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Preview








Eve shifted on the bed until she lay on her back, propped up by the mountain of pillows. She spread her legs. I crawled over to kneel between them, my lips seeking hers. My hands travelled down her body, skirting her breasts and waist, to her wide hips. She lifted her hips up, allowing me to pull down her delicate lace panties. I felt like I was unwrapping a present. I tossed them aside. Her pristine pussy lips were glistening wet. I didn’t know until that moment how badly I wanted to taste her, to make her moan and gasp like she had done to me.










Chapter 1




“Hi neighbor.”



I turned, carefully balancing the bags of groceries in my arms. A woman was strolling across the front lawn towards me. She wore a white fitted shirt, the top few buttons undone, and a tight, black, high waisted skirt, which hugged her ample hips. Her stylish red pumps made her slender legs look even longer. Her long hair, dark against her pale skin, was pinned up in a loose bun. As she got closer, I saw that she had clear, youthful skin, but something about the way she carried herself suggested that she was far older than me. She practically radiated elegance and poise.



I had never seen a woman so intimidatingly beautiful. She looked decidedly out of place in this rural, backwater town. Suddenly, I felt extremely self-conscious. I looked down at myself. Not expecting to run into anyone important on my trip to the store, I had thrown on an old singlet top and a pair of denim cutoff shorts. My blonde hair was a tangle of curls atop my head, and my arms held an unmanageable number of grocery bags. I must have looked ridiculous.



“I’m Evelyn,” she said, extending her hand, “Evelyn Woods. But you can call me Eve.” I took her hand awkwardly, trying not to drop anything. Her skin was soft, and her glossy, red nails were impeccable. Her name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t recall where I’d heard it before.



“Uh, Kim,” I stammered.



“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” Her voice was low, and smooth like velvet.



“So, you’re moving in next door?” That much was obvious.
 Real smooth Kim
 . I fiddled with my hair to dispel my nervous energy.



She smiled. “Yes, I just moved down from New York.”



New York?
 Why would anyone move from New York to a place like this? My surprise must have shown on my face.



“Don’t get me wrong,” Eve said, “I love living in the city. But I’ve lived there for decades.”
 Decades?
 Just how old was she? “I needed a change of pace,” she continued. “I’m a writer. My job allows me to work from anywhere, and I felt like I needed some peace and quiet.



“Well, you definitely came to the right place then,” I blurted out. She smiled. Her deep red lips looked luscious enough to eat.



“Anyway, I still have my apartment there for when I need to go back to the city. ” she said. “How about you? Have you lived here for long?” She seemed determined to make conversation, oblivious to my struggle with the groceries.



“Yes, for my whole life,” I replied, “but I’m moving away to college as soon as the holidays are over.”



“That’s too bad,” Eve said. “Oh well, I’m sure we’ll have plenty of opportunities to get to know each other by then.” She looked into my eyes, a wolfish grin on her face. Dropping my gaze, I found myself staring at her body. Her large, round, breasts were almost bursting from her shirt. Her waist seemed impossibly small compared to her curvy hips. She looked like a 50’s pinup girl.



“Where are my manners?” Eve said, noticing the bags in my arms. “Let me help you with those.” Without waiting for a response, she grabbed some of the bags from me. “After you,” she said, gesturing towards my front door.



I unlocked the door. Butterflies formed in my stomach. I had just invited a strange alluring woman into my house. Or rather, she had invited herself in. There was no one else at home, so it was just the two of us. I didn’t know why I found this so thrilling. There was just something captivating about her. I was drawn to her like a magnet.



I directed her to the kitchen, where we dumped the groceries on the table.



“Is anyone else home?” she asked.



“No,” I stammered, “My parents are away for the next few days.”



“Good, so we’re all alone.” She smiled, and leaned in close to me. “You know, I had an ulterior motive for coming inside,” she said in her rich, sultry voice. My heart began to race.



“You see,” she continued, “I just had to see the inside of this beautiful house.”



Oh.
 I groaned internally. The house was definitely noteworthy. It was an old colonial style house that my history obsessed parents had restored to close to its original appearance, both inside and out.



“Although I’m no architect, I appreciate great art in all its forms,” Eve said. “And this house is a work of art.” I was unsure of how to respond. Silence hung in the tiny space between us.



She smiled. “What can I say, I have always been drawn to beautiful things.” She looked me dead in the eyes as she spoke, her dark gaze piercing me. I felt my heart begin to beat even faster. “Do you mind giving me a tour?”



“Uh, sure.” I mumbled. I felt like an idiot. Why was I behaving like a schoolgirl with a crush?



We walked through the house, and I showed Eve every room. She took great delight in minor features that I had never even noticed, pointing out the detail in the cornices, and the historical accuracy of the fireplace. I didn’t hear any of this. I was hypnotised by her voice. Before I knew it, we were at the end of the hall upstairs and in front of my bedroom door.



