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Foreword

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


Chapter 1

I woke up in the morning to London’s lips against my ear, the bright sunlight pouring through her windows and illuminating the white sheets around us.

“Morning, babe.”

It took me a moment to recognize my surroundings, since I hadn’t seen this room in the daytime. It looked so inviting and soft, and it was hard to believe that the night before, my real estate agent, London, had my hands cuffed behind my back as I begged.

Last night we had ordered pizza and ate it while cuddled up on her couch watching a comedy. We laughed so hard that my cheeks still hurt. Afterwards we went to bed and talked, and I remember falling asleep in her arms mid conversation.

Now she was holding me again, spooning me with her arms snaked around me, one under my rib cage and the other on my thigh. I could feel her warm body pressed against me, and I sunk deeper into her arms.

Something about just waking up, her warmth and the feeling of the sheets made my skin stand on edge. As her hands gently slid against my skin, I felt all of my senses heightened, immediately turned on.

“Good morning,” I replied, pressing against her even more.

Her hand on my thigh moved up toward my stomach. She used her thumb to rub slow circles over my lower stomach, her finger teasing the waistband of my pajama shorts.

“It is a good morning,” she said, and I felt her hand slip under the waistband. “Because I have you all to myself.”

I ground against her hand, trying to let her know I wanted more, but she didn’t budge. I felt her nails pressing lightly against my skin. Her other hand moved up to my breasts, underneath my shirt, but not high enough, resting her hand just under one of my nipples. I felt her whole body pressed against my back.

“Mmm, you’re right, you do.” I replied, squirming, hoping she would continue.

“If I didn’t have a showing this afternoon, I don’t think I’d even be able to leave bed with you here.”

Her hand slipped down in between my legs, and the other over my breast, but she didn’t move them. I moved my body against her, writhing, wishing she would stop teasing me.

“God, I can’t fucking get enough of you,” she whispered in my ear, and right as I opened my lips, ready to ask for more, she moved her hands.

“Oh my god, London.”

She wrapped one leg around mine and pulled it to the side, spreading my legs. Her hand rubbed my clit in slow circles through my panties, and with her other hand she pinched my nipple, rolling it between her fingers, softly at first, and harder as I moaned, my body melting against hers.

“Mmm, I love having you in my bed, waking up like this. I love that I can listen to you moan and whine before I’ve even had my coffee,” she said, her fingers slipping under my panties and rubbing against my wetness. “I’d love to take you right to the edge and make you horny and desperate all day, but I’m feeling kind of nice this morning.”

As much as I liked the idea of being turned on and then left like that, in reality, it wasn’t what I wanted. Every touch felt heightened and easy, and I felt like it wouldn’t take me long at all to be on that edge.

There was something so different about doing this in the morning. Everything was bright and clear, and there was no hiding behind anything. I was completely alert and awake and I still wanted so badly to be handled in any way London pleased. My body was so hot under the sheets, but the discomfort made me even more turned on.

“Please, London. Oh my god, please don’t stop.”

She pressed her thumb inside of my wet pussy, making sure it was slick, and then replaced it with two curled fingers. Her thumb stretched to my clit, rubbing circles as she flicked the tips of her fingers against my g spot. Her other hand switched to my other breast, pulling and pinching at my nipple. I couldn’t believe that just from her hands only, she could make me feel so good.

I felt myself getting closer and closer, my leg shaking against hers as she pinned it in place. Her lips found their way to my earlobe, sucking and then biting gently. The feeling shot right down to my swollen clit, pushing me even closer. She moaned with encouragement into my ear, and I gripped her arm and the sheets, digging my fingers in as I tensed my body.

“Fuck, fuck, London. I’m going to cum. Please let me cum, please,” I begged, hoping she wouldn’t change her mind and leave me hanging.

“Yes, Emma. You better fucking cum for me,” she growled, her hands continuing to work my body.

I moaned and felt my whole body moving as my orgasm ripped through me. My legs wanted to close, but she held them open, making sure that I kept cumming until I was completely finished. She slowed her movements finally and my body twitched as she continued to slowly tease me, my clit over-sensitized.

The moment she stopped, she rolled me over towards her and kissed me as I lay on my back. Her hands touched me everywhere, over my stomach and hips, and down my thigh as she pressed her lips and tongue against my mouth, exploring me. I grabbed onto her toned body, realizing this was the first time I could touch her how I wanted. Immediately, I touched her breasts, running my fingertips over her hard nipples for the first time. I wanted to suck on them and make her ride my fingers until she came, just like she had done to me. But before I could, she broke the kiss.

“No babe, you don’t have to-” she started.

“I want to. Please. I want to touch you.”

“Oh, is that right? Well, in that case, I’ll definitely make you wait. Next time you can do whatever you want to me. Promise.”

I felt a little disappointed, wanting to make it up to her, but I understood. I ran my hands down to her waist.

“Next time?” I asked. “I hope that’s soon.”

“Me too. If it were up to me, I wouldn’t want you to leave at all, but I’m so booked.”

“I get it. I should get some work done today.” I was lucky to work from home with hours that were flexible enough for me to be free with my time, but I knew if London were to let me, I’d stay in her bed all week.

We both got up slowly, and I changed into my dress from the night before. I fixed my hair in the bathroom and washed off the rest of my makeup. I met London downstairs for coffee, and we sat at the kitchen island like we had the night before, drinking coffee.

“I’d love to drive you home, but it’s going to take me a bit to get ready. Is it okay if I order you a rideshare?”

