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Chapter 1





I
 ’d never been so scared and turned on in my life as I drove through the worst snowstorm I’d ever seen while wearing the tightest lingerie I’d ever put on. I was driving to meet my fiance at his parent’s cottage, where we would be alone for the weekend. We’d known that there was going to be a storm, but I’d planned on having enough time to get there before the snow was supposed to start. However, I’d gotten caught up at work, was unable to leave on time, and ended up right in the middle of the biggest blizzard in years.





I knew that bad weather or not, I had to make it to the cottage. I was meeting my fiance, Tyler because we were having a lot of tension in our relationship and we realized that we needed to get away and try to fix things. We told ourselves that it was just a vacation but in reality, it was a last attempt to mend our engagement. Judging on how we’d planned for this getaway it seemed as if we were going to try and fuck ourselves back together. My suitcase was filled with all kinds of lingerie, condoms, and different flavored lube. It was like I was carrying a relationship first aid kit.





The snowstorm was furious, and the road I was driving down was narrow, twisted, and unfamiliar. I was in the middle of nowhere with no service on my cell phone, and I could barely see the road. I knew it was supposed to snow a lot, but I didn’t think it would gather so quickly. I held onto the steering wheel of my car until my knuckles were white, trying to stop the car from being pulled into the ditch. It felt like as soon as I gained some confidence I would feel the car slipping all over the road.





I’d been lucky for a large part of the drive out to the country as I had followed a tow truck for miles. I’d focused everything on the truck’s lights in front of me but when he turned off of the main highway I realized how bad the roads had become. I drove slowly, trying to follow the curve of the GPS and whatever I could see of the tree line but the cottage was still at least 30 miles away.





I tried my best to focus, but I was feeling a bit uncomfortable. I’d worn my sexiest lingerie as I had planned on taking my clothes off the second I got in the door. I had a g-string on, and after sitting for so long I could feel it digging hard in between my legs, feeling the pressure on my clit. I wore a pink, lacy piece of lingerie that was high cut on the sides almost up to my waist, and it tied up around my neck, pushing my breasts together and holding them tightly. The fabric was cheap and a bit rough and every time I hit a bump I could feel my whole body jolt with excitement as my breasts bounced and the lace rubbed against me. I wore loose sweatpants and a white t-shirt over the top of the ensemble for easy removal once I arrived, thinking that the casual clothes would be comfortable on a long drive.





I figured at least when they found my dead, frozen body, I would look hot. My blonde hair was freshly dyed and styled wavy, and I wore dark makeup that would probably get ruined by the falling snow and sharp wind whenever I eventually got out of my car. I turned the radio off so that I could focus with everything I had, but I was realizing it was becoming no use. I could be driving in a field at this point and I wasn’t sure that I would even realize.





But I had
 to get there. Not only did it feel like our last chance to make things work, but I didn’t have service on my cell phone, so I literally had to get there or else I would be sleeping in my car.





“You’re such a fucking idiot,” I said aloud to myself as I followed the map closely. I knew we should have canceled and just spent time together at home. But when I had called Tyler earlier to tell him I’d be late, neither one of us even mentioned the possibility of canceling, eager to spend some much-needed alone time.





Suddenly I felt my car slowing and then stopping. The tires spun helplessly in the snow as I pressed on the gas as hard as I could. Nothing. I reversed the car, it moved a bit, and I could feel myself go over a hump of snow. I put my foot down hard on the gas again which allowed me to move another few feet forward, and then I was completely stuck. I tried reversing, turning, doing whatever I could and the car didn’t even budge.





I had remembered learning from a friend that you could use your car mats to put under the tires to help get yourself unstuck. I figured I’d try it, gathering up the two front mats. But when I opened the door the storm was much more frightening than it looked. The wind almost knocked me over, and the air was icy cold. Each snowflake on my skin felt like a needle. I got back into the car and put on my coat, but I couldn’t get it done up. I stood outside in the cold snow, my boots and clothes already starting to get wet, and realized that I was stuck in a big snowdrift. Reversing and inching forward had only wedged me deeper into the snow.





I needed to sit and think before I got frostbite trying to put car mats under my tires. I got back in the car and turned the heat on full blast. I wanted to cry, but I knew that would only make me feel so much worse. I eagerly held my cellphone up, trying every angle to get a signal, even leaning into the back seat, but nothing worked.





I figured I’d wait a bit to warm up, try the car mats, and if that didn’t work I would call 911. Who knows if they would even be able to find me in this snow but I knew it was worth trying. At least I had the map to tell me where I was. I even thought about masturbating. It would warm me up and calm me down, and I felt like I couldn’t think straight with how horny I was. I sat in the warm air for a few minutes and before I could make my next move, I heard a knock on my window.





I almost screamed when I saw a figure outside. It was a woman probably in her late 30s or early 40s, wearing a big hood that shielded her from the snow. I was thankful I hadn’t decided to masturbate. I rolled down my window quickly.





“Hey hun,” she said, sounding quite calm. “I saw your lights from back there, you’re pretty stuck.”





“I was going to try to get myself out of here but I think I might just get stuck again,” I said, and she smiled at me.





“It’s probably gonna be all drifts ahead of here, it’s mostly open fields. My cottage is about a five-minute drive away. If you like, you can stay until the roads are cleared. We can call 911 as well but it might be quite a while before they can get you out of here.”





“How long before you think the roads will be cleared?”





“Out here? Tomorrow afternoon if we’re lucky. But in the morning we might be able to at least try getting your car out, depending on how much more snow piles up tonight.”





I sighed in defeat. I had been so determined to get to Tyler’s cottage but it didn’t seem possible. At least not tonight. It was already starting to get dark quickly, and I didn’t know how long my tank of gas would last me with the heat blasting. I knew I couldn’t stay in my car all night.





“Okay, I think I will come with you. Thank you so much.”





“No problem at all. I’m just parked behind you. I’ll let you gather your stuff.” She walked back to her car and I eagerly rolled up the window, feeling cold again.





Chapter 2





I
 grabbed everything I could from the car. I made sure I had my phone and charger, some water in case the woman’s car got stuck too, my suitcase, and the bag of groceries I had brought from town. I felt bad because I knew my fiance would be worried about me, but maybe at the woman’s house, there would be a landline phone or some cell service. I got out, locked my car, and ran to the woman’s vehicle. She drove a van, and I threw my stuff in the back and then scrambled into the front seat as quickly as she could. She had the heat on high and I eagerly stuck my hands onto the vents to warm them up.





“If it’s too hot just let me know, but just looking at the snow makes me feel cold,” she said. “By the way, I’m Samantha.”





“I’m Lauren, and the temperature is great, don’t worry. I am so grateful you stopped,” I replied. “I can’t thank you enough, seriously.”





Samantha laughed, “It’s no problem. I couldn’t leave you there. And besides, I was supposed to meet my husband at our cottage, but he had to turn around because of the snow. I was almost here so I guess I’m stranded.”





“No way! Me too, well, my fiance is at the cottage and I was supposed to meet him.”





“Well at least now we have each other’s company,” she said and smiled. I couldn’t see her too well in the dark, not enough to see her hair, but she was a very beautiful woman. I figured she must have been well off too. There was the faint smell of a delicious perfume, her coat was expensive, her car was new, and she just had that air about her. Like she was down to earth but also could be filthy rich.





We drove for a bit down a different road and it was getting dark fast. I could feel the van slipping over the road quite often but Samantha didn’t seem nervous. She corrected the vehicle quickly and carried on as if nothing had happened. Something about her maturity and calm demeanor made me feel completely at ease.





“I think this is it,” Samantha said and turned into a driveway. I didn’t even know how she was able to see it, I didn’t know we were in a driveway until I saw the faint outline of a house appear in front of us through the snow.





