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Claire glanced around the dimly lit chamber,
trying to peer around the heavy curtains that surrounded the
four-poster bed. She was lying prone in the middle of an enormous
king-sized bed, stark naked. Every inch of her exposed body
quivered, and she pulled again the restraints that held in place,
testing the strength of the ropes that bound her. Parker’s work was
unshakeable. Pull and tear as she might, she could not rip herself
free from her binding.

And that was just fine with her.

She writhed against the silky sheets beneath
her. The smooth stretch of silk rubbed against her naked skin as
the sharp teeth of the ropes dug into her wrists and ankles. The
pain and pleasure were bound to drive her mad—she felt as if she
could cum right there from the mere sensations that Parker had set
up for her. She thought, smiling, that he’d probably planned it
that way. He may have been a dominant alpha male, but Parker had a
soft side as smooth as the silk that tantalized Claire’s unclothed
pussy.

Parker and Claire had been carrying on their
illicit tryst for little over a month. If she could have known, as
she first looked into Parker’s eyes in the subway car a month ago
when they’d met that she’d one day become his submissive sex
slave... Well, in all honesty she probably would have jumped for
joy. Claire’s relationship with Parker had turned her entire world
upside down. In the time she’s known him, she’d been forced past
every boundary she had set up for herself. She’d been bound,
gagged, chained, whipped, ate out a girl, ate out plenty of other
things, felt like a straight-up contortionist at times... Life was
wild, that way.

Adding the forbidden nature of their affair
was the fact that both Parker and Claire were attached. Of course,
Claire’s boyfriend was a whimpering punk with the sexual prowess of
a pug, and Parker’s wife was a shrieking dragon woman. Still, it
sometimes added to the drama of their situation that what they were
doing was forbidden by anyone’s standards. Even so, Claire
sometimes wondered how long she could keep up the charade.

As it stood, Claire was still technically
living with her boyfriend Tommy and still technically employed by
Parker’s wife, Cheryl. She felt like she was living two entirely
separate lives, and in many ways she was. Most of the time, she was
Claire—not-too-skinny shop girl and recent graduate, soft-spoken
and unambitious. But then, when she was with Parker, Claire was a
whole new woman. She was sexy, adventurous, brave, and confident.
Lately, it seemed as though that courageous Claire had been
influencing her daily self more and more. She’s stopped taking
Cheryl’s shit and work and Tommy’s nonsense at home.

Just that afternoon she’d explained to both
of them that she would have to cut back on her commitments to them,
as her job as Parker’s freelance photographer was eating up most of
her time. This was something of a half truth, at best. It was true
that Parker had taken Claire on as an employee, letting her snap
photos at company events and the like. And it was also true that
Claire enjoyed her job with Parker, as photography was her passion
and what she always hoped to do for a profession.

The dishonest bit was, of course, that she
was not actually on the job when she reported to be all the time.
Most often, when she told Cheryl and Tommy that she needed to be
away for an assignment, it meant that she was going to be spending
the day fulfilling the wildest fantasies of her big, bad, dominant
lover.

Both Cheryl and Tommy had started voicing
subtle suspicions on the matter, which was incredible, given how
self involved they both were. As Claire began to spend more and
more time out of the apartment she shared with Tommy and more and
more time away from the children’s store at which she worked for
Cheryl, both had begun to cling more fiercely to her.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you,
Claire,” Tommy had whined to her the night before, sitting at the
foot of the twin bed that they had once shared, “Are you sure that
I can’t sleep here with you tonight?”

“I told you Tommy,” Claire had sighed,
rolling away from him, “I don’t feel comfortable sleeping next to
you. I don’t want to give you the wrong idea.”

“What’s the wrong idea?”

“That I’m going to have sex with you.”

“Oh...” Tommy pouted, “But that sounds like a
great idea to me!”

“Have you ever once considered the
possibility that I might not enjoy sex with you as much as you do?
I mean, honestly, how can you not have noticed that?”

“I dunno...” Tommy said guiltily.

“That’s what I thought. Now get back to the
futon.”

And then, later that afternoon, Cheryl had
given the guilt trip as well! Claire asked to leave fifteen minutes
early so that she could “get to her other job on time” (which
obviously meant “get your husband’s penis inside of me as soon as
possible”), and Cheryl had given her the stink eye.

