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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





I
 ’d been on the road for days, and I was completely exhausted. I was driving across the country for a job in a small town on the coast. The job offer had been unexpected, and despite my usual fear of change, I had accepted it. The money and benefits that they’d offered were too good to refuse, so I found an apartment and packed up everything I had, setting across the country towing a small trailer containing my entire life.





I left a few days earlier, just in case something was to happen during my trip. However, to my surprise, everything had gone smoothly. My car was running great, there was barely any traffic, and even though I was tired, I could still drive all day without getting too bored. There was too much to look at and think about, that the trip completely flew by. I arrived in the small town of Camville three days before my apartment would be available.





After the long drive, I was completely drained, so I treated myself by booking a few nights at a bed-and-breakfast in a beautiful location by the water. I figured it would be cozier than a hotel.





It was only early afternoon when I pulled up to the house I’d be staying in for the next while. It was an enormous house with a wrap-around porch on the bottom floor and a spacious balcony on the second floor. The house looked as if it were out of a magazine. It was perfectly painted white with a blue trim, matching the endless stretch of ocean thirty yards away. A freshly painted white fence lined the perimeter and beautiful pink and blue flowers ran along either side of a long brick pathway to the door





I was able to park my car without the trailer obstructing anything in the long driveway, and I hauled my overnight bag over my shoulder. I walked toward the house, making it almost to the front porch, when a woman opened the door.





“Carmen?” She asked, stretching her hand out.





I felt almost embarrassed standing in front of her. I was twenty-five, and she had to be at least twenty years older than me, and she was absolutely stunning. Her long hair looked like it was freshly cut, her clothes were crisp and tailored perfectly, and the way she carried herself made her seem so confident and professional.





I wore oversized sweatpants and a t-shirt, and I hadn’t brushed my hair in days. I held onto my overnight bag as if it were a life raft, and the bags under my eyes were so heavy I knew they were there without even having to look in a mirror.





I suddenly felt nervous as I reached out to grab her hand, but she didn’t show any signs of being shy at all.





“Yes, I’m Carmen. Nice to meet you, uh-”





“My name’s Mrs. Slade. Come on in,” she said, holding the door open for me.





As I stepped past her into the immaculate bed-and-breakfast, I got a whiff of Mrs. Slade’s intoxicating perfume. I looked around and everything looked just as put together and perfect as she was. Everything was decorated immaculately with local souvenirs, coastal decor, and fluffy blankets and pillows. The walls were a bright teal colour, and the furniture was mostly white.





“Since you already paid online, I can escort you right to your room,” she said, walking toward the stairs. “I understand you’ve had a long drive, so if you’d like, you can rest for a while and I can give you a tour anytime later tonight.”





“That would be amazing, thank you,” I said, feeling relieved. I wanted nothing more than a shower and a fresh outfit.





We walked up the stairs to the fourth floor, and she led me to a room in the corner facing the ocean. There was an enormous window showing the stretch of bright blue water, and I suddenly felt so relaxed and relieved. I really had made it all the way to Camville.





“We aren’t too busy right now, as you have probably noticed. A week ago, it would have been a full house. So if this room isn’t suited to your liking, I’d be happy to move you.”





“Oh my god, no, this room is incredible. Thank you so much.”





“No problem, hun. There is a mini fridge and kettle in your room, and the shower is just down the hall. I’ll be in the garden for most of the day, so come and get me whenever you like. I look forward to showing you the property.”





She shut the door softly and as soon as I heard it click, I dropped by sore body onto the comfortable bed, maybe a bit too hard. I heard something drop and a clank of metal. I was mortified. Had I broken the bed? I jumped up quickly and walked around to the source of the noise and didn’t expect to see what was on the ground.





A pair of shiny handcuffs had fallen onto the hardwood floor. I couldn’t help but laugh, feeling relieved that I hadn’t broken anything. The handcuffs must have been attached to the bedpost. I wondered how no one found them while changing the bed sheets, that were clearly freshly washed, but I figured they must have slipped down. I checked the other bed posts and there was nothing to be found.





The thought of taking them to Mrs. Slade was so embarrassing. I wouldn’t be able to leave them behind after my stay because she might think they were mine. I decided I would take them when I left and dispose of them.





I laid back down on the bed again, and I couldn’t help but let my mind race. I wondered what the last person who stayed here was feeling like, bound to the bed. What it would feel like to give up all control and let someone do whatever they wanted to you? I put my arms over my head, pretending I couldn’t move them, and I felt a shiver run through my body. My nipples felt hard, and I couldn’t help but squirm as the desire spread through my body.





I snapped out of it. I had to unpack and have a shower. Scrambling out of bed, I tried to leave my thoughts behind, but my body still felt heightened by my unfulfilled need. I was extremely horny. Even just the feeling of my clothes brushing against my skin made my hair stand on end, but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything about it. Not until later, when I was sure I wouldn’t be heard.





Chapter 2





A
 fter I showered and got my luggage organized, I finally headed downstairs to the backyard. I was worried it was too late, as the sun had started its slow descent to meet the horizon, but Mrs. Slade sat at a small table in her garden. I made my way through a set of patio doors in the kitchen and walked out to meet her.





She didn’t turn, and I didn’t want to scare her, so I cleared my throat and she turned around.





“Oh my goodness, I’m glad you came downstairs. This book is so good, I could have stayed here all night.” She stood up and smoothed her skirt with her hands. Her hair, in the golden light of the sun, looked like a halo around her.





“So, this is the backyard, as you can see. The garden is dying down now, but we have some apple trees down at the end of the yard, so please help yourself.”





“Thank you.” I said, smiling. “I think I might take you up on that offer tomorrow.”





“I’ll be making pie this week, oh speaking of-” she started, motioning for me to follow her into the house.





“So I serve breakfast at 8am, but you can eat anytime. There will always be enough for everyone. We also have snacks in the fridge you can have whenever you like, and there’s a pamphlet in your room with a list of all the local restaurants.”





We entered the kitchen through the patio door, and instead of walking behind me to slide the door shut, she leaned past me, close to my shoulder. I could smell her perfume again, and I could feel myself freeze with her so close to me. There was something about her that made me so nervous, but not in a bad way. I felt like I wanted to impress her.





