

Any good town always has that one house, the one all the residents know of. Know it as a sort of typified thing. Like the house with the really red door. Or the house with all the lawn gnomes. That sort of thing. Well this town had one of those. A slightly dilapidated and strangely eerie gothic style townhouse. The kind that had the children convinced that a witch lived there. To be fair, they might not have been too far off. No one ever saw who occupied that house. Some people said they noticed a woman out front on the rare occasion, but only late at night. I never saw them though.

Yet somehow it fell on me to get in contact with whoever it was that resided there. Well, it fell on me because I wanted to add a shed to my yard that the HomeOwners Association wasn’t too fond of me having. Those controlling sons of bitches. Of course who ever owned that strange house managed to keep themselves out of their grasp, and HOA saw me as a useful tool to help them close their grasp on this block just a little tighter. Whoever owned that house, managed quite skillfully to avoid them all this time. Although maybe not much skill was really involved, they just scared anyone from getting to close.

I had to admire whoever did own that house. Right now I kind of wish I was more like them. So I could shove HOA’s request in their damn faces and put up my shed anyway. But I’m not really the type. Maybe this is some internalized misogyny or some shit but as a single woman living on her own, I wasn’t feeling brave enough to take any risks here. 

For that reason, I did at times, wish to have someone in my life capable of such behavior. Someone who would stand up to the world alongside me. Someone who would hold my hand as we confronted the little challenges in life. The ones that in the grand scheme of things aren’t so important, but fill each day with small moments of novelty. And yeah, someone to touch my body. It’s been so long since I had that. I’m forgetting what it was like I think. Forgetting the if and how I even like it. But damn, do I sometimes lay awake imagining a pair of hands, groping at my body from under my sheets, gripping to my thighs, pushing to spread them open and...I’m just exciting myself.

And now wasn’t the time for that. I had a job to do. I had to figure out how in the world I was going to get to this person. When morning came I walked over to their house. A dying willow sat in the front yard, its lifeless limbs swaying in the light breeze. At least I think it was dying, it never had any green on it. Yet somehow managed to remain standing over the years. I took the cold brass knocker in my hand and pounded it against the door a few times. I waited, but no answer. I tried again, banging harder. I tried to see if anyone was home, black curtains draped in front of the windows made it impossible to tell. And there was never a car or anything out front, so that was of no help either. I walked around back, looking into the yard. I saw nothing but overgrown grass and dried out vines entangled on the iron fence. This was hopeless.

I gave up for the time being and went back to my house. I went into my yard and looked over my small plot of land. This was supposed to be my land, my dream. To have a bit of earth for myself, to live on and do as I please. Where did it all go so wrong. The criminals at HOA were going to pay for this. I wasn’t through just yet. I had to get in touch with whoever lived in that house. I went inside my home. I needed a plan, but of course I had none.

I really thought about just going right on into the house. Just fuck it and go in and face whoever it was down. I needed the confidence though. It was hard for me to have that sort of confidence. I spent so much time alone. I decided maybe a little alone time might be just what I needed, the fun kind of alone time, give myself a little confidence boost.

I was alone in my bedroom, thinking over how badly I wanted to build that shed. A testament to the earth that I owned. I was a strong woman but this situation had started making me feel less so. And I wasn’t going to let it do so any longer. I started to undress in front of the mirror. Telling myself all the good things I wanted to hear. You’re strong, you can do this. And you’re damn sexy. Just look at these tits, full and ripe. I grabbed a handful and massage myself, allowing the pleasurable sensation of having my nipples rubbed to wash over me.

“Fuck,” it’s been so long since I’ve been touched, I needed it so damn badly. And if I wanted to be touched I was going to be touched. It didn’t matter. I had to show myself I would get what I wanted. Whatever I desired.