“Oh my god, of course,” I replied, taking out my phone. “Actually, I’ll just order one myself.”

“No, please, let me pay. I was the one who brought you here. I should be the one making sure you get home.” She said, and shot me a look that said ‘no arguing.’

“If you’re sure. Thanks, babe.”


Chapter 2

Once I’d finished my coffee, my ride arrived, and I kissed London goodbye as she held the front door open for me. I didn’t care if the driver saw, and she definitely didn’t either, judging by the way she kissed me so passionately. Before I knew it, I was home. As I walked up the driveway I realized that Mark wasn’t at work today and that his car was parked the same way it had been the night before.

I walked into the house and kicked off my heels, and made my way to the kitchen to make some breakfast and more coffee. Mark was sitting at the dining room table, and raised his eyebrows when I made eye contact with him.

“Where were you all night?”

“Why would you care?” I replied, turning to look through the fridge.

“I don’t. But I saw his car last night.”

“Her car.”

“Her??”

“Yes, her.” I replied, turning back to look at Mark.

“Do I know her?”

I sighed and leaned back against the counter.

“No, well, you would have. Her name is London.”

“The real estate agent? What are you guys like, friends now?” He asked, his tone sounding angry.

“Umm, no, not really friends.” I said, watching his face to see if he connected the dots, but he didn’t seem to right away.

“You’re not friends. Well then, why would you go out together… with you dressed like that?” I saw as his face changed, but before he could pry, I changed the subject.

“I’m moving out, by the way. I’m buying a house.”

“What? You can’t afford to buy a house by yourself.”

I grabbed my purse, deciding that I didn’t want to cook while he was in the room, or have this conversation. I decided I’d order breakfast, and spend the day locked in my office.

“That’s what I thought. But it turns out when you know the right people… anything can happen.”

Mark scoffed and looked down at his phone, scrolling. I could see from his face that he looked angry and confused, but I knew it wasn’t worth pushing any further. I headed upstairs, happy to get away from him.


Chapter 3

The argument in the kitchen was the last time Mark and I had anything close to an actual conversation. Time seemed to move so quickly after my night with London. She was busy with other clients, and I was busy packing, but the sale of the house was finalized more quickly than I’d expected. Before I knew it, my move in date was just around the corner.

I gave Mark written notice of moving out, and I paid a couple months extra on my share of the rent, which he didn’t want to take, but I didn’t give him any choice. It made me feel better, and thanks to London, I had the extra cash.

“I’m helping with the move,” London said, the night before I was moving into the new house.

“You don’t have to-”

“I’ve already arranged for it. What time did you want to get started?” She asked, not taking no for an answer.

“As early as possible. Whatever works best, but 8am is when I planned on starting.”

“Perfect. 8am will be great.”

“That’s amazing, babe. Thank you so much, you really don’t have to help. I’ll see you then.”

There was silence, and then I heard London laughing.

“Oh my god, I’m sorry, I think maybe my text didn’t send. I’m sending movers to do everything. I have a meeting in the morning. I’ll see you in the afternoon, though.”

“London… are you serious? I should have known. I don’t even have that much stuff. I really don’t need movers.”

“Too late. Already booked, you’re not lifting a finger. The cleaning company will be there in the morning as well, but they will work around you guys. Just tell them where you want everything. Anyway, sorry I have to go, but text me tomorrow and tell me how it’s going. I’ll come over whenever you say.”

I sighed. I couldn’t believe she had not only booked movers, but cleaners too. Initially, I’d wanted to clean before moving in, but I wanted away from Mark so badly I figured I would just work twice as hard tomorrow. But now I felt the weight off of my shoulders. I could spend the day unpacking and planning. I was so happy I could cry.

“You’re too amazing.” I said, and heard London’s clear, contagious laugh.

“You’re one to talk. Bye, Emma.”

She hung up the phone and the reality of everything sank in. I looked around the spare room that I’d been sleeping in for the last few weeks. It was filled with boxes and all of the furniture I was taking with me. It was time for a fresh start.

I laid down on my bed, holding the house keys in my hand. London was coming over to my house. I hadn’t been there since the viewing, despite her offering multiple times to show me around again. I could picture everything so vividly in my head, despite how quickly we were in and out. London sent me a few pictures of the inside that she got from her company, showing everything but the bedroom.

Some of the house would be furnished, and I wondered what they left. Would it include any of the kinky furniture? I figured at least the mirrored ceiling would stay, and maybe the wall installation that London had strapped me to.

Part of me wanted to go now and check things out. I thought of how embarrassing it would be if the room was still full of all the same kinky stuff with the cleaners and movers looking around. But it kind of turned me on to think of them looking at me and imaging me tied up to the wall or bent over the pole where London whipped me.

I decided to stay home for the night and keep it as a surprise. I closed my eyes, falling asleep with the keys in my hand.


Chapter 4

The move went seamlessly. Mark wasn’t home in the morning, to my relief, not wanting to deal with an awkward goodbye. There were six movers for my room full of boxes, and they looked a bit relieved to see the small amount. They packed everything into the truck in less than fifteen minutes, and I met them at the new house where the cleaners were already busy.

They moved my items out of the truck in record time. The cleaners were done the upstairs and kitchen, so we started there. The employee who updated me on how far along they were didn’t seem to look at me strangely, so I thought that maybe the bedroom was completely cleared out.

However, when I got to the top of the stairs with two of the movers, led them down the hallway while they carried my mattress, and opened the door, I felt the blood rush to my face.