”The kitchen is fully stocked. Please make yourself completely at home. Normally I would ask that you go out for your meals, but since it’s so quiet, I don’t mind if you cook here. There is one other family, but they are heading out tomorrow morning.”





She showed me the rest of the house, and it was even bigger than I’d thought. The first level had quite a few places to relax and hide out. There was a hot tub out another back door, and she said I was welcome to use it. She showed me a few places that were off limits, like the part she shared with her husband on the second floor.





We returned down to the first level, and she leaned against the banister while I stood on the first step.





“Oh hun, you’re going to love Camville,” she said and reached out to grab my hand. I stopped myself from jumping with surprise, as I’d been so focused on her. Her hand was warm, and the way she looked up at me made me feel strangely embarrassed.





“Thank you. I think I am going to.” I replied. She smiled and removed her hand.





“Well, I know it’s early, but I think I am going to head into my room and do some reading. If you don’t feel like driving, there are some delivery places pretty close by. Please don’t hesitate if you need anything at all, just knock on my door. My husband is away tonight, and I don’t mind being disturbed. Although, if he were here he probably would mind,” she said, laughing.





“Thank you so much for everything.”





“No problem, hun. I’ll see you in the morning.”





I headed up to my room to order food, watching as Mrs. Slade disappeared onto the second floor.





Chapter 3





I
 ordered a stir-fry from a local restaurant, treating myself to the more expensive price tag. I sat in bed with the lights dimmed, eating and watching tv. The feeling of comfort was so overwhelming that I kept forgetting I was in a strange new place. It was such a big relief to finally relax.





It was dark outside now, and even though I knew the other family was back, the house was so big that I couldn’t even hear them from my room. Initially, I’d been worried about the B&B. I thought it would be awkward staying so close to others, but instead I felt like I was at home.





I stood up to get ready for bed, and when I turned the light on, the first thing I saw on the dresser was the handcuffs. The feeling of desire from earlier washed over me. I picked them up and held them in my hands. The cool metal against my skin didn’t help, and I could feel myself getting warmer in response.





I wanted to try them on.





I just wanted to feel them on me, and know that I couldn’t break free. There was a bit of a weight to them, and I wondered how it would feel around my wrists. I wished there was another pair so that I could tie my ankles to the bedposts. I thought of how it would feel to be spread out and unable to do anything about it.





I knew it was ridiculous to handcuff myself, but the release was easy enough to access, and I just wanted to know how it would feel. I decided to wash them first. Even though they seemed spotless, it made me feel strange not to make sure they were clean.





I had to brush my teeth anyway, so I took my bag to the bathroom with the handcuffs inside. It was the only me on the fourth floor, but I figured it’d be best to be safe. I ran them under warm water and washed them thoroughly with soap, doing my best to make sure they didn’t clink against the porcelain sink. I put them on the counter and got ready for bed.





I left the bathroom and jumped when I saw Mrs. Slade in the hallway. She wasn’t close to the door, but I didn’t hear her come up.





“Oh my gosh, hun, I didn’t mean to scare you. I’m so sorry! I heard you were up, so I figured I’d-” I saw her face change slightly as she looked behind me, and suddenly I felt myself turn completely red and hot. The handcuffs were on the counter.





She cleared her throat. “Are those… yours?”





“Oh, oh my god, no.” I started, grabbing the handcuffs. “I found them in the room left behind by someone else. I was just going to wash them and…” My mind went blank. It sounded silly to tell her I was washing them for no reason.





“And?” She asked calmly. I felt like I’d expected her to scold me, but she looked strangely curious.





“Umm, and give them to you. In case they come back for them.” I gulped. I was so embarrassed, and they weren’t even mine.





She walked toward me slowly, and I could feel myself freeze again. This time, I could feel my heart beating, the sound pounding in my ears.





“You sure you don’t want to keep them?”

She was close to me now, and I noticed her robe had slipped down her shoulder, revealing her sharp collarbone and smooth skin. I tried not to look down at her, but I wanted to see what she was wearing underneath.





I felt so embarrassed, but I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about her body. It couldn’t be anything other than that I was tired and horny. I’d never been with a woman before and didn’t have any plans too, especially not someone older than me. But I couldn’t help the thoughts.





“Yeah, I’m… I’m sure.” I wondered if she could tell that I was lying.





She smiled and outstretched her hand, not breaking eye contact. I handed them to her and watched as she loosely held them around one delicate finger.





“Let me know if you change your mind. Goodnight hun.”





The look on her face puzzled me, and I couldn’t help but hold my breath as I saw the way she held them.





“Okay, thanks,” I replied. “Goodnight.”





I walked back to my room with weak knees and my face hot. I felt so stupid and embarrassed. Did she know what my true intentions were? She must have, especially from the way she acted. I couldn’t imagine having to sit at breakfast in the morning.





Before I closed my door, I looked back, but she was already gone.



Later, I laid in my bed, feeling hornier than ever. I knew I was just tired from traveling, lonely, and excited about my new surroundings. But I’d wanted so badly to feel the cuffs on my wrists, and somehow the shame of being caught seemed to make me want it even more. Every time I closed my eyes, I could see Mrs. Slade’s bare skin, her neck, down past her sharp collarbone to her prominent cleavage.






Let me know if you change your mind.






Her words rang in my head as I wondered why she had said that. I thought of knocking on her door and having her turn me around and pin me to the wall with her body. I imagined the cool metal being locked around my wrists and then her hands grabbing at me roughly, pinching my nipples, and rubbing against my clit.





I shook my head. No, I couldn’t think this way about a stranger. A woman. A married
 woman. I tried to go to sleep, but every time I closed my eyes, I could feel warmth spreading through my body as I imagined her lips against my ear and her body pressed against mine. I fell asleep fighting the thoughts in my head.





Chapter 4





I
 woke up and immediately realized I had slept in. I checked my phone on the nightstand and was thankful I hadn’t slept past noon. It was 11:15 AM. My body must have been happy to be in a proper bed after such a long drive. I woke up feeling refreshed and clear-headed until the night before came rushing back.