“You are so ungrateful, Claire,” Cheryl
hissed, looking over their new shipment of baby bloomers and yoyo’s
that cost more than Claire’s first car had. “Honestly, sometimes I
can’t understand why your heart isn’t in your job here. Your career
must not be very important to you, I suppose.”

Claire looked at Cheryl, nearly at a loss for
words, “Cheryl,” she said, “You don’t actually think that I
consider my job at this store to be a career, do you?”

Cheryl’s face turned a startling shade of
purple and she glared at Claire with venom, “How dare you, Claire!
Do you know how many girls would kill to have a cushy position like
this?”

“Cushy?!” Claire cried, “You pay me ten
dollars an hour without benefits and treat me like shit stuck to
the bottom of your shoe!”

“You’re too sensitive,” Cheryl shrugged.

“Whatever,” Claire said, gathering her
things, “I need to go.”

“Tell Parker that he’d better be home on time
tonight. My girlfriends and I are hitting the town and I need
someone to watch the kid,” Cheryl called after her. Claire turned
on her heel, drew herself up, and locked eyes with her dreadful
boss.

“Here’s a thought,” Claire said craftily,
“Maybe if you treated Parker with a scrap of respect, he’d be
attracted enough to you to sleep with you every once in a while.
That five-year dry spell must really be getting to you, huh?”

Cheryl’s eyes bugged out her skeletal face,
“How... How did you—” she spluttered, “Did Parker tell you
that?!”

“Gotta run! Kisses!” Claire had yelled
gleefully, skipping out the store. She knew that she would probably
pay for her actions somewhere down the line, but her new
relationship with Parker made her feel invincible, and brave enough
to handle anything.

She was amazed by this new surge of
confidence. Suddenly, anything in the world that she wanted, she
felt she could go for. She felt comfortable in her skin, confident
about her full hourglass figure that had caused her such anxiety in
the skin-and-bones world of New York City. She even felt more
confident about her work as a photographer. With Parker’s
encouragement, she had started hauling her camera around everywhere
she went, snapping photos of every image she found that enticed
her. Parker was a big fan of her work, and with his blessing, she
felt like an artist for the first time in her life.

But clearly not as escape artist, she thought
to herself as she lay naked in wait for him at his townhouse/sex
pad. No sooner had she arrived at his abode, fresh from her fight
with Cheryl, that he had stripped her naked and tied her up,
lickety split. She recalled the ease with which he had hauled her
up the wooden stairs of the apartment, the eager lust that had
clouded his blue eyes. She couldn’t wait for him to come back and
teach her whatever lessons he had in store that day. With Parker,
it was impossible to tell what was going to happen next. He was a
guarded man who didn’t wear his emotions for the world to see.
Claire had the idea that there was a lot more to him than met the
eye, although what there was of him for the eye to see was
deliciously complex in and of itself.

With a sudden pang of sadness, Claire
wondered what Parker’s inner life was like. They’d spoken, at some
length, about their lives outside of their affair, but Claire
suddenly felt guilty that she hadn’t asked more about him from the
start. He must have thought she was dreadfully self-involved. She
resolved, in that moment, to find out more about the man behind the
incredible dick as soon as she could.

As soon as she could turned out to be right
at that moment. From her position on the bed, Claire saw a movement
deep within the shadows of the cavernous room. Even in the dim glow
of the bedside lamp, she could tell that Parker’s impressive figure
was stalking through the shadows toward her. She twisted against
the ropes and sheets, working herself into a tizzy of anticipation.
A strange, Pavlovian response had taken hold of her, of late.
Whenever she knew that Parker was near, she could not help growing
wetter than a dew-soaked lawn. Knowing he was in the room, she felt
her pussy grow hot and moist. She hoped that she wouldn’t leave a
mark on the sheets... but then again, perhaps she’d get a nice
spanking if she did.

From the heavy darkness at the edge of the
room, Parker emerged before her, towering at the foot of the
four-post bed on which she lay naked, spread eagle, wet at the very
thought of him. He feasted his eyes on her nude body—the sumptuous
peaks of her enormous breasts, her full waist, the ass that you
could just sink your teeth right into (and boy had he ever). Claire
started at him, craning her neck to see over the mounds of her
heavy breasts. Her legs were spread far apart, the lips of her
pussy wide open for him to see. There was nothing protecting her
from him, she was completely at his mercy, and that was exactly the
way they both liked it.