“Uh, that's my room,” I said hurriedly, indicating towards the closed door. I turned to head downstairs. I had no intention of showing her my bedroom.



“Aren’t you going to show it to me?” she asked, as if reading my mind.



I sighed. I couldn’t say no to her. I took a deep breath, and opened my door. She wandered in casually and surveyed the room. I hastily shoved some stray clothing under the bed. I scanned my room, suddenly aware of how childish it was. My walls were covered in posters of bands that I liked, and I even still had a few stuffed animals thrown on the bed. I sat down on my bed awkwardly to block them from her view.



She walked over to my bedroom window, which overlooked her house, and stood there for a moment, staring at something outside. Then she continued to browse my room. Her eyes fell on the corkboard above my desk. It was covered in my amateurish art, mainly rough sketches and a few self-portraits. My stomach dropped. I had never let anyone see my drawings. I never let anyone into my room.



“Did you draw these?” Eve asked. I didn’t know how to interpret her flat tone.



“Yes,” I replied, twirling a finger around my hair nervously.



“You have real talent,” she said. “They’re beautiful.”



“Thanks,” I uttered quietly.



“These self-portraits in particular. They capture your essence so well.” She ran her fingertips over the sheets of paper, and stopped at one of the self-portraits that I had drawn just days ago. It was a rough pencil sketch of my face in profile, with red accents.



“Especially this one. This one seems to capture something in particular.” Eve reached out and removed the sketch from the pin board, and walked towards me the bed. “When I look at this, what I see is
 ”
 —
 she dropped the sketch beside me, and leaned down to whisper in my ea
 r
 —
 “
 Desire.
 ”



My heart began to beat faster. She reached out and brushed a stray lock of hair behind my ear. Her hand lingered on my face, tracing a line down the side of my jaw. She brought her fingers to my chin and tilted it up gently, forcing me to look into her eyes. They were hungry and dark. She placed her other hand on my bare thigh. Her touch sent a shiver through me.



“I have always been drawn to beautiful things,” she said, her voice barely a whisper. Lowering my gaze, my eyes fell on her full, red lips. They were mesmerizing. I wondered what it would be like to kiss them. Then I wondered where that thought had come from.



The honk of a horn broke my trance. Eve straightened up with a smile, and looked out my bedroom window.



“Looks like the movers are here,” she said. “I better get going.”



Still in a daze, I ushered her back downstairs to the front door.



“It was lovely to meet you Kim,” she said. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing plenty of each other before you leave.” She grabbed me by the waist and leaned in, kissing the air beside my cheek, her soft skin brushing against mine. For a moment, her hands strayed downwards, grazing my hips. Then she pulled away from me.



“Uh, sure,” It was the only thing I could think of to say. Eve turned and walked out the door, leaving me standing alone in the hallway.








Chapter 2




I flopped down onto my bed. It was evening now, and I was bored out of my mind. There wasn’t much to do in this middle-of-nowhere town. I had spent most of my life counting down the days until I could leave. For years, I had worked my ass off to get into college in a city several states over, in order to get as far away from here as I could. And in a few more weeks, I would finally leave this place. I couldn’t wait. I had spent all summer daydreaming about the new and exciting experiences that awaited me. And all the new people that I would meet. This town was so small that I knew every single person who lived here. And nobody new ever came here.



Well, except for Eve.
 I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I could almost see every detail of her clearly in my mind. The shape of her lips when she smiled. The way the fine silver chain that she wore fell right between her perfect breasts. The way her hands around my waist...



My face flushed. I tried to banish the thoughts of her from my mind, but I couldn’t get her out of my head. I peered out my bedroom window towards her house. She stood just outside her front door, instructing a pair of burly, middle aged men as they unloaded her possessions. All day, I had stolen glances out the window towards her house. I watched as luxurious, expensive looking furniture was pulled from the truck, followed by piles and piles of nondescript moving boxes. Right now, it seemed like they were unloading an endless stream of wheeled clothing racks.



I sat back down on my bed. I opened my laptop and started to browse, but my mind kept on returning to Eve. I sighed. Accepting defeat, I opened up a search engine, and typed in the words “Evelyn Woods author”.



Millions of results were returned. My mouth dropped open.
 Who was this woman?
 I clicked on a random result. It was an article about the release of her latest novel, apparently some sort of historical drama. I skimmed the page.



“Her historical fiction has gained critical and commercial success, hitting number one on a number of bestseller lists…”



Wow
 . She was that famous? That explained why her name was familiar. I wasn’t a fan of historical fiction, so I hadn’t read any of her books, but I must have heard her name mentioned before. I read on.



“To the dismay of her fans, the enigmatic Evelyn Woods remains almost entirely anonymous. No one knows who she is, or what she looks like. She is said to eschew the extravagance that usually comes with wealth and celebrity, despite being estimated to be worth several million...”