I shook the thoughts out of my head. I hadn’t done anything bad and there was nothing to be ashamed of, apart from sleeping in so late.





Before I went downstairs, I wanted to make sure I looked good. Not for any reason, I told myself, just because I could.





I styled my hair, put some makeup on, and pulled on a black pleated skirt with thigh high socks and a fitted white sweater. It was my favourite fall outfit, and I knew I looked good in it.





I made my way downstairs. The house was so quiet that I thought everyone was out. However, when I turned the corner to the kitchen, I saw Mrs. Slade leaning against the counter, sipping her coffee.





“Good morning, Carmen. Sleep well?”





“Yes, I did! A lot better than the car.”





“I would hope so!” She said, laughing. “How do you like your coffee?”





“Just black, please.”





She grabbed a mug from the cupboard and poured a coffee for me. Her hair was half up and half down, curling over her shoulders. She wore a cardigan overtop of a tight fitting, dark plaid dress, showing off her perfect body. I couldn’t help but stare at her until she turned around and handed it to me, smiling.





“Here you go. Take a seat.”





I grabbed a tall chair at the kitchen island, and she sat beside me. She took her cardigan off and put it on the chair behind her, and flicked her hair back over her shoulders. Her dress was quite low cut, and I found it hard to stop my eyes from wandering quickly over her skin. I looked at her and realized she had seen me. She smiled and seemed to lean slightly in my direction, and I could smell that her perfume was different today. I told myself to breathe.





We chatted for a bit about what I was going to do today, the weather, and how the trees change colour earlier here than they do out west. She told me that the house was empty, the other guests had left, and there were no more scheduled to arrive.





“But then again, you were a surprise.” She said with a grin, and then added. “A good one.”





I didn’t know how to respond, but thankfully, before I could, she changed the subject.





“Oh my goodness, I love your skirt!” She exclaimed. “What kind of material is it?”





“I’m not sure.” I said and then paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. “You can feel it if you want.”





I wanted her to touch me so badly, even if it was just to touch my skirt. I couldn’t turn it off. Even just the small talk we were sharing made me want to lean in closer to her. I could feel myself getting so turned on again, just imagining the handcuffs that were in her hands. I’d never been so unable to control my thoughts before.





She reached out and grabbed the fabric, running it between her thumb and fingers. Her wrists delicately pressed against the side of my thigh, and I felt myself moving my legs even closer to her.





“Hm, I’m not sure what it is. I can’t figure it out.”





I gasped as I felt her hand slide away.





“Maybe, um, maybe you should try again.”





This time she put her whole hand on my thigh, above my knee, half touching the fabric and half on my skin. Her warm, heavy hand felt good against my skin.





“Like this?” She asked, and I nodded.





She slid her hand up slowly, my skirt bunching slightly above her hand.





“Do you like it?” She asked, her voice low and steady. “The skirt, I mean.”





I couldn’t believe this was happening. Were we talking in code, or just somehow misunderstanding each other? I needed to make sure.





“Yes, I like it. So much. I want more-” I held my breath for a moment as I felt her fingers brush against my inner thigh. “I want more of this….fabric.”





“Mmm, do you?” She was on the very edge of her chair now, her fingers now snaking so far up my thigh that I wanted to open my legs wider for her.





“I can probably get some for you. But it’s going to cost you.” Mrs. Slade’s stare was intense, her hand frozen now on my leg, just below my throbbing pussy.





“Anything.”





“Open your legs.”





I opened them right away, feeling so dirty letting a woman touch me like this. A married woman in a business. But I’d never been so horny in my life.





She ran one finger over my panties, up my slit, pressing hard against me. She rubbed her finger over my clit quickly, watching me jump.





“You like being told what to do, don’t you?”





“Yes,” I replied quickly.





I’d never thought much about it before, just like with the handcuffs, but the thought of having someone tell me what to do and take control of me sounded hotter than anything I could imagine. I knew with her finger pressed against my hard clit, I’d do anything she asked.





“I’m not sure where those handcuffs came from, but God, when I saw them behind you, I just wanted so badly to see them on you. What were you doing with them?”





She rubbed up and down over my clit, and I opened my legs more. My whole body was focussed just on her fingers, and I could feel my hard nipples pressing against my sweater, begging to be touched as well. My back arched as my hips rocked back and forth slightly toward her touch.





“I was- oh my god, I wanted to feel them on me. Just to know what it was like.”





“Wow, you were here less than twenty-four hours and you already wanted to be handcuffed like a little slut.”





She pinched my clit gently in between the fabric, rolling her fingers slightly. I wasn’t even sure how I was still in the chair. My legs felt completely like jelly. The sound of her sweet, welcoming voice calling me a slut made me want to do anything she said.





“Yes, Mrs. Slade, oh my god,” I moaned, as she slipped her fingers under my panties.





“Mm, what a treat. I’d love to cuff you up and use you however I wanted. I-”





A phone rang loudly, and we both jumped. It wasn’t the phone in the hallway I’d heard ring a few times. This was a cell phone.





Mrs. Slade stood up and grabbed her phone off of the counter. I quickly sat up and straightened my skirt, feeling like we’d been caught.





“Hello? Yes dear, yes. What do you mean? No. Right now? I’m busy. I have a guest. Yes, I know. Okay, fine. Yes, I’ll leave now. Okay, bye.”





She hung up the phone and let out a sigh.





“I’m so sorry, Carmen. It’s, uh… it’s my husband.” She seemed to let those words sit between us for a moment in the air. A reminder that she was married. “He forgot his laptop, and he’s at work, but he’s in a meeting, so I have to drop it off. I swear sometimes he does it on purpose.”





“It’s okay,” I replied. I was disappointed but, what right did I have to feel that way?





Mrs. Slade walked toward me. I sat in the tall chair, and she stood in front of me with her hands lightly on my knees.





“I’m so sorry, hun.” She said, her fingers gripping me slightly. “God, you’re so gorgeous. I’ll make it up to you later if you still want. He won’t be home until late, if he is at all. I won’t be back for at least a couple hours.”





She looked like she was going to kiss me, and I wanted to taste her lips so badly. But her phone buzzed again, and she let out another annoyed sigh.