She parked the car and we both grabbed our bags and booked it for the door. I followed her footsteps as she walked up the stairs to the front porch, but when I went to step where she had, my foot slipped and I fell completely into the snow onto my chest. My coat had still been undone, so my whole shirt and pants were completely soaked. I screamed as I fell, and Samantha threw her things down on the porch and ran back to help me. I was a bit stuck as I dropped my stuff and tried to lift myself out, but I felt her hands grab onto my waist and she pulled me back to my feet. My hands were burning cold and red, and I thought of how stupid it was for me to not wear mitts. I thanked her, feeling a bit embarrassed, and I grabbed my stuff and followed her into the cottage.





It was freezing. Samantha turned the lights on, and despite the cold, the house was completely cozy looking. I locked the door while I watched her head across the big open room. “I’m sorry it’s so cold, I haven’t been here yet. Thank god we have lots of wood here.” I saw her grabbing the logs and placing them in the fireplace.





Samantha was beautiful. She had long brown hair with perfect caramel highlights running through, and her nails were short and painted white. She had taken off her coat and she was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt, but she didn’t look frumpy like how I looked in my casual clothes, but more like she was a rich yoga teacher. She smiled at me and I saw that her teeth were perfectly bright and straight, and I felt kind of silly with my soaked clothes and makeup probably running down my face.





Then I realized my shirt at about the same time that she did. She had started the fire and looked back at me, and I realized that my soaking white t-shirt was showing my tight pink, lacy lingerie. I probably looked like a bit of a freak but I honestly didn’t care, I was so cold and tired that I just looked down and shrugged.





Samantha laughed hard at my expression. “I guess you must have had an exciting weekend planned. I did too. Stupid weather.”





I laughed and took my coat off, eager to get out of the wet clothes. I could already feel the fire quickly heating the place. It was quite a large cottage, even nicer than my fiance’s parent’s place. There was exposed wood everywhere, making it look a bit like a cabin, but it was so polished and perfect. It was immaculately decorated, and apart from the bathrooms and bedrooms, it was completely open. There was a kitchen and a dining room to the left of the front door, with shiny new-looking appliances.





As if Samantha had read my mind, she started talking about the cottage. “We’ve had this place for quite a while, but we recently got it renovated. We come up here whenever we can. The only downside is that the rooms can get a bit cold, but we’re going to try to fix that next year.”





“It’s beautiful here,” I said, and she beamed.





“Thank you, I did all of the decorating myself! Just kidding, I hired someone,” she said and laughed. “I’ll show you your room and the bathroom. You should have a warm bath, you’re probably chilled to the bone.”





She was right, I didn’t think I’d ever been so cold. I noticed my whole body was tense. “That would be amazing,” I said.





She led me to my room and left to run the bath for me. I was so grateful for her help, not only saving me once by opening her home to me, but she had also fished me out of the freezing cold snow. I got a change of clothes out of my suitcase to take into the bathroom with me, grateful I had brought some non-lingerie clothes too. Samantha handed me a big, fluffy, white towel.





“We can put your clothes in the dryer after you’re done. I’m going to make some food, do you have any allergies?” I shook my head no. “Perfect. I’ll also put your groceries in the fridge for now.”





“Thank you so much. For everything, I don’t even know how to thank you enough.”





“Don’t worry, hun. I’m just happy to have company,” she said and smiled at me. She closed the bathroom door and I started to take off my clothes. The bathroom was freezing, but the steam from the hot water was so inviting as the tub filled with big bubbles. I stood in front of the mirror, laughing at my pathetic pink lingerie, stuck to my reddened cold body. I had to peel it off of me, almost ripping it.





I sunk into the hot water feeling my body instantly relaxing as the heat wrapped around me. I let out a sigh, happy to be so warm. I thought about my fiance, and even though I still felt so horny, in a way I felt a bit relieved to not be having sex all weekend, trying to fix our problems while dealing with our clashing moods. Even though I knew that missing this weekend was a big deal, I knew there wasn’t anything I could do about it. I wanted to call him and let him know I was okay, but my phone still hadn’t been able to get a signal. I decided to ask Samantha when I got out of the tub if her phone was any better. Guiltily I felt a bit happy that he couldn’t reach me, thinking of how he was probably worried about me. After all of the times he’d treated me like I was disposable, I was sure that now he was wishing I was there.





I ran my hands over my breasts and down my body, feeling how turned on I still was. My body reacted immediately, acting almost like they were someone else’s hands underneath the water. I laid my head back and closed my eyes, and brought my hands up to my breasts. I rubbed over my nipples and then pulled at them gently, just how I liked, and the feeling instantly made my pussy start to throb. I tried to think of Tyler, what we could have been doing if I had ended up at his house, but for some reason whenever I focused I just saw Samantha’s face. I’d open my eyes, trying to erase the thought, and then when I closed my eyes again I would see her face.





The cold must have gotten to me. She was a gorgeous woman, but not only was she so much older than me she was also a married woman. I wasn’t even into women at all. I’d had small crushes on girls before, but nothing that felt sexual. Just harmless thoughts of “oh, she’s cute,” or locking eyes with a woman and feeling a bit fuzzy. But nothing I would ever pursue, especially not with someone who was probably 15 years older than me.





But this was different. The more I played with my nipples. the more the desire felt burning hot. I let my imagination run wild, after all, they were my thoughts and nobody needed to know. I thought of her perfect body in her tight workout clothes, her sexy laugh, and the way she carried herself, full of confidence and money. I felt guilty, thinking of my rescuer in such a dirty way, but I didn’t care enough to stop.





I moved a hand down to my pussy and rubbed it roughly, bucking my hips against the friction. I moved it up to my clit while I played with my nipples, and the soapy water made it so my hands could glide quickly. My clit was so hard and throbbing, and I rubbed it quickly while I pinched and pulled at my nipples. I kept thinking of her, imagining her long, brown hair hanging over me and her hands running over my body. I could almost smell her perfume. The thought of having a stranger who was so far away from my type touching me when I was supposed to be fucking my boyfriend was almost enough to send me over the edge. Just as I felt myself getting close, I heard a soft knock at the door.





“Lauren?” I heard Samantha say, and instantly I froze with shame. Had she found out somehow? Maybe she’d accidentally walked in, or maybe I was so into it that I moaned without realizing. My mind was racing, but I calmed my voice and replied.





“Yes?”





“I forgot, there’s no shampoo in there. I had to bring some from home.” She paused. “If you want, I can just leave it outside of the door, or I can bring it in. I won’t look.”





I looked around for a moment, in a panic, like if she came in she would know what I’d been up to. But of course, she wouldn’t. And besides, the bubbles in the tub were so big that my body was completely covered.





“It’s okay,” I said, sinking into the water a bit. “You can just come in, don’t worry. I’m covered up from all the bubbles.”





“Okay hun,” she said and opened up the door. I felt so guilty seeing her after the thoughts I was having, but I was still so horny. I was still breathing heavily, and my skin felt on fire.





She walked toward me with the shampoo and I smiled and reached out to grab it from her. I went to grab it but my hand slipped a bit, and I ended up running my fingers over hers. We both paused for a moment, my hand still touching hers, feeling electric. I felt almost like I couldn’t pull away. She looked at me and smiled. Suddenly I snapped out of it and grabbed the bottle out of her hand, feeling a bit mortified at the way I froze up. She didn’t seem to let on that anything happened at all.





“Have a good bath,” she said and walked out of the door. I didn’t even reply, feeling like an idiot. But at the same time, she hadn’t removed her hand either. Was she just weirded out, or was she feeling the same way?





‘Of course, she wasn’t,’ I told myself, feeling so ridiculous for even thinking that way. ‘She’s married, and you’re about to be.’ I shook the thoughts out of my head. I didn’t even think about finishing myself off, mortified by what had happened. I quickly washed my hair and body and got out of the tub.