Everything was still there, and a brand new bed replaced the one that had been there before. I was shocked, but also extremely embarrassed, thinking of how the movers would react. But they didn’t even seem to blink an eye.

“Oh, looks like you already got a bed. Do you want us to put yours somewhere else or get rid of it?”

“Oh…umm. Maybe we’ll just get rid of it.”

They continued unloading the truck normally, and I felt myself relax. I realized that they probably saw weird stuff all the time. I thanked them and gave them a tip, but they refused, saying it was taken care of. The cleaners said the same thing too. Before I knew it, I was alone, in my own house, for the first time.

It was time to get to work.


I started by taking a box up to the bedroom. I looked around a bit, noticing another piece of furniture in the corner. It didn’t look new, and I figured it was just something I hadn’t seen last time. The structure was metal, and the top was covered in a big leather pad. There were a few shackles attached to the metal underneath. I ran my fingers over the cool metal cuffs on one of the restraints.

I couldn’t even picture how I would position myself, but as I touched the metal, it shot a shiver of anticipation through my body. London needed to come over as fast as possible. It was still way too early, but I started unpacking boxes quickly, eager to get settled so I could call her as soon as I could.

After a few hours had passed, I looked around and realized I’d unpacked way more than I had planned, clearing almost all of my boxes. The only things I had left were decor, or things I had to buy shelves for.

I took a quick shower and got ready before sending a text to London.

“Hey babe, I think I’m done. I can’t thank you enough. Everything went so well. I’m just getting dressed and I might grab some lunch, and then I’m free whenever.”

“I’m so glad! Don’t worry, you can thank me later. ;) I just have to run home first and get changed after a few calls and then I’ll be over.”

“Yay! See u soon!”

Now I had to figure out what to wear. I went upstairs to the bedroom and walked past all the kinky equipment to my closet. It made me feel kind of embarrassed looking at it, my cheeks getting red even being here alone. I’d gone from barely having any sex to owning half of a dungeon. But I couldn’t deny that every time I felt myself blush, I also felt the tingling through my body and the heat between my legs. I swallowed hard and looked through my closet, wondering if there was any point in picking out clothes, if they were just going to come right off.


Chapter 5

The doorbell rang, and I jumped, forgetting that I now had one. I took a quick look in the long mirror in the bathroom. London had been running late, so with the extra time and a few outfit changes, I knew my mind was made up. I wore a flared but short black circle skirt with a cropped white shirt. I made sure that the shirt was see-through so that the black lacy lingerie I was wearing underneath was visible through the fabric. It peaked out at my midriff and chest. I turned around, and if I were to bend over even just a bit, my ass was visible.

This definitely wasn’t an outfit I would have worn before London, but she made me want to feel sexy.

I hurried downstairs and opened the door.

London stood in the doorway, her golden hair cascading down her shoulders in soft curls. Her brown eyes sparkled, and her warm smile made me realize that the decisions leading me to her were the right ones.

She wore a pink button up collared shirt that was tucked into a tight black pencil skirt. I stared at her for a moment in silence. It was impossible not to be captivated by her presence and her mature beauty.

“Welcome home, babe,” she said, leaning down to give me a quick kiss.

She walked past me, and I shut the door behind her. She looked all around, keeping her heels on. I followed her through to the living room. She made herself comfortable on the couch as I leaned against the doorway.

“Wow, it looks so different with all that old furniture out of here! I can’t wait until you can start buying some of your own pieces. You’re going to make it look so amazing.”

“Thanks so much. I’d forgotten how spacious it was too. I have so many ideas. I think I need to go shopping.

“Well, I heard that some furniture was left behind upstairs,” London said, and I felt my face flush. “I told the seller you were a bit of a freak, and he was happy to leave things the way they were.”

I flushed so hard now that I could hear my heart beat in my ears. London started laughing.

“Oh my god, just kidding! Well, kind of. I told him you wanted the bedroom furnished, and he said you can keep whatever you want, so I left it for you to decide. The bed was my addition.”

“London, oh my god… no. Let me know how much it was, I-”

“No, that’s not necessary. The only payment I want is to peel that sexy fucking lingerie off of your body.”

I felt my heart skip a beat. One thing I liked about her most was that she was straight to the point. No awkward pleasantries or dancing around the subject. She knew what she wanted and what to say to get it.

And I wanted it too.

I was never good at being bold; I was too afraid of rejection, or having my actions misinterpreted. But after her initiation, I felt myself open up completely. I didn’t have to think or hesitate.

I walked over to her, watching as her hungry eyes scanned my body.

“You want to do it right now?” I asked teasingly. I stopped in front of her and she sat up on the edge of the couch, grabbing my hips.

“Aren’t you a generous little host,” she said, smiling. “Turn around.”

I could feel my knees go weak already, just from the way she was speaking to me. Even just her simple command made my clit get harder. I turned around, eager to give her whatever she wanted, wishing I could see the look in her eyes.

I felt her hands instantly under my skirt, grabbing my ass. My lingerie was crotchless, and I knew she could probably already see all of me. She grabbed my hips and pulled me onto her lap. She reached her hands around to my thighs, pulling them open so that I was completely exposed as I straddled her.

“So, what will it be today, Emma?” Her hands roamed over my body, touching everywhere but where I wanted. Her hands paused on my waist. “You think maybe I should just go easy on you? Take things nice and gentle?”

