Soft and hard. Firm and gentle. Always a balance. Do you think you can manage that, boy?’

I tried to pull my hands forward to show my enthusiasm, to rub my own finger against her the way she had been showing me, but my bonds held tight: wherever she had learned knots, Miss Evelyn had obviously been paying attention.

‘I don’t want your fingers,’ she said as she grasped the back of my head firmly and pulled my head forward. I stumbled for a moment, but caught my balance, and as I did she guided my face down between her legs. ‘Lick,’ she said, a short and simple instruction that couldn’t be misunderstood. ‘And don’t you dare stop until I tell you to.’

With her fingers holding onto my hair tightly and my hands secured behind my back, I had little choice: all I had to do was let her position me where she wanted. Once she did, I let my tongue snake out of my mouth and began to lick her clitoris the way she had shown me, alternating between different speeds and intensities until she found one that she was happy with. When I licked faster, the grip on my hair tightened as her body tightened up with pleasure. When I was slower, her grip loosened slightly, but she began to emit soft moans of excitement and arousal. ‘Good boy,’ she said between gasps. ‘Keep going. Keep going now. That’s right.’

I did as I was told. Her taste was unlike anything I had experienced before: sweet and light, a marker of her excitement. She wanted to use me. Her body demanded it of her. It was hard not to be flattered.

Before long, even the slow licks caused her to grip my hair almost painfully tightly, but I didn’t care. When she tilted her head back in ecstasy, the pride I felt in knowing that I was the cause outweighed any pain I might have felt.

‘Fuck,’ she said at last, in a breathy whisper. ‘That’s right, boy. I’m going to come... I’m going to...’

Her body shuddered and her thighs clenched shut, trapping my head in place and making that the last thing I heard. I carried on circling her clit with my tongue, not daring to slow down, willing that I wouldn’t fail her now. I needed her to come. I needed to know I had pleased her.

She collapsed back onto the bed, breathing heavily, and at long last let go of my hair. I stretched my neck, clicking it from side to side; I hadn’t noticed at the time, distracted as I was, but suddenly I found it sore and stiff. It wasn’t the only thing. The bulge in my jeans was agonising, but asking for my own release didn’t seem like a smart idea. Perhaps when she untied my hands and the game ended, I’d be able to find an excuse to sneak off to my room and knock one out.

Except... except it didn’t feel like a game. What if she had been serious about using me completely? What if that hadn’t just been pre-sex talk, designed to scare me into obedience?

I found myself hoping that wasn’t the case. With the taste of her pussy still fresh on my lips, all I knew at that moment was that I had to – just had to – taste her again. I didn’t know how I’d cope without it.

‘Good boy,’ she said, her voice ragged with exhaustion. ‘Such a good boy. I can see we’re going to have a lot of fun this summer.’

It was like she had read my mind. In that one sentence, all my doubts faded away. The summer stretched ahead of me like a flawless highway, a journey to a destination that was as-yet unknown – but at least Evie – Miss Evelyn – would be there beside me, leading the way.

As she struggled to recover from the onslaught of my tongue, and as my wrists burned under their silken bonds, I smiled to myself. I couldn’t wait.
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