Chapter 3





I
 walked out into the living room in my pink PJ shorts and a fresh new t-shirt. The warmth of the fireplace engulfed my body, and I could smell something delicious being cooked. I felt a strong sense of calm wash over me. Even though I was always a bit nervous around strangers, Samantha felt like someone I could trust. The way that she took care of me made me feel so appreciated, even though I’d done nothing to deserve it. I watched her in the kitchen as she sauteed something in a pan. There was a wooden island with tall bar stools surrounding it near the kitchen, and I took a seat and watched her.





“Oh, hey Lauren. Did you have a good bath?” She asked.





“It was incredible. Especially after diving into the snow,” I said, laughing. “What are you cooking?”





“I’m making a stir fry, with chicken and peanut sauce. I promise it’s really good.”





I smiled. “I believe you, it smells amazing.”





Samantha finished cooking and poured us each a drink of sparkling water. She plated the food and put it on the island counter, denying all of my offers to help. She sat across from me and I didn’t realize how hungry I had been until I took my first bite of food. I made sure to try and be a polite guest, pacing myself, but I couldn’t get over how delicious the meal was.





“So tell me about you and your fiance,” she said, pausing to take a bite. “How long have you been engaged?”





“I’m 25 now, so we would have been engaged for two years. We’ve been together for 5 years total.”





“Wow, 2 years! I think I was engaged for only two months. But trust me, it’s way better to take things slow.”





I was feeling a bit glad we were only still engaged, the way things had been going between me and Tyler. I was eager to change the subject. “How about you?” I asked. “How long have you been married?”





“Well I’m 41 now and we got married when we were 19. So 22 years,” she said, and then started laughing. “It’s been a long time but I think these little cottage getaways have helped us through some rough patches. Along with some other things too.”





“That’s kind of what I was hoping for.” I looked down at my plate for a moment, not sure why I was feeling the need to open up about something I hadn’t even fully thought through on my own. “I think that’s what this weekend was going to be for me and Tyler. We haven’t been getting along so great for a while now, so we were going to try to reconnect, alone. I was hoping this weekend we could try and… fix things.”





Samantha paused and put down her fork. She thought for a moment, before speaking. “I hope I’m not overstepping. I don’t know you or your situation, but I know how tough it is when you feel like you have to fix a relationship so early on. I have definitely been there. Just make sure you’re always doing what’s best for you. There were a lot of times in my life that I ignored what I really wanted, just to make others happy.”





I knew exactly what she was talking about. There were so many times when I felt like I was just moving along with things because I had already invested so much time. My job, my relationship, even some friendships seemed to follow this pattern. I would get comfortable, even though I wasn’t always satisfied, just because I didn’t want to admit that I had wasted any of my years on something that would end.





“You’re not overstepping,” I answered. “You’re right, and it feels good to hear it out loud. I know deep down that I need to put myself first, but I usually find that advice hard to follow. Especially when I don’t know what I want.”





Samantha looked at me curiously, and I thought for a moment that maybe my words came off a bit strange. I’d momentarily forgotten about our awkward moment with the shampoo. I knew I was probably overreacting, but the way she looked at me was hard not to misread.





Samantha smiled. “Well, if you ever want to talk to me about what you want, I’d be happy to indulge.” She had a strange flicker in her eyes as she spoke, making her look cunning and mysterious.





Were we talking about the same thing? Was she flirting with me? I knew there could be no way, but what else could she mean by that? I wasn’t even sure what I was talking about. Was I so horny that I was just making something out of nothing? Before I could reply, she changed the subject, asking me about where I worked. I stuttered my way through explaining my office job, and as we continued our small talk I realized that the hungry look in her eyes never quite went away.





Chapter 4





W
 e cleaned up the dishes and relaxed in the living room by the fire. She had turned the lights down, and the light from the fireplace danced across the room. I’d sunk myself into a big lounge chair and she sat across from me, curled up against the armrest of the big, cozy couch. She looked so small with her legs folded up toward her body and her head leaning on her hand.





I asked if her phone was able to get a signal. She said she usually couldn’t from the house but we tried anyway, with no luck. She told me that there was a hill up the road that she could usually get a few signal bars at, and if the roads weren’t too bad in the morning we could try to drive up and at least send Tyler a text message, so he wouldn’t worry. I sent him a text anyway, hoping that maybe overnight it would sneak through. I explained what had happened to my car and apologized, but I let him know I was safe.





“So you guys must have had some crazy weekend planned, huh?” She asked, laughing.





I blushed a bit, reminded of my wet t-shirt earlier, but I laughed as well. “Oh god, yeah. It was going to get pretty wild.”





“Good girl,” she said, and I felt a small shiver from her voice through my body. “I mean, when you’re trying to fix things, I guess that’s the way to do it.” She laughed again, flipping her hair back behind her shoulder. “That’s the one thing I can say about me and my husband, we usually know how to have a pretty good time.”





I wanted to pry but decided not to. I had to spend at least one night here, maybe even two, and I didn’t want to make her think that I was being flirty or forward. I didn’t even know why I would consider being flirty. She was being so kind to me but I was having the weirdest feelings. I figured after I got a good night’s sleep my strange thoughts would go away. But I found myself feeling as if her eyes were burning through me as we spoke. Her t-shirt was a light blue color, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from dropping down to look at her hard nipples poking through her shirt. It was like my eyes were out of control, and I had to keep consciously lifting them back up to her face. Her breasts were so much bigger than mine and I couldn’t help but stare.





“That’s always a good thing, about you and your husband,” I decided to say. I wanted to change the subject, just in case I said something strange. “What’s your husband like?”





“He’s… a great man. He’s a great provider and a great listener. I love him very much, he’s been my best friend for years,” she said. “But sometimes we aren’t always enough for each other. I mean after being married for so long. Marriage can be tough, well, any relationship can. It sounds like you know about that too.”





“Do I ever,” I laughed.





“That’s why I make sure every once in a while that I get what I want, even if it means going outside of the marriage. I know he does too, so I don’t feel too bad.” She said, and I was so shocked I actually felt my jaw physically drop. I couldn’t believe how casually she’d opened up to me.





“Wait, for real?” I asked, and she nodded.





“Remember when I said that sometimes you just need to do what’s best for you? I think sometimes I would go crazy if I didn’t follow what I wanted every once in a while.”





I felt myself swallow hard. I tried to make myself change the subject, but I couldn’t. The way she spoke was so seductive and mysterious. At this point, I couldn’t help but pry.





“So what is it that you want?” I asked, returning her steady stare. I wasn’t sure what I was doing, or what I even wanted. I just needed to hear more.





“What is it that I want?” She repeated, and I nodded slowly. “Not to be too forward, but I wouldn’t mind seeing you in that lingerie again.”





I felt myself pause, wondering if I heard her correctly. But I knew I had. She looked at me with that same fiery stare. I expected her to laugh as if it was a joke, but she didn’t. I needed to think, was this really what I wanted? I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her all night, but I was engaged. I’d never even thought seriously about having a woman even touch me until the bath tonight, and I was going to be stuck with Samantha in this cottage for who knows how long. There were so many cons to me giving in to her suggestion, but I didn’t have time to think them through. I only had time to react to what I wanted, just like she had suggested. And what I wanted was her.





“Wait here,” I said, standing up. She smiled at me approvingly as if she had expected things to go this way. As if her gamble had paid off. I walked back to my room and dug through my suitcase quickly. I found my favorite outfit, one that Tyler had bought me. I looked at it for a moment. It was a black, lace fitted dress that hit right above my ass cheeks. It was low cut and see-through and had different lace patterns crisscrossing in flattering places across the bodice.





I thought for a moment about how fucked up and weird this was but I felt almost numb to any guilt. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn’t get over how enticing Samantha was. I didn’t even know what I was doing, but I knew that she was aware of that. I put on the lingerie, and a tiny black thong, and I put my PJs back on.





