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Foreword

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


Chapter 1

When I got home from my encounter with London, my heart sunk a bit when I saw Mark’s car in the driveway and the porch light on. Even though I was happy with what I had done, I felt guilty. I wished it were under different circumstances. I was supposed to be out finding our dream home, and instead I was cheating on him with a stranger.

I entered the house and saw Mark lying on the couch.

“Hey Emma,” he said, sitting up.

“Hey. Get out of work early?”

“Oh, oh yeah, um. They ended up not needing me. How did the house hunt go?”

“I think I found one that would totally work for us. Of course you’ll have to come see it, but it’s a total steal, it was-”

“Actually, sorry. Can we talk about something?”

His tone seemed to change, and then my stomach sunk. Had he somehow found out about what I had done?

“Yeah, for sure.”

I sat down beside him, and he paused for a moment, taking a few deep breaths. I could feel my hands shaking. What would I say to him? I knew I couldn’t make any excuses for what had happened with London.

“I’m thrilled you got to look at some houses, you know, I know you like that kind of stuff. But I’ve been thinking lately… I don’t think I’m ready.”

“Wait…what? You aren’t ready for a house?”

“Yeah, I just… I should have told you. To be honest, it’s just too big of a commitment. All of this.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t really think you were super serious about actually buying one. I think we need to really figure out if this…any of this, is what we really want.”

I was completely stunned. Going into the house hunting, I knew he wasn’t super excited about the details of the house, but we had discussed it on multiple occasions. We’d even discussed it with his parents, which is how they ended up offering to loan us some extra money. And now he wasn’t sure if he wanted any of this at all.

If it were any other day, I would be upset and angry. I was disappointed, of course, but today was the first time I felt like maybe I shouldn’t just go along with our relationship just because it was comfortable. My mind flashed back to the first house and how trapped I felt to be so uncertain about our future. I thought I’d loved him, and I knew I had, but the feeling of that house just brought an emptiness.

Then the way London had treated me, talking to me, asking what I wanted, desiring me. I thought of how soft her skin was and her long blonde hair, and her big blue eyes. Now, more than ever, I wasn’t sure what I wanted.

“Okay.” I said, looking down. “Okay. I understand. We can take some time, maybe talk about things some more, and see what we decide. I’ll let London know that we’re not interested.”

Mark nodded and went back to laying on the couch, and I left the room to send a text to London.

Hey. It’s Emma. I’m sorry to msg u so late but when I got home Mark said he does not want to buy a house anymore.

What? Really? Did he find out?

No he didn’t. But he said he thinks we should reevaluate our relationship. I’m so sorry. I really wanted the house and I didn’t mean to waste your time.

She called me right away, and I walked even further away from the living room before I answered.

“You didn’t waste my time. It sounds like maybe someone else is,” London said.

“I know. You’re right. I just…I feel so bad that I didn’t pick up on the signs.”

“It’s not your fault. You really liked that house?”

“Oh my god, yes.” I laughed. “I mean, even apart from…you know.”

“It was a good housewarming.” She said, laughing with me. “What’s your budget without him?”

“Oh no, I wouldn’t be able to do it. I’m like $50,000 short without him, and I’d never get approved for a mortgage if it were just me.”

“Yeah, I get that… sorry, babe.”

“It’s okay. If I hadn’t looked at the house, I wouldn’t have met you.”


Chapter 2

A few weeks passed, and Mark and I had grown even further apart. It was never said officially that our relationship was over, which was typical for our level of communication, but the signs were clear.

He was often speaking on the phone with a woman, laughing and talking for hours. If I walked into a room and he was there, he’d leave. I saw him looking at apartments, and we barely spoke.

I made plans to meet up with London for a proper date. I was so excited to see her. As much as our time together was incredible, we definitely had not gotten to know each other, even though it kind of felt like we had. I was completely shocked when she asked if I wanted to go out with her. I figured she would just want our encounter to be a one time thing.

She had made reservations for dinner, but she wanted to pick me up an hour early. I got ready, and this time I was happy to make myself look sexy instead of professional. I wore my hair down and wavy, a short red dress with a slit, and heels that I had to practice walking in.

I didn’t tell Mark I was going anywhere because I knew he wouldn’t care if I did. She pulled up, this time in a different car, and I eagerly jumped into the passenger’s seat.

“Hey hun. You look so gorgeous,” she said, and without even missing a beat, she leaned in to kiss me. I kissed her back hungrily, her mouth tasting like lip gloss and fresh mint. I didn’t care if Mark saw. In fact, I almost hoped he did.