“Hello, dear,” Parker said lightly. He was
wearing a soft, luscious bathrobe and grinning that lopsided,
irresistible grin that Claire had come to adore. She felt her head
begin to swim and he loosened the belt of the robe, unleashing his
naked, bristling body from its cotton-soft sheath. She watched as
the garment fell away first from his shoulders, then his torso, and
finally free of his hips. To her delight, he was already rock solid
down there. His dick stood straight at attention, pulsing with
desire for her. He was the largest man she had ever seen, and it
was still a feat for her to be able to take all of his gigantic
dick inside her. Still, she was committed to the task, and welcomed
the challenge. The payoff, in this case, was far worth the
effort.

Parker rested a hand against the footboard,
smiling across the expanse of silken sheets at his young mistress.
“You look as though you could use some help,” he teased, “Like one
of those maidens tied to the railroad tracks in the old silent
films.”

“Well,” Claire said, “If they enjoyed being
bound half as much as I do, I think that those would be very
different sorts of films, in the end.”

Parker chuckled appreciatively. They were
always able to make each other laugh with their quick wits and
banter. Another unexpected pang of guilt struck Claire in the gut.
What was going on? Why did she all of a sudden feel so attached to
her master of fuckery? She knew the score, that they were just
having wild, passionate sex without any strings attached. By why
was that suddenly not enough for her? Claire started long and hard
at Parker, and was surprised as his expression began to change as
well.

“What is it?” Parker said, and Claire was
touched by the concern in his voice.

“Oh... It’s nothing,” Claire lied, not
wanting to ruin the moment, “I just... Why don’t you come over
here?”

Parker sneered at her, recovering from his
moment of softness. “You know that I’ll come to you when I’m good
and ready and done staring at your tight little pussy.”

There was the Parker she knew. Claire smiled
back at him, not wanting to scare him away with her sudden
anxieties about their relationship. “These ropes as scratching me
up,” she whispered, tugged at her restraints, “Will you loosen them
for me?”

“We both know you don’t really want that,”
Parker chided her, pulling himself onto his knees at the foot of
the bed, “Besides... if I do that, you might just end up scratching
me again.”

Claire blushed deeply at the memory. The last
time they had fucked, a few days ago, she had lost her head and
left deep gashes in Parker’s back with her fingernails. She’d paid
dearly for the transgression of their established
dominant/submissive arrangement by not getting to have sex with him
for three whole days! Her deep desire for him and lack of another
outlet had driven her mad for those seventy-two hours, and she
certainly didn’t want to mess anything up now that she was back in
his bed.

“That’s why I had to bind you,” Parker
explained, advancing toward Claire on all fours, “You’ve been
dreadfully bad, Claire. Really you have.”

“I know, Parker. I know I have...” Claire
gasped, her eyes fixed on the rippling muscles of Parker’s strong
shoulders, the stiff expanse of his cock as it hung heavily between
his toned and solid thighs. How could one man, who was more
beautiful than any model or movie star she had ever seen in any
magazine, be attracted enough to her to bring her back here time
and again? His interest in her was almost beyond her comprehension
and Claire was so grateful for it.

Claire felt her cheeks grow hot and wet, and
she looked up at Parker in horror. She had started to cry,
completely against her own will! She tried in vain to swallow down
the tears, but the effort only made things worse. Parker caught
sight of her sudden upset and sat back on his ankles, looking down
at her with worry in his eyes.

“Claire,” he said softly, “What is it? What’s
wrong?”

The kindness in his voice only pushed her
into the realm of hysterics. The embarrassment of crying in front
of him, coupled with the other emotions raging inside of her caused
a flood of tears to spill forth from Claire’s eyes. She felt
herself growing more grotesque, and would kick her own ass if she
wasn’t tied up.

“I’m sorry...” she sobbed, “I don’t know
what’s come over me...”

Though her vision was obscured with tears,
Claire felt herself being released from the ropes that bound her
and Parker’s soft hands wrapping her in a soft, silky sheet. He
pulled her against her chest with all the compassion of young
suitor and lay down beside her, rocking her softly as the waves of
tears burst over her.