“It’s okay, there’s lots I should do today anyway,” I replied, but it was a lie. “I’ll be home. I mean, I’ll be here later.”





She smiled and said goodbye, rushing upstairs to grab the laptop. I knew I should feel guilty, but I only wanted her more.





Chapter 5





I
 spent the afternoon downtown, walking around the piers and checking out the open shops. The tourist season had winded down, so some places were closed. The smell of freshwater and the open ocean made me feel airy and light. I was so excited by my new surroundings and the beauty of the harbour, but I could not completely focus.





I still felt wet, even just at the thought of Mrs. Slade. I’d had sex many times, but nothing had been as hot as even just the feeling of her hand on my leg in the kitchen. She knew what she was doing, and knew what she wanted, and I wanted nothing more than to be wanted by her. I felt like I was in a daze, walking down the beautiful boardwalk, thinking only of my throbbing clit.





I stayed out well past when I knew she would be home, just so I didn’t seem desperate. I didn’t want her to think I was waiting around all day for her, even though that was exactly what I was doing.





I took a cab back to the B&B, and I felt my heart sink a bit when I saw there was a new car in the driveway, a big red pickup truck. I wondered if it was her husband.





I went inside, instantly feeling comforted by the familiar cottage smell and decor. I heard voices and followed them to the secluded back living room. Mrs. Slade stood with two other people, a man and a woman, in their late fifties.





“Hi Carmen. These are our new guests. They just arrived today. Suddenly. Isn’t that great?” Mrs. Slade asked, with the worst fake smile I’d ever seen. The couple beamed at me from across the room and waved.





“Yes, that’s amazing. Nice to meet you.” I said, laughing at Mrs. Slade’s discomfort.





The couple nodded at me and told us both that they were going to sit in the garden and then order dinner later. They asked if we wanted to join, but we both quickly declined. I could feel Mrs. Slade’s eyes all over me, and I wondered if the couple noticed the tension in the room.





“I’ll show you that painting you were interested in, Carmen,” Mrs. Slade said, and without a beat I nodded. I couldn’t wait any longer. The new guests headed up to their room to check out the menu, and I made my way over to the stairs to meet Mrs. Slade.





“Hey, hun,” she said, and put her arm on my shoulder. Even her light touch made me go crazy. “We don’t have to do anything, you know that, right?”





“I know, but I want to,” I said in a whisper, worried the guests would hear us.





Mrs. Slade smiled, and I followed her up the stairs to her floor. This one differed from the others. There was just one door, almost like an apartment building.





She opened the unlocked door, and I followed her inside. It looked just like an apartment too, except it was decorated in a distinct style from the rest of the house. It was almost as if we were in a whole different house altogether.





I looked around at the beautiful apartment, and I saw signs of her husband everywhere. I saw his sneakers by the door, his trousers folded over an ironing table, and a man’s jacket over a chair. But I didn’t care at all, which was completely unlike me. It was like something had been unlocked within me, and all I cared about was the throbbing between my legs.





She made her way over to a big gray cozy looking couch, and motioned for me to follow. I sat down and she sat beside me. She turned her body to mine, legs crossed, and her hand rested on my knee, her thumb drawing circles on my leg. My leg felt tense under her touch and I tried to relax myself.





“God, you’re so gorgeous,” she started. “I’ve been thinking about this all day, but I just want to make sure you don’t feel pressured.”





“Not at all, I… I haven’t really done this before, but I want to.”





“Okay, well, you can stop at any time. If you’re uncomfortable, just tell me to stop and I will, even if it’s something small, okay?”





“Okay, I will.”





Mrs. Slade leaned in toward me, putting her fingers under my chin, and turned my face up towards hers. She kissed me slow and soft, and even just her chaste kiss made me want to moan. I’d never been so desperate. I kissed her back like I needed it, and she did too.





She broke the kiss, and I felt her hand move.





“Do you like things rough or a little softer?”





“Rough,” I replied, and I instantly felt my face flush. I’d never told anyone that I’d fantasized about all sorts of things that I know my friends or past partners would have probably found strange.





“Mm, good. Me too. What do you think about what I said earlier? About me using you, however I wanted.” She asked, her hand making its way up my thigh and back down again, driving me crazy.





“I can’t stop thinking about it. I… I want it, please.”





“Good. Because that’s what I’m going to do,” she replied, without missing a beat. “You’re going to do what I say, and you’re going to love every minute. I’m going to have you begging me to fuck you, and if you’re lucky, I will. Stand up.”





I stood up as I was told, and she turned on the couch to face me. I felt embarrassed as she looked up at me, unsure of what to do.





“Nice and obedient,” she laughed, and sat back as if she was watching TV. “Take your clothes off.”





I felt like I was on a stage, nervous and excited. I took my sweater off quickly and pushed my skirt down to the floor, stepping out of it and kicking it to the side. The easy part was done.





“More,” she nagged. I knew what she wanted, but now I felt the stagefright.





I reached behind to undo my bra and slipped my arms out. It dropped to the floor, and I instantly felt my nipples harden even more. Mrs. Slade’s eyes burned into me, but before she could say anything, I reached down to my thong and pulled it down to the floor as well.





“Spread your legs,” she demanded, sitting up straight.





I did as she said, stepping my feet apart. I watched as she sucked the tips of her fingers for a moment, getting them wet. She placed them right on my clit and slid them back and forth slowly. Every time she passed over my hard nub, I felt a jolt rush through my body as my pussy and nipples throbbed. I tried hard not to moan, worried about being heard.





“Now, if you’re good for me, I’ll give you what you want, okay? I’ll give you more than what you want. But if you’re not
 good?” She removed her fingers. “Then you get nothing.”





I wanted to beg her to keep touching me, but I knew better.





“I’ll be good, I promise.” I said, hoping she would continue, but she smiled and stood up. She walked behind me and I her open a drawer.





“Hands behind your back,” she demanded.





I put them back eagerly, excited to finally feel the handcuffs on me. I could hear the metal clinking in her hands, and the next thing I knew, the cool, hard cuffs were around my wrists.