Several million?
 Suddenly her impeccable appearance and elegant manner made perfect sense. I skipped to another paragraph.



“Although romance is not the focus of the novel, the passionate sexual relationship between the female lead and the young woman who moves into her house wouldn’t be out of place in an erotic novel…”



I felt the blood rush to my face. Why did the idea of two women together make me blush?
 I just put it down to the fact that it wasn’t something that I had much exposure to growing up in a small town. Of course, I wasn’t so naive that I didn’t know that people like that existed. I had just never seriously considered the idea of women being with other women.



Was Eve one of those women?
 The thought made my heart race. My mind wandered back to my encounter with her in the morning. Her, right here in my bedroom, leaning over me, her breasts bursting from her half-unbuttoned shirt. Her hand on my thigh and her fingertips brushing my face. Her lips, whispering into my ear.



I felt my whole body grow hot. What was it that I was feeling for her? Admiration? Envy?
 Desire?



No.
 I had never been interested anyone like that, let alone another woman. I had spent most of my life with my head buried in books. Things like love, and lust, and sex were a distraction. It wasn’t like I wasn’t interested in these things. It wasn’t like I didn’t have desires. Sometimes, I felt like I was overwhelmed with desire. Although I would never admit it, I wanted to feel someone’s hands explore my body. To be touched in places that no one had ever touched me before. To feel someone’s lips on my most sensitive places. To have someone fill me until I was overflowing with pleasure.



However, I never allowed myself to entertain these desires. I was still a virgin, and had zero experience in anything sexual. It was the price that I had to pay for success. But now that I had achieved my goals, I had no reason not to indulge. And now, I had something to indulge in. I could allow my imagination run wild. And Eve was on my mind.



My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a truck pulling away. It sounded like the movers were finished. I decided to take another peek at Eve’s house. Pulling aside the curtain, I watched her walk into her living room and turn on the light. Kicking off her red heels, she sank into the couch, fanning herself with her hand in the heat.



What was I doing?
 I had definitely crossed a line by watching this woman inside her house. But there was no going back. I was captivated by this exquisite, alluring woman who was so unlike anyone I’d ever met. I wanted to see, and hear, and touch her. I wanted to know her more intimately.



I was so lost in thought that I almost didn’t notice when Eve began to strip off her clothing. She unbuttoned her shirt, revealing a black bra which barely held in her breasts. She shimmied out of her tight, hip hugging skirt, and pulled down her sheer, black pantyhose, leaving her naked except for her underwear. I stared, transfixed. Her body was mesmerizing. She lay down on the couch, stretching out her lithe body. Slowly, she slid a hand into her panties. My heart began to race, and I felt a stirring down below.



Shit
 . I knew I had to stop watching her. I knew I should just close the curtains and walk away. But I couldn’t. I was paralysed.



Eve began to move her hand up and down inside her panties. She hoisted one leg over the edge of the couch, and planted her other leg on the floor, spreading her legs wide. I saw her mouth open slightly in a silent moan. With her other hand, she reached behind her back and unclipped her bra, then pulled it from her body, freeing her breasts. She ran her fingers between them, and started to caress them, running her hand over her breasts and nipples. I found myself wishing that those hands were mine.



I felt my own nipples grow hard, and began to ache between my legs. But I didn’t dare do anything about it. I didn’t want to stop watching her. Eve moved her hands faster and faster, and began to writhe around on the couch, her eyes closed and her chest heaving.



Without warning, her back arched, and her mouth opened wide. She began to convulse wildly, her fingers still working away inside her panties. Her face wore a euphoric expression. Slowly, she fell back down to couch, then did something completely unexpected.



Eve turned to the window and looked directly at me.



Fuck!
 Regaining my ability to move, I shut the curtains and dropped to the floor. My heart raced. Had she seen me? I cursed again. My light was on, so she must have seen me clearly.



How was she going to react? I had shut the curtains so quickly that I hadn’t had time to interpret the expression on her face. What was she going to do? Would she think I was some kind of pervert? My stomach dropped. There was nothing I could do about it now.



Sighing, I got up, turned off the light, and lay down in my bed. It was still early, but I lay in the dark, willing myself to sleep. Maybe I’d wake up in the morning and find out that it was all a bad dream.








Chapter 3




It was late evening the next day when the doorbell rang. I stretched out my body on the couch. Had I fallen asleep? I had barely slept last night, my mind replaying the scene with Eve over and over again. Groaning, I dragged myself up off the couch. Who was at the door? I wasn’t expecting anyone. I padded down the hallway groggily. Reaching the front door, I looked through the peephole.



I froze. It was Eve. I looked down at myself. It was an exceptionally hot summer, so I was wearing nothing but a t-shirt and panties.