“No,” I responded quickly, squirming slightly in her lap. I was already so horny. I’d been looking forward to this for weeks. “No, please, I don’t want easy at all. Unless… that’s what you want.” I said, and she laughed.

“What do you want, then? Because I have some ideas…”

“Anything. I want you to do whatever you want. You can use me until I’m begging…but remember, you promised. I get a turn too.”

“Don’t worry babe, I didn’t forget.”

She pushed my crop top over my breasts and pulled down my lingerie enough so that she could expose my nipples. I looked down and watched her hands linger, waiting for her to touch me.

Finally she did, her fingers grabbing onto my nipples and pinching them. I put my head back, moaning as she pinched and pulled at them, rolling my hard nubs between her fingers.

She hooked her heels around my feet, pulling my knees open even more. My hard clit pulsed as my pussy begged to be touched with each movement of her fingers.

“Maybe I should just sit here all day like this, just playing with your nipples and ignoring your pussy. I could see how close I can get you. Maybe I could even make you cum like this,” she said, her fingers moving faster as I gasped.

I didn’t want to say no, in case she decided not to touch me at all, but I didn’t want to be enthusiastic either, because I believed that was something she would do. As hot as it sounded, I wanted more. Instead, I whined, my hips thrusting against nothing.

“But that wouldn’t be very nice of me, would it?”

“…No,” I said, hesitating.

“Besides, I think today I want to have a bit more fun than that. Stand up.”

She released me and helped me stand. I was already regretting telling her she could do whatever she wanted, wondering if she really would drag out my orgasm like she was suggesting.

Suddenly, a phone alarm went off, almost making me jump. I turned around and saw London pull out her phone.

“Sorry babe, I forgot I have to call one of my clients. Go upstairs, I’ll meet you there. It’ll only be a few minutes. And don’t you dare fucking touch yourself, got it? Not at all. I know you’re aching to.”

“Okay, London. I won’t.”

I turned around and made my way upstairs, and just as I hit the first step, I heard her switch to her sweet, bubbly, customer service voice.


Chapter 6

I stopped in the bathroom to look in the mirror, and when I saw myself, I couldn’t help but stare. My makeup still looked good, and so did my hair, but I’d never seen myself like this before. Apart from my revealing outfit, my shirt was still pushed up over my breasts and my skirt was pushed up way higher than it was initially, my pussy almost visible. My first reaction was to fix my outfit, but not only would that be disobeying London, but I didn’t want to. I liked the look of me; slutty, desperate, and incredibly horny, walking around exposed, just hoping that London would touch me.

I walked down the hall to the bedroom and I looked around briefly to make sure everything still looked good. I sat down on the bed, my eyes wandering over all the furniture, wondering what London would choose to do to me.

Not too long after, London returned. I knew it wasn’t long because the clock on my nightstand had only passed five minutes, but it felt like forever.

I heard her heels click in the hall, and my heartbeat sped up. I fixed my posture.

“Look at that, my own little personal slut waiting just for me,” she said, placing her purse on the ground. “I’m guessing you saw the other new addition over there?” She asked, pointing at the new kinky piece of furniture in the corner.

I nodded, and she continued.

“I hope you don’t mind. It was in the closet, so I thought we could keep it if you wanted. I’ll show you how to use it, but first…”

She knelt beside her purse and pulled out a long strap with a ball on it. She walked back towards me; the loop hanging off of her finger.

“I was actually thinking… I don’t want to hear you beg. I think it’d be better if we stuffed your mouth full so that you can’t say a word. We’ll see if your moans and screams will be enough to convince me to let you cum. What do you think?”

The idea of being gagged made me throb. I’d never done anything like it before, but I’d always wanted to. The idea that I wouldn’t even be able to talk made my head spin. It was just another step towards submitting to London, and the idea was irresistible.

“Yes, please, I don’t want to be able to speak.”

“Perfect. The only thing is, we won’t be able to use your safe word, so we’ll have to think of something else. I wanted to tie you up too, but if it’s easier for you, I can leave your hands free.”

“No, I said I want you to do whatever you want to me. We can think of something else… maybe I can shake my head no? And then we can stop.”

“That works for me. Even if you’re just not sure, shake your head, and we’ll pause, or if you’re just not comfortable. I’ll make sure I don’t take my eyes off of you.”

“Oh also, my secretary will be calling at some point, sorry. I should have cleared my afternoon, but something came up.”

“It’s okay, I don’t mind,” I said. It wasn’t exactly a lie. I did mind just a bit because I wanted to have London all to myself today, but I knew her job was important.

“Good, well, what are you waiting for? Stand up.”

I scrambled to my feet, and she walked over to me with the ball gag.

“Mmm, you’re such an obedient little slut. Open.”

I opened my mouth, and she put the ball inside. It was big, not so big that it was uncomfortable, but big enough that my mouth was open around it. She secured it around the back of my head with the velcro on the straps, making sure it wouldn’t move.

“Good?” She asked, and I nodded. “Well, we better test it out.”

She grabbed onto my nipples and pinched them gently. It wasn’t even close to how she played with them earlier, but I was so turned on that I instantly let out a loud, muffled moan against my gag. She quickly moved her hands off of me, laughing.

“Now you really are just a fuck toy, aren’t you? I can do whatever I want to you.”

She pulled my shirt over my head and my skirt down to the floor, leaving me just in my tight, crotchless lingerie with my breasts still exposed through the top.

“Follow me, babe,” she said, grabbing her purse and walking towards the new piece of furniture.