I walked out to the living room and sat beside her on the couch. She looked at me strangely for a moment.





“Change your mind?” She asked, sighing. “That’s okay, I figured I was being a bit too forward. I apologize.”





“Take my clothes off,” I replied, staring at her deeply. “Please.” I watched a devilish smile creep across her face, and she sat up facing me.





“You want me to?” She asked teasingly and watched as I nodded eagerly.





She crawled toward me, so close that I leaned onto the back of the armrest, my body sprawled across the couch. She straddled my thighs and I felt her hands on my stomach, feeling my body through the lace. I moved toward her touch. I felt her lift my t-shirt so slowly that I felt myself going crazy, wishing she would just rip my clothes off. I lifted my arms, letting her pull the shirt over my head, and I watched her closely as her eyes traced all over my body.





I felt her hands back on me, and she rubbed them both from each shoulder down to my waist, avoiding my breasts despite my squirming towards her hands. She hooked each finger into the waistband of my shorts and slowly pulled down, revealing my short lingerie and my small thong. She crawled off of me and took my PJ shorts off completely. She took a moment to look at me, before straddling me again and placing her hands on my stomach.





“Have you ever been with a woman before?” She asked while tracing her fingers from my stomach to my hip bones. My body buzzed in response, my skin feeling so alive.





“No, I haven’t,” I replied. “But I want to if it’s you.”





She laughed and I felt her hands move slowly up my sides. “So you’re okay with this? Because you’re fucking gorgeous and I want to make you cum.” I felt her hands move to my breasts, touching them everywhere but my nipples.





I melted into her touch, feeling so turned on by her words. I’d never had anyone talk so dirty to me before. I didn’t even think I’d even cum in front of another person before. I usually did that myself when I was alone because I knew exactly how to get myself off. Tyler satisfied me, but I didn’t think he’d ever made me cum. I couldn’t believe Samantha was so confidently promising it.





“Yes, I’m okay with this. Please, do whatever you want. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you,” I responded, and as I gave her permission I felt her thumbs move roughly over my nipples, through the lace of my lingerie. I moaned loudly, feeling the pressure instantly shoot from my hard nipples down my body.





“Good,” she replied simply, leaning over me. “I’m going to show you how you should be treated.”





I felt her lips on mine, her perfect, long brown hair cascading down over me. Her lips were so soft, and even though they felt gentle she moved fast. Her hands were still on my breasts, and she pinched gently at my nipples while she kissed me. I moaned against her, and I felt her quickly move her tongue against my lips. I opened them, letting her use her expert tongue to explore my mouth. Her fingers rolled my hard nubs while she licked at my tongue and I already felt myself going crazy from her touch.





She broke the kiss and moved down my neck, kissing and licking at my skin. I felt so spoiled, I was usually the one doing a lot of the foreplay. I felt myself almost praying as her mouth moved closer to my chest. I felt her push the top of my lingerie down, revealing my breasts, and she moved her hands to hold the lingerie down.





“Look at those perfect breasts,” she said, and I watched her. She caught my eye. “Do you want me to suck on your pretty little nipples?”





“Yes, please Samantha, god you’re so hot,” I moaned, watching as her lips were only inches away from me. She pressed my breasts together and took each swollen nipple into her mouth slowly, sucking me hard. I instantly felt my clit throbbing as the sensation crawled down between my legs. I gasped loudly, my body feeling so satisfied already after being horny all day. She looked me in the eyes while she moved her mouth on my breasts, and I watched as she pulled lightly at my nipple with her straight, bright white teeth.





“I bet you’re probably so wet for me already,” she said, and I moaned in agreement. I could feel my slick, pulsing pussy, begging to be touched. “Trust me, after this, you’ll be so happy your car got stuck.”





I was already happy my car had gotten stuck. Previously I’d hyped up my weekend with Tyler, but now that I wasn’t with him I thought of the reality. I thought of how he was so grumpy after we had sex, how he wanted me to always cook all of his meals, and how he didn’t like to go down on me. I thought of how I was already feeling better than I probably would have this weekend if I’d arrived on time. It felt like instead of me fixing my relationship, Samantha was fixing me.





She rubbed down my body, still taking a moment to occasionally lick at my nipples. Her soft hands moved around the back of my thighs and up toward my ass. She slipped her hands underneath my lingerie and grabbed my ass hard with both hands, digging her fingers in a bit. I moaned from the feeling of her rough touch, ready and willing to let her do anything she pleased. She moved her face away from my breasts and I felt her kiss down my lace-covered stomach as she continued to squeeze my ass. I spread my legs in anticipation.





She moved her hands back towards the front of my thighs and pushed my lingerie up over my waist. She sucked and licked down my bare stomach, making my hips squirm. I felt her fingers around my thong and she pulled down slowly, exposing me fully. I felt myself shaking, and I wasn’t sure if it was from nerves or excitement. She pulled my thong down over my feet and I opened my legs wide, with not even an ounce of care left to feel shy.





I watched her as her eyes traced down my body. “God, look at your perfect wet pussy,” she said softly, and I felt myself losing all control. I wanted so badly for her to touch me, and I could tell by her face that she wanted the same. Before I could even reply, ready to beg her to touch me, I felt as she dove her head toward me, licking eagerly up my slit. I groaned loudly in surprise, grinding my hips toward her.





She moaned and buried her tongue deep into the entrance of my pussy, and I whimpered in response. I opened my legs as wide as I could, bouncing softly against her firm tongue pressed inside of my hole. I felt so spoiled, leaning back into her skilled tongue as she pressed as deeply into me as she could. She brought her tongue out of me and shoved it quickly back in, and I had to close my eyes as her wet tongue made me feel things I didn’t think I could. Normally I would feel so embarrassed having someone face-first in between my legs, but I didn’t have the capacity left to worry.





Samantha kept her face close to me but looked up at me with her sharp, seductive eyes. I watched as she lowered her mouth knowingly to my pulsing clit, taking it into her mouth and sucking hard. I had to break eye contact with her, throwing back my head and feeling my eyes roll back as she sucked so skillfully. I’d never felt such intense pleasure as she lapped thirstily, her tongue rolling my swollen clit in her mouth. I couldn’t control myself as I held tightly onto the couch, my nails dragging into the fabric as I ground my pussy against her face.





I felt my legs tense so badly that they hurt, and I couldn’t shut my mouth. I whimpered and cried out so loudly, begging for her to continue. “Oh my god, Samantha. Please don’t stop, I’m cumming, please.” I was almost in tears as I felt my intense orgasm ripping through my body like a hurricane. I shook over her face, tensing my legs hard and I felt myself quivering with my release, a day’s worth of pent-up frustration finally being let go. Samantha didn’t stop for a moment, keeping up the same pace that had driven me so crazy, making sure I’d finished cumming. I jumped away from her mouth, feeling so sensitive, and I heard the pop of her lips as she let go of my clit. I felt her tongue lick deep inside of my opening, lapping up my cream. I was sweating and breathing heavily as if I’d run a marathon.





“I want you to know how good you taste,” she said. She moved back up to my lips, her wet tongue lapping against mine. I could taste my pussy on her tongue. I felt dirtier than ever and I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed it.





I wanted to thank her so badly. She had rescued me, made me dinner, and made me cum harder than I ever had before. I was ready to do anything to repay her, whatever it took. Not only did I want to touch her, but I owed her, big time.





Chapter 5





“
 T
 ell me what to do,” I said eagerly, and she smiled at me. “Seriously. I’ll do anything, please. I want to make you feel good.”





Her smile turned serious, and she looked down at me for a moment, thinking. “Okay,” she said, stroking my hair. “But let’s go to the bedroom.”





