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Foreword


Please join my mailing list to be notified of new releases and updates, and also to receive a free 3000-word erotic short story! Follow the link to sign up: 
www.fayerose.net







Chapter 1




Every time I drove around my town, I saw pictures of her face. The name LONDON PAIGE was scattered on lawn signs, bus stops, and even an enormous billboard I passed on the way home each day. A beautiful woman around 40 years old smiled from the advertisement, her slogan printed underneath.



Your Layton Real Estate expert.




I’d seen her face so often that when my boyfriend Mark and I were ready to finally buy a house, she was the first person to come to mind.



I called the number that I had almost memorized and spoke with her secretary, who told us that London was extremely busy. She suggested pairing us up with a different seller, but I persisted. We could wait as long as we had to for her to be available.



When my boyfriend asked me why I was so persistent, I told him it was because I trusted her, which was true, but I also couldn’t help but find her fascinating. It may have been the photo editing, but she was so captivating that I found it hard to take my eyes off of her. I wanted her because she was number one, but also I wanted to see how she really looked in person.



Mark and I had never imagined that we would be in the position to buy a house. But over the course of a year, we both received promotions at work, a loan from Mark’s parents, and an inheritance from an older family friend on my side. We figured buying a house was now or never.



“Hey babe, I’ve got some bad news,” Mark said at dinner the night before our appointment with London.





“What is it?”





“I just got a text from Phil. He said they’re gonna need me at the shop tomorrow. I told him about the appointment but-”





“It’s okay!” I said, feeling a bit disappointed. I tried not to show it, but it had taken us two months for a time slot with London. “We can just reschedule.”





“No, I don’t think we should. We’ve waited long enough. And look, Emma. I trust your opinion. Besides, it’s mostly your money, so I really don’t mind.”





“I know, but I want the decision to be yours, too.”





Mark smiled at me and reached across the table to grab my hand.





“It’s okay, babe, it will be. Just tell me all about it tomorrow night.”



As much as I had been looking forward to viewing the houses with Mark, I was happy that he trusted me enough to look alone. It also made me feel better that we didn’t have to reschedule after waiting for so long.





I spent the rest of the evening picking out the most professional, serious, house buying outfit I could find, and fell asleep buzzing with excitement for the next day.





Chapter 2




London’s secretary had given me an address of a house for sale that I would meet London at. I left early in case I couldn’t find the place, but it wasn’t too far from where Mark and I lived. I typed it into the GPS and drove, my hands gripping the steering wheel hard and butterflies in my stomach. Why was I so nervous?





I arrived at the house ten minutes early. It was a cute house, quite similar to the ones we’d been looking at online. It had a nice yard, a small wrap-around porch, and the neighborhood was calm and quiet. I was about to look up the listing on my phone while I waited, but I saw another car pulling into the driveway. It was her.





My new real estate agent stepped out of her black sports car, and I was completely unprepared for how gorgeous she was. She was incredibly tall, even apart from her red stilettos, and her long blonde hair cascaded down her back in perfect loose ringlets. She looked even better in person. Her fingers, wrists, and neck were covered in gold jewelry, and she wore a tight black dress. She took her big sunglasses off and waved at me.





I jumped out of the car quickly and walked toward her. I had thought I looked good, but now I felt small and underdressed.





”Hi babe, I’m London Paige. You must be Emma?”





I grabbed her outstretched hand and shook it. Her grip was firm, and she looked at me while she shook my hand.





“Hi, yes I’m Emma. I’m so happy to meet you! I know you’re busy, but I appreciate you making time to see me.”





“Never too busy for a beautiful girl like you. Wasn’t there going to be someone with you? Husband?”





“Oh! No, um, boyfriend. No, he had to work, so it’s just me.” I tripped over my words, feeling even more nervous after hearing her call me beautiful.





“Perfect,” she said, flipping her hair over her shoulder. “It’s better with just us girls.”





“I agree.” I said, laughing.





“Okay, so this house here is just kind of a middle ground. I wanted to get to know you more than what my secretary told me. But now that I’ve seen you, I don’t really think this is the house for you. But we can still look at it and I can get a sense of what you like and dislike.”





“Why don’t you think I’ll like the house?”





“Just a feeling. I wasn’t sure exactly what kind of person I was meeting, but I think maybe you’ll want something a bit more special, not so…basic.”





“I mean, you know best. But I don’t mind seeing the house anyway, if you’d be okay with that.”