Shit
 . Before I could react, her voice came through the door. “Hello, are you home?” She must have heard my footsteps. I didn’t have any choice but to answer the door. I tugged down my t-shirt, and attempted to arrange my messy curls into something more presentable. I opened the door.



“Hi Kim,” Eve said, looking me up and down, “I hope I disturb you.”



“It’s ok.” I ran my fingers through my messy curls nervously.



“I could really use your help with something.”



Huh?
 She was acting normally, as if nothing had happened last night. I was certain that she had caught me watching her. Or had my sex-starved brain imagined the whole thing?



“I need to move few pieces of furniture. It’s nothing too strenuous. But it’d be much easier with the two of us.” She smiled, her eyes gleaming. “And much more enjoyable.” Butterflies formed in my stomach. I would be alone with her in her house. My heart began to race. Was she planning to ambush me and confront about last night? Perhaps this wasn’t such a good idea. But considering what she knew about me, I had no choice.



Not that she gave me a chance to refuse. “I’ll give you some time to”–she looked at my baggy t-shirt with a raised eyebrow–“prepare.” I blushed. “Be at my door in half an hour. Don’t be late”



“Sure,” I replied. She had absolute power over me.



I shut the door, my heart pounding.







~~~







I ambled over to Eve’s front door, my pulse racing. I had hastily thrown on a short, loose summer dress. My curly blonde hair hung messily over my shoulders.



I pressed the buzzer.



“It’s open,” cried a voice from inside. I pulled on the ornate, brass door handle.



I looked around in awe. I had seen glimpses of the house through the windows, but hadn’t been inside since Eve moved in. It had undergone significant renovations. Now, the modest interior hid a rich, luxurious interior. The floor was covered in hardwood floorboards in a deep, rich brown. The walls were plastered with cream, patterned wallpaper.



I walked down the hall, peering into each room that I passed. They were filled with lush, ornate furniture. Already, pictures had been hung on the walls. Most were paintings of women in various styles, and in various states of undress. Framed photos of Eve, accompanied by one or two other women, were scattered on surfaces. Their poses subtly suggested intimacy. Were they friends?
 Lovers?
 The thought triggered a familiar throbbing deep below.



I wandered into a spacious living room. Eve sat on the couch, a glass of wine in her hand. She wore the same white shirt, now completely unbuttoned to reveal the black lacy bra holding in her voluptuous breasts. Her bare stomach was flat and toned. She was no longer wearing the black skirt. Lacy black underwear peeked out from beneath the shirt. Her feet were bare, save for a pair of black thigh high stockings that were topped with lace. Her thick, wavy hair cascaded loosely over her shoulders.



“Would you like a drink?” she asked. “Wait, don’t tell you you’re not 21 yet.” I blushed, which she took as confirmation. She grinned wolfishly. “That’s too bad. We can still have some fun.”



She placed her glass down on the table, and got up from the couch. “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, gesturing towards her body. “I haven’t yet figured out how to work the air conditioner.” I didn’t mind at all.



“Let’s get started.” she said. “Come with me.” She sauntered out of the room. I followed behind her, hypnotized by her swaying hips. Her white shirt hung down to the crease at the top of her thighs. I couldn’t help but notice her ass cheeks peek out from under it when she moved.



We entered the next room. It was the dining room, as evidenced by the large, mahogany table in the centre of the room. There was a small, matching side table against the far wall.



“Now I think this would look better over here.” She pointed at the wall opposite her. “Can you give me a hand?” We lifted the table. It was surprisingly light. Surely she could have moved this herself? Standing back she surveyed the room, then nodded in approval. “That’s one room done. There are just a few more pieces that I need moved.” She marched determinedly into the hall. I followed.



We repeated this process several times, making minor adjustments to each room. All the while I wondered, why had she even wanted me here? She clearly didn’t need me. I was still bracing myself for a confrontation about last night. Perhaps this was still to come.



Finally, Eve announced that we only had one more room to go. The master bedroom.








Chapter 4




My heart began to race. Something about going into Eve’s bedroom excited me.



We walked down the hall. At the very end was a black, hardwood door, with a delicate silver handle.



Eve reached out and opened the door. Inside the vast room was a huge, four poster bed, covered in a mountain of cushions and pillows. A canopy of dark velvet hung from the frame, which was made of the same deep mahogany of most of the furniture in the house. A lush, white fur rug lay on the dark wood floor. A walk-in wardrobe, the size of a small bedroom, held racks and racks of expensive looking clothes and shoes.



But the most unusual part of the room was one of the walls. It was covered from end to end in a large, seamless, mirror.



“After you,” Eve said, gesturing through the doorway. I entered the room, and turned in a circle, scanning my surroundings with awe. My reflection mirrored my movements. I wriggled my toes in the thick, cream carpet. My eyes fell upon the king-sized bed, and I was struck with the sudden urge to have Eve throw me onto the bed and climb on top of me. My face turned red.



“What do you think?” Eve asked. “I had it all prepared before I arrived.”



“It’s just...wow.” I watched her sidle up behind me in the mirror. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume. My heart pounded in my chest.



“I’m glad you like it,” She brushed a finger down my arm. My mind went blank. “Now, can help me with this?” She pointed to a dresser across the room. I blinked. I had completely forgotten why we were here. Eve walked over to the dresser. She bent at the waist over one end of it, her ass sticking out, revealing her tiny, black panties. They barely covered her cheeks.



“Come here.”



I obeyed, entranced. She waved her hand towards the other end of the dresser. Composing myself, I lifted the dresser, and together we hefted it into the air. It was surprisingly heavy. With some effort, we shifted it to the opposite wall.