She got up off of the couch and walked toward the fire, and I watched as she put some more wood into the fireplace. The soft crackling had become white noise. I waited for her to finish and I followed her, wishing she would walk a bit faster as I didn’t want to wait a moment longer before touching her again. For a moment, I felt a bit of guilt. I thought about her husband, their almost 25 years of marriage. How many times had she done this? She seemed to feel so comfortable with it. Did he know? I didn’t want to think of how my fiance would act if he ever found out. However, the guilt disappeared quickly when we reached the room.





She had been right, the bedroom was much colder than the rest of the cottage even though the door had been open. But it didn’t matter because my skin felt boiling hot. As soon as we walked through the door, she turned around and put her hands on my waist. She pressed herself against me, pushing me lightly against the cold wall. Her warm hands explored once again over my body as she kissed me hard, her experienced tongue fluttering against my lips.





I kissed back just as hard. It was my turn to make her feel good. I put my hands under her tight shirt and moved my fingers up her soft skin, feeling her toned muscles. I moved up to her big breasts and grabbed them in my hands. I broke the kiss and she watched me intently as I started to move my thumbs over her swollen, hard nipples. I watched her face as she parted her lips slightly, and she smiled through her pleasure as I rubbed harder and slower. I stopped for a moment to hold her waist and turn her around, pressing her against the wall instead of me. I lifted her shirt up over her breasts and took one of her nipples into my mouth.





I tried my best to do what she had done to me, and I felt proud as I felt her moan softly. She placed a hand on my head, running her fingers through my hair, holding me gently against her breast. It turned me on so much to be sucking another woman’s nipples, I felt myself getting wet again already. I replaced my mouth with my hand, rolling her wet nipple in between my thumb and forefinger, and I moved my lips to her other nipple, doing the same.





My other hand trailed down her side and I felt her spread her legs slightly as my hand moved down her waist. I rubbed my fingers between her legs, heavily dragging my hand over her pussy, and she moaned against the friction, lifting her hips toward me. I rubbed my fingers hard, her tight, thin yoga pants let my fingers brush between her pussy lips and over her hard clit. I knew that I’d hit the right spot because of how loudly she moaned and squirmed against me.





“Oh my god, Lauren. Maybe you don’t need any help,” she laughed softly and I moved my mouth off of her breast. I kept rubbing my fingers over her pussy, feeling as she almost melted herself over me, riding my hand softly back and forth. I kissed up her neck trying my hardest to be as seductive and sexy as I could. It felt so good to be in charge for once, even just for a moment.





“I want you in the bed,” she said, surprising me with her sexy and slightly commanding tone. I wasn’t even too sure where it was in the pitch-black room. I let go of her and felt her lead me over to the bed, my eyes adjusting to the dark. She took her shirt off and laid back on the soft mattress, and I peeled her tight pants off of her slowly, tugging them off and throwing them on the floor.





I didn’t waste any time. I got on the bed with her and pulled her legs toward me. I knelt between her thighs and she opened them enthusiastically. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I ran my fingers over her perfect pussy, feeling how wet she’d already become. I paused for a moment with my head in between her legs, and I heard her speak.





“Just do to me what feels good to you, and I’ll give you direction if you need it.”





I knew that I could try my best to do as she said. I ran my tongue up her slit, tasting her juices on my tongue. I licked her clit slowly, keeping my tongue as firm as I could, and I felt her lift her legs off of the bed, her knees bent in the air as she spread her legs even more. I quickened my pace as I licked at her swollen clit, and I moved my fingers to her entrance, teasing them in and out of her hole. I pressed two fingers in deeper and heard her gasp loudly.





“Yes, that’s good Lauren. Finger me and suck my clit, you dirty girl.” Her voice was so confident, even as her raspy, sexy voice came out in a slight moan.





Her words made my pussy tighten, I couldn’t believe how hot she was when she spoke like that. I moaned onto her clit as I took it in between my lips, sucking hard as I inserted another finger in her pussy. I pulled my fingers out of her entirely and shoved them back in, feeling as she ground back into my fingers in response. Her breathing picked up and I heard soft moans dripping out of her mouth as I sucked her over and over, as hard as I could. I paused to lick at her and I felt her legs starting to shake.





“Curl your fingers a bit,” she said, and as soon as I did she instantly threw her head back as I rubbed against her g-spot. “Oh god, yes Lauren, I’m gonna cum. Keep going, please.”





I felt her tense hard around my fingers, but I kept pumping in and out of her with my fingers curling as I entered her, sliding easily inside of her slick pussy. Her legs tensed around my head and they shook even harder than before. I felt her cumming hard as she cried out loudly, her liquid dripping down my fingers. Her orgasm lasted longer than mine had, and I waited until she was done before I hungrily licked at my fingers and her pussy, sucking and licking her clean.





I thought we would be done now that we both had cum, but I was still feeling so turned on. Before I could say anything she spoke again. “Want to keep going?” she asked almost teasingly.





“Yes,” I said as I sat up on the bed. “Please, I don’t want to stop.”





“Lay down on your back,” she instructed, and I did as she said.





My lingerie was still half on, pushed up over my hips and down under my breasts. I didn’t know what we were doing but my pussy was pulsing, feeling wet between my legs. She spread my legs apart, and knelt over me, straddling my leg. She pushed my other leg up out of the way and used it to drag her pussy over top of mine. She sat there, her pussy inches away from mine. I tried to raise my hips toward her, but I couldn’t move enough.





“Tell me,” she said and lowered her soft, warm pussy onto mine. “What’s something you’ve always wanted someone to do to you, but you’ve been too scared to ask for? Don’t be shy.” My mind was blank when she asked me, but then slowly I felt her rub her pussy against mine, grinding it hard into me. I ground back desperately, my wet pussy feeling almost swollen as it slipped against hers. I threw my head back, realizing that at this moment she could have asked me to reveal any secret I’d ever had, and I would obey.





I thought of all of the possibilities. There were so many things I’d wanted to try with Tyler, but he didn’t like to do anything too outside of the box. He didn’t mind some toys or different positions, but he didn’t want to do anything ‘too freaky’. Even asking him to go down on me was often a dead end, and when he did it was only a moment of foreplay. I didn’t push him, I wanted to respect his boundaries but there were so many things I wanted to try.





I’d ask him once if he could be a bit rougher, maybe spank me or hold me down, and he looked at me like I had asked him to murder me. “What?” He had asked. “No way. I don’t want to hurt you.” I’d tried to explain that it wouldn’t hurt me, and explained how much the idea turned me on but there was no use. I’d always hoped that maybe if he’d gotten horny enough, he’d revisit the idea, but he never had.





There were lots of things that I’d wanted to try over the years but for some reason when Samantha asked me, it was the only thing that came into my head. Maybe it was her dominating personality or the way she held onto my leg roughly, holding me down so she could rub herself against me, using my body. Maybe it was her age and experience that made me think that maybe she would do a good job.





“C’mon, I’m sure there’s got to be something. You seem like the type who likes it a bit rough, is that right?” She asked, and picked up the pace of her hips.





“Yes,” I moaned loudly, my legs tensing as I felt her rub over my clit. She laughed and held onto my leg a bit harder, digging her fingers into my skin a bit. “God, yes, I’ve always wanted someone to spank me and use me any way they want.” I was surprised at my openness, but the way she encouraged me while pounding herself against my clit seemed to loosen my tongue.





“I wish I would have known that earlier,” she said, gasping hard. “I think you should be taught a lesson about coming home with a stranger. What do you say?”





“Yes please,” I said. I felt so close to cumming again already. I whined as she stopped grinding against me.





“Turn over,” she said, her voice much more strict this time. I obeyed, turning onto my stomach slowly, my shaking, sensitive pussy begging to be touched. She ran a hand gently over my ass. I felt her bending down close to me, her breath heavy. “If you want to stop, just tell me at any time. But I think you’re going to like the way I’m going to make you feel.”