“Mmm, you too,” I replied as she broke the kiss.

“So, I have an update for you, well, a couple,” she said, leaving the driveway and driving toward the main road.

“Really? About what?”

“Just work stuff, really. The old rich guy who owned the house… I spoke with him. I told him I wanted to take over the sale of the house so that I could make sure it went to the right buyer.

“So, he told me that even though he wanted the sale to be quick and discreet, he wanted to make sure we got the right person for the house. Someone who really needed it, and wanted it.”

I turned to look at her, but she kept her eyes focused on the road. I stayed silent, and she continued.

“It also turned out that I knew him. He used to be a client of mine, you know… my dominatrix job, a long time ago. I talked him down a bit in the price, and it also turns out that I had a bit of extra money burning a hole in my pocket.”

I realized we were turning down the street that the house was on. There was no way, was she going to say what I thought?

“London-”

“So. I’ve held the house for you, to buy at the price of your budget, if you would like. Actually, it will be less than that. I wanted to make sure you had some money left over for furniture or renovations. I don’t want you to think that this has any strings attached to it, I just wanted to thank you for bringing out a part of me I missed.”

“Are you fucking serious?” I asked excitedly as she parked the car in the same familiar driveway.

She turned to face me, watching me for a moment.

“Yes, of course.”

“You can’t-”

“Yes, I can, and I did.”

I was completely stunned. I was so stressed over having to find an apartment. Mark and I had both figured that buying a house together would be our only chance. But here London was, offering me yet another life-changing freedom. With no strings attached.

House or no house, I wanted London. But now I was ready to jump her.

“I want nothing out of this. Even if you decide you want to block my number after you sign, I don’t want you to think that this is something you owe in any way. I’m just considering it my good deed for the year.” She laughed and put her hand on my knee. “Sounds good?”

“Yes,” I said, grabbing her hand and dragging it slowly up my thigh. “Thank you so much, London.”

“You’re welcome, babe. We’ll talk about the details over dinner.”

“Mhm,” I said, sliding her hand up my skirt. She didn’t pull away.

“I said I don’t want anything out of this.”

“This is unrelated.”

It was. From the moment I laid eyes on her, I wanted London. I wanted her hands on me; I wanted her blonde hair hanging over my face, and I wanted her nails scratching at my skin. I needed her, and the house had made me so happy that I couldn’t wait.

Her hand left mine, sliding further up my skirt until I felt her nails against my panties. I opened my legs, and she dragged one finger up my slit, through the fabric. Instantly I felt a shiver through my body, feeling the relief of being touched again by her.

“I’m not canceling dinner. In fact, I want you to get nice and wet for me, and then you can sit in the restaurant grinding against your chair until we’re done.”

She added two more fingers and rubbed me roughly through my panties, bringing out a low moan as she ground her fingertips over my clit in circles. I looked at the clock, Dinner was in 20 minutes, and I was already so horny.

“Yes London,” I said, holding her hand now against my pussy as she rubbed, so that she couldn’t stop. I could feel my mind going numb with pleasure.

She was now turned in her seat, and she grabbed the top of my dress with her other hand and pulled it down. I arched my back to help her get it down further, and before I knew it, she was grabbing at my nipples roughly with her hand, causing me to cry out even more.

“You’re lucky the windows are tinted, and it’s dark out. But your new neighbors might hear you screaming.”

“They already have…” I said, finding it hard to talk with how she was rubbing me.

She laughed and gently pulled my dress back up with one hand, her other still grinding against me.

“I’d love to make you keep that down while we drive to the restaurant, but it’s probably not a good idea.”

She turned back around, removing her hand from me. I whimpered as I felt her hand leave. I already wanted her so badly.


She pulled out of the driveway and headed back toward the main road. My dress was still pushed up almost over my hips, and I wanted to reach down and continue. But before I could, she spoke again.

“Keep your legs apart, and don’t touch,” she said, and turned to smile at me.

I wanted so badly to close my legs so that I could at least rub them together for some relief, but instead I felt so open and slutty, driving down the road like this while London talked more about the house and the property. Every bump made my whole body shiver with anticipation. I tried hard to focus on what she was saying, but it was so difficult to reply. All I could do was say ‘mhm’, and ‘oh really?’.

Finally, we got close to the restaurant; the GPS saying we were only one mile away. But before we arrived, London turned down an alleyway behind a building, and into a small, three car secluded parking lot.