“There,” Eve said, “all done.” I stretched out my arms, loosening my now burning muscles. Eve seemed to notice my discomfort. “How about I give you a massage?’




My heart stopped in my chest. I desperately wanted her to touch me, to feel her hands on my body. But I feared that this would make me want her even more than I already did. It was torture.



Eve didn’t wait for an answer. “Sit down,” she ordered, gesturing at the bed.



Hesitantly, I sat at the edge of the bed. My body sank into the cushiony covers, trapping me like quicksand. She climbed onto the bed and knelt behind me, so close that we were almost touching. I could feel the heat from her body on my skin. Her shirt had slipped off her shoulders, revealing
 even more of her skin.



Eve pulled my hair to one side, exposing my back. She placed her soft hands on my shoulders, sending a shiver through me. She began to massage them, her fingers digging hard into my flesh. I felt my whole body relax. I didn’t realise that I had been so tense, so worked up. I closed my eyes.



Still massaging my shoulders, Eve leaned in closer to me. I could feel her hot breath on my neck. “I’d love to pay you back for all your hard work.”



Without warning, I felt her hands creep forward, over my shoulders and towards my breasts. My pulse quickened.
 What was she doing?
 I opened my eyes. I could see Eve’s reflection in the mirror, her smouldering gaze locked on mine. I felt my nipples harden under my thin dress. Heat flared between my legs. I opened my mouth to protest, but realised that I didn’t want to. I didn’t want her to stop.



Without breaking her stare, she brought one hand around to my back, and unclasped my bra. Then she slid both her hands down my chest and underneath my loosened bra to my breasts. I gasped as her fingers touched my soft, sensitive skin. Pressing her body hard against mine, she caressed my breasts with her hands. I began to throb between my legs.



As if sensing this, she pulled one hand out of my top, and slid it downwards over the top of my dress, first between my breasts, then down the centre of my stomach. I closed my eyes, trembling.



“No,” Eve said, “open your eyes.” I obeyed. Her smouldering gaze was still fixed on mine. Her eyes seemed to glow, like a wildcat in the dark.



Eve slid her hand between my legs, then down one thigh. I quivered with anticipation. She pushed my knee to the side, and I spread my legs reflexively. She pulled the hem of my dress up to my waist. With one hand still caressing my breast, she slipped her hand into my white, cotton panties. I blushed. They must have been soaking wet by now. I looked up. She still held my gaze in the mirror.



Wordlessly, Eve slid her finger down, then up my slit, spreading my juices along it. When her finger hit my clit, I let out a gasp as I felt a jolt of pleasure. She rubbed my hard, pink nub with her finger, first slowly and gently, then building up speed and pressure. Her other hand grabbed hungrily at my breasts, forcing me backwards into her body. I let out a whimper, and my clit throbbed, as heat grew slowly all through my pussy. I could feel her lace covered breasts pressed against my back.



Then, with one hand still inside my panties, Eve brought her free hand up to my chin, and turned my face sideways towards her. Then she pressed her lips onto mine. They were soft and tasted faintly of cherries. The sweet scent of her perfume mingled with the taste of her mouth.



Her hand slipped back down to my chest, and her kisses travelled from my mouth to the side of my neck, the light touch of her lips tickling my sensitive skin. She began to play with my already hard nipples with her fingertips, first softly and gently, then hard and rough, causing me to moan loudly. With her other hand, she rubbed faster and harder on my clit. My back arched, pushing my pussy further forward onto Eve’s hand. I exhaled, silent moans escaping my lips.



Then it hit me. My whole body tensed as it was rocked by waves of pleasure, emanating from my pussy. I opened my mouth and gulped in air as my body was hit by aftershocks. In that moment, I was overwhelmed by all the sensations I was experiencing. The pressure of Eve’s body against mine. The touch of her lips on my skin. The pleasure rolling through my body.



And as quickly as it had come, it was gone. My body relaxed, and I leaned back into Eve, my mind blank and my body numb.








Chapter 5




With her arms still around my neck, Eve got up off the bed, and stood before me. She leaned over and kissed me, hard, her tongue slipping into my mouth. Reaching down, she pulled my dress up and over my head, and dropped it unceremoniously onto the floor, then tugged off my already unclasped bra.



Eve stepped back, her eyes ravishing my almost naked body. She took off her shirt and removed her delicate lace bra in one swift movement, releasing her perfect, round breasts. Her nipples were a pinkish colour, contrasting her pale skin. I stared at them, hypnotised, my own nipples hardening even more.



She stepped towards me, wearing nothing but her thigh high stockings and delicate, lace panties. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me down onto the bed. I shifted backwards as she climbed on top of me on all fours. She leaned down and kissed me, her long wavy hair creating a curtain between us and the outside world. I reached up and grabbed her hips. Her round cheeks were impossibly soft and firm at the same time.



Eve shifted on the bed until she lay on her back, propped up by the mountain of pillows. She spread her legs. I crawled over to kneel between them, my lips seeking hers. My hands travelled down her body, skirting her breasts and waist, to her wide hips. She lifted her hips up, allowing me to pull down her delicate lace panties. I felt like I was unwrapping a present. I tossed them aside. Her pristine pussy lips were glistening wet. I didn’t know until that moment how badly I wanted to taste her, and make her moan and gasp, like she had done to me.



I shuffled back on the bed, as Eve spread her legs wide. I felt her quiver as I kissed the soft skin on the inside of her thighs. I could smell her scent, like fumes from a bottle of wine. She placed both her hands on my head, tangling my hair around her fingers.