Massaging my breasts, watching my face contort with pleasure in the mirror felt so good. But it wasn’t enough. I had to take on the establishment here. Bring the whole thing down. I slid my hand down my chest and along my tummy. Lower and lower, until I snuck my fingers under my panties. Feeling my soft pussy beneath my hand. I bit my lip, exhaling from my nose. Pressing to my sweet little clit. Rubbing until I heard the wet sound of my juices sloshing to the rhythm of my fingers. I played with myself building up to an incredible release. Filling my body with pleasure and my mind with the confidence to take on that which I needed to. Breaking through the barrier of what is expected and correct and going for my own, in my own way. And perhaps shoving my fingers into my wet cunt was symbolic of this. But the pleasure, the shaking and aching was no symbol but a physical reality of how god damn fucking sexy this all was.

Getting myself off certainly helped to boost my mood. It always does. Reminds me and puts me in control. The exact sort of headspace I needed to be in. It was already pretty late. The sun had sunk far below the horizon. But I had to get this done now. I had a powerful energy pulsing through me. I would be a fool not to capitalize on it. I got dressed, putting the same clothes I had on earlier.

The house was far creepier at night than during the day. Something different about it, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on what. Something about the air, the absolute silence that clung to it in all directions. Whoever lived here, from what I’ve heard, they’ve only  been seen at night. So maybe they just aren’t ever home during the day and now was my only chance to get to them.

I took the brass knocker in my hand and rapped it against the door, quite hard. Hard enough that it had to get someone’s attention. I pressed my ear to the door and listened intently. I heard no stirring, not a single noise. Fuck, come on. I tried knocking again. It was hopeless. If anyone was in there they cleary had no desire to be bothered. I couldn’t give up though. I had to have this. And when I want something, I get it. Okay, maybe that’s not true. But I would like for it to be. And there was only one I’d ever manage in becoming that sort of person.

Fuck it, I placed my hand on the knob. It wasn’t completely crazy to believe it might be unlocked. Most of us kept our doors unlocked around here. It was that kind of town. Nothing in the way of robbery or such to worry about. Still, more than likely, someone like this, they would probably have their door locked up good. I went to turn the knob. To my delight and surprise it wasn’t locked. I didn’t push it open right away. I was nervous. I eased the door open, not knowing what to expect, what might wait for me on the other side

I took a step inside. It was dark, strangely lit by flickering candles. The decor from what I could tell, was unsettling. I heard movement. My heart leaped into my throat, choking me up. I guess I wasn’t as brave as I had thought. I tried my best to swallow the fear back down.

“Can I help you?” Asked a soft voice. It sounded as if it came from the room I was in, but I saw no one. Then a figure stepped into the candlelight and I saw her. She was beautiful to say the least. Radiantly gorgeous, really. Something about the atmosphere, the energy around her. It made me want to be a part of it. To be one with it. To have it. Have it, in some way that I didn’t quite yet understand.

“Umm… yeah,” I muttered, fidgeting a bit.

I reached into my back pocket for the letter HOA gave me to present to her. I held it out for her to take. She reached out for it, her hand brushing against mine. What was that feeling. That shudder I felt. It felt good though, it filled my chest and stuck to my throat. But what did I want to say. I was losing myself. Whatever it was I came for, I was losing touch with it. She pulled the letter from my hand. And I wanted her to touch me again. She looked it over and then tore it in half. Holding the two halves over a flame until they burned to ash.

It suddenly dawned on me where I was, who I was. An intruder in a strange place that I had no real business being in. I found myself here because there was something I believed I wanted. What was it… a shed. No, that couldn’t be it. I looked into her eyes, falling into the way they glowed. She brushed her dark hair aside and out of her face.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m Lina,” she said.

That didn’t seem like the right question to ask. But the more I tried to think of what question was the right one to ask, the more distracted by her appearance, I found myself.

She wore a short black dress, one that ended above the knees, and hugged her skin tightly. Fitting snugly over her curves. The top cut low, the cleavage of her ample breasts a sight to behold. What am I here for? She took a step closer. I felt myself in her presence. Strangely, I felt how I appeared before her, and that feeling far too much for me to take. I wanted to leap out of my skin, leave this body behind. Yet if such were to happen I would never again get to feel her touch and already I was starting to ache so badly for it.

“Who are you, really?” I asked again.

“Perhaps it’s better that I show you,” said Lina.