The car was barely in park before she threw her seatbelt off and grabbed me. She got on top of me, her hands rubbing against my nipples and my pussy, touching me all over. She kissed my neck, sending shivers down my back. I felt like I was her toy, and I wanted her to use me so badly.

“God, you’re so fucking wet already,” she growled in my ear as she pushed my panties to the side and dipped two of her fingers inside of me.

“I’d love to make you cum for me, but that would be too generous.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, my hands reaching up to touch her. She grabbed them and put them down to my sides, and then instantly started rubbing my clit again.

“You don’t get to touch me. Or yourself. Only I get to decide what you get to do tonight. Got it?”

“Yes, London.”

“After dinner, I’m going to make you fucking beg for it until you’re a dripping, desperate little bitch. So you better behave or else I won’t let you cum at all.”

“Yes, oh my god, yes. Okay. Thank you.”

London was back in her seat just as quickly as she had hopped over, and she started backing up and driving back out to the road.

“You may want to cover up babe, they have a valet.”


Chapter 3

I scrambled, pulling my dress down and fixing my top, and I checked my makeup and hair in the mirror. We pulled up to the front and got out, London handing her keys over. I wondered if the man getting in the car would be able to tell what we’d been doing. The thought only turned me on even more.

I was fine once we sat down, and when the server came by and gave us our menus and her speech. I’d never been somewhere this fancy before. Looking around, I saw beautiful white and gold chandeliers that made the light look like it was dripping from the ceiling. Everyone dressed so formally. I couldn’t look at anyone without wondering how much their watch cost, or their jewelry.

But for London this seemed as natural as going out for fast food. She was relaxed, listening patiently, totally in her element.

The tables, thankfully, weren’t too close together, and the one closest to us was empty. The lights were more dim than I’d expected, and even though there was a low chatter to be heard and the clinking of cutlery and glasses, it felt private.

So I relaxed, and the feeling slowly came back. I watched the way London poured the drinks, mine first and then hers. We toasted to nothing and drank, eyes locked while we sipped. I watched her perfect, pouty red lips on the glass, and then the way she dabbed them with a cloth, and the subtle lick of her lips. I wondered if she was doing it on purpose, or if I was so turned on that I could just look at her and feel my pussy throb.

“What are you eating?” She asked, gesturing to the menu.

“Oh, I have no idea. I’ll take a look.”

“I know exactly what I want to eat.”

I raised my eyes up from the menu and saw the way she stared at me hungrily. I almost gulped.

“What’s that?” I asked innocently.

“There’s this thing I like to get. It’s chicken that they spread wide open and lay out flat. They stuff it full of herbs and cheese and rice, and then they cook it until it’s so juicy and dripping. I think that’s what I want to eat tonight.”

My mouth was watering. I didn’t know if it was from hunger or desire. I put my menu down.

“I’d like to have what you’re having.”

“You would, wouldn’t you?”

I shifted in my seat. I couldn’t wait to find the perfect moment to sneak to the bathroom and gather myself, but I wasn’t sure if she;d let me go alone. She would probably want to come with me and torture me even more. I felt like everyone in the restaurant could tell how desperate and horny I was.

“Anyway, I want to really get to know you,” she started, her tone completely changing. “Tell me about where you grew up. Was it here?”

After a few minutes of talking, I was again forgetting about how on the edge I felt. We talked about our childhoods and where we went to school, what I did for work, what we liked to do in our spare time. We ordered our food, and ate, laughing and joking around the whole time.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe you took the same course as me! I mean, I would have taken mine way before you, but I dropped out anyway.”

“I didn’t finish it either,” I said, laughing. London was about to reply, but the server arrived at our table.

“Will you be having dessert?” She asked, collecting our empty plates.

“Oh, not for me, thanks. I’m so full,” I said. It was the truth, but I also just wanted to leave as soon as we could. I wasn’t as turned on as before, but every time London laughed, I could feel myself easing back into the feeling.

“Yes please, I’ll get the tiramisu whipped ice cream, please. You sure Emma?” She asked, winking.

“It’s okay. I’ll have dessert later.”

“One ice cream coming up!” The server said and walked our plates back over to the kitchen.

“I’m sorry. I know you’re dying to get out of here, but I just wanted it so badly.”

I wanted her so badly. She watched me, sipping her drink slowly while making eye contact, as if she was trying to see how I would react. I took a deep breath.

“It’s okay, take your time.”