Finally, it sunk in. I was completely naked in a married woman’s apartment, bound by cuffs, and I’d never been so wet in my life.





“Come here,” she said, and led me around to the side of the couch. “Bend over.”





I did as she said and she guided me so that I was laying over the arm of the couch. My breasts pressed against the couch seat, my nipples grazing on the surface, and my forehead pressed against the cushion.





I felt so exposed with my ass in the air and my hands secured behind my back. She could do anything she wanted to me.





“Mm, now this is a sight,” she said, and I felt her hands on my ass. She grabbed me, her fingertips sinking into my skin, and I moaned loudly.





I could feel myself shaking already. Not with fear, but with anticipation. There was a change I noticed in myself. All of my insecurities and nerves were completely gone, and they were replaced with the most intense craving to be touched and fucked.





“God, you’re so wet already. What a hungry little slut.” She sunk her nails into my skin deeper, making me gasp. “You like this?”





I nodded quickly. The feeling of her fingers should have hurt, but it just turned me on. I could feel my pussy throbbing with her controlling grasp.





“Good, because you deserve it. You deserve to be punished for being so horny and desperate.” She ran her fingers down the back of my thigh, causing me to jump.





“You know how I’m going to punish you? I’m going to spank you until you’re nice and red for me. How does that sound, hun?”





“Good, it sounds good. Please.”





“First, though, I think I need to fill you up with something. So every time I hit you, you’ll be begging for more.”





Suddenly, there was something small and smooth rubbing against my pussy. I opened my legs wider, hoping she would slide it inside of me, but instead she got it wet and moved it backwards. I could feel it now, pressing gently against my asshole.





I’d never had anything inside me there, but I’d always been curious. The way I felt at that moment, I would have let her do almost anything. I pushed back against it, eager to feel it inside of me.





”Please…”





She pressed gently and I could feel it slide inside of me. I realized it was a plug.





“Ohhh my god,” was all I could manage, my brain feeling numb with the sensation. I could feel my pussy clenching, causing the plug to press even more, and my clit throbbed so hard I thought she might hear it.





I felt her hands back on my ass, and this time my skin felt like it was on even higher alert.





She pulled one of her hands off, and suddenly I felt her smack back down onto my ass. The hot feeling spread over my tingling skin and shot directly to my clit, causing my pussy to tighten again.





She pressed her fingers against the bottom of the plug, pushing it further. I cried out loudly, not even caring anymore if I was being quiet.





“You like having your pussy denied and ignored?” She asked, spanking me again.





“Yesss, fuck, yes I do.”





I wondered how long I could feel like this. I would have let her do this to me all night, spanking me and pressing the plug deeper while my pussy ground against the air helplessly.





“Good girl. I like a slut that knows she needs to earn her pleasure.”





She hit me again on the other side, this time even harder, and then before I could even register, she hit me again and again. My skin felt numb and red, but every time she spanked me, I wanted another. Ever hit made my breasts push forward, my nipples dragging across the couch, begging to be touched.





“Perfect,” she purred, rubbing the sore skin softly. “You’ll be red and sore because of me even after you check out in two days.”





She pushed the plug again, and then her fingers rubbed against my opening again. I couldn’t believe how wet I was. Her fingers were soaked just from touching me. She pressed them deep inside of me and they slipped in easily. Her other hand rubbed against my clit, wet with what must have been her spit. My whole body tensed as my hips rocked back against her hands.





“Yes, Mrs. Slade, oh my god,” I cried out. I was already so close to cumming, something I’d only ever done by myself. My legs shook, and I felt like she had complete control of me.





Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and we both jumped.





“Mrs. Slade? Are you in there? It’s Jeremy and Patty. We need help with the shower.”





“Coming!” Mrs. Slade yelled with a loud sigh. She walked around to the side of me, kneeling down beside my turned head.





“Looks like you’re going to have to wait a bit longer,” she said, smiling as I tried to catch my breath. I had been so close, I almost felt like I could have cum with only one more touch. My muscles were still tight, waiting for the release.





Mrs. Slade pressed her two fingers that were inside of me against my lips. I opened my mouth eagerly, and she inserted them. I sucked her fingers back and forth. She reached her other hand to one of my breasts, and pinched my nipple. I moaned around her finger, sucking harder as she squeezed. I hoped if I sucked her well enough, she’d ignore the guests outside.





“I won’t be gone long, but you can stay here and think about how good your pussy tastes on your tongue. Don’t move while I’m gone.”





She slipped her fingers out of my mouth and I nodded. She stood up, and I watched her perfect body walk out through the door of her apartment, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. I was thankful there were two doors for her to pass through, so they couldn’t see me.





Chapter 6





S
 he had told me not to move, but I wanted so badly to get myself off. I could rub my pussy against the arm of the couch until I came, and then I could get back into position before she came back. But I wanted it to be her that made me cum.





I moved my hips, feeling the plug move with each grinding. The plug felt so good, but made my pussy feel so desperately empty. I bounced my body back and forth so that my nipples could rub against the couch as I thrusted.





With my eyes closed, I imagined Mrs. Slade coming back with the guests, and letting them sit and watch her fuck me. I thought about her husband walking in while she’s thrusting her fingers inside of me. All I could hear was her calling me a slut over and over, telling me how badly I deserved to be teased and punished.





I heard the door and froze, but it was Mrs. Slade coming back into the apartment. It was just her alone, and I felt a little relieved, even though my fantasy had been so enticing.





“I thought we’d been caught, but looks like you weren’t loud enough.”





There was a noise that sounded like a drawer opening and shutting, and I watched her walk back toward me with a small, silver vibrator in her hand.





“So I guess we’ll have to try harder.”





She pressed the cold vibrator against my soaked clit and turned it on. The pleasure was so intense I immediately writhed around. I opened my legs, not even caring if the sensation was too much. I buried my mouth in the couch cushion to make myself quieter.





“No,” she said sternly. She grabbed the back of my ponytail and pulled it, lifting my face off of the couch. “I want to hear you. I want you to tell me how badly you want to cum.”





The weight of her body was against mine so that I couldn’t move. All I could do was moan and shake and beg.





“Fuck, please, please let me- oh my god, let me cum please. I need it so badly, Mrs. Slade, I’ll do anything.”