“Oh of course, hun,” she said, and put her warm hand on my shoulder. “I’ve cleared my evening for you.”





My whole right side of my body froze when she touched me. I wasn’t sure why my body reacted this way, but I knew I was definitely nervous.





I figured she must have seen my car and thought that maybe my budget was higher than what I was letting on, so she wanted to upsell me. I thought it might be nice to see the house anyway, since it was so similar to what we’d been looking at online.





I followed her up to the house, inhaling the floral fresh scent of perfume that trailed behind her.





Chapter 3




She was right. I hated the house.





The outside looked great, but the inside was another story. We talked about the lack of windows, the drab gray carpet, and the small kitchen. The house wasn’t run down by any means, but the thought of living here forever scared me. When I saw a rickety chair in the corner of the living room, I imagined myself, old and sad, rocking over the same dull carpet. When I saw the nursery, I imagined myself with a screaming baby, stuck at home while Mark worked at the shop.





We’d never even seriously talked about kids before. We only danced around the subject. I hadn’t decided yet if I even wanted any at all. I could feel myself panicking a bit. Mark and I weren’t even married. What were we thinking, buying a house without even discussing important parts of our future?





London seemed to pick up on some of my anxiety. I tried not to show it, but I was sure she’d seen it many times before.





“You know what? Maybe we should just move on now, hun. This house isn’t for you.”





“You’re so right.”





“Also, it’s supposed to storm, so I don’t really want to get stuck here,” she said, laughing.





We left the house, and I noticed it had gotten much darker out since we’d started the tour, the clouds now brimming with rain.





“Well, we can leave your car here, and I can drive us both to the next house if that’s okay with you. That way we can talk about the neighborhoods and I can get to know you better. And trust me, the next house is a big step up from what I’ve heard, and it’s still within your budget.”





I agreed quickly, and we made our way to her car. It surprised me to hear her say that the next house was still within my budget. I got into her two-door car, which was much lower than my own. I almost felt bad sitting inside of it when I saw how clean it was. It looked brand new.





“So. Hubby. I mean, boyfriend?” She asked and looked at me. I nodded. “What’s he like? Is he kind of like a car guy, book guy, outdoorsy guy…?”





“He’s a mechanic. So definitely a car guy. But he doesn’t like to really work on them at home, just at the shop.”





“Anything else? Does he cook too, or does he like to have his own man cave or anything?”





“No, I do the cooking. I want to make sure I have a little office, but that’s it, really. He likes to just use the living room.”





“Interesting. So, no special requests from boyfriend?”





“Nope, nothing.”





I felt kind of silly, but Mark had told me plenty of times that he didn’t care what kind of house we got. He said he wanted nothing in particular, and I had given up trying to push him on it.





“Well, that makes things a lot easier. This house is supposed to be really nice. It’s actually new. I haven’t seen the inside yet, but one of my colleagues said it was a pretty special house. The neighbourhood is quiet, it’s a lot of vacation homes so you don’t have to worry too much about the neighbours. It’s pretty close to downtown, so it’s a lot more convenient than up where we were before.”





“Oooh, a special house. I’m excited to see it.”





“Me too! Apparently it was a pretty well off gentlemen’s fourth home, and he used to have affairs here. It’s not too big or anything, because he wanted to have something that would be under the radar. It’s simple, but elegant. As soon as I heard the history, I was excited to see it. I guess he wants the sale to be quick and discreet, so they have priced it lower than what a house in this area would cost.”





We pulled into the driveway, and a small modern looking house stood before us. It also had a porch with no furniture, and there were no flower beds or any signs of life. It definitely was a house that wasn’t well lived in. We made our way up the pathway, feeling the rain start to spit.





“After you,” she said, opening the door into the house.





I scurried inside and gasped once London turned the light on. The inside was completely beautiful. The floors were a gorgeous, unscuffed hardwood with no carpet in sight, and the rooms were spacious and open.





“Now this
 is a house for an affair.” London said, laughing.





We walked through to the kitchen, which was big, way bigger than I’d thought I could get with my budget. I followed London through the house as we marveled at the freshly painted walls and the polished railing on the staircase. The house was quite small still, but immaculate.





“So, I heard the bedroom is incredible. That’s what my colleague said, so we’ll check that first.”





I agreed and followed her down the hall to the master bedroom. It was the only bedroom, the only other rooms upstairs were an office and a bathroom. The door was shut and London grabbed the handle and held on excitedly.





“Ready?”





“Yes! So ready.”