“I will.” She said, as the server came back with her dessert.

I watched as she took her spoon and dipped it slowly into the whipped cream on top, just enough to wet the spoon. She licked it slowly while watching me.

“Mmm, it’s so good.”

“It looks good.” I was trying to sound nonchalant, but it was hard to. The sight of her tongue licking the smooth whipped cream made it hard to breathe.

“Next time we’ll order in. I’d rather be eating this off of you than out of this bowl.”

I was so shocked I could feel my jaw drop. I knew that probably no one could hear us, but what if they could and we didn’t realize? What if someone was right behind me? I turned around to look, but no one was there.

“It’s okay,” London laughed. “No one can hear, and if they did they wouldn’t care. Everyone’s too absorbed in their own bullshit.”

“I was thinking,” London started, taking another small bite. “It would be best if we went to my place after. I think we should probably leave the house until you own it, and I don’t think Mark would like to watch what I plan on doing to you tonight.”

I swallowed hard. I wanted it, now. I didn’t care if we fucked in the restaurant bathroom. But the idea of going to London’s house made me so excited. We wouldn’t have to worry, and I’d be able to see into more of her life.

“Yes, your house sounds perfect,” I said, ignoring the comment about Mark. “Do you live close by?”

“Not that far. Just up near Rosemount. But with how horny you are, it’ll probably feel twice as long.”

I could feel my breathing hitch and my face get hot. I was so nervous someone would hear us, but at the same time, I didn’t want her to stop talking. The idea that someone could overhear her talking like this to me gave me such a rush.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed her to finish eating and get us out of here. I needed to be alone with her. Watching her eat her ice cream slowly, licking the spoon and savoring the cream was too much to handle. I decided to bring out whatever I could to get us out of here.

“London, please,” I started, and she raised an eyebrow, listening. “I can’t wait any longer. I want you to use me. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. Please, I just want you so badly.”

I tried to make my voice as needy and desperate as I could without sounding too obvious to a passerby. As I spoke, I couldn’t help but to rock ever so slightly in my chair, grinding against the seat.

“Please use me like I’m your little fucktoy,” I said, and I saw a man look up from his plate a few tables over. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but then I realized he wasn’t looking at us.

It was more than enough, anyway. London’s expression didn’t change, and she said nothing. Instead, she put her spoon down and pushed the half bowl of ice cream to the side. She gave a little half wave to the server, who appeared seconds later.

“It’s on credit.” London said, before the server could ask her if she was ready to pay. The server nodded and quickly returned with the bill.

I was so curious to know how much dinner had cost, but London scrambled her tip onto the bill quickly and put her card inside. The server returned immediately, sensing London’s urgency.

London gave me a quick smile and stood up as the woman brought her card back.

“Ready?”


Chapter 4

As soon as the car door shut, before the valet was even out of sight, I heard London’s voice.

“Spread your legs and rub your clit until we get to my house. If you stop, I’ll remember that later when you’re begging me to let you cum. Got it?”

“Yes, London,” I said, waiting until we started moving. I knew no one could see me in the low seats of her car and the extra tinted windows, but my heart raced as I slid my fingers under my panties.

I was so wet that all I had to do was rub my opening until my fingers were slick. I rubbed my clit in circles, and the instant relief after so long made me moan.

“Good girl. If you keep that up, you might get spoiled tonight.”

I already felt spoiled. The house, the dinner, the teasing, and now the invite to London’s house made me feel special. It was a nice change after so long of not knowing what I wanted or how to get it.

My clit was getting so hard and swollen as I rubbed it. Making sure I was vocal in my enjoyment, I tried not to get too close to the edge, but I could feel my head spinning with lust. I was so turned on that I couldn’t help but pinch my nipple now too through my dress. I ground my hips against my hand, moaning and writhing, but London didn’t turn to look at me. I wanted her to see how ready I was to be fucked, but she kept her eyes on the road.

Looking around, I realized we were in Rosemount, so we would be there soon. I looked at the time and it had only been ten minutes, but London had been right. It felt like ages. Finally, I felt the car slow down, and she turned into a dark driveway.

A big garage door opened, and we pulled in. The automatic light came on as we entered. I saw two other cars in the garage, but before I could really get a good look, we were parked and London was crawling over me.

She sat on my lap, straddling me. One hand held my head against the seat, and the other slipped down in between my legs. She pulled my panties to the side and dove her fingers inside of me. They slid in easily, my pussy dripping, and effortlessly she fingered my tight hole, curling her fingers up against my g-spot. She watched me moan and breathe heavily, still holding my head steady against the seat.

