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				Tied to the Kitchen Sink

				‘Hi, you must be Will; Happy Birthday.’ The girl smiled a dazzlingly set of white teeth in his direction, as she turned her head away from the washing up.

				Will stopped dead. He had gone through Ben’s back door into the kitchen, expecting it to be deserted as usual; but it wasn’t.

				It wasn’t her smile that caused Will’s feet to feel as if they’d become super glued to the floor, and his trousers to tighten. It was the fact that she was stood there, smiling at him in long black high heeled boots, and absolutely nothing else.

				‘You look pale honey,’ the girl’s eyes twinkled, ‘why don’t you have a little sit down over there’, she pointed to an armchair in the corner of the room. ‘I can’t join you I’m afraid’, she raised her hands, revealing long thin silver chains attaching her to the taps. ‘I’m tied to the kitchen sink at the moment.’ As she laughed, the dark pig tails which hung down her back quivered against her bare flesh.

				‘Um, well, I...’ Will stumbled over his words as his eyes scanned every inch of her. ‘Where’s...?’

				‘Ben?’ she finished for him. ‘At the pub. He thought you would enjoy your birthday present more if he wasn’t here. I’m Karen.’

				‘Karen?’

				‘Are you okay? Ben seemed to think that I was exactly what you wanted for your 21st. If not, perhaps you could unlock me.’ She indicated a small pile of keys on the table, conveniently placed next to a pack of three. ‘Ben said that you fantasised about finding a woman tied to the sink.’ She looked up though her fringe with mock shyness.

				Will was torn between simply walking out, untying the girl or...who was he kidding? His head swam with erotic images. She was real. He’d already pinched himself and this was not a dream. His dick stirred as he stared at her.

				Tall and slim, her tanned skin shone against the dull kitchen units. Will focused on the soft flesh that appeared out of the top of her killer boots. He could almost taste her already.

				‘Who are you?’ Will took a deep breath and walked towards the sink. ‘Why the hell not?’ he thought ‘It is my birthday.’

				‘I told you, I’m Karen.’ She sighed as he trailed a finger around her neck. His hard, denim encased, cock rubbed against her arse as he stood beside her. ‘A friend of Bens. You thought I was a hooker?’

				‘Well I...’

				‘You aren’t the only one with fantasies you know.’ She stroked his cheek with her polished silver nails. ‘I’ve seen your picture on his mobile.’ She turned as much as her tethers would allow and ran wet hands over his thin shirt. ‘Now, I think that’s enough questions. What would you like to do for your birthday?’

				She looked at him beseechingly. ‘Are you going to leave me tied here to do all this awful washing up Sir? Or are you going to let me have a little lie down on that nice table? Or maybe a rest in that armchair?

				Will smiled; so, Ben had explained his fantasy to her. He was in charge. He stripped off his damp shirt and stood next to her in just his jeans. ‘I think you should stay exactly where you are until all that work is done don’t you?’

				‘Oh Sir, but I am in so much need here, and the water is making my skin all dry.’ Karen looked up at him though her eye lashes.

				‘It’s like acting out a bad porn movie.’ Will thought. ‘Fantastic’. Karen turned her back on him and continued to wash up the dirty dishes that Ben must have ignored for days.

				His hands shaking slightly, Will privately thanked his friend before he reached around her; tentatively placing a hand on each breast his fingers gently circled her firm tits. He smiled as he felt her body shiver. ‘I think it would be best if you didn’t make a sound. Do you understand?’ Karen inclined her head, and managed to stifle a cry as Will began to flick his fingers hard against her nipples.

				Will stepped back, and ran his hands down Karen’s smooth back, dipping his fingers into the top of her boots; he began teasing the skin between them and her rounded arse. Suddenly, he badly wanted her to be less perfect. She was too neat, too willing. Looking around the room Will spotted a tub of cooking utensils. His eye fell on a wooden spoon; he grabbed it and started rubbing it against her flawless buttocks.

				Karen shifted back slightly towards the feel the wood. Will could see she ached for more attention, the skin around the top of her legs glistened as sticky liquid oozed from her pussy. He swung the spoon and hit her hard. If she wanted to get closer to the wood, then so be it.

				Karen yelled out, earning herself a second smack. ‘I told you to be quiet.’

				‘Sorry Sir, you took me by surprise Sir.’