It was a large square padded leather cushion, raised off of the ground on metal bars. It was like a table, but smaller. I wasn’t sure what to do, but London didn’t leave me guessing.

“Get on top, on your knees, and sit back.”

She helped me up gently, and pulled my ankles back slightly until I was in the right position, kneeling.

I heard a clink of metal and then felt it against my skin. London gently cuffed my ankles to the structure, the bottoms of my feet exposed. Her hands grabbed onto my knees and spread them out slowly, opening my legs more.

“That okay?”

“Mhm,” I said, and nodded.

“Perfect. Hands behind your back now, Emma.”

I put my hands behind me, and when I felt metal click against my wrists, my whole body changed. Suddenly I felt myself shiver with arousal, knowing that not only was I gagged, but I also couldn’t move. London could really do whatever she wanted to me now, and all I could do was moan against my ball gag and squirm. I wanted her to touch me, my pussy was wet and throbbing, and my nipples were harder than they’d ever been. But instead she continued to adjust the restraints.

She attached my wrists to my ankles, which I hadn’t realized until she was already in front of me again, and I pulled at them. Even though they were attached, I still had enough room to move if I needed to. I could lift my hips and ass up quite a bit, but if I tried to move my wrists too much they would pull at my feet. I couldn’t help but squirm in a nonverbal plea to have something between my legs.

“Fuck Emma, you’re so hot. Let me just make sure you’re not going to go anywhere.”

She walked over to the rack of whips and paddles, keeping as much eye contact with me as possible, and grabbed a long wooden rod. She walked behind me with it, and I wondered what she was planning on doing to me.

“This is going to hurt just a bit, but I think you’ll like it. Stay still.”

The stick contacted the bottom of my foot, just a little bit, almost like a warning. She did it again, a bit harder, testing to see how I reacted. And finally she brought it down with more force, causing me to jump slightly and cry out. It did hurt a lot, but it made me feel even more aroused. Especially when I felt the way my body tensed against the restraints, unable to squirm away.

“More?”

”Mhmmm”, I mumbled through the ball gag, nodding quickly.

This time I could hear the stick move through the air before I felt it. I yelled out again. This time not only did my feet writhe but my whole body did. It seemed like something that shouldn’t hurt, but the way she aimed right for the sensitive sole of my foot made the sting ripple through me.

“God, you really do like a bit of pain, don’t you? But you’re squirming.”

I nodded profusely, moaning with agreement.

“Well, that won’t do. I need to make sure you stay still and do as I say. Good sluts do what they’re told. But I think I have an idea that will stop you from moving so much.”

London stepped in front of me, and I watched as she reached underneath the bench. She pulled out two thin ropes that were attached to the base, and attached to the end of those were clamps. She lifted one to my breast, and then adjusted it, and did the same to the other.

“Please,” I tried to say, begging for urgency as she took her time measuring the clamps, but my words came out in a muffle. She seemed to understand, smiling at me.

London grabbed one of my nipples, gently rubbing her thumb over it and watching as my head moved back with pleasure. Then she placed the clamp on my nipple, and I whined loudly. It didn’t hurt, instead the pressure just felt good. She did the same to the other, laughing as I moaned again, and then she tightened the small rope slightly, causing them gently to pull if I moved.

If anything, I wanted to move more now, the tugging feeling so good, but I didn’t want to move too much and have them come off or pinch.

“Now, if you move, it might hurt too much. Stay still.”

She hit me again on the sole of my foot, and I screamed through the gag as I tried hard to stay still and let the pain ripple through. I wriggled my feet and tried to keep my body as still as I could.

“There we go. Much better. What a well behaved slut.”

She used the cane to hit my ass hard. I tried to stay still, and cried out as she hit me again and again in the same spot, the burning spreading over my ass cheeks, my clit getting harder and harder.

“Fuck…” I moaned, again coming out as a muffle.

This time, to my relief, she placed two wet fingers on my clit, rubbing in circles as she hit my ass again. The pleasure was so intense that I could barely feel the wooden rod as I ground against her hand. She moved it away just as quickly as she had rubbed me, and returned the rod to the rack.

”That’s better.”

She stood back for a moment, watching me. I breathed heavily as my clit begged for more, pulsing and beating so loudly I could almost hear it. I felt as drool dripped down out of my gag and over my breasts, dripping onto one of the clamps. I rocked back and forth slowly, the delicious tug of the clamps providing me the only relief.

I looked back at London as she watched me, and I wondered how much this turned her on. She didn’t seem to show it a whole lot when she was dominating me, but I was learning how to tell. She played with her hair, flipping it over one shoulder and then adjusting it on the other side impatiently. She looked at me with eyes that seemed to imprint my skin, and her lips were parted slightly. I wasn’t sure if she was deciding what to do next, or just enjoying the view.

Regardless, I wanted to make sure I put on a show for her. I didn’t need to try very hard; I was already so horny and helpless that I couldn’t do much more than rock and moan, but I looked at her the entire time, begging her to touch me with every bit of my body.

Finally, she stepped toward me and leaned down again to her purse. This time she pulled out a dildo, and I wanted to scream with excitement. I wanted to be filled up so badly, especially with the gag filling my mouth.

She brought the dildo up to my mouth, rubbing it against my lips and the ball gag, coating it with the drool that was running out of my mouth. Part of me wished she’d take out the gag and fuck my mouth with the dildo, but the gag felt good on it’s own. Once it was wet with my spit, she brought it down between my legs, pulling me forward slightly and suctioning it on the bench underneath me. She leaned down, making sure it was lined up perfectly. My pussy was so wet that I could almost feel it drooling, just like my mouth was.