I worked my kisses up to her pussy and spread her lips with my tongue. I lapped thirstily at the juices dripping from her. Her taste was intoxicating. I dragged my tongue up her slit to her, small, pink clit. It was diamond hard. She gasped as I stroked it gently with my tongue. I covered her whole clit with my mouth and began to suck. She let out a moan, and pressed my head down harder. I worked my tongue faster on her clit. She writhed about on the bed. Her every other breath was a moan.



“Yes!” Eve cried, her grip on my hair tightening.



Then suddenly, she let out a long, low cry. Her whole body arched, and her legs seemed to lock around my head. One of her hands fell from my head to the bed, and clutched at the sheets beneath her. Then her body slackened and she began to breathe again, in and out, slowly. I slid up her body and kissed her, the taste of her still on my tongue.



I was given only a moment to rest before Eve gently pushed me away from her and got up from the bed. She stood in front of the mirrored wall, and beckoned me to her with one finger. She looked my body up and down hungrily. I was still wearing my now soaked panties. “Strip,” she commanded. I obeyed wordlessly. She turned my body so that I was facing the mirror, my back to the bedpost at the end of the bed.



“I want you to look at yourself,” she purred, turning my chin so that I was staring into the mirror. “I want you to see what I see.” I looked at myself in the mirror. My nipples stood up on my chest. My whole body was covered in the thinnest sheen of sweat. My hair was a mess of straw coloured curls framing my head. I watched in the mirror as Eve kissed my neck, her hands roaming my naked body. I felt the now familiar ache build up again between my legs.



Using her whole body, she pushed me back towards the bed, and up against the tall, hard bedpost. I felt her breasts press against mine. She kissed down my neck and ran her soft hands over the curves of my body. Her lips moved down to my breasts. I shivered as her mouth brushed against my nipples. She took one in her mouth, then the other, and sucked, hard. I whimpered with pleasure.



She continued to kiss down my body, her hands grasping at my hips and ass. Before I knew it, she was on her knees before me. I trembled with anticipation. I felt her kisses down the middle of my stomach, and finally, right at the top of my pussy lips. I desperately wanted her soft, sweet mouth to devour me.



Instead, she reached up with two fingers and slipped them into my pussy. I gasped, and sprung up to my tiptoes instinctively, as if I had received a shock. But being filled like that felt...good. Slowly, I eased myself down, impaling myself on her hand, until my feet were flat on the floor. My pussy contracted around the fullness of her fingers. Grabbing my ass with her free hand, she began to slide her fingers in and out, her fingertips curling towards my g-spot. I moaned, my back arching, my shoulders digging into the hard bedpost.



Eve gazed up at me. “Look,” she said, her fingers still inside me.



I looked up at the mirror. Eve knelt before me, naked except for her stockings. From behind, with her legs tucked beneath her, her body was the shape of an hourglass. Her thick, dark hair rolled down her shoulders. There was something about seeing Eve, on her knees before me, that made me even more aroused.



Without warning, her mouth was back on my pussy lips. She slid her tongue between them and onto my clit, sending a jolt of lightning through my body. She began to work her tongue and her fingers in tandem, stimulating both my g-spot and clit. Moaning, I grabbed hold of the bedpost behind me with both hands, one above my head and the other back behind my tailbone. It was like every nerve in my body was heightened. The lightest touch threatened to overwhelm me.



All it took was one hard thrust to send me over the edge. My pussy exploded, sending shockwaves of pleasure rolling through me like thunder. My muscles locked up, paralysed by the sensations sweeping my body. My pussy contracted, swallowing Eve’s fingers, then releasing them, in gentle contractions.



Then the sensations faded, and my body relaxed. I slid down the bedpost and onto the floor, and closed my eyes.







 
Chapter
 6




I opened my eyes. Eve stood before me, her face an expressionless mask. She loomed over me as she spoke.



“So, about last night.”



I froze. I had forgotten all about it. My heart stopped in my chest.



“Did you think that I didn’t see you,” Eve said accusingly, “that I didn’t know you were watching me?” Her dark eyes bore into mine. She laughed, as a look of horror crossed my face. “Of course, I made sure that you saw me. I thought that you would have figured it out by now.” 



What?
 Then it all clicked. Eve had been inside my room. She had looked out my window. She knew that I could see into her living room from my bedroom.



“It was so simple. I knew that you wanted me. You practically screamed it.” I blushed.
 Was I really that transparent?
 “Innocent young women like you are so easy to read,” she said.



The wheels started turning in my head. Was this all some elaborate ploy to get me into her bed? Was I simply her prey? I didn’t know how I felt about that. My stomach dropped.



“Of course, I don’t just sleep with any girl who looks my way,” Eve said, noticing my disappointment. She kneeled down in front of me. “To tell you the truth, I saw something of myself in you.” She brushed a wayward curl out of my face. “Let me guess. You're an overachiever. You don’t waste time or energy on frivolous things. You suppress all of your desires because they distract you from your goals. Does that sound about right?” I gaped at her.



Eve laughed. “I’ll take that as a yes. I was exactly like you when I was your age. Constantly working hard, ignoring my own personal needs and desires, never stopping to smell the roses.” She looked off into the distance, a wistful look on her face. “It’s exactly what led to my success. But it also led to unhappiness. I felt an overwhelming longing for something, but I didn’t know or understand what it was.” She traced her fingers down my thigh. “Fortunately, I had a more experienced woman in my life to demonstrate the importance of life's small pleasures.”



She smiled, her face back to her usual sultry expression. “So, did you find this experience...illuminating?” I tried to reply, but nothing came out. My mind was still cloudy from everything that had happened over the past few hours.