Lina lowered the dress down her shoulders, revealing more of her porcelain white skin. Skin so white that it contrasted well with her plump red lips. Lips that pulled me in. I took a step closer. She lowered her dress a bit more, sliding it down passed her breasts. Full breasts. Was this what she wanted to show me. Was this who she was. She sucked on her bottom lip, hungry for something. The way Lina looked me up and down. It was me she was hungry for, wanting me.

“Most don’t come visit me,” said Lina, her dress halfway down her body, “It must be something about the vibe I give off. But I just don’t like to be bothered too much, is all.”

“I see..”

“So why did you come?” She asked.

Really? She just burned up the reason I came here. She looked me over again, this time somehow figuring out the words I hid in my head.

“No, I mean the real reason. You knew neither, yourself or any other, was going to get anything from me. Didn’t you wonder why you were sent here in the first place? Why it was you.”

She was right of course. Why did HOA send me here in the first place? What more could I have possibly said or done that they hadn’t already. Surely they didn’t expect me to get very far.

“Why did they send me?” I said out loud, more to myself than to her.

Lina took another step, close enough for me to feel her there, but not quite yet feel her, the top of her dress folded down to her waste.

“Because I wanted you,” she said, her eyes gazing into mine, her tongue licking her red lips.

“Me?” I repeated.

I sensed her energy, an overwhelming energy. One that I wanted to have, one that I felt in such a way, but didn’t know what to do with. It made me want to taste it, to have it in mouth and swallow it down. To just somehow make it a part of me, find some way to absorb it.

“Yes… I wanted you. I’ve seen you around. Not that you’ve noticed, I’m sure. Most don’t notice me. Not because I’m not there, but because they choose not to, completely unaware themselves of this choice they make. But I see you notice me now. All of me.”

Lina placed her hands on her well endowed chest and gripped her breasts between her fingers. I saw the pleasure it gave her, written all over her face. The look she gave me, the sense she gave off. The same as my own. A wanting and hunger for what stood before her. And I stood before her. Me and me alone.

“And I wouldn’t want you unless I knew that you wanted me too. There is no fun in wanting that which can’t see me.”

“Certainly not,” I said. It was true, she saw me and I saw her. This is what I wanted. What I never got from anyone else I’ve met. But how could she know that. How did she know me? Lina brought a hand to her throat, practically clawing at it.

“Fuck me…” The words carried themselves under Lina’s breath, and into my inhalation.

“Absolutely,” I responded.

I got down on my knees before her. Submitting myself to her power, to her energy. That which I felt as so absolute.

“Beautiful, so very beautiful,” whispered Lina.

I wrapped my fingers around her dress. I had to get at her. I had to have more. Lina placed a hand on the top of my head. The tips of her fingers massaging my scalp.

“Do you know what I want?” Asked Lina.

“No,” I shook my head.

“You…” Lina gripped my hair hard within her tight grasp. Fuck, that felt good.

I pulled at her dress, lowering it farther down her body, down below her waist, down along her slender legs. And what greeted me, had me both delighted and surprised. Between her legs was not what I expected. She did not have what women have. But then, why would she, she was not like any other woman I’ve known before. Not in the slightest of ways. And that was such a damn good thing. Instead of a pussy she had a nice thick cock, smooth and half erect. But that was soon about to change. It was going to be hard and throbbing. I was going to make it throb.

I took her cock into my hand. Feeling the girth wrapped around my fingers. With her hand still clutched to my hair, she pulled my mouth closer to her cock. I stuck my tongue out and licked at the tip. Tasting her with flicking movements. 

“How’s it taste?” Lina asked.

But before I could respond she forced me by the hair down the shaft of her cock. Her thickness swelling in my mouth.

“Can you touch yourself for me?” Asked Lina. I nodded in approval, her cock still wrapped around my tongue. I placed my hand between my legs, rubbing my clit, tasting the fullness of her dick. The sloshing of my wet pussy filled the room.

“Somebody’s wet,” said Lina.

“Mmmhmm,” I nodded, cock in my mouth, Lina rocking her hips back and forth.

She looked me in the eyes as I sucked, and had me looking back into hers. I wanted to suck that insatiable energy of hers from out of the tip. I wanted to be as she was. And I couldn’t help but wonder, how did the world manage to order itself to allow for such a being as this. But the answer to my question felt so far away. And more than an answer I wanted a feeling. And I knew it was a feeling I would catch from her.