She brought her wet fingers out of me, and up to her face. I watched as she opened her mouth and sucked her fingers slowly, savoring the taste of them just as she had with the ice cream. She pushed them in and out slowly between her lips, and finally took them out with a popping noise.

“Mmm, Emma. You’re better than dessert.”

She leaned forward to kiss me hard, her tongue slipping between my lips quickly and exploring my mouth, enough for me to taste myself. She broke the kiss and leaned back.

“Want a tour? We’ll start with the bedroom again.”

She opened the door and undid my seatbelt. She scrambled out and then helped me, holding my arm as I stepped out after her. Grabbing my hand, she walked ahead of me, her heels clicking toward the door leading into her house.

As soon as we walked through the door, her lights automatically flashed on. They were dim, but not so much that I couldn’t look around. Her house was just as I’d imagined it to be, big and immaculate. I couldn’t even see much from the entrance, but just from where we were, I saw her high ceilings, wide open rooms on either side, and a statue of a woman down the hallway.

For a moment, I realized how much she had her life together. While I was in a place that felt like a crossroads, she had everything I wanted. I was sure that there were things she wanted but didn’t have, but being in her perfectly decorated house with her cars that were probably paid off in full from her job as the top real estate agent in the whole city made me feel even younger than I was.

“Strip.” She instructed. She turned around and rummaged through the hallway closet.

I couldn’t wait to take my dress off. The more naked I was, the more there was a chance of being touched by her. I’d never been happier to strip. I pulled my dress over my head quickly and then stepped out of my panties before she’d even turned back around. When she looked at me, I was about to take off my heels.

“Oh, sorry hun. I forgot. The heels stay on.”

I looked up at her and she held a pair of handcuffs in one hand, and a collar and leash in the other.

I walked over to her and let her do whatever she wanted to me. She turned me around and pulled my arms back behind my back roughly.

“Same goes as last time, okay, babe?” She fastened the handcuffs to my wrists, restraining them behind my back. “If you want to stop, or want to change something, or just need to talk to me, let me know, okay? I’ll listen to you.”

“Okay, I will. If I want to stop, I will say stop.”

“Promise you will say it if you really want to. I want you to know that I’ll listen.”

“I promise.”

She turned me around to face her, and held up the black collar in front of me, straightening it out. As she fastened it around my neck, I could feel my whole body shiver with excitement. I felt like I really was hers, and she could do whatever she wanted to me like this.

She shortened the leash, holding me in place, and stepped towards me. She leaned into my ear and I felt her lips against it.

“You’re mine now, and you’re going to do whatever I fucking say. Got it?”

I nodded.

“Tell me.”

“I’m yours. I’ll do whatever you say.”

“Good girl. Not that you have much choice anyway,” she said, tugging gently on the leash.


She loosened it again and started walking slowly down the hallway. I followed her closely behind and she held the leash in her hand, leading me.


Chapter 5

I wanted a tour of her house, but not now, as every step of my naked body made me drip even more. Thankfully, we didn’t have far to go, just up a short flight of stairs. I made sure to be careful in my heels, especially since my legs felt like jelly. She led me inside the first room at the top, and again the lights blinked on as we entered, dimmed perfectly.

Her bedroom was enormous. A big, king sized bed with crisp white sheets was in the middle, and the walls were decorated with black and white paintings. There was a small couch on one side of the room, with a TV, and a large black trunk beside the bed.

“Sit on the bed,” London demanded, and dropped the leash. I sat down and watched as she walked over to the trunk.

She peeled off her dress slowly, as if I wasn’t in the room, revealing lacy, black lingerie that hugged her body like it was made for it. Her large breasts almost spilled out of the top, and I realized that I’d never been with anyone even close to the same league as London. She was completely gorgeous, her long blonde hair curling down over her perfect, lace covered body.

She walked over to me, holding a bag in her hands, and put it on the bed. I watched as she sorted through. She pulled out a shiny, tear shaped object with a flared base.

“Ever since the tour, all I can think about is filling you up and making you writhe around, begging me to let you cum.”

She spread lube onto the silver plug and pushed me lightly back onto the bed. I turned over before she could even ask me, kneeling. I felt her hand run down my ass and then grab onto my skin roughly, her nails digging into my ass cheek. I felt the cool metal plug pressed against my asshole.