Chapter 4




She opened the door and turned on the light, and we both were silent with shock. In the center of the room was a large, round bed with a mirrored ceiling and straps that hung from all four posts. Beside the bed was a metal rack looking slab fastened to the wall, which was equipped with wrist and ankle restraints so that someone could be tied up against it.





Once we’d registered what we were seeing, we instantly started laughing. She grabbed onto my arm as she laughed and used her other arm to support herself against the door frame.





“I mean, special is right.” She said, wiping tears from her eyes.





“Oh my god. I thought something like this was only in the movies… or porn.”





“Well, I definitely have seen something like this before, but not during my real estate career.” She stepped into the room, looking around some more. “I hope your boyfriend is kinky.”





I laughed even harder this time. “Definitely
 not. I wish.” I said, and then suddenly felt awkward. London was so likable that it was hard to remember that I wasn’t hanging out with a friend.





But she didn’t seem to be phased. “Really? That’s too bad. Life is short. It’s nice to spice things up a little.”





“You’re probably right. Actually, you are right. Maybe someday.”





“I hope so. Like, look over here,” she said, motioning for me to follow. There was a complete stand of whips and paddles, perfectly polished and organized.





London picked one paddle up, smacking it lightly against her hand. I felt myself instantly going red as my mind went out of control. I imagined her hitting me with it, laughing and flipping her blonde hair away from her face.





Lately, my thoughts had been going wild. Mark and I hadn’t even been having sex, let alone talking about doing anything kinky. Our schedules sometimes didn’t match up, and I blamed it on that, but we still had more nights home together than nights we spent alone.





We had avoided talking about the lack of sex, which was an unfortunate habit of ours, but it was getting to me. I felt like I was horny all the time, finding it hard to go a few days without masturbating, which before had been no problem. My thoughts and fantasies had started out tame, but with every passing sexless week, my mind wandered further and further.





Sometimes I couldn’t make it through a full shift at work without fantasizing about someone coming up behind me and wrapping their hands around my body. I wanted someone to be rough, someone who would fuck me hard and call me names. I would always imagine that I was begging them to fuck me harder, reciting the words in my head. But it never happened. Every day, my thoughts got worse, but my pussy got wetter.





Now seeing London in front of me, holding a paddle, her bright red nails against the black leather, I could feel myself getting turned on. Suddenly I felt warm. The feeling of my clothes against my skin was enough to send goosebumps spreading over my skin, and my clit throbbed almost painfully.





“I used to be pretty good with these,” she said, putting the paddle back.





“Lots of practice?” I asked jokingly. I wasn’t sure why she was telling me, but I wanted to know more.






“Lots,
 I was a dominatrix for a few years. Never thought the two jobs would cross over.” She smiled.





“Oh my god, for real?” I asked, and she nodded. “What was it like? If you don’t mind me asking.”





“Oh no, I don’t mind. It was a lot of fun. I mean, this job is my dream, but sometimes I miss it. It was nice to have that power, you know. It made me feel so confident. I enjoyed giving people what they wanted.”





“Wow. I can’t even imagine, but… I kind of wish that I could… y’know. It’s nice to have what you want.”





“Well, you’d be a good little candidate for someone like me. If it wasn’t for… you know…”





I watched as she adjusted her necklace and rings. She wasn’t laughing; she wasn’t even smiling. She looked at me directly, face blank, matter-of-factly.





If it wasn’t for Mark. Mark, who I didn’t sleep with. Mark who hadn’t proposed. Mark who wasn’t here. I wondered how this tour would have gone if he were here seeing this house now. Would he become quiet when he saw the bedroom? Would he think that the carpet in the first house was charming and vintage? Would he turn his nose up at London’s revealing outfit and excessive jewelry?





“If it wasn’t for what?” I asked, pretending I didn’t know.





“Boyfriend.”





I took a deep breath and felt the shame roll through my body before I even replied. This wasn’t me. I wasn’t the type of person to flirt like this, or to be so hungry for sex. I’d never even been a spontaneous person.





But I knew I couldn’t help it. She was still staring at me, like she knew exactly what I was going to say.





“Boyfriend who?” I asked.





I expected her to laugh, and I would too. I’d say I was just joking, and we’d move on and look at the rest of the house. Then later I would go home and rub my clit while I pictured her pinning me against the wall. I waited, but the words sat between us in silence.





She took a few steps toward me, stopping when she was only a foot away. I felt her hand on my shoulder again, except this time it felt much different.