Before she could reply, I came hard, my orgasm ripping through me. I felt myself cum, my pussy clenching and releasing over and over as I let go of every drop. I’d never cum so hard in my life, my empty pussy leaking over Mrs. Slade’s wrist.





She didn’t stop, and I squirmed and jumped as much as I could as she held the vibrator against me. I’d cum so hard I didn’t know how I’d be able to again, but I could already feel myself getting closer again.





She shut the vibrator off and let go of my hair. I gasped heavily against the couch. Hair stuck to my face that was wet from sweat and drool.





“Don’t get too comfortable. I haven’t gotten my turn yet.”





She grabbed my arm and shoulder, standing me back up to my feet. My legs felt like jelly. The plug still stayed in place inside of me.





“Come over here and get down on your knees,” she demanded as she led me to the front of the couch.





I knelt down on the hardwood floor while she walked back across the room. I heard the drawer open and close again. She returned and positioned where I was on the floor, but I couldn’t see what she was doing.





“I think it’s time to use all of your holes, don’t you think, slut? Sit back, slowly,” she said, tugging on my hips.





I lowered myself to the ground, sitting so close to the couch, and I felt something hard press against my pussy. It was a dildo suctioned onto the ground. I lowered myself onto it eagerly.





My pussy felt tighter with the plug in my ass, but my hole was so wet after cumming so hard that the dildo filled me quickly. I moaned as I felt the entire thing inside of me. I was completely stuffed.





She sat down on the couch, legs spread wide and looking down at me. I couldn’t see under her skirt, and I wanted more than anything to use my hands so I could push it out of the way and fuck her and taste her.





“Almost there, hun. I just want to make sure you’re fully obedient for me.”





I noticed that in her hands she held two clamps. She ran them over my nipples, the hard surface making me moan, and finally she clamped them onto each nipple, watching as my mouth opened wide with pleasure.





“Do you like this?”





Never had I liked anything more. I wanted to tell her how grateful I was to her for making me feel so good, and how I wished she could use me over and over like the slut that I was. But I could barely form a sentence.





“Yes, I love it. Please don’t stop, please.”





“Put your tongue out,” she demanded. I did as she said, my wet tongue ready for whatever she wanted.





She lifted her skirt up over her hips, revealing her beautiful, wet pussy, and before I could wait for her instruction, I knew what I needed to do. I needed to taste her. I leaned forward, and she held the back of my head, my hair in between her fingers.





She guided me to her pussy, and I licked her desperately, savouring the taste of her. She was so wet, and it turned me on to know that she was wet because of me. My clamped nipples pressed against the couch and the pulling sensation made me go crazy.





She rubbed her pussy against my tongue, up and down, and then finally pulled me in toward her clit. I sucked and licked at it, and heard her moan loudly.





“Oh my god, Carmen, yes, just like that.” She gripped my head harder against her.





“C’mon, fuck yourself. I want to watch you stuff your little pussy while you moan all over my clit.”





I did as she said immediately, bouncing up and down on the dildo. Pushing down on it hard, I fucked myself quickly, my clamped nipples rubbing against the couch even more. I couldn’t help but do as she said and moan loudly around her clit as I sucked it.





I was almost ready to cum again. It was like something inside of me had been unleashed, ready to cum over and over until I couldn’t anymore. I was almost screaming against her now as I bounced, but she held me in place. Her hand gripped tighter every time I slowed down, lost in my pleasure.





“Yes, Carmen, don’t you fucking stop,” she cried out, her thighs tightening around my head.





She shook hard and moaned loudly, and I realized she was cumming. I continued sucking her until she pulled my head back. I looked up at her face. Her eyes were almost closed and her mouth was open slightly. She looked back down at me, her hand holding my wet, cum soaked face where she could see it.





“Cum for me, now.”





I fucked myself even harder now, and with each bounce, I made sure my clamped nipples hit the couch cushion. I didn’t break eye contact, watching the way her face changed as I got closer. Without even realizing I was begging her, as if she was the one fucking me. She brought her hand down to my chin, gripping my face, and she pushed her thumb down on my bottom lip, holding my mouth open.





I came even harder this time, the waves of pleasure coming repeatedly. My legs shook so hard I wasn’t sure how I was still kneeling. I’d never squirted before, but I was sure I must have because my legs were soaked. I felt Mrs. Slade run her hand through my hair as I caught my breath and when I looked up at her; she was smiling at me softly. She let go of my head and moved her legs to the side of me, and then she slid down to kneel beside me on the floor. She put her arms around me and pulled me close to her.





“Oh my god, Carmen, that was even better than I could have imagined. Fuck.” She gently removed my nipple clamps, and I winced as the blood rushed back. “Are you okay?”





“I’m… I never knew… I could feel that good,” I said, in between deep breaths. “That was so…hot.”





She stroked my hair and then leaned in again for a kiss. It was so slow and soft, and we both didn’t care that the taste of her was all over my lips.





She broke the kiss and looked at me, lowering her hand to stroke my leg.





“I haven’t done that in so long, and now all I can think about is how much more I want to do to you.”





My mind went wild with the possibilities. I couldn’t have even imagined what we had done in my wildest dreams, so I wanted so badly to know what she wanted to do.





“Please don’t, you know, mention this to my husband. We don’t have an open relationship or anything like that, it’s just… I never get what I want.”





She didn’t elaborate further, and I didn’t ask.





“It’s okay, I won’t say anything.”





She smiled.





“Thank you. I’m going to clean up and make some dinner, if you’d like some. David will want some when he gets home later. But maybe we can go for a dip in the hot tub later, if you’re interested.”





“Yes, I’m interested,” I said, laughing.





David. It was so weird hearing the name of the man I hadn’t met. The man whose wife just tied me up and came all over my face.





Mrs. Slade wrapped her arms around me and removed my handcuffs, and my arms felt strange and heavy. She helped me up and grabbed a towel for me. I dried off my legs and got dressed. I headed toward the door and heard her call out to me.





“Carmen?” She said, and I turned around to face her. “By the way, my name’s Jennifer.”





We both laughed. It hadn’t occurred to me that her name was anything other than Mrs. Slade.