				Will admired the criss-cross of red marks that the spoon was making on her cream skin. Each time he connected the wood with her arse she groaned, but to the satisfaction of his straining cock, she didn’t move away, in fact she was pushing her arse out further and further, making it an easier target. He gave her one final strike.

				Will took several steadying breaths. He would have loved to have ripped his jeans off and thrust into her there and then, but as much as he wanted to fuck her, he didn’t want it to be over, and he didn’t think she did either. Anyway, he hadn’t completed his fantasy yet.

				There was a splash of water and foam as Karen dropped the saucepan she was trying to clean; her legs were shaking. He could see she was as close to the edge as he was. Right now he wanted to see just how close. ‘Keep working miss.’ Karen obediently thrust her hands back into the water, the chains clanking against the contents of the bowl. ‘Whatever happens, I want you to keep working.’

				He knelt behind her and cupped a hand between her legs, pushing them open slightly; Will felt them quiver against him. When he took his hand away Karen moaned at the feeling of loss. Will no longer cared about her being silent, and quickly replaced his hand with his tongue, taking one long, leisurely lap at her pussy, before kissing her clit over and over again.

				The contents of the sink clashed together as Karen dropped what she’s been cleaning. Her body bucked against the cupboards as she came against his sucking mouth.

				Will tore off his jeans; he couldn’t wait much longer. She was willingly being his birthday present, and he was damn well going to enjoy every second of this fantasy time with her. Pulling on a condom, he pulled her back towards him and slipped inside her. ‘Oh God,’ he groaned into her ear. She felt tight around his cock as the last moments of her orgasm ebbed away. ‘Ready for another one?’ he whispered against her ear.

				‘May I talk Sir?’ Karen asked quietly.

				‘Oh yes.’ Will began to move painfully slowly against her, his balls gently swaying as he glided in and out of her soaking snatch.

				‘Then please sir, when you have shot your load inside me, may I be untied. I have something for you.’

				Will couldn’t reply, what the hell could she have for him that might compare to this? He increased his pace, faster and faster, banging into her with all his might, his hand reaching between her legs. When his fingers found her clit he was rewarded with a scream of satisfaction, as Karen thrust herself back against him, frantically trying to keep pace. Finally, Will let go, he grunted into her hair, his weight forcing her as far down as her restraints would allow, as she shuddered against him.

				It took a few seconds before he could move; the force of their fuck had made his head spin. He pulled away, easing Karen back to her feet, and resting her against the cupboard whilst he disposed of his condom and grabbed the keys for her chains. He undid the tiny padlocks, and Karen rubbed her wrists. ‘Happy Birthday’ she said as she walked away from him. Reaching down underneath the table she pulled out a neatly wrapped present. ‘I think you should have this now’ she said as she perched on the edge of the table.

				Will looked into her lust filled eyes before attacking the wrapping paper. Inside there was a long candle and a small box of matches. He looked at her, confused. She smiled up at him. ‘It is traditional to have candles on your cake. However, Ben didn’t get you a cake, he got you me. I wonder,’ she said as she lay back onto the table, spreading her legs out in front of him, ‘if we can find any place around her that could be used as a candle holder?...’

				

			

		

	


End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/AboutHoE_fmt.jpeg
F EROTICA

LD’S LEADING INDEPENDENT
EROTICA PUBLISHER

mpressive range of erofic literature
from both established award-winning authors
to talented new authors.

House of Erotica is a UKbased publisher of
xceptional and diverse adult romance stories.
In addition to publishing a wide range of

/ 7 genre content from weltknown award-winning
authors, House of Erofica also welcomes
submissions from new authors.

If you are interested in seeing your content
published by one of the world's leading erotic
imprins, contact us today at

' info@andrewsuk.com

Visit us at www.houseoferoticabooks.com

\ :1 Find us on
i
%P ef

AVAILABLE FROM ALL GOOD E-RETAILERS
AND ON ALL PLATFORMS

or
www.houseoferoticabooks.com  @houseoferotica @






OEBPS/toc.xhtml
Cover
Front Matter
    Title Page
    Publisher Information
Tied to the Kitchen Sink
    Tied to the Kitchen Sink
    Becky
    The Bad Poet
Back Matter
    Also Available
    About House of Erotica



OEBPS/images/9781782341277.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781782341277_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/9781782341239_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/9781782341215_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/9781781662243_fmt.jpeg





OEBPS/images/9781782341123_fmt.jpeg