“Really… God, Emma. Turns out you are pretty naughty.” She moved her fingers to my chin, tipping my head back slightly. “Isn’t that right?”





“Yes,” I replied in an almost whisper.





“Lucky for you, it’s the naughty ones that I like.”





Chapter 5




London leaned toward me, and I met her lips, kissing her hungrily. I’d wanted this kind of intimacy for so long that it felt like a dream. She instantly put her hands on my body, grabbing my ass and moving one hand from my hip up to my breast. I moaned into her mouth just with anticipation, her hot tongue licking at my lips.





She rubbed through my shirt, running her thumb and forefinger over my hard nipple and pinching me gently. I dug my fingers gently into her waist, and she broke the kiss.





“Is this really what you want?”





“So badly. I’m sorry, I know this is inappropriate…”





“No, no, I’m just surprised. I mean, I knew I was going to fantasize about you when I got home later, but this is so much better.”





I couldn’t believe what was happening. Had I really wanted this all along? I remembered driving past her billboard, having to focus extra hard on the road and not her piercing eyes. She was so captivating, put together, and gorgeous. I already felt so bad for Mark, but I’d been dreaming of having a stranger fuck me for so long. I never thought it would be a woman.





“Do you want me to do what he won’t?” She whispered.





“Please. Do whatever you want to me. I deserve it.”





“You’re right,” she said, putting her hands on my waist. She turned me around and pressed herself up against my back. She grabbed my breasts, massaging them in her hands and running her long red nails over my nipples through my shirt.





“You do
 deserve it, you fucking slut. Good thing you’re mine now. Do you like it when I talk to you like that?”





“Yessss….”





One of her hands snaked down between my legs, and I felt her rub roughly through the fabric of my pants, enough for me to feel her, but I needed more. I thrust against her hand, and I felt her lips against my ear.





“So you really want me to do whatever I want, huh? God, I have so many ideas,” she said, pinching my nipple and drawing out a loud moan from me. “But if you don’t like what I’m doing, just tell me and I’ll stop, okay?”





“Mmm, okay, I will.”





“I’m serious. Just tell me. But right now I’m going to need you to walk over to that bar and lean over it.”





I was in such a horny daze that I hadn’t even noticed it. It was a metal bar, running horizontally at the height of my hips. It had a leather pad to cushion the metal, and the other side had another cushioned metal bar to rest my arms, but lower than the bar. I leaned over it like she said, resting my upper body on the leather. My ass stuck up into the air, and even though I was clothed, the feeling still made me leak.





I thought for a moment about the fact that this was someone else’s house and that I probably wasn’t the first person leaning over this bar. But before I knew it, London’s hands were on me again, and any shame had left my mind.





“God, I’m so rusty. I can’t even decide what you deserve first.”





I felt her grab the waistband of my pants and pull them down slightly, revealing my lacy black thong.





“Fuck, you’re hot,” she said, peeling my thong off of my ass. “I think maybe a paddle might make you nice and sore and red for me. That way, you can show your boyfriend what a naughty, fuck-hungry slut you really are.”





This was what I’d always wanted. However, this wasn’t quite how I imagined it. I always had imagined something a lot more mediocre. I figured someday I’d convince Mark to let me wear a blindfold. Maybe he’d lightly spank me, or grab me in the kitchen while I was making dinner and have his way with me. Maybe someday he’d grab my hair, or call me names, but that would have to be something we really worked at. But before any of that would happen, we’d at least have to be intimate at all, which was not something likely to happen anytime soon.





But this is what I wanted. Someone hot and commanding, someone who knew what they were doing and knew what I wanted and what they wanted to do to me. I wanted someone to fuck me like it was my purpose, making me beg for more. I’d practiced the words silently in my head, at work and in line for coffee, and before I went to sleep at night, imagining what I’d say when I was dominated and used.





Except in these fantasies, it had been a man I’d envisioned. I’d never thought about being with a woman before, but I found myself not even caring to question myself. I was completely enthralled with London.





“Please, please London. Make me fucking hurt,” I begged, my pussy throbbing as my bare ass and pussy were on display for London.





“You’re going to regret telling me that,” she said with a laugh.





I felt her fingertips glide over my ass, and I relaxed my body. But the moment she realized I had stopped tensing, she began. There was a loud whack, and then the feeling of pain spreading over my skin, warming me. I felt as the pain faded that my pussy was throbbing even more now. The pain seemed to turn to pleasure as it rippled through my body, and I opened my legs and sticking my ass out even more.