“Thank you, Jennifer.”





Chapter 7





I
 ’d made my way back up to my room, thankfully dodging the new couple, and I cleaned myself up a bit before dinner. My legs still felt weak and my pussy felt so sensitive with every step. I changed my clothes, putting a bikini on underneath a pair of bagging sweats and a white t-shirt.





I didn’t feel hungry, but I wanted to spend as much time with Jennifer as I could before her husband got home. I made my way down to the kitchen a few minutes after I heard her begin to cook.





“Do you need any help?” I asked.





“Oh no, hun, don’t worry. This won’t take me too long, but I’m happy to have the company.”





I sat down at one of the bar stools, wincing slightly from my sore ass touching the chair. The feeling turned me on again, bringing back the feeling of her fingers digging into my skin.





I watched her elegantly move around the kitchen. A clip held her hair back perfectly. Not a single strand was out of place. Her makeup was still perfectly applied, and her clothes hung smoothly over her body. There really was no way to tell that she had just been calling me a slut with her legs wrapped around my head.





We stayed silent, but it didn’t feel strange. She could feel my eyes on her, and she’d turn around to give me a sly smile and continue cooking. There was so much I wanted to say to her and do to her, but I wanted to make sure we were alone. Even though we were both silent, the tension in the room spoke for us.





It seemed as if not much time had passed, but dinner was finished. Without asking, I started piling the dirty dishes into the dishwasher, and then washed a pot at the sink. She smiled at me as she wiped down the counters.





I was just about to turn the water off when I felt her hands slip around my waist from behind. Her body pressed against me slightly, and I could feel her breath on my neck.





“Hungry?” She asked in a whisper.





“Everything looks amazing, but I’m not hungry yet. Not for dinner.”





“Mmm, me neither. God, I just can’t get enough of you.”

She hugged me, and just the feeling of her gently squeezing me made my body tingle. Her hands slid down, her fingers teasing at the waistband of my sweatpants, and I pressed my body back against hers. I placed my hands over hers, gently guiding them lower.





However, a knock at the door broke us up in an instant. Jennifer went to answer it, and saw that it was the new couple’s food delivery. She took it from the driver and walked up the stairs to deliver it to them.





I finished drying the last pot when I heard her heels clicking into the kitchen.





“Hot tub?”





“Please,” I replied, and she laughed.





Chapter 8





T
 he hot tub was on the porch outside of the side door. A dark wood privacy fence surrounded it with a small gate to enter. Even though it was getting dark out, there were lots of little lights around the tub and fence.





She stepped through the gate, and I followed her through. After I locked the latch on the gate behind us and turned around, I saw she was already getting undressed. I realized then that even after all she had done to me; I hadn’t seen her body. She wore a neon orange bandeau bikini top and matching bottoms. She bent over the hot tub while she reached down to take her shoes off slowly, giving me a full show of her perfect body.





I’d been to the beach many times with friends, gone swimming with a lot of different people, but never had I looked at a woman’s body like this before. I was so turned on just looking at the muscles in the back of her legs; her round tanned ass, and her smooth, freckled skin. All I wanted to do was peel her clothes off and taste every inch of her body on my tongue.





“Aren’t you getting in?” She asked, smiling at my stunned face.





I nodded and took my clothes off quickly and clumsily while she stepped into the hot tub. I followed her, sinking slowly into the warm bubbly water, my whole body instantly relaxing.





“I don’t know when David will be home, but I usually sit in the hot tub at night and he doesn’t check out here. He will probably just eat dinner and go to bed.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me over to her side of the tub. “So don’t worry.”





I couldn’t help myself. I just wanted to touch her. She sat leaning back against the wall of the tub, and I half stood, half floated in front of her. I felt for her legs and pushed my hands up her thighs slowly.





“I’m not worried,” I said, getting closer to her.





She leaned forward and put her hands behind my thighs, pulling me to her lap. I straddled her, and she grabbed my sore ass, pulling me even closer. Her wet hands slipped over my skin, her nails dragging gently behind.





I rubbed my thumbs over her hard nipples through her wet bathing suit, and she gasped. I took that as my signal to peel her bandeau down, revealing her soft breasts, and I rolled her nipples gently between my thumb and forefinger.





She untied my bikini top, throwing it over the side of the tub, and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue roamed eagerly around my mouth, and she pulled my hands off of her. She grabbed onto my shoulders and pulled my body over hers, rubbing my breasts against hers. We both moaned into each other’s mouths as our hard nipples slipped over each other’s.





Pushing my hand between us, I slid it down to her clit. I rubbed it through her bikini, earning another moan, and then pushed her bottoms to the side. I dragged my fingers from her clit down to her hole, teasing her pussy.





“Mmm, yes. Can’t get enough, Carmen?” She asked as I slowly pushed my fingers inside of her. I watched her eyes become half lidded as I curled my fingers and fucked her. I tried to do what I always wished my exes would do to me, and it seemed to work as she moaned and spread her legs even wider.





“No, I can’t get enough,” I said in a low voice, as I moved my fingers faster, curling against the soft pad of her g-spot. “I’ll do whatever you tell me. Anything. I just want you.”





I reached down with my other hand and rubbed her clit with my thumb. She arched her back as I fucked her, keeping her eyes on me.





“First, I want you to make me cum.”





I knew she was already so close, I could feel her legs quivering every time I passed over her clit. I picked up my speed the best that I could until she threw her head back and grabbed the side of the tub.





“Fuck, Carmen, don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop, oh my god,” she said, her demanding words dripping with moans as her body shook over my fingers.





She came hard; her nails slipping against the wet tiles on the side of the tub as she tried to grip. I kept up my speed, waiting for her to finish, but before I could even stop, she grabbed me and pulled me off of her. Before I knew it, she was on top of me, and my back was now against the tile.





“Next, I want you to cum.”





She untied the strings on the bottom of my bikini and pulled them off as well. She pulled me up off of the seat, my breasts being pulled out of the water, and she wrapped her lips around one of my nipples, sucking and pulling at it and pinching my other nipple between her fingertips. I moaned with surprise, louder than I probably should have, but she didn’t stop to tell me to be quieter. Instead, i could feel her smirk.