I’d never done anal before, but I’d practically begged Mark to try it with me. My friend Stacy would always tell me about all the exciting things that she and her husband would do, and anal was something they did almost weekly. I was so jealous, and since Mark refused, all I could do was listen to her talk about how much she loved it.

“God, look at how fucking eager you are,” London said, and pressed the plug inside of me. I gasped at the unfamiliar feeling, and as I relaxed, I couldn’t help but moan.

It felt so different to have something inside me, but not in my pussy. It felt so good, but also made my pussy throb with jealousy and excitement. I could feel it clenching at nothing as the plug pressed inside of me.

“Oh my god, London. That feels so good,” I said, my shoulders and breasts pressed against the bed and my ass up in the air. She pressed the plug gently, and I writhed at the feeling.

She pulled my arms to help me sit up and helped me sit back down on the bed. As I sat, the plug pressed itself deeper, and I couldn’t help but bounce and grind it against the bed. It felt so good, but it would never be enough. It just made me feel even hornier than I thought was possible. My breasts bounced, and I wished London would touch them, but instead she just reached back to the pile she brought over.

I watched as she pulled out a strapon and a dildo, fastening it around her.

“Maybe we can try something I know you’ve got to be good at.” She pulled me off of the bed. “Get on the floor, on your knees. I want you to show me how hungry you are, slut.”

I dropped eagerly and took the head of the dildo into my mouth. I moaned around it, drooling and putting on a show as I licked up and down. It felt so dirty being on my knees like this, hands cuffed behind my back, feeling London rock the fake cock into my mouth. I sucked and spit on it like I was giving the best head of my life.

“I knew you’d be good at that, straight girl,” she said, laughing, and I felt myself blush. “Up.”

She tugged on the leash and with her help, I could stand up despite my heels and lack of hands.

She turned me around and pushed me back onto my knees on the bed. This time she held onto the leash still, wrapping it around her hand a few times so she had full control of me. My ass was up in the air and I spread my legs.

“I love that I can do whatever I want with all of your little fuckable holes.” She pushed the dildo against my entrance. “I just want to fill you to the fucking brim.”

She pushed the dildo inside of me, sliding in just as easily as her fingers had in the car. I’d never felt so full, the modest dildo stretching me while the plug pressed into me as well. She filled me completely, pressing her full length inside of me. Letting out a slight moan, she rocked the head against my cervix, as deep as she could, testing to make sure I was completely filled.

She pulled out entirely and then shoved back inside of me. I cried out wordlessly as she continued. Each slide of the dildo through my entrance felt even better than the last. I rocked my hips against her, hearing the slapping noise as she picked up speed, fucking me hard.

“Fuck, Emma. I love the way you sound when you let me stuff you over and over again.”

Her hand landed on my ass hard, only making me groan even louder. The sharp sting of her hand quickly turned into pleasure as the feeling rippled through it. I arched my back and pressed myself even harder against her, inviting her as she spanked me again and again.

I’d never been able to cum just from penetration, but I felt like I could. The way I was angled, unable to move, and the way she pulled on the leash and fucked me harder than I ever could have wished made me feel the orgasm building inside of me. Every slap of her hips against my sore ass brought me so close I couldn’t bear it. It wasn’t long before I could feel my legs shake.

“Oh my god… London, I-”

“You better not fucking cum, Emma,” she said, slowing down to a stop.

“Please,” I cried out, feeling my muscles clenching over and over. I’d been so close I could scream. “I need, I need it, please.”

I took a few deep breaths and felt myself come down again slightly.

“Not yet.” She pulled out of me and I could hear her undoing the strap on from her hips. I whined with disappointment.


Chapter 6

London moved me onto my back, spreading my legs and leaning between them. She brought the dildo up to my lips, rubbing the sides of it against my mouth. I eagerly licked it, tasting my juices that dripped onto my lips. When she was satisfied, she tossed it to the side.

“Mmm, fuck Emma. Hearing you moan and beg and get spoiled with attention all night has made me so fucking wet. I’m sick of you having all the fun. It’s my turn.”

She moved, but then paused, looking over to the bag on the bed again.

“But I think since you’ve been so good, you deserve a little reward.”

London held two hollow, silicone bulbs in front of my chest, and as she squeezed one, I realized they were going on my nipples. I arched my back and pushed out my breasts toward her, feeling like such a desperate slut. She laughed at me like I was one and put one on my nipple. I felt as it suctioned to me, sucking at my hard nub. She did the other one and I could feel the sucking sensation making my nipples and clit even harder.