“Oh, my god…” I moaned.





“Oh, seems like maybe I was too gentle.” She tapped the paddle gently on my skin, which was enough to make me jump.





“From now on, I want you to thank me every time I spank you. Because you should be grateful that I’m being so generous. Got it?”





“Yes, London. Yes, Thank-”





I was cut off with another whack of the paddle. This time it was much harder.





“Fuck, thank you London,” I managed, wincing and moaning.





I wanted more. Even though I was nervous, I wanted her to keep going. I’d started to think about how weird this was, how embarrassing it was to do this in someone else’s home, but every time she hit me I found the worries melting away more and more, until they were just a tiny buzz in the back of my head. With every hit, my pussy throbbed more, especially when she hit me hard enough to make my nipples rub against the leather support.





Suddenly she hit me again, quite hard, and before I could say anything, she hit me again and again.





“Oh my god that feels so good,” I cried out desperately, the red hot sting making my ass feel numb.





London grabbed my ponytail and pulled my head up, while grabbing the sore skin.





“Say thank you, slut.”





“Thank you, thank you, thank you…” I blurted, and she let go of my hair.





I felt her pull my pants down a bit more, and I opened my legs as she did. She was right; I was a slut.





“Look at your dripping wet pussy. You like being punished and sore, don’t you?”





“Yes, London. I do.” I moaned. She was right. I could feel how wet I was without even moving.





“Do you want to keep going?” She asked, running her fingers softly up the back of my thighs, sending shivers through my body.





“Please, I want more.”





“Good, me too. I want to see how much I can make you beg. Stand up.”





I did as she said, my legs shaking. Before I could turn around, I felt her hands on my waist, and she turned me to face her.





Chapter 6




I’d forgotten how stunning she was. Now it was even better. Her glossy lips parted and her eyes looking at me like I was her dinner. Looking at her made me realize I would do anything she asked, no matter what it was, just hoping she would touch me.





She pulled at my shirt, lifting it over my head, and then reaching behind me to unfasten my bra. Before I knew it, she was sliding my pants down and off of me. I felt so strange being so naked in front of someone. Not just under the sheets, like how Mark and I had sex, but completely exposed. It was even weirder seeing her fully clothed, not a thread out of place.





“God, I’m so unprepared. I promise this isn’t like a thing that I do normally, not anymore at least. I wish I knew you were going to be so fucking hot.” She said, laughing.





“Come over here,” she said, motioning for me to follow her.





She led me over to the metal rack with restraints. Smiling at me, she gently pushed me against the rack, her hands roaming over my chest as she did. She grabbed each of my hands so delicately, lifting them up to fasten them onto the wall. Instantly I could feel the shivers through my body as I realized she could do whatever she wanted to me, and I couldn’t move. My nipples felt so hard, I just wanted her to touch me. It was even worse as she spread my legs and slowly cuffed each one of them tightly. I couldn’t move my limbs at all, and I tried to, testing the restraints lightly.





“By the way, I forgot to tell you. The house comes furnished. So boyfriend might need to do his research if he wants to make you happy.” She teased. Little did she know, there was no chance of Mark doing any research. In fact, if he saw I had chosen a house with any of this stuff, it would mortify him.





Before I could say anything, she walked away slowly. I felt myself panic for a second, not because I thought she would leave me, but because I had wanted her to touch me immediately. Even if it was just my arm, I needed to feel her. It killed me to be stuck here, unable to touch myself. My pussy throbbed so hard and I couldn’t even close my legs to help myself rub.





I felt so relieved when I saw she was just grabbing something out of her purse. I couldn’t see what it was, but I was just happy to see her walking back toward me.





She put her hands on either side of me, leaning against the wall. She got so close that her clothed body was almost touching me. I realized I was holding my breath as I waited. She leaned her head beside mine, and I could almost feel her lips against my ear.





“Do you want me to touch you?” She whispered, sending shivers down my neck.





“Mhm, please, I want you to touch me so badly,” I said loudly, not even able to pretend it wasn’t so desperate.





“Why? Why do you think you deserve anything from me?”





“I don’t know. Please, I’ll do anything. I need it. I’ll do anything you want.”





“Mmm, really? Anything?” She said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. Her fingers moved over my breast, barely even grazing me. I fought against the restraints as I tried to push myself closer to her hand.





“Yes, London, fuck. Please. I just need you so badly.”





“Tell me what you are.”