I nodded quickly, excited by her words. I didn’t think I would want to stop. I’d never had anyone ask me what I wanted, and I wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity now that it was here. Even though I was accepting a punishment, I felt spoiled.





Chapter 6





“
 Y
 ou’re so much dirtier than I thought, Lauren,” she half-whispered with her raspy voice. “I thought it was one thing to let a married woman, that you don’t even know have her way with you, but it’s even worse knowing that you want to be punished so badly on top of that. You deserve it too, letting a stranger take you home and have her way with you.”





My body tingled as I heard her words. It was as if she was speaking to me exactly in the ways I had fantasized. I felt her hand dig into my ass cheek and I moaned under her rough touch. “Yes Samantha, I do deserve it,” I replied.





“What would Tyler say if I returned you tomorrow with your ass all swollen and red?” She laughed.





“I don’t care. Please spank me,” I begged. I wasn’t sure how much more teasing I could take. I wondered too what Tyler would say, or what I would say to him, but I didn’t care at that moment if he were to walk into the room and see what she was doing to me.





She moved her hand away from me and suddenly I felt her smack me hard, the sharp sting radiating through my body. The pain shot down to my wet pussy and I couldn’t help but let out a loud, surprised moan. I raised my ass off of the bed, anticipating the next smack.





“Did you like that, you horny little slut?” She asked.





“Yes, Samantha,” I replied, purring my words in the most erotic way I could. I wanted her to know how good she was making me feel. I’d tensed and waited for her to hit me again, holding my breath.





“You must have liked it,” she said, reaching her hand down to rub my pussy. I gasped as the shock of her hand rubbing against me caught me by surprise. Her hand had only lingered for a second, and I groaned with disappointment as she pulled it away. “You’re so wet already.”





She hit me again quickly, and I jumped at her hard smack. I felt my whole body bounce forward as she made contact in the same spot she had before, the tender skin prickling. I still couldn’t help but lift my ass, even more, squirming and wanting more, but I felt her hand push my hips back down to the bed.





“You’re going to thank me every time I hit you since you’re so eager. Got it?” She demanded.





“Yes-” before I could say any more, she cut off my words with a hard spank. “Thank you,” I moaned.





I heard her laugh, her sexy, raspy voice sending shivers down my spine, and suddenly she slapped my ass over and over, harder each time. I tried to keep up, crying out my appreciation after every loud smack but I was finding it hard to make coherent words as my ass pulsed with pain and my body shook with pleasure. I could feel each hit radiating through my whole body, and as I jumped forward each time I could feel my hard nipples rubbing against the bed.





She finished hitting me and grabbed a handful of my painful flesh. “I told you to say thank you, did you not listen?”





“Thank you, Samantha,” I whimpered. “Thank you so much.”





She let go of my painful skin. “Nice and red. You’re going to think about me every time you sit down for a week, and you’re going to feel thankful.”





Weirdly it turned me on, even more, to think of the shame that would follow tonight. I knew my car would be plowed out this weekend and I’d be back at work in just a few days, and every time I sat down I would be reminded of Samantha. I couldn’t imagine how guilty I would probably feel once my little getaway was over, but I knew that was a big part of the reason I was enjoying myself so much.





“I think you need to be tied up and used like the pretty little toy you are,” she started. “I wouldn’t want you to get away until I’ve been properly thanked.”





“Yes, please tie me up and do whatever you want to me.”





I didn’t know what Samantha was planning on tying me up with, but she seemed to already be one step ahead of me. She got up and returned quickly with long black ribbons. I turned onto my back and she tied each of my arms and legs to a separate bedpost, leaving me fully exposed. She tied them so quickly and expertly that I figured she’d done this many times before. I wonder if she was used to tying up her husband, or maybe he did this to her? I couldn’t imagine her in all of her confident and commanding energy being tied down, willing to beg to be fucked.





Samantha finished tying and came up to stroke my face. She smiled at me, looking almost innocent, but I could see the scheming behind her eyes. Her touch was soft and so was her gaze, but I knew she was being too gentle. She stuck two of her fingers in my mouth and ran them along my tongue, and I opened my mouth wide for her.





“I’m just looking at your pretty face before I sit on it,” she declared so casually. I couldn’t speak so I nodded my head quickly. I wanted so badly for her to use me to cum, like the toy she said I was. I couldn’t wait to taste her pussy again, wanting to thank her in any way that I could. Even just the feeling of her fingers on my tongue was enough to make me squirm. I sucked her fingers eagerly, and she pulled them out of my mouth and rubbed them on my hard nipples, pinching and pulling a bit rougher than she had before.





As soon as she took them out of my mouth, I couldn’t shut up. “Please Samantha, sit on my face. I want to taste your pussy, I want you to use me,” I half moaned my words as she played with my swollen nipples, and as I spoke I saw the smile spread across her face. She quickly got up and turned herself around, facing the bottom of the bed, and she straddled my face. I licked my lips as I waited for her to lower herself. I wished so desperately that my arms were free so that I could pull her down close to me.





“First you’re going to fuck me with your tongue, and then you can suck my clit,” she said.





I stuck my tongue out. I stiffened it the best I could and I felt her lower her pussy onto my face. I felt her opening with my tongue and suddenly she pushed herself downwards. My tongue pushed easily inside of her wet pussy. I moaned with excitement as she bounced herself lightly on my face, my tongue plunging in and out of her tight hole.





“God, that’s it, Lauren, you like it when I fuck myself with your tongue? You like the taste of my pussy?” She asked, and I could only moan loudly in agreement as I didn’t want to move my tongue away from her. She grabbed onto my breasts as she rode me, pinching my nipples again, and I felt my pussy writhing with excitement.





She lifted her hips and thrust back and forth now, my tongue running up and down her slit, and she moaned every time the tip of my tongue flicked against her hard clit. The more pleasure she received, she seemed to tease my nipples more roughly, and the sore satisfaction made me want to know how hard she would play with me when she was about to cum.





She slowed herself, grinding deeper into my face, smothering me with her soft pussy. I grabbed her clit between my lips when I had the opportunity, and sucked hard and good so she would know how much I wanted this. She gasped as I made contact, and pressed herself down even further.





“Since you’re so good at sucking my clit I think it’s about time you got a reward,” she moaned, and I felt her let go of my nipples. They felt sore as they bounced back toward my body, the blood rushing back into them. I felt her hands as she crawled down my stomach, lower and lower, and I ground my hips up in anticipation of whatever she was going to do. I felt her grab my sore ass, laying her torso against mine, and I quivered as I felt her so close to me. I wished I could see what she was doing.





Suddenly I felt her tongue flick over my clit roughly, and I almost screamed into her pussy as I jumped my hips toward her. She swiveled her expert tongue around my pussy, licking my entrance and then back up to tease my clit, and I felt myself grinding back against her.





I tried to focus, making sure to suck and lick at her delicious pussy in front of me so that she would continue to do the same to me. I was so loud, crying out as I had been so desperate to be touched. I moved my head against her, and my jaw moved up and down as I sucked and licked her as hard and fast as I could while feeling my mind completely empty from the pleasure. Not only did I feel used and spoiled at the same time, but I almost felt like this was what I was meant to feel like.





I felt myself cum quickly and hard, as every pass of her tongue coaxed me into a powerful orgasm. My legs shook as I tried so hard to stop them from tensing and cramping. The fact that I wasn’t breathing much from sucking her pussy made mine feel more sensitive. When I came I could even feel the juices dripping down my pussy, never having cum so much or so hard in my life.





She followed shortly after, once she was done licking my cum between my legs. She moaned and dug her hands so hard into my ass I thought there might be bruises just from her fingertips. She thrust against my mouth, shaking and moaning and finally I felt her cum. Before she could ask me to, I leaned my head back and licked her opening, feeling her quivering against my tongue.