“Since you said you’d be my fucktoy, I’m going to use your face like it was made to be in between my legs. Maybe you can try to earn some of that money I saved you on that cute little house.”

“Please,” I said, desperate to taste her.

She crawled over me until her legs were around my head as I lay on my back. I stuck out my tongue eagerly as she gathered my hair onto the top of my head and held onto it like it was a handle. She watched me as she lowered herself and slowly dragged her pussy against my tongue.

I could taste how incredibly wet she was as my tongue licked between her lips and up to her clit. I wished I was in control, and that I could lick her the way I wanted, and use my hands to fuck her and rub her. But at the same time, it felt so good to just be helplessly used, like my purpose was to serve her and bring her pleasure. I wanted to do the best I could as I tried to focus my tongue while watching her bounce over me.

She lowered her pussy onto my tongue and I pressed it inside of her hole, licking and tonguing her like I was starved for her. I could feel her clench as I dug my tongue in as deeply as I could. Her grip on my hair tightened as I tongue fucked her slick hole.

She suddenly moved her hips back and ground her hard clit against my mouth. I found it with my tongue, flicking it against her, and then I wrapped my lips around her and sucked. I spit and licked at her just as I’d done to the dildo earlier, showing her how well I could worship her pussy.

“Yes, Emma, fuck, your tongue feels so good.”

She let go of my hair for a moment and reached back behind her and pulled the nipple suckers off of my breasts. I’d gotten so into eating her out that I’d gotten used to the swollen, sucking feeling, and now that she’d removed them, I moaned loudly at the sore feeling of the blood rushing back into them. She pinched my sore nipples quickly and then returned her hand to hold my hair, laughing as I moaned against her clit.

She moved faster against me, holding my hair and moving my head against her, and I held still, sucking her and flicking my tongue. Her legs tightened around my head as she buried my face against her pussy, moaning and crying out. I continued at the same speed until finally she froze, shaking and screaming as she came hard all over me.

When she was done, I stuck my tongue out, and she moved herself back and forth, rubbing her pussy against me. I moaned as I lapped at her.

“I thought you were straight, but I guess you really are just a slut for pussy, aren’t you, Emma?”

“Mhm,” was all I could manage to say.

She sat up and crawled off of me.

“What a good little whore, letting me use you just the way I wanted. I think I owe you a little favor.”

She got off of the bed and pulled my legs so that my pussy was right at the edge of the bed. She put one of my legs over her shoulder, and the other she pushed back against the bed, pinning it with her elbow. One hand held the dildo she’d fucked me with earlier against my entrance, while her other hand went up to her mouth. She spit on her fingers and pressed them over my clit, not moving.

“Well? I’m not doing this for nothing. I want to hear you beg.”

“Please London, I need to cum, please,” I moaned, my body shaking with anticipation. “I need it. I can’t take anymore. You turn me on so fucking much.”

“More,” she said, pressing the dildo slightly inside of my entrance. I tried to grind myself down on it, but the way her elbow pinned my leg, I couldn’t.

“London, you’re so fucking hot. Fuck. I want you to stuff me and make me cum like an obedient little slut, and I promise I’ll do anything for you. Oh, my god-” I felt her push the dildo inside of me and her fingers circled against my throbbing clit.

London laughed as I moaned and cried out while she fucked me. I felt like I was leaving my body as she rubbed her wet fingers hard against my clit and fucked my hole. I’d gotten so used to the plug I’d almost forgotten about it, but now as she filled me, I could feel it again. If someone had written an exact manual on how to make me cum the fastest, this would be it. I couldn’t think straight as she ravished my pussy, my orgasm building quickly inside of me.

“I can’t, oh my god! Please, please London can I cum?”

“Yes, Emma. As long as you cum every fucking drop for me.”

Her sweet, seductive voice was enough to push me over the edge. This time felt different, as I let go so effortlessly. The huge pressure inside of me released as I felt myself drooling with pleasure. London kept fucking me as my orgasm rolled through me, and I looked down to watch her plow the dildo in and out of my quivering pussy.

She opened her mouth and pulled the dildo out of me quickly, and I felt myself completely release. I watched as my juices squirted out of me, London catching them on her tongue and down her chin and over her cleavage.

“Oh my god, London, fuck you’re so hot,” I moaned, as she smiled and licked my sensitive pussy.

“Say thank you,” she said, smiling. She gently grabbed the base of the plug and eased it out of me, causing me to writhe again with pleasure as it popped out.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I said quickly, wanting out of my handcuffs so I could touch her.