Without even thinking, I knew exactly what she wanted to hear.





“I’m a slut, London. I’m your fucking little slut. Pleaaase.”





Chapter 7




That was it. I felt her press something against my nipple, a cool metal, and then a click. It was a small vibrator that must have been on high because immediately it sent my mind even further away. I moaned loudly, feeling it tease my nipple. I was moaning with satisfaction, but the feeling wasn’t enough.





“God, who would have known someone like you could have such a dirty fucking mouth? And to cheat on your boyfriend just to get used as a fucktoy by a stranger…”





But before I could ask for more, I felt her hand between my legs. She pressed her fingers against my slit and rubbed over my wet pussy and up to my clit, touching it so quickly it was like a shock.





“I’m going to make you cum so hard you forget the boyfriend. Unless you already have?”





“Yessss,” I moaned, not even caring anymore.





London switched hands, this time moving the vibrator down to my clit, and her other hand came up to pinch my nipple. The feeling of finally having my clit being touched made my body tense up. The vibration was so high, way more than what I would normally use. It felt so good having so much pleasure all at once that I could feel my brain melting away.





“I never would have thought just by looking at you that you’d be such an eager little whore.” London said, laughing. “Are you even listening or are you just a braindead slut when your clit is touched?”





She took the vibrator off, and I snapped back to reality.





“I’m listening. I am, please,” I said unconvincingly as I squirmed around, wanting her to continue.





She kept the vibrator on and dragged it up my leg and lightly over my pussylips. I moved my hips as much as I could toward her, trying so hard to feel the vibrations.





“God, you must be fucking aching for it.” She whispered, as she moved closer to my clit and then away before I could feel anything.





And she was right. My pussy throbbed, and my clit was so hard it almost hurt. I was so horny at this point that I would have done anything to cum, but I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. I could only cry and beg for her to let me.





“London, please. I want to cum so badly. I’ll do anything. I’ll even buy the fucking house. I don’t care,” I begged, my hips sore from tensing and grinding against nothing.





“I don’t care if you buy the house or not,” she said, bringing the vibrator back to my clit and pressing hard.





I screamed loudly with pleasure, throwing my head back and tensing my whole body. Not even 5 seconds had passed before she removed it again.





“I just want you to look at me while I make you soak yourself over and over until I’ve had my fill.”





My eyes opened quickly, and I looked at her. She smiled and watched me as she pressed against my aching clit again. She laughed as I struggled to look at her, but I managed, keeping my eyes locked on hers while my legs shook hard.





The way she looked at me made me feel like she knew me, even though she was still a stranger. Her look was familiar and comforting. Her gaze changed as I was about to cum, softening and her lips parting slightly. I realized she must have been so turned on by seeing me like this. I thought about how wet she was from how hot she found my begging and screaming, and it was enough to finally push me over the edge.





It took everything in me to keep my eyes open and locked on her. I was so scared that if she looked away, she’d ruin my orgasm, and I couldn’t have that happen. I needed it. My legs shook and almost cramped with how hard my muscles were with anticipation. I was so loud that I didn’t even care anymore, screaming and moaning wordlessly. I let go, feeling the wetness explode from between my legs and run down my thighs.





She didn’t stop. Even as I squirmed, my clit was so sensitive that I almost couldn’t handle it. She had said over and over, and as much as part of me didn’t think I could take anymore, I couldn’t let go. I wanted it,. I didn’t even break eye contact with her as I felt myself shake and build up again.





“God, you are such a good fucking girl, Emma,” she said, almost moaning. “I want more. You’re done when I say.”





“Y-yes, London,” I managed, feeling my eyes glaze over again.





I came again, so fast that it surprised me. I didn’t even feel myself release, not sure if I was already so wet I couldn’t tell, or if there was nothing left.





“You know you can tell me if you want to stop.”





“No, please. More.”





London broke our eye contact, looking down at my body, still holding the vibrator firmly between my squirming legs. I threw my head back immediately, happy to just enjoy the feeling without having to focus. After getting past the uncomfortable feeling of being over-sensitized, I felt my body melting away.





I felt her tongue flick over my nipples and I let out an almost scream of surprise. She wrapped her lips around my nipple and sucked hard.





“Ohhh my god,” I managed as I felt myself cum again, not even sure where it was beginning and where it was ending. She let go of my nipple, watching me for a moment, and then slowly turned down the vibrations until it clicked off.





I was panting so hard, my whole body feeling relaxed and limp. My muscles ached just like after a good workout. London gently kissed me, rubbing my shoulders and arms as I shivered.