We stayed for a moment feeling exhausted and blissful. Then she got up off of me and crawled down to my ankles, untying me, and then back up to do the same to my wrists, freeing me. She collapsed down beside me and I felt her hands back on my face, this time her soothing, gentle touch didn’t have anything hidden behind it. She kissed me softly and it felt so good to taste myself on her lips.





“Thank you,” I said after we broke the kiss. “I’ve never felt so good before. You’ve opened me up to so much.”





She smiled at me, her gorgeous brown hair strewn across her face and the bed. “You’re so welcome. Thank you for getting your car stuck, I hope they don’t plow us out until next week.”





“Me too. I wish I could stay here longer with you.” I paused for a moment, as she brought her hand onto my waist, rubbing my side. “Is this what you meant by not ignoring what I want?”





“Exactly. If you want something, then get it. And don’t let anyone stop you. You don’t even have to tell them if you don’t want to.”





I felt like we were speaking in code, but we were far past any need for that. “Does your husband know you sleep with women?” I asked boldly.





“No. Well, I’m sure he has a hunch. But we’ve never discussed it. I know he sleeps with other women, and I don’t say anything. I think it’s why we’re still together.”





I sighed. Part of me wanted Samantha all for myself, but a bigger part of me knew that wouldn’t be possible. I was too young, and she and her husband probably had so much life together. They had at least two properties, probably kids, and cars. Not that I could have her anyway, I had Tyler.





“But even though I’ve slept with different women sometimes, I’ve never met anyone like you,” she said, and I felt speechless. “I knew from the moment I saw you that I was so lucky to have found you in the snow. I just want to keep getting to know you more and more.”





My face flushed red. At first, I thought she was just saying things to make me feel good, but she was so sincere and she seemed like the type to be extremely honest. I wanted more than anything to get to know her too.





“I’m so happy you found me too,” I said, and I felt myself relaxing even more as she wrapped her warm arms around me. I felt her lean over and tug the big, soft duvet over top of us and I dozed off in her arms, feeling her naked skin against mine.





Chapter 7





T
 he next morning we awoke quite late to a rumbling noise outside. It was a snowplow.





“Fuck, I can’t believe they came so quickly this time. Figures.” Samantha said, sitting up and stretching. “Did you sleep okay?” She asked.





“Better than ever, you?”





“Me too.” She said and got out of bed and got dressed in a nightgown and robe. She left and I heard her as she put some more wood in the fireplace. The room was so cold without her next to me.





I heard her return to the room, and she opened the door and poked her head in. “I’m going to make breakfast. How do you like your eggs?” She asked.





“Over hard,” I replied.





She laughed, “I’m not surprised.”





I laughed with her and dragged myself out of bed, dreading the cold air. This was the second time in 24 hours that my lingerie was stuck awkwardly to my skin. I pulled it off and walked to my room with my luggage, feeling even colder. I put on another pair of PJ’s, unable to remember where mine ended up from the night before. I pulled the comforter off of the bed and wrapped it around me, and walked out to the rest of the cottage. I found my phone, plugged in at the kitchen island and I sat down on one of the stools while I opened my notifications. At the same time, I saw a text from Tyler, I felt the pain from my sore, bruised ass as I sat on the barstool.






Where are you? I waited up all fucking night. Couldn’t you get that girl to drive you here?






I turned my phone over and placed it back on the island, face down. I should have felt frustration from the way he replied, but I felt so satisfied and adored by Samantha, that I didn’t have it in me to care about the message. I was glad he stayed up all night because I had also.





Samantha finished making breakfast, using some of the eggs and bread I had, and cooking up bacon that she’d brought. I offered my help many times, but she declined politely, smiling as if she had done this a million times before. I thought about trying to help her anyway, but I knew I would be in her way. She delivered my plate to me, my eggs perfectly over hard.





She put it on the counter in front of me and grabbed my knees to pull me so I was facing her. She leaned toward me, pulling me in for a soft, slow kiss, her fingers trailing lightly under my shirt. I instantly felt so horny, as I moved my own hands down toward her waistband, but she pulled away.





“Enjoy,” she said, in a teasing voice, and sat across from me at the island.





The meal was delicious, and the food with the fire and the soft falling snow outside made me feel so relaxed and content. I didn’t want to even think about leaving, but I knew that soon we would have to go rescue my car from the middle of the road I’d left it in. We finished eating and then I washed the dishes while Samantha tidied up the place from last night. Everything looked just as it had when we arrived. She had a shower while I made my bed and packed up my things, and then I showered after she was done. My hair dried quickly as I sat by the fire afterwards.





Samantha came over to sit with me on the couch as we each drank another coffee and enjoyed the warmth from the fireplace, sitting closely. We chatted about how hot last night had been and talked about little things like where she got her hair done, and where we each grew up. She was so easy to talk to that I felt like I could talk to her for hours about nothing. But we didn’t have hours as the sharp slam of a car door had cut through our laughter.





“Oh my god that might be Tom,” she said, and she left to peek through the window. “It is. Sorry, I didn’t know he was coming. I didn’t think he would have even tried driving up until tonight.”





I felt so frustrated. I’d hoped to have more time with Samantha. I’d hoped that the sky would have clouded over again and snowed us in so much that we wouldn’t have been able to leave the cottage for a week. But I knew that we couldn’t do this forever.





Samantha let Tom in through the front door, and I instantly felt hit with the reality of the situation. He was quite a tall man, clean-shaven and dressed nicely. When I saw them together, I felt a strong mix of shame and jealousy, my stomach turning and I wasn’t sure which feeling was the strongest. It was painful to watch them as they kissed, but when I thought of how her lips were on my pussy last night, the jealousy would go away but would be replaced with guilt.





“-so she had to leave her car on Hillside Road, and I brought her back here. The poor girl would have been stuck outside all night in that mess,” I heard Samantha say to him as I stepped out to greet them.





“That was nice of you, hun,” he replied. He didn’t seem to be too excited about her being alone with someone overnight in the cottage, but he also didn’t show that he was annoyed enough to care. He gave me a very quick, short smile, and looked around the cottage for a moment. I prayed that Samantha didn’t miss cleaning up any evidence as I racked my brain trying to remember where my panties ended up. But before I could worry anymore, I heard Samantha speak.





“Well, we were going to leave soon to get her car out. What do you think Lauren, should we go do that now?” She asked, and I nodded. I was eager to get out of this cottage, as the air suddenly felt much heavier than it had before Tom had entered.





“I’ll come with you guys,” he started, but Samantha shut him down quickly.





“Don’t be silly, you just got here. We can do it ourselves. Put your feet up and relax, I’ll be back soon.” She turned to me. “Don’t forget your groceries.”





I made sure I had everything, my phone, my suitcase, and my food. I put my coat and boots on and we stepped out into the crisp, winter air. We walked through the fresh snow to her van, and I put my stuff into the back and then got into the front seat as she turned the car on to warm it up. I winced as I sat down, my ass still sore from the night before.





“I’m so sorry, Lauren. I wanted to spend more time with you. I didn’t want you to have to leave so soon.”





“It’s okay,” I replied. I didn’t want to leave either, but I knew I didn’t want to stick around anymore.





“Let’s go find your car. I’ll wait with you to make sure you can get it warmed up and out of the drift,” she smiled at me, placing her hand on my knee gently.





Chapter 8





W
 e arrived where I had left my car, and I was relieved to see that it was still there. The area around my car was plowed, but I could see that it was still raised on about a foot of snow. Samantha got out and helped me clean off some of the snow from the driver’s side, and I got in and turned the car on, turning the heat to full blast. We started back toward her car to wait while my car warmed up.





“We should get in the back seat, Lauren,” she said, in her gentle and commanding tone. I almost instinctively asked why, but as soon as I realized what she was suggesting I wanted to run through the snow to get there faster. I opened the door and climbed into the backseat of her van, grateful for the tinted windows and empty roads. She got in on the other side, and immediately I felt her hands on me as she pulled at the zipper of my coat.