Just as she let go of my hips and I moved them down toward the dildo, her phone rang.

“Wow, great timing,” she said, laughing.

I couldn’t even wait for instruction. I brought my hips down, feeling the head of the dildo against my hole, and I pushed it inside easily, moaning as I felt it slip entirely inside of me. As I sat completely on the dildo, my nipple clamps pulled hard, causing my pussy to tighten and squirm even more. Her phone rang again.

“I’ve got to take this, Emma. But I’m gonna sit here and watch you. I want you to pound your stupid slut pussy for me, and you better not make a single fucking noise. If my secretary hears you, that’s it. Got it?”

I nodded silently, using everything I could to keep silent as the dildo filled my dripping pussy.

London sat down on the bed, watching me as she answered her call.


Chapter 7

“Hello?”

I did as she said, lifting my hips, letting the dildo slide almost out of my pussy and then sitting back down, fucking myself over and over. The feeling was so incredible after all of this teasing, but I was so scared that it might slip out if I moved too far forward. Every time I sat back down on it, the tug on my nipples radiated through my body, making it hard not to moan as my pussy stretched to accommodate the large silicone.

“Yes…and?”

London was looking right at me, her eyes scanning from my pussy to my face, checking that I wasn’t shaking my head. I wished I could tell her there was no chance of that happening. I was so relieved to finally have something to thrust inside of myself that I could have stayed here all evening.

I watched as she flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulders and slipped her free hand down her tight skirt, rubbing her clit. She bit her lip as she stroked herself, her secretary speaking into her ear.

“Yes, Tiffany, I get it. But you should have fixed it. You …you know he’s a big client. I don’t have time for this. I’m so busy.”

I loved hearing her trip over her words, even as she bossed her secretary around. I picked up speed, pounding my pussy over and over. The feeling was so intense that I thought if I continued like this I could probably cum, but I knew that if I did while London was on the phone, she would be upset. Besides, I knew I couldn’t cum silently. It was so hard to contain myself as the head of the dildo slammed against my cervix. I wiggled my hips over it slightly even as it was in as deep as it could be, showing London how full I was as my eyes widened with every bounce.

“Yes, yes, okay. Well, I just need you to figure it out. There’s a lot…riding on this. I know it’s not your fault, but I can’t have mistakes like this happening so far into this relationship. This client is huge.”

London looked like she was also doing whatever she could to stop herself from making noise, the bottom of her phone held back when she wasn’t talking so that her breathing couldn’t be heard. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take, watching her perfect breasts bounce slightly in her shirt as she shivered over her fingers. I’d never been so close without being able to cum. It felt so good that I couldn’t help but close my eyes and put my head back, so horny that I couldn’t focus on anything else. I knew she didn’t want me to stop, but I was scared that if I moved much more, I might cum without meaning to. And I knew if i did that I wouldn’t be able to shut myself up.

“Okay, Tiff, look, I trust you to figure this all out. I really have to go, but send me a text later and let me know. Whatever happens, we’ll just have to figure it out later. Okay? Okay, bye.”

London hung up her cell phone and threw it behind her on the bed. She stood up and walked toward me quickly.

I started moaning immediately as I fucked myself, relieved to finally be able to make noise again.

“Fuck, Emma, stop. You think you’re going to cum without me?” She said, and it took everything in me to stop fucking myself.

She reached behind me and uncuffed my hands and ankles. Then she took the clamps off of my nipples, each one throbbing with pain as the blood rushed back into them. She took a moment to pinch my sensitive nipples, causing me to scream and moan with pleasure. I was such a mess, so horny and wet that when she finally pulled the ball gag off of me, I couldn’t help but beg and whine like the slut I was.

“Please London, please, I need to cum, fuck. I need it. I can’t wait any longer.” I couldn’t stop talking, the words pouring out of me.

“Get on your back,” London demanded, taking the dildo out of me and off of the cushion. I turned around quickly, laying down on the padded surface with my legs open.

“Mmm, look at that desperate, tight little pussy.” She dragged the wet dildo across my hole, but didn’t insert it. I rolled my hips against it, hoping that maybe if I looked desperate enough, she would slip it inside of me.

Instead, she opened her mouth and wrapped her mouth around it, soaking it with her spit and sucking up and down. My pussy clenched, almost with jealousy as I wished it was inside of me instead, but it was so hot watching her big, pillowy lips wrapped around the dildo, tasting my pussy juice as she drooled all over it. She moaned as she fucked her mouth, watching as I squirmed beneath her.

Finally, she brought it out of her mouth with a loud pop and placed it against my clit. It was so wet that it slid easily against my hard nub, and I ground my hips against it.

“I kind of regret shutting you up for so long. Tell me again how badly you want me to fuck you?”

“So badly London, oh my god. I can’t, I just. Watching you touch yourself while you told your secretary off, fuck, you’re so hot, please…”

She laughed and picked up the speed.

“Really? Are you serious? Go ahead then, tell me why you deserve to cum. After all, you’re just a desperate little fuck toy, aren’t you? I don’t really see why I should have to give you what you want.”

“Fuck, London, I’m you’re fucking whore and I want to show you how wet you make me, please, I want to cum over and over so you can see how fucking easy it is for you to make me drip…oh my god!”