“You don’t have to be sorry,” he cooed, “I
just wish there was some way I could make you feel better. Did I
scare you with all of this? I hope that I didn’t, Claire, I’d feel
so terrible if that were the case.”

“No, no,” Claire said, sniffing through her
tears, “It’s not that at all! I love everything about this,
absolutely everything! You’re so wonderful... and patient... and
kind—”

“Claire, I’ve tied you up in three different
positions this week and dripped hot candle wax onto your tits.”

“Exactly!” Claire sobbed with fresh
waterworks, “I didn’t know anything like this could ever be
possible, but you’ve taught me so much! I just... I wish I could
tell you how much you mean to me. How much I... I...”

“How much you what?” Parker said, looking at
Claire seriously, “How much you what, Claire? How much you...?”

“I can’t say it!” Claire cried, looking
desperately up into Parker’s eager face, “I can’t say what I want
to say!”

“Fine,” Parker said, “I’ll start. Claire, I’m
not a very emotionally available man, generally. I’ve succeeded as
a businessman, as a professional, by closing down my emotional ties
to everything. The last twenty years of my life have been nonstop
competition, backstabbing, fighting tooth and nail to get to the
top. I’ve used and abused so many people, tossed men and women
aside when I could no longer use them to get ahead, you name
it.

I thought that I was done for, that no one
and nothing would ever be able to move me again. But then... Then
one day while I was on the subway, I met an incredible young woman
who, in an instant, began to thaw my heart out of its icy prison.
That young woman was you, Claire. From the moment I laid eyes on
you that day, I knew that I could open myself to you, show the
wildest and dirtiest and messiest parts of my heart and soul and
that you would accept me. I don’t know what it was about you that
spoke to me. Of course you’re gorgeous, and bright, and beautiful,
but you’re more than all that even. Claire, you’re... You’re the
only person that’s ever captured my heart. I love you, Claire. I
love everything about you. I just hope that you feel the same
way.”

Claire stared at Parker, completely taken
aback. He’d put words to everything she had been feeling for the
past month, just like that. For the first time, they looked at each
other as people in love, honest to goodness love that meant more
than a quick illicit fuck. She felt her tears dry on her cheek and
she laid a hand over his rapidly beating heart.

“I love you too, Parker,” she whispered.

“Good,” he said, “I’m glad that’s taken care
of.” He leaned in to kiss her on the mouth, a novel treat that she
rarely enjoyed, given the nature of the typical encounters. As his
full, luscious lips closed around hers, they heard footsteps on the
stairs. Claire sat bolt upright, looked around wildly.

“Who’s out there?!” she hissed, “Are we being
robbed?”

Parker just smiled at her and pulled her
closer to him. “Now, this is going to be unpleasant,” he said
slowly, patting her ash blonde hair, “But just be brave. It’ll all
be over in a minute.”

Claire began to tremble in fear and
confusion, burrowing her face deeper into Parker’s chest and the
footsteps advanced ever closer to their sex chamber. Her heart
threw itself repeatedly against her ribcage until finally the door
burst open. She peeked through her messy blonde hair and, with a
terrible sinking of her stomach, saw that Cheryl was framed in the
doorway.

The older woman blinked against the darkness
of the room, seeming not to comprehend what she was seeing. Parker
and Claire were tangled up in the silk sheets and each other’s
limbs, stark naked and clutching each other. Ropes lay where
Claire’s wrists and ankles had been, and a whip lay discarded on
the carpet where Parker had left it moments before. Cheryl’s
nostrils flared outrageously, and she drew in a deep shuddering
breath. Claire was certain that when she let it out, she would be
breathing fire, dragon that she was. But instead, Cheryl’s usually
boisterous screeching came out as a tiny, deadly whisper.

“What... the fuck... is going on?” the woman
hissed, looking as though she could rip Claire apart before
Parker’s eyes and eat them both for supper, underfed as she was.
Claire looked wildly up at Parker, baffled by their poor fortune at
having been walking in on by his wife. To her extreme amazement,
Parker was laughing. She fell back against the silky sheets, doing
her best to cover up before her boss and wondering what the hell
was going on.