She pulled out of my mouth, her cock slick with my spit, dripping from the tip and onto my tits. I snuck a hand under my shirt and bra and pinched my nipples, so sensitive. I took a deep breath in.

“Let me taste more,” I begged. I didn’t get enough yet. I didn’t get what I wanted to suck from out of it.

“You don’t tell me when to give you more,” said Lina, she patted her palm asked my cheek, “got it?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good,”

She shoved her cock in my mouth and quickly pulled it out, pulling my head back by my hair. Fuck, I loved how she controlled me. I loved being at her call, a servant to whatever whim or fancy filled her thinking and desire.

Lina got down on her knees, finding herself at my level. She placed her hands on my face, slightly squeezing my cheeks. But I saw by the look in her eyes she wanted to squeeze much harder.

“Fuck,” she mouthed, the words barely audible. She pulled me in, pressing my lips to hers. Her mouth opening for my tongue. Her mouth closing, biting a bit on my bottom lip. I couldn’t help but moan and start touching her smooth skin. Her fair skin, her fair breasts, massaged by my working fingers.

“Let’s get you undressed,” she said, lifting my shirt off over my head and tossing it away. Reaching around my back and unhooking my bra. Her lips made there way to my nipples. Her mouth sucking, her teeth nibbling. She loved to suck, loved it so much. I held her tightly against me. Wanting to press as much of her as possible into my very being. But there was only one way to have the energy of hers inside me. And she was hard enough and I was wet enough for it now.

She gripped my shoulders, and brought me down to the ground, sliding my pants off followed by my soaked panties. Lina balled them up and pressed them to her face, inhaling my scent deeply. She placed her knees underneath each arm, hovering over me, lowering herself enough to dip the tip of her cock back into my mouth, putting it in and pulling it out. She gave me one last kiss.

“Tell me you want it,” she said.

“I want you so bad,” I said.

“Good,” Lina took my panties and stuffed them into my mouth, not wanting to hear another word from me.

Her hard cock pressed against the outside of my wet pussy. She slapped it against my clit. So damn good, but I couldn’t tell her. Couldn’t beg her to put it in, no matter how badly I wanted to. All I could manage was a few muffled moans and wanting eyes. Hoping the look I gave her would be enough to pull her in.

Thankfully those eyes and moans were enough. Lina eased the tip in. Sliding into my slick and wet pussy. I bit down on my panties, taking it all in.

Lina squeezed my face in her hands, my lips pursed outward, panties stuffed inside, “That’s right baby, you take that dick,” Lina gave my face a shake. Lina forced her cock all the way in, leaned forward and kissed my forehead. She began to thrust her hips, working her cock in and out, each time forcing her way in a bit deeper. Lina gripped my thighs and brought my legs on top of her shoulder. Her fingers rubbing my clit while her cock stroked inside me.

I wanted to cry out, wanted to moan. I wanted to beg, give it to me, give me more. But I was silenced. Silenced by her commands, and her stuffing. I grabbed her wrist, needing something to hold, overwhelmed by her power. Lina rotated her wrist, breaking free from my hold, taking my own wrist in her grasp and pinning my arm to the ground. Her pounding filled me so well. The pleasure immense. Yet still not enough. Still wasn’t it. Not really, not fully what I wanted. Lina paused for a moment, cock still inside, looking me over.

“You look like you have something you want to say,” said Lina.

I nodded my head.

Lina stuck a finger in my mouth and pulled the panties out, “What is it?” she asked. And as I went to respond she quickly shifted forward, forcing her dick in my mouth, shutting me up, not allowing me the chance to respond.

“What was it? I didn’t quite catch that,” said Lina.

My eyes grew wide, knowing now what power, what control, I was staring down. Knowing I was helpless to her whims. And knowing there was no other way I would have wanted it.

Fuck the shed, and fuck HOA. But most of all fuck me. Oh please, Oh please Lina, just fuck me. I thought the shed was what I wanted. Was my way of claiming my world, but it wasn’t, never was. Just a distraction from what I most desperately needed, because somewhere inside I believed I’d never really get it. Yet now I was getting it, getting it deeper and harder with each pump of Lina’s hard cock in my wet pussy.