I gasped as London moved the dildo inside of me, cutting me off. She filled me so quickly I gasped, and the way that she held it meant that every time she pulled it out of me, it ground against my hard clit, sliding across the nub and back inside my slick pussy. I grabbed the sides of the cushion, my back arched and tensed as I opened myself up to her, letting her slide into my pussy, fucking me faster and harder than I could have done by myself.

I couldn’t control it any longer. My legs started to shake as my whole body tensed.

“Please, please can I cum London?” I screamed.

She said yes, but the words had barely left her lips before my orgasm ripped through me. I moaned and yelled wordlessly as she kept fucking me, dragging the pleasure out. I felt myself cumming in waves, my legs and ass wet from my juices. My clit and pussy felt so over-sensitized with each thrust, but she didn’t stop. Instead, she moved the angle of the dildo and lowered her mouth to me, wrapping her lips around my throbbing, sensitive clit.

“Fuck, London, fuck it feels so good, I can’t… take it. Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” I cried as I ground my hips against her face, bouncing against the dildo that she continued to slam inside of me.

She only responded by sucking harder, pausing to flick her tongue over me.

This time I didn’t ask to cum, because I didn’t even know it was going to happen. The pleasure peaked and never went down again, and I felt myself cumming against her face over and over with nothing left. My pussy clenched tightly around the dildo. I screamed as she continued, my legs and pussy shaking so much that I couldn’t stop.

She slowed her movements. Still fucking me, and even though I was exhausted and had cum more times than I could count, I was still so horny. Every time she pulled the dildo out and pushed it in again, I moaned loudly, grinding my sore hips. I felt like I was in a trance of pure pleasure and I didn’t want it to end.

“God, that feels so good…” I managed.

“You want more?” She asked, and I nodded. “God, you’re a fucking insatiable slut. You’re lucky I made you cum so much, and you didn’t even thank me.”

“Thank you, London, thank you, fuck, I’m so fucking horny, please…”

She took the dildo out of me and straightened her posture. I whined, feeling so empty, my soaked pussy still throbbing.

I laid on my back, watching London standing in front of me. She slowly unbuttoned her shirt and unzipped her skirt, looking back at me as she did. I watched as she peeled the clothes off of her body, and I was so jealous that I wasn’t the one undressing her.

She unclasped her bra, and then pushed down her matching black, lacy panties. I felt myself salivating, so hungry to taste her.

“Since you’re so ungrateful, I think I’ve heard enough out of you. It’s my turn now, anyway.”

London grabbed the dildo again, rubbing it against my wet pussy, making me jump with excitement. But instead of inserting it, she brought it up to my lips, covered in my juices. I opened my mouth wide, but at first she only teased my lips with it.

Her other hand pulled at my hip, bringing me closer to the edge of the leather pad. She pushed one of my legs up and straddled my other thigh. I could feel the heat between her legs, as her pussy was so close to mine.

She started grinding herself against me, rubbing her wet pussy against mine. I cried out with pleasure, and that’s when she finally pressed the dildo inside of my mouth.

“Besides,” she started, fucking my mouth with the dildo and rubbing herself against me. “You’re lucky I made you cum so much. Your pussy shouldn’t even be for your own pleasure. It should be for mine, don’t you think?”

“Mmhm,” I replied, and nodded my head the best I could the dildo pressing deeper. It felt so good to be used by her like this, and every time she slid her pussy against mine, I felt myself shake and tense, the feeling unlike anything I’d felt before.

She took the dildo out of my mouth, dropping it onto the ground, and then I felt her grab me with both hands. Now she was thrusting against me so fast, it was just like being fucked, but without the penetration. Even though she had said the pleasure should just be for her, it felt so good that my head was spinning again. Her perfect breasts bounced over me with each grind, but when I tried to reach up, she moved my hand back down.

I couldn’t help but notice the look on her face. She fucked herself so fast against me that I could see her getting close, too. Her eyes were closed now, her big lashes shut tightly as she moaned. Her lips were parted, her breath heavy, and her cheeks were flushed and covered with strands of her blonde hair.

“Fuck London, that feels so good…” I moaned, and saw London smile and open her eyes.

“Mmm, Emma, it’s like your stupid slut pussy was made for me to use. Oh, fuck… maybe next time I’ll cover your clit and make sure I’m the only one who gets to feel this fucking good.”

“Yesss…”

The way she talked about me was enough to push me over the edge. I came and after a moment she did too, grinding so hard against me I couldn’t move. All I could do was shake and cum as her slick pussy came over mine, her nails pressed deep into my shoulders and her low moan rumbling over me.


Chapter 8

“Fuck, Emma,” London said, breathing heavy over me, stopping her grinding. “Fuck, that was so hot, oh my god. You good, babe?”

“Yes… yes, I- that was incredible,” I replied, trying to catch my breath. “Mmm, but I’m not done.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s my turn. You said.”

She looked at me with a smile, surprised I’d remembered. I pushed myself up, sitting on the cushion. My legs felt like jelly, but I needed more of her.

“You’re right. Where do you want me?”

“On the bed.”

She laughed, her eyebrow raised slightly, surprised by how direct I was being. She walked over to the bed and looked at me as she sat down on the edge.

I was about to stand up when I realized I was still wearing my heels. I kicked them off, got to my feet, and walked over to the bed where she sat. Her posture was perfect as she sat with her legs crossed, leaning back on her hands, her incredible body teasing me.

Her body was confident, but I could tell she didn’t know what to expect from me. She’d had so much fun touching me, teasing me, and doing what she wanted that I couldn’t wait to do it back to her. Just not quite in the same way.