I kissed her hungrily, moaning loudly in her mouth as I felt her hands already massaging my nipples through my shirt. Without breaking the kiss, I managed to unzip her coat too and kick my boots off onto the floor. She got on top of me, pushing her tongue in between my lips, and I moaned as she licked against my tongue while moving her cold hands underneath my shirt.





She broke away from me and held my face in her hand, looking at me intently. “I couldn’t let you get away without making you cum one more time,” she said and I could feel as she ground lightly against me through my jeans. She pulled my shirt off of me and ran her hands up and down my body





“Aren’t you scared we’re going to get caught?” I asked, feeling nervous but not enough to stop. She pulled her shirt off next and before it was even up over her head I took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking at her while she ground against me faster.





“You don’t seem to be too concerned,” she laughed, and it turned into a moan as I continued. “But no, I don’t think he’ll come down here. And besides, it feels good to think we could get caught.”





She was right. It made me feel so dirty knowing that at any second someone could knock on the window, her husband, or even Tyler driving down the road to see if he could find my car. But I didn’t care. I wanted to make her cum so I could taste her on my lips all day.





I stopped sucking on her nipples and she pressed her body against me hard, rubbing our breasts together, her hard nipples running up and down over mine. I felt so turned on from the friction and I grabbed her ass and helped her move against me. I hated myself for wearing jeans, wishing I could feel her more through the thick fabric.





She climbed off of me and told me to lay down. I did as she said, unbuttoned my pants and she helped me pull them down over my ankles, and then took off her yoga pants. She told me to get on my knees and to keep my head on the seat, and I felt so exposed with my ass up in the air showing all of me. Even though it was embarrassing, I felt my pussy getting wetter with every moment.





“I wanted to see that red, sore ass of yours one last time,” she said and squeezed the painful skin with both of her hands. I moaned as she squeezed.





I heard her spit on her hand, and she put it in between my legs, rubbing roughly up and down my throbbing pussy, rubbing her spit into my pussy lips and up over my clit. I cried out as she touched me and moved against her, thrusting against her hand. Suddenly I felt her tongue unexpectedly licking against my asshole and I jumped in surprise. I’d never felt anything like it. I expected her to laugh but she just continued licking me and pressing her tongue against my hole softly as she continued rubbing me.





“Oh my god Samantha,” I moaned, as I felt her push her tongue a bit into my virgin hole. I could have never imagined it could feel so good. I heard her moan as she worked her tongue, and I wanted to protest when she finally moved her mouth off of me.





“You like having your tight little asshole played with?” She asked.





“Yes, it feels so good. Please keep going.”





She moved her hand off of my pussy, wet from my juices, and I felt her fingers pressing against my asshole. She didn’t need to ask as I wiggled myself toward her, begging with my body for her to finger me. She spit on me and inserted a finger, and I moaned at the strangely good feeling of her finger inside of me. She moved it around, pushing me open wider, and I relaxed as she pressed a second finger inside. She moved faster, fucking me harder, and then reached around to rub my clit with her other hand, and I couldn’t shut myself up, crying out loudly and shaking.





I thought of Tyler driving by and seeing my car, and seeing another car close by. I thought of him walking up to see if anyone was inside, asking if they’d seen me. I couldn’t imagine what he would do if he saw me like this, my ass up in the air being fingered by a woman while I screamed with pleasure. I was so horny that I didn’t care if a whole bus full of people stopped to watch me being fucked by such a beautiful woman.





I felt myself cumming as I muffled my cries in the car seat, my empty pussy clenching over and over as I came, squeezing out every drop. My whole body shook. “Good girl,” I heard Samantha say as she slowed her pace. She pulled her fingers out of me, and I felt so empty, surprised at how comfortable I had become with the feeling.





I sat up and without saying anything, crawled onto the floor and waited as she sat with her legs on either side of me. I pulled apart her legs as wide as I could and grabbed her ass so I could pull her pussy toward my face. I was happy to finally be able to see what I was doing as I licked her all over, rubbing my tongue at her opening and savouring her, and then up to her clit where she jumped as I sucked the hard nub. I felt I was starting to get better at this, and I felt her hand on the back of my head, making sure I didn’t stop. I pressed my fingers into her while I happily sucked, curling them toward her g-spot.





I kept lapping at her with my mouth and fucking her hard until I felt her clench around my fingers. She moaned loudly, both hands on my head now, bouncing up and down. I felt her cum as it dripped down my fingers, and I looked up at her as her eyes closed and her face twisted up while she panted and moaned, releasing herself onto me.





When she was finished she pulled me up to the seat beside me and kissed me softly. Now that I had cum I was very grateful that no cars had passed by. We slowly pulled our clothes back on, knowing that our time was over. I suddenly felt cold as I thought of going to Tyler’s as I felt less and less interested in entertaining him for the rest of the weekend.





“We only live an hour apart from each other,” she said as she rubbed my leg. “Just text me, and we’ll arrange something. I need to see you again. Maybe we can figure all of this out.”





I felt so grateful that she had wanted to see me again. We exchanged numbers, and I wondered what she meant by figuring this out. Did she mean figuring out a way to keep our affair going? Or did she want to try to do something more serious? I had no idea what she was hinting at but I knew it wasn’t the time to discuss it.





We got back out of the van, and I got into my car. Thankfully the snowplow had cut quite close to my vehicle, and allowing it to heat up for so long made it so that when I reversed and pressed the gas, the tires spun for just a moment before I felt the car dropping back down off of the snow pile and back onto the road. Samantha made sure I was entirely out of the snow. I rolled down my window and kissed her goodbye, taking one more moment to appreciate her.





She waved at me as I drove down the clear road, and I watched in the rearview mirror as she drove away back to her cottage. As soon as she was gone, I realized I couldn’t go to Tyler’s. I couldn’t go to fix something that was already broken, doing something I didn’t want to do, after just learning how important it was to have someone treat me so well. I was only a few minutes away from Tyler’s when I decided to turn around and head back to the city. When I passed the snow pile that my car had been stuck in, I felt grateful for the storm that had introduced me to Samantha and opened up a whole new world to me.
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Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09RN5LHCR





“So you’re not into women? What a shame. Well, the offer is still on the table, but no pressure.” She leaned forward a bit, looking me in the eyes with her intense stare. “Just know that I could make you feel incredible.”







Straight girl Candace loves meeting up with men online for kinky hookups. But what happens when she misreads a profile and ends up at the house of a beautiful, dominant 
woman

 named Riley
,

 who promises to fulfill all of her fantasies? Will Candace decide to stay and experience pleasure beyond her wildest dreams?






Punished and Dominated by Lesbian Stranger: BDSM Romance Erotica F/F Femme First Time
 is a very steamy, rough, and kinky 18,000 word romantic erotica short about a woman’s first time being dominated by another woman.
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Straight Women Seduced: Lesbian Affair Bundle First Time F/F Femme Short Stories


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09R296944





THREE HOT AND SENSUAL LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!







This naughty collection features straight women being turned and seduced, cheating with roommates and neighbours.






Seduced by Lesbian Neighbor: First Time F/F Femme Affair Erotica Short:







As Brianna is getting sick of her simple, married life with her husband Jamie, a new lesbian neighbor names Alexia moves next door and makes her question her sexuality. Will Brianna be able to stay faithful to her husband, or will she succumb to her next-door desires?







Heat Wave: F/F Roommate Short:







Alice is at home with her gorgeous roommate Lucy, during a heat wave. Their A/C is broken and the heat is starting to get to them. When things get a bit too hot, will they be able to cool each other down?







Cheating with the Maid: First Time F/F Lesbian Femme Affair Erotica Short:







Married Christine had never been interested in girls before, until she had a dream about her new maid, Madison. When Madison asks for a massage, will Christine be able to resist her temptations?
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