“Now tell me, what did you want to say.”

“Fuck you,” I moaned.

“That’s right, baby,” said Lina, giving the side of my face a tap with the palm of her hand.

My legs in the air, spread open and wide. Lina on top of me, her weight pressing down.

Lina’s long black nails raked down my sides, across my ribs. My back arched in natural reaction to the sensation.

“I need to taste you,” said Lina.

“Fucking do it.”

Her words said, ‘I need to taste you,’ but the look on her face said something far more intense than just a taste. And whatever that look wanted, that’s what I was really saying ‘do it’ to. Lina smiled a wicked and wanting smile. She bared her teeth at me, incredibly white and strangely pointed.

“Oh, I will,” said Lina.

Lina gave a powerful thrust inside, my body rocking, my tits bouncing to the strength of it. She pushed at my face, turning it to the side, giving her access to my neck. She licked those blood red lips of hers.

“Just a taste,” breathed Lina, “Just enough to satisfy me, and enough to keep you wanting more.”

I didn’t want to keep wanting, the ache for what she was, unbearable. Yet a pleasure, an unbearable pleasure. How long did she desire to keep me in this state of submission to her. Knowing I would never leave until I had that fulfillment only she could give me.

Lina bent down toward my neck, I could feel her deep breathing warm against my throat. Her hands clutched to my shoulders. Her tongue licked my skin, her lips sucked at the flesh. She growled. My heart beat heavy in my chest. What did she want. I knew this small taste of salty skin wasn’t it. I knew sliding in and out of my pussy, having my clit rub against her pelvis, also wasn’t it.  As much joy as all this gave her, it wasn’t it.

“Just enough to satisfy me, and keep you wanting,” whispered Lina, she licked my earlobe and then back down to my neck. I felt her nibbling. I arched, thrusting my hips, taking more of her cock. Those pointed teeth bit down, piercing and penetrating my flesh, sinking deeper into my neck as her cock went deeper into my pussy, the fullness of length inside me.

I felt a trickle of blood drip down my neck. Closer and closer to that filling, so fucking close. Lina pulled her mouth away, a bit of my blood circled around her lips. Only ever so close to it, but never having it. Lina stuck a finger into my mouth, having me suck on it.

“Now to finish you off,” said Lina.

“Yes, please, yes.”

If I couldn’t have what she was, I could at least have her cock, thrusting our way to orgasm. Her bite did however unlock something. My body, my mind, so much more sensitive to the stimuli of the world around me.

Lina turned me over, pulling my hips back, bringing my ass in the air. She got up behind me to press in. Gripping to my ass, taking control of my body. Forcing me back and forth, her thighs slapping against mine. This increased sensitivity I was feeling, almost too much. Yet so fucking good. I reached back trying to push her away, though I didn’t want it to stop, not really. The more I tried to escape from my orgasm the more Lina fought to give it to me. Fighting hard, and fucking hard, until I shook. Until I quivered with waves of ecstasy taking hold of my tense body. I had succumbed fully to her. Lina pulled out, growling and moaning, her warm cum spilling onto my ass.

She had me, I was her servant, from here on out I was hers to command. My body limp and exhausted under the candlelight. I belonged to her, whatever she wanted. Forget the shed, forget my home. I was here, and here I would stay, following what she desired from me and for me. I was entranced by this seductress.

“I’m going to need a lot from you,” said Lina.

“I’m willing to give whatever you need,” I said. My chest rising and falling, trying to catch my breath.

“Good, because whatever I need, I take” said Lina, leaning down to kiss my neck.

She got up off the floor and walked away to some other part of the house, leaving me there with my thoughts.

What was it that she needed from me. What did she want me to do. I knew I would soon find out, but when and what. I thought if only I could prove my worth to her then she might just give me enough of a bite to unlock what I really am. Until then I would remain her faithful servant. I stretched my arms and legs out across the floor, watching the candlelight flicker on the ceiling. My enchantress… never leave me, please.
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