“Oh, so you didn’t enjoy that?” Eve said with mock dismay. “From where I was standing, it looked like you enjoyed it very much.”



“No!” I blurted out, “I mean, yes! Yes, I enjoyed it.”



“Good. I’ll be right here if you ever need to be reminded that there’s more to life than hard work.” She gazed at me from under her lashes, a suggestive look on her face. “In fact, I’m not entirely sure that I got through to you. How about you come back tomorrow evening for another lesson?”



“Sure,” I said, suppressing a smile.



“Good,” Eve replied. “And don’t be late.”
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I pressed the buzzer for Ms Greene’s apartment, black box in hand. I shivered despite my thick coat. All I was wearing other than my coat was a short strapless dress and red heels. My chestnut hair hung loose around my shoulders. As always, I wore the silver choker around my neck.



Ms Greene’s voice came over the intercom. “Come on up.” The lobby door clicked open.



I reached her apartment, my heart pounding, and opened the door.



The penthouse apartment was lushly decorated. The living area was filled with modern glass and leather furniture, and abstract art hung from the walls. The large glass windows provided a stunning view of the city lights below.



Ms Greene sat in the middle of the room, reclining casually in a leather armchair. She wore a short silky dressing gown, belted at the waist, and pair of thigh high stockings. I could see through the sheer gown that all she wore underneath was a pair of lacy panties. Her rosy nipples were visible through the fabric. Her lips were a deep red, and her hair was curled into perfect waves.



“Did you bring it?” she asked.



I nodded, and placed the box on the coffee table. Ms Greene kept her eyes fixed on me. “Did you use it?”



“No, Ms Greene.”



Her expression didn’t change. I couldn’t tell whether she was happy or disappointed.



“Bring me the rope over there.” Ms Greene pointed to a coil of thick red rope hanging from the back of a chair. I brought the rope to her.



“Turn around.” I turned so that my back was to Ms Greene. “Hands behind your back.”



I heard Ms Greene stand up behind me. She pulled my arms back firmly, arranging them so that my elbows were at 90 degrees and one forearm was on top of the other. She pressed the into my back, straining my shoulders.



Making no effort to be gentle, Ms Greene began to wrap the rope around my arms in a complex pattern. With a practiced, efficient hand she tied not only my wrists, but also my forearms and upper arms.



When she was done, I couldn’t move my arms at all.



“Relax,” Ms Greene ordered. I obeyed. My bonds immediately became more comfortable. She spun me around roughly so that I was facing her.



“Let’s get you out of that dress.”



With my hands bound, I was powerless to stop her as she pulled the stretchy mini dress down past my breasts and hips. I wasn't wearing a bra, so I was left in nothing but my panties.



Ms Greene turned me around and pushed me towards the leather couch. There was a mirror on the wall in front of me. I saw that my bonds had forced my chest to push out. My hard nipples stood up on my breasts.



I turned my body so that I could see my back in the mirror. An intricate series of knots and loops circled my forearms and wrists. Ropes tied around my upper arms crisscrossed across my back.



Ms Greene pushed me backwards onto the couch, so that I was lying across it face up. 



“Tell me.” She sat down next to me. “Have you been good?”



Ms Greene slipped the silky robe off her shoulders, exposing her bare, pale breasts. Her nipples were pink against her cream skin. “Have you obeyed my instructions?” She ran her hands up my hips to my naked chest, brushing my nipples with her fingertips.



“Yes, Ms Greene.” My skin felt hypersensitive. Her touch was like electricity.



“First, let’s see if you’ve been telling the truth.” Ms Greene ran her hands down my thighs. “If you really haven’t come in over a week, you’ll be wet and ready.”



She slipped her fingers between my thighs. My panties were soaked though. “Looks like you have been good.” She slid her hands to my hips “Do you want me to end your punishment?”



“Yes,” I murmured. “Please, Ms Greene.”



“Hmmm.” Ms Greene grabbed the sides of my panties. I lifted my hips so that she could slide them off. She pulled my knees apart, hooking one of my legs over the back of the couch and forcing the other to the floor. She shifted on the couch so that she sat between my open legs, holding them apart with her body.



Ms Greene drew her fingertips up the soft skin of my inner thighs. I quivered. She slid her hands up further until they almost touched my mound. I thrust my pelvis out to meet her fingers.



“No. Let’s make things a little more fun.”



Ms Greene grabbed the black box from the table and gingerly took the chrome vibrator out of the box.



Without turning it on, she slid it down my bare stomach to my pussy. It felt cold against my hot lips.



“Would you like me to turn it on?” She slid it between my folds to my clit.



“Yes, Ms Greene!” I felt like I was on fire.



Ms Greene turned on the vibrator. I let out a gasp. Strong vibrations surged into my clit and through my whole body. My thigh muscles tried to clamp shut, but her shoulder and knee were braced against them, holding my legs apart. My hands tried to push her away, but they were bound behind my back. I couldn’t move.



Ms Greene slid her other hand up my stomach and groped at my breasts. She grabbed my nipple and rolled it between her fingertips. I whimpered softly.



Slowly, the vibrations became less jarring, and then transformed into pure, concentrated pleasure. I moaned.



“You know,” Ms Greene began, “I didn’t actually say that your punishment was over.” She turned up the vibrator. I gasped. “You’re still not allowed to come until I say so.”



I let out a groan. She pinched my nipple, hard
 .
 I moaned. The heat between my legs grew. After not being allowed to come for so long, I felt like I was going to explode.



Then Ms Greene turned the vibrator up to the highest setting.



“Ahh!” I took a series of deep breaths. “Please! Can I come?” I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold back the flood for just a bit longer. “Please, Ms Greene!”



“Yes. You may come.”