Chapter 7

She got the hint and pulled me to sit up and leaned behind me to uncuff me. I grabbed onto her ass, pulling her on top of me, and kissed her, feeling so relieved to finally touch her. I rubbed my hands down her body, holding her as she kissed me back.

“Fuck Emma. Was that okay?” She said, breaking the kiss.

“Yes, oh my god,” I said, gasping as I tried to catch my breath. “That was better than I could have imagined.”

“I’m glad. God, you’re so fucking perfect. I could watch you cum all night.” She rolled off of me and laid at my side, putting an arm around me. “Speaking of… do you want to stay the night?”

I was completely surprised that she was asking me, but I didn’t even have to think of my answer.

“Yes, please. That would be amazing.”

“I think so too,” London said, smiling. “We can order some food. I’ll show you around and maybe we can watch a movie?”

London jumped out of bed and rummaged through her dresser drawers, pulling out clothes. I couldn’t believe that not only would I be staying in the nicest house I’d ever seen in my life, but that I would sleep with the London Paige.

“Okay, I think we’re about the same size, so here are some pajamas to choose from,” she said, laying out my options.

I tried not to look at the tags, but it shocked me when I saw that even her pajamas were designer. I’d expected her to give me lingerie to wear like she had on, but instead the options she gave were all very cozy. I ended up picking a matching white and grey striped shorts and t-shirt set.

“I’ll get you a robe too. I usually keep the house pretty cool,” she said, and grabbed one out of the closet, and one for herself. She handed it to me and then put a finger gently under my chin, tipping my head up and giving me a gentle kiss.

“I’ll let you change, babe. There’s a bathroom attached over there,” she said, pointing. “You can have a shower if you want, or tomorrow or whatever. I’m just going to go downstairs to the kitchen, so just come down whenever you are ready. No rush.”

I felt so taken care of. Seeing the way she could call me names and drag me by a collar, and then turn around and be so gentle and caring, made me trust her even more. It was a big step up from the early days in Mark and I’s relationship where, after sex, he would throw me a towel and roll over to fall asleep.

I cleaned myself up quickly in the bathroom, fixed my hair, and got changed. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I thought for a moment about how crazy this all was, almost like confiding in a friend when I saw my reflection. But I didn’t want to waste any time thinking. I just wanted to be with London.

As soon as I left her room, I realized I wasn’t sure exactly where the kitchen was. I found the stairs, and when I made it to the first level, I could hear a tap running, so I followed the noise down a hallway. When I got to the kitchen, I saw London was making coffee.

“Oh good, I forgot I didn’t give you directions,” she said, beaming at me as she poured water into the coffeemaker.

I looked around at her huge, white marble kitchen and sleek, black appliances. She had a long island counter in the center with tall stools around it. I picked one and sat down, turning to look at her.

“Your house is so nice.”

“Thanks, hun. I’ll have to give you a full tour. Although sometimes it’s a bit too big for just one person. But then again, when it was two people not getting along, it felt the size of a closet.”

Two people. I wanted to know more. I wished I knew what kind of person London would be with, and how they broke up. I wondered if she had kids, or if she was married before. She was quite a bit older than me, even though it didn’t seem like it with the way she dressed and acted, and how much we got along.

I wanted to pry, but I wasn’t sure if it was the time. I figured she’d tell me more if she wanted to talk about it.

“I totally get the feeling,” I said, and she smiled at me.

“Well, enough about that anyway. We can talk about that another time. But for now, I just want to order some food and pick a movie.”

She sat on the stool beside me with her phone opened to a food delivery app, leaning toward me so we could both see. I could smell her perfume, this time a spicy, mysterious scent, mixed with the clean smell of her hair.

I felt so special being the person in London’s life, even if it was just for now. Any of her attention felt like enough to keep me going forever. I settled beside her, laughing as we pretended to argue about food, feeling so happy that of all the places I could be, I was here.
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Carmen is moving to a new town, but has to stay at a B&B before her apartment is ready. Upon arriving she is enthralled with the older, beautiful host, Mrs. Slade. When Carmen finds a pair of handcuffs in her guest room, her mind goes wild with desire, wondering what it would be like to try them on. However before she can, Mrs. Slade catches her with them. Carmen turns them in, but then she can’t stop thinking about what it would be like to have Mrs. Slade use them on her. Will she find a way to seduce the sexy innkeeper into giving her what she desires?
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