I stood in front of her and put one of my hands behind her head, tilting her head up. I leaned down and kissed her, feeling the way she melted in to me, kissing me back and moaning against my tongue. My hands found her body, and I pushed her back gently and climbed on top of her.

My tongue explored her mouth while my hands explored her body. I pulled at her hips slightly and she took the hint, moving further back on the bed. Her hot mouth against mine made me feel crazy, wanting to taste her even more. I licked at her tongue, coaxing a moan out of her while one of my hands found her breast and the other rubbed lightly against her wet slit, her legs opening wider.

I broke the kiss and moved both of my hands to her breasts. I flicked my tongue over one of her hard nipples and watched as she threw her head back, groaning.

I remembered the mirror above us. London could watch every move. I saw her eyes were closed as I circled my tongue.

“London, open your eyes. Look up at the mirror. I want you to watch what I’m doing to you and don’t look away. I want you to watch me make you cum.”

I sucked on her nipple, my other hand snaking down between her legs, feeling her spread open again for me. I rubbed my fingers against her wet hole and then pressed them against her clit, moving slowly.

“Yes, oh my god, yes Emma, I will. Fuck, that feels good.”

“Mmmm,” was all I could manage, moaning against her nipple. It was hard not to smile, knowing that I was making her so turned on. It surprised me how much I enjoyed sucking her, especially while her body desperately ground against mine.

I dragged my fingers from her clit down to her wet hole, and dipped two of my fingers inside of her, feeling how she opened and clenched around me. I lightly bit her nipple and felt her tighten and moan even more.

Inserting another finger, I found my rhythm with her body, fucking her and feeling her press eagerly back against me. I let go of her nipple and moved my lips down her stomach, kissing and licking until I finally reached her clit. Her hips were raised eagerly as she watched in the mirror, anticipating my tongue against her.

I teased around her clit slowly, letting my tongue brush against her and watching her squirm as my fingers continued to pump in and out of her. I curled my fingers, pulling them and searching for her g-spot. When I found it, she let out a loud moan, and I kept thrusting my fingers against the soft pad.

Finally, I took her clit into my mouth, and her whole body tensed.

“Fuck Emma, more, fuck me, oh my god.”

I thought about telling her I was the one in charge, but ultimately, it was her. I did as she said, fucking her and sucking her clit hard. My clit throbbed as I tasted her, and just seeing the way she squirmed and rocked made my pussy jealous.

She grabbed onto my head, holding me roughly in place, and I couldn’t protest. As much as I was enjoying being in control, it felt so good to have her hold me there, the tiniest bit of control reminding me that my mouth was made to make her feel good. I sucked even harder; the thought making me moan against her hard clit.

Her legs shook and her hips raised completely off of the bed.

“Oh fuck, Emma, fuck, I’m going to cum. Oh my god, oh my god, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop pleaaase!”

Her grip tightened on the back of my head, and I kept the same pace, my fingers thrusting in and out of her until finally she shivered hard, moaning loudly, her pussy releasing over my fingers. I continued until she was jumping away from my tongue.

I looked up and met her eyes as her hand dropped from my head. I didn’t say anything, but I brought my tongue down to her hole, removing my fingers and sucking them and then dipping my tongue inside of her. She watched me intensely, shaking even more as I licked her clean, her delicious juices on my tongue. I savored her, and suddenly I couldn’t help but remember the photo in her real estate advertisements. She was that woman, the it-girl, plastered all over town, drop dead gorgeous, and here I was between her legs, licking up her cum, obediently.

London pulled me up eagerly and pushed me onto my back. Gently, she got on top of me, holding my waist, and I felt her lips against mine, this time softer than how I had kissed her earlier. Time seemed to move in slow motion as she kissed me softly. Her hands only rested on me lightly, and then when she broke the kiss to look at me, she pushed strands of hair off of my cheeks.

“Thank you, Emma. Thank you. I don’t know how I’m so lucky to have found you.”

She laid down beside me, her whole body still touching me. Her leg wrapped around mine, her arm over my chest, and her whole torso pressed against my side. We both took a moment to catch our breath, overwhelmed with pleasure.

“No, London. You’ve done so much for me, and I can’t thank you enough. I’ve never felt so good… and so free.”

I looked at her and she smiled at me, but didn’t seem to have the words to respond. I smiled back, grabbing her hand that wrapped around my chest.

“But I am a bit disappointed.”

“Why?” She asked, her eyebrow raising.

“You said you were going to take off my lingerie, but I’m still wearing it.”

She laughed loudly, looking down at me.

“No hun, I promise I will. I just meant later. We’re just getting started.”

I laughed as well, wondering if she was serious. As exhausted as I was already, I felt like she’d unlocked some kind of thirst inside of me I couldn’t quench.

We laid together lazily, joking around and talking about nothing. At one point, her phone rang, and we both acted as if we didn’t even hear it. It was in another world, completely different from the one we were in.

“I think it’s going to be hard for me to stay away from this place with you,” she whispered, breaking the silence. “I’ve never felt so peaceful.”

“Me too. I’ll have to get you a key.” I said, laughing. “That will be my housewarming gift to you.”

London smiled, squeezing my hand.

“I’d like that. I’ll trade your key for mine.”

I couldn’t believe that only weeks ago I was looking at this house to buy with my boyfriend, and now I was laying in the house I owned by myself, with my gorgeous real estate agent, a million times happier than I could have ever imagined. I felt so thankful that Mark had led me on, so that I could find a life, and a partner, that suited me so much better.
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