~~~
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“You will serve me. You will fulfill my every need. You will relish it. And you will beg on your knees for more.”







As personal assistant to Ms Greene, CEO, Anna has worked tirelessly to satisfy her boss. She is willing to do whatever it takes to please the dominant older woman.







But Ms Greene demands complete submission. And she’s prepared to use every tool in at her disposal to attain it. As Ms Greene’s erotic power games escalate, Anna is pushed to her limit. 







Did innocent Anna take on more than she can handle? How far will Ms Greene take her games of control and punishment? And will Anna endure and submit herself entirely to her boss?
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21 year old Rachel is used to having men fall at her feet. But she’s tired of nice guys. She wants excitement. She wants mystery. She wants danger.







The alluring Cassandra is all that and more. An encounter with the dominant older woman undermines everything Rachel knows about herself and leaves her desperate for more.







But Cassandra is about to teach Rachel a hard lesson. If Rachel wants the satisfaction that she craves, she will have to earn it on her knees.
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College freshman Mia has been having difficulty paying attention in Professor Carter’s class. She finds herself getting distracted by the sexy older woman.







But Professor Carter has a reputation for being strict with her students. And when she notices Mia’s wandering eyes, she decides that her undisciplined student needs some private tutoring.







What does Professor Carter have in store for Mia? Will Mia embrace her education? One thing is certain, the Professor will teach Mia a lesson that she’ll never forget.







This kinky story is available now on
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