Her hands grabbed onto my ass and I moaned even more from my sore skin being touched.





“You like that, slut? You like that every time you sit down, you get reminded that you’re my little fucktoy?” She growled, switching to suck my other nipple.





My pussy was screaming for attention, my clit throbbing like a heartbeat as I opened my legs, wishing she would touch me.





“Yessss, Jennifer, I am- fuck- I am your little slut.” I cried out as she held my nipple gently between her teeth. I felt like I was going to explode, and she wasn’t even fucking me.





“Get up,” she demanded, lifting me up to the side of the hot tub. The cool air licked my skin, but I was so turned on that I still felt warm. Before I even knew what she was doing, I felt her soft tongue drag over my clit.





I laid back as her expert tongue dipped inside of me slowly, fucking my hole, and then up to flick at my clit. It felt so good I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to hang on. She sucked on my clit so hard, her mouth making a popping noise as she removed it, and then she would return.





One of her hands held my leg open, and I felt her other hand snaking down to my pussy. Her fingers pressed against my opening, but I was so wet that she could slide them inside of me easily.





“Please, Jennifer, please don’t stop, oh my god,” I cried out. She pumped her fingers inside of me and sucked me even harder. It was like she knew exactly what I wanted. I sat up to watch her, and she noticed, looking up at me with her large brown eyes.





I was so close now, my hips automatically thrusting toward her, my whole body begging for me to let go. I was just about to cum when I noticed something move slightly out of the corner of my eye. Focussing through the slats in the fence, I saw the curtains move.





I was too far gone to care what or who it was. If anything, the thought of someone watching turned me on even more. I wanted someone to see how easily Jennifer could turn me into a moaning, shivering, desperate slut.





I wondered if she thought the same as she moaned against my clit, and it completely sent me over the edge. My pussy contracted around her fingers and my legs tried to close, but she held them open, continuing until she was sure I was completely done. I watched her as her lips made a loud pop as she removed them from me, and then she looked up at me. She dragged her tongue down to my pussy and cleaned me up, licking inside of me and then licking her fingers clean.





I slowly slid my way back down into the water. Jennifer sat beside me, with one arm loosely around my leg. We both caught our breath as the jets hummed around us.





“I can’t get enough of you either,” she said, smiling. “I can’t believe you check out tomorrow.”





“Well, I’m not going too far.”





“Thank god.”





I reached for my bikini and put it back on while I was still in the water. Jennifer helped me to tie the halter behind my neck, her hand lingering on my skin.





We stayed for a while in the hot tub, laughing and talking until I could feel my fingers pruning.





I couldn’t believe how tired I was after everything, and hungry. My stomach growled and when Jennifer heard, she told me we should go inside and eat.





We dried off outside, got dressed, and walking into the house together.





Chapter 9





O
 nce we turned the corner into the kitchen, I saw a man I hadn’t seen before at the kitchen table. He wore round glasses and had dark, slightly graying hair. He was tall, with wide shoulders, and he sat hunched over his dinner at the kitchen table.





David didn’t look up as we entered the room, and I could feel a bit of a panic in my stomach. Had he seen us earlier, or heard us? He must have only been home shortly if he was just eating now, but I still felt shameful seeing him. It was one thing to hear about her husband, but seeing him suddenly made things real.





Jennifer didn’t seem too concerned, confident in her theory that he doesn’t look for her when he gets home.





“Hey hun, this is Carmen. Carmen, this is David.”





“Hi,” I said meekly.





“Hey,” he replied, glancing at me.





“Carmen, did you want to take your dinner up to your room?”





“Yes, that would be great,” I said, relieved to have an excuse to leave.





Jennifer made me up a plate of food, reheated it, and walked me to the stairs with it.





“Don’t worry, hun,” she whispered when we were far enough away from the kitchen. “He’s just his normal self. Have a good sleep.”





“Thanks so much for everything. You too.”





I wanted so badly to kiss her, but I knew it would cross a line. She smiled at me and handed me my plate.





I made my way up to my room and devoured dinner and fell asleep before I had much time to think about what had happened.





Chapter 10





I
 woke up the next morning and got ready to leave the B&B. I had a shower and got ready, dressing comfortably for my moving day. Making sure I had everything, I looked one last time out at the ocean view and shut the door.





When I arrived downstairs, I heard David’s voice in a low mumble. I hadn’t realized he wouldn’t be at work. He was talking to Jennifer about something I couldn’t quite make out, but as soon as she saw me on the other side of the kitchen, she waved at me.





“Sorry hun, I’m just going to see Carmen out,” she said to David, and he let out a sigh that she pretended not to hear.





He turned around and watched as she came over to me.





“Thanks so much for staying with us. It’s been so great to meet you.”





We walked toward the front door slowly. David stayed in his chair, but watched us from the open kitchen. I tried not to stand too close to her, or to look at her for very long. If he hadn’t seen us, would he even suspect that his wife would be with a woman? Was I the first?





“No, thank you. This has been an amazing introduction to Camville.”





“I’m glad. By the way, if you ever have any visitors and you don’t want them to stay with you, give them our number,” she said, handing me a brochure.





I took it from her and thanked her. I couldn’t wait to leave, because it was so hard to pretend she was just an innkeeper.





“Goodbye, hun. I’m sure I will see you around Camville sometime!”





“Yes, I’m sure I’ll run into you at some point! Bye Mrs. Slade.”





The door clicked behind me as I stepped outside. I put my bag into the backseat of my car, forgetting how much of a mess it was from being lived in for days. I sat in the driver’s seat, holding onto the brochure. Opening it, I saw a note scribbled inside.






Carmen,







Call or text me anytime. We will work something out. I promise. xoxo






Her phone number was scrawled underneath, and I quickly entered it into my phone. I wasn’t sure what she meant by working something out, but I didn’t care. Even if I had to sneak around behind David’s back, I knew I wanted her, even if it wasn’t right.





After taking a deep breath, I turned on my car. I backed up and looked around once more at the house and saw Jennifer waving at me through the window. I waved back and pulled out of the driveway, eager to settle into this new and exciting town.
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