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​This book is meant for sale to adult audiences only. It contains sexually explicit scenes and language which may be considered offensive. All sexually active characters in this work are eighteen (18) years of age or older.
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Chapter 1
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Megan stood in the hall of the old victorian house not sure what to feel. Ten moving boxes that contained all her belongings stood in two neat stacks on the floor next to a few bags with groceries and other things. It was everything she owned, not really much for a woman closer to thirty than to twenty. Well, it wasn't the only thing she owned now. The house was hers, inherited from a distant aunt she had never heard about. She had no job nor any money. Or rather, she did have money. Besides the house, she had inherited a hefty amount of money although more than half of that had gone to pay out the rest of the mortgages on the house, leaving her with no debts at all.






It was her first time in the house and it felt welcoming and way brighter inside than she had expected from the images the lawyer had shown her. The garden in front of the house was well-kept despite the many trees, bushes, and flowers that adorned it. A black metal fence surrounded the property and a massive cast iron gate was sure to keep people out as well as posing as an impressive entrance.






She searched through the bags and found a bottle of water and decided to take a look at her new property. There was a fresh smell of flowers in the house, although no flowers could be seen. As she walked through the house she could see that her initial fear of having brought absolutely no furniture with her was unfounded. All the rooms had furniture in them, old but well-kept and not as overcrowded as she had feared. She quickly lost count of the rooms on the ground floor, there were so many. A huge kitchen, a dining room, a living room, a library packed with shelves full of books, and a lot of smaller rooms with comfortable chairs and small tables.






She went upstairs, admiring the woodwork on the railing on her way up. Again she found plenty of rooms, a few bedrooms and smaller bathrooms, a dressing room, and then a master bedroom. She fell in love with the room immediately. The room was huge and was dominated by a massive victorian four-poster bed. Easily two and a half meters on each side and with bed posts thicker than her thighs. Every inch of the bed had intricate carvings with all kinds of figures.






The wall behind the bed was covered in the largest mirror she had ever seen. It was framed in the same dark wood as the bed and was also adorned with impressive carvings. Opposite the mirror, a huge french door led to a balcony large enough to host a small party. There was a dressing table with a mirror and a huge closet in the same type of wood as everything else in the room. The bed was made and she couldn't help sitting on it, half expecting it to be old and used, but found that the linens were new and had the same flowery smell as the rest of the house.






She laid down for a moment enjoying the feel of it all. It was way better than the bed she was used to and she looked forward to sleeping in it. With a sigh, she got up and walked to the closet opening all four doors. The right side was filled with neatly folded linen but the rest of it was empty, ready for her clothes. She figured she could only fill a quarter of it with her meager belongings.
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She had spent the rest of the day exploring the house, discovering a huge cellar with more storage room and a well-stocked wine cellar. At least she thought so, she didn't know much about wine, but by the looks of it, none of it was cheap. The floor above her bedroom held quite a few small rooms, each with a bed, chair, and small table. They were obviously meant for servants and while they were clean they gave off a feeling of not having been used for quite some time. The attic above was equally large but mostly empty. It was usable with floors covering the entire area and only a few pieces of furniture and a few chests took up space at the far end.






After checking out the house she went out into the garden behind the house. Had the front part of the garden looked huge it was nothing compared to the back. Coming from a small flat the huge lawn with lots of trees, bushes, and flower beds was mind-blowing. She couldn't quite fathom that it was all hers, but she was glad she had a lot of money in the bank. She would have to get someone to take care of the garden, knowing precious little about gardening.






It took her almost an hour to walk along all the small paths and when she got back inside she was hungry. She took her time preparing a nice meal and sat down in the kitchen with a glass of wine while she ate. She thought back on her past year, her short-term employment had ended a few weeks ago, but with the inheritance, it would be a long time before she needed to work again. But she figured she would look for some freelance programming jobs, just to keep herself busy. She probably would have to go out sometime to meet new people. The few friends she had was hours away now and she figured most of the friendships would fade out due to the distance. It had been years since she last had a boyfriend, work and her friends had taken up her time and she couldn't even remember when she last had sex.






Suddenly she felt horny, her thoughts drifting to her new bedroom and the small assortment of vibrators and dildos she had placed in the drawer in her bedside table. It felt like the right way to celebrate her new house, an orgasm or two. Then she thought of the large mirror. She could watch herself in it. It wasn't something she usually did, but somehow it was like the mirror begged for it and the thought made her wet.






Megan let her thoughts drift to what she would do once she got upstairs, slowly finishing her meal and wine, prolonging her anticipation of the orgasms she intended to give herself. She cleared the table and brought her glass and the bottle of wine with her upstairs.






The bedroom was flooded with light from the sun, the white thin curtains moving slowly in the breeze from the open french doors. She put the glass and bottle on the bedside table and began to undress.






Naked she stood before the large mirror next to the dressing table, admiring herself. Her long legs could still turn a lot of heads even though her thighs were a bit on the thick side. She wasn't fat or anything, her body just showed that she spent a lot of her time sitting in front of a computer rather than working out. Her belly showed the same signs as her thighs, but she had no problem wearing slim dresses or tight pants. Megan let her hands cup her breasts, they were large and full, nipples standing erect already. Her skin was white, another sign of her spending way too much time inside, and stood in stark contrast to her long black hair that went halfway down her back.






Then she turned to her bed and followed herself in the mirror behind the bed as she got closer. She pulled the sheets to the end of the bed and was about to move the many pillows to the end as well when she noticed a neatly folded piece of clothing. She picked it up and saw that it was a victorian styled nightgown that appeared to be her size. She hadn't planned on having clothes on while she masturbated, but something made her want to try it out. It
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