But I still felt so turned on, and I wasn’t done. All I could picture was her face as she watched me, and now I wanted more. I wanted to taste her and fuck her and make her scream just like she had done to me.





She began gently taking off my restraints. Once she had finished, I stood up fully and my legs felt like jelly. She held onto my waist, steadying me. I took a moment before I stepped even closer to her, wrapping my arms around her waist and leaning towards her ear.





“I’m not done,” I started, in a whisper. “It’s your turn. I want to taste you. I want you to use me to get off like your personal toy. Please, London.”





Chapter 8




“Are you sure?” She asked, her voice gentle and cautious. She looked surprised.





I bit my lip and nodded my head.





“Hmm, god you really needed this, didn’t you? I’d love to use your stupid fucking mouth.” She pressed her finger against my bottom lip, opening it. I loved seeing her switch from her gentle aftercare back into her demanding and dirty persona. “Come.”





I followed her as she motioned me over to the side of the bed. Of course, I had been aware that this was a stranger’s house, but something about being near the bed made things more real. The bed was made, and the bedding was clean. I figured he must have had a maid, but it still felt so weird. But not weird enough for me to care.





London sat on the edge of the bed, and without even asking, I immediately got on my knees. I looked up for a moment at the mirrored ceiling. Seeing my naked body knelt down in front of London’s clothed body made me feel even more submissive and dirty. I looked back at her, and she smiled at me and opened her legs.





I crawled toward her and pushed her skirt up, revealing a small black thong that barely covered her. As I peeled it off of her, I was surprised to feel my mouth water. I wanted her. I was hungry for her. I saw her pink, wet pussy, just a foot away from me, but before I could start, London placed her hand on my forehead, holding me back. She ran her fingers through my hair, over the top of my head, and grabbed the hair from the back in a fist, holding me away from her.





“I just wanted to savour the image of you down on your knees in front of me.”





I looked up at her, trying not to beg as she held my hair even tighter in her hand. Then slowly she brought me forward toward her pussy.





I steadied myself with one hand on her inner thigh, and with the other hand, I used my fingers to stroke her soft, wet pussy. I glided my thumb over her hole and felt her open her legs even more.





Even though she gripped my head in her hand, she relaxed her arm to see what I would do. I knew she could tell that this wasn’t something I had done before, but I didn’t want her to think I was completely clueless. I wasn’t nervous anymore, especially because I knew she would guide me, and I knew exactly what I would want if I were in her position. Flattening my tongue, I dragged it gently over her pussy, flicking her clit at the end and moaning at the taste of her.





To my surprise, I heard her make a noise of approval, and her breathing sounded heavier. I continued, this time teasing my tongue over her clit slowly, circling and quickly sucking on the hard nub while my fingers gently rubbed the outside of her entrance.





When she’d had enough of my teasing, I felt her hand gently nudge me closer to her to her. I licked her clit faster now, not removing my tongue from her at all. I pushed two fingers inside of her and felt her open even wider and push back against them, and then I curled them and found the soft pad of her g spot, feeling her jump slightly as I pulled my fingers against it. It was hard to focus on anything but her soft moans and squirming.





I sucked her clit after covering it in as much wet spit as I could. As I wrapped my lips over her, I looked up and immediately met her gaze as she stared back down at me.





“Fuck Emma. I’m not surprised you fucking enjoy it so much. I think you were made to be used like this.”





I moaned against her, feeling myself get even more turned on. To my surprise, I was still horny, even after cumming so much, but hearing the way she spoke to me made me think I could almost get off not even touching myself. I wanted so badly to reach down to my clit while I felt her hand pressing more against my head, but I continued fingering her, curling against her g-spot over and over. She was so wet, more and more by the minute, and I couldn’t wait to feel her cum.





“Oh my god, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop,” she cried out, grabbing my hair so hard it almost hurt, making my sore pussy throb even harder.





I continued what I was doing, not daring to move an inch or change my speed. My jaw ached, but I liked the uncomfortable feeling of being used and unable to adjust myself. This wasn’t about my comfort, it was about London’s pussy, and that was exactly how I wanted it.





I felt her legs tensing around me, shaking as her pussy thrusted against my mouth. Her grip on my head was so tight that even if I wanted to move, I couldn’t. I continued thrusting my fingers in and out of her, wishing I could fuck her even deeper. I felt finally as she came, her legs tensing and then jumping away from me as I continued sucking her clit. She came in waves, her sensitive pussy thrusting over and over against my mouth, and I could feel her dripping from my fingertips. I waited until she was done, continuing my speed.