“Hey there, Cheryl!” Parker cried, cracking
up at the sight of his wife. “How’s your day going, kiddo?”

“Parker... What is this?” Cheryl demanded,
planting her hands firmly on the doorjamb, as if she might rip off
a chunk of the wood and attack with it. “What are you doing in bed
with this child?!”

“Excuse me” Claire interjected sweetly, “I’m
actually twenty-two. And I think you’re breaking the door.”

Cheryl eased her grip on the doorframe,
grimacing as specks of paint came off in her hand. She turned her
vile gaze toward Parker, nearly foaming at the mouth. “Why did you
ask me to come here while you were fucking around with my goddamned
cashier?”

“Sales associate...” Claire mumbled.

“Shut up, you little slut!” Cheryl
screeched.

Before Claire could retaliate, she heard
something whizzing through the air and watched as the glass vase
that had been on the bedside table smashed against the wall next to
Cheryl’s head. Cheryl shrunk back, amazedly staring at her husband.
Parker was glaring daggers at the woman, looking very happy with
himself for having launched the glass at her.

“Don’t you ever speak to Claire like that,”
he bellowed, wrapping a protective arm around the girl.

“What are you going to do about it?” Cheryl
screeched, “Hit me like you always wanted to do, you sick
fuck?”

“I wouldn’t give you the satisfaction,”
Parker shouted back, “And besides. I don’t want to touch your
embalmed ass.”

“You son of a bitch...” Cheryl hissed.

“That’s right,” Parker said, “I’m a son of a
bitch, and you’re a cold, frigid, manipulative cunt. I’m so glad
that you could make it here this afternoon. It’ll make the court
proceedings a lot simpler, I’d imagine.”

“What are you talking about?” Cheryl cried,
“What court pro—?”

“Oh... I forgot to mention. Well, this seems
like a perfect time to bring it up,” Parker said gleefully, “I
don’t love you Cheryl, and I haven’t for years. I’m divorcing your
winkled, skinny sad sack of a person. Hope there isn’t any hard
feelings.”

Cheryl stood silently in the doorway, her
eyes darting back and forth between Parker and Claire. “This is
your fault, isn’t it?” Cheryl demanded, staring hard at Claire,
“You threw yourself at him, didn’t you? You filthy little—”

“Actually,” Claire interrupted the woman’s
rant, “I didn’t have to. He was willing enough to throw me down
instead. We love each other, you evil bitch, and I’m going to make
him happier than you could have in a million years. Oh, and also
Cheryl? I don’t want to work at your ridiculous shop anymore. I
quit. Now... If you don’t mind, I was just about to have my pussy
pummeled by your soon-to-be-ex-husband, and I’d like to get into it
as soon as possible. You’re more than welcome to stick around and
see how a real woman makes love, but it would probably just make
you all weepy and pathetic, so if you can get a move on, I know
that we’d both really appreciate it. Make sure not to let the door
hit you on the way out! You probably bruise easily, don’t you, you
skinny bitch?”

The color had drained from Cheryl’s face, and
she backed away from the door, aghast. “You’ll be hearing from my
lawyer,” she said, glaring at Parker.

“You can afford a lawyer from the earnings of
your ridiculous gift shop?” Parker teased. That was the last straw
for Cheryl. She slammed the door and raced down the stairs. Claire
and Parker could hear shattering glass and banging doors as she
went. She was undoubtedly destroying everything in her path, but it
didn’t matter. They were finally alone together, amazed at the
unfolding of the last few minutes.

“You had that planned the whole time, didn’t
you?” Claire asked, amazed.

“That depends,” Parker said, “Did you mean
what you said?”

“Which part?”

“The part about loving me... About making me
happy... Does that mean you want to stay with me?”

“Parker, of course I do! It’s all I want in
the world!”

“You’ll have to leave your own life
behind.”

“My old life was shit.”

“What about your boyfriend?”

“Who? He doesn’t matter. I have to deal with
my apartment...”

“I’ll take care of everything. From here on
out, Claire, you don’t have to worry about a thing. I’m going to
take care of your forever. You’ll never want for leisure, or money,
or support with your art, or my love. You just have to promise me
one thing.”

“What’s that, Parker?”