She let go of my hair and without even thinking; I plunged my mouth against her wet hole, sucking and licking up her juices. My spit and her cum were dripping from my chin. I looked up at her, my face wet, and she looked down at me with her beautiful blonde hair splayed out over her dress, her eyes half lidded and looking back.





“What did I deserve to find someone as perfect as you?” She said, stroking my hair with her long red nails back out of my face.





“I’m wondering the same,” I said as I licked my lips.





She pulled me off of the ground and onto her lap, and we moved back to lie on the bed. She held me on top of her, and I could feel her breathing against me as she held onto me tightly.





I rolled off of her to lie beside her on the bed. She turned to look at me, her fingers playing with my hair.





”Can you believe this is someone else’s bed? God, I could get in so much trouble.”





“Thankfully, I can smell the detergent,” I said, laughing. “And don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.”





“Same,” she said, her fingers running over my jaw and then my lips.” “I mean… your secret is bigger. No judgement.”





“It’s..uh, yeah. It’s definitely a big secret.”





I didn’t feel any guilt, except for the fact that I’d forgotten about Mark entirely during the last hour. I knew when I got home and saw him that things would be different, and that I would feel it in the pit of my stomach, but right now I realized that I really needed to think. I loved Mark, but when had I ever been this satisfied? London knew me better than he did, and I only knew her for one evening.





We stayed for a while, holding each other and joking around about nothing. She teased me about my desperation, and I teased her about her commanding attitude. But we realized it was time to head out, especially as the rain had died down during our activities.





She helped me up off of the bed and gathered my clothes off of the floor. She pulled her own dress down, and then helped me dress myself, slowly and teasingly. I felt as if after today I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about her, and I realized that her slow teasing movements were just solidifying that further.





“We can finish the tour. I’ll show you the little office you wanted, and the bathroom. If you want to see more, we can-”





“No, no, it’s okay. I think I’ve gotten more than I ever wanted. I like this house a lot. Even more now.”



We finished the tour anyway, not that there was much left, and we cleaned ourselves up in the bathroom. We toured the small office and then went down the stairs and out to the driveway. The whole time we were walking through the house, I could imagine myself living there.





London and I walked out toward her car, and she opened the door for me, watching as I got in. We backed out of the driveway and at first there was a long silence. It wasn’t awkward, but possibly needed, as we both were absorbed in our thoughts.





“I meant when I said no judgment.” She said, her voice breaking the silence. “I get it, trust me. But if you ever want to do anything like this again, please call me. I don’t care if you are still with him or not. Or even if you just want coffee, I just… would like to spend time with you. But also, if you aren’t interested, I’m okay with that too.”





“I’m interested. I don’t care, either way. I… I just want to see you more.”





I didn’t even have to think before answering. It made me feel ashamed, but I knew I needed London badly enough that I would sneak behind Mark’s back if it meant I could see her.





London gave me her number, her direct one, no secretary involved. I saved it to my phone as we made our way back to the first house so I could get my car. It was already dark out, and I’d only seen two houses. I wanted to kiss her, or something, but I nervously thanked her and she laughed at me, thanking me and saying she looked forward to hearing from me. I stepped out of her car and then back into my own, taking a few long deep breaths before I turned the car on. I had a lot to think about, but I wasn’t sure I was ready to begin.
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Straight Women Used: A BDSM Lesbian Bundle


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BNZ95SKG





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty 27,000+ word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women being punished and used, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, age-gap, sexy strangers, naughty coworkers and more!
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Dominated and Punished by B&B Host: An Age Gap Lesbian BDSM Erotica


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0BK5FJVXH



Carmen is moving to a new town, but has to stay at a B&B before her apartment is ready. Upon arriving she is enthralled with the older, beautiful host, Mrs. Slade. When Carmen finds a pair of handcuffs in her guest room, her mind goes wild with desire, wondering what it would be like to try them on. However before she can, Mrs. Slade catches her with them. Carmen turns them in, but then she can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have Mrs. Slade use them on her. Will she find a way to seduce the sexy innkeeper into giving her what she desires?







Dominated and Punished by B&B Host: An Age Gap BDSM Erotica

 is a steamy 11,000 word BDSM story about twenty five year old Carmen being tempted by the older, gorgeous, and married Mrs. Slade.
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