“You have to promise that you will be mine,
one hundred percent. No more fooling around, no more playing the
field or experimenting, unless of course we do it together. I want
to share my life with you, and my bed... And kitchen table... And
stairs... you get the idea. I want you to be all mine Claire.
Promise that you will be and I promise you the world.”

“I promise, Parker. Now may I ask
something?”

“Anything...”

“Is that your hard cock against my thigh? And
if so, why isn’t it already inside of me?”

“My mistake...” Parker smiled. His dick was
rock hard against Claire’s naked skin. “You just got me so excited,
telling off that bitch the way that you did. You really are one of
a kind, Claire.”

“Enough with the lovey-dovey talk,” Claire
said, wrapping her hands around the pulsating enormity of Parker’s
cock, “I want you to tear me apart like you meant it.”

He happily obliged, forcing her hard into the
bed and hastily redoing her restraints. She struggled truly,
wanting to give him a run for his money, and he pushed her face
firmly into the silky sheets as he finished binding her up.

“Are you going to fuck me?” she asked, loving
the hard dig of his fingers into the skin of her face.

“No,” he responded fiercely, “You haven’t
earned it yet.”

“How can I earn it?” she moaned.

Parker crawled around her prone, trembling
body, spreading his thick thighs over her face. His dick hung down
like forbidden fruit above her mouth, and she reached up to take a
mouthful. He was holding himself just out of her reach, tantalizing
them both. “You be a good girl,” he said, “And choke me down.”

He didn’t need to tell her twice. Claire
hungrily accepted the tip of his gigantic cock into her full-lipped
mouth. She ran her tongue along the tender glans, circling the head
of his dick with tender care, knowing that she was easing toward
the edge with every flick of her tongue. She wished that she could
take his entire package into her mouth at once, but it was too big
for her to get a grasp on. She had to take her time with it.
Slowly, she let the tip of her tongue travel down the length of his
shaft. Parker lowered his mouth to her thighs and gave her tender
skin an earnest bite. She gasped, hoping that he had drawn blood.
She loved to see the tiniest bit of blood from his love bites.

Her lips found their way to his balls and
wrapped first one up and then the other. The wiry hair that coated
his manhood tickled her lips, and she began to drown the enormous
task that was doling attention onto the vast expanse of his
package. She knew that the quickest way to Parker’s heart was
through his dick, so she sucked it hungrily into her mouth, taking
as much of him into her as she could. As she slurped at his shaft,
his tongue found its way to the outermost lips of her pussy,
working inward.

She let out of a cry of delight, and he dug
his fingers into her thighs as if to demand that she keep moving.
She did, indeed, sliding her eager tongue along the tender
underside of his cock as his tongue roved into the recesses of her
cunt, landing finally on her engorged clit. She moaned, nearly
choking on his ever-expanding cock, and the distinct taste of
pre-cum seared her tongue. She began to lick in earnest, sucking
him down ever further into her mouth. His tongue worked against her
clit in a fury. Together, they licked and sucked themselves toward
the cliff that was orgasm. Parker gave her clit a savage tongue
lashing and thrust his mighty fingers into her wet pussy, sending
her toppling over the edge with an ecstatic scream.

Her open, crying mouth was instantly filled
the warm, sticky seed of her lover. Parker came into her mouth,
across her face, onto her chest. She was drenched in his cum,
licking it off her lips, feeling it roll off her face in epic
bursts. She was covered in him, and he was licking her cum-soaked
pussy until it throbbed with the feel of his tongue.

Parker collapsed beside Claire, gasping for
breath. She turned her cum-covered face toward him smiling. She
tugged at her ropes.

“Let me out?” she asked.

“Oh, no,” Parker smiled, “I just divorced my
wife for you. You definitely haven’t earned your freedom yet. I’ll
tell you what you can do, though...”

Claire smiled back at him, ready to do
whatever he pleased. She was his now, forever. It was just what she
had always wanted.

 


 


* * * * *

 


 



PART 5




 


“But... I don’t understand,” Tommy whined,
standing in the doorway of the bedroom that he and Claire had,
until recently, shared. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“I’m not doing anything to you,” Claire
replied, shoving her wardrobe into a gigantic black suitcase, “What
I’m doing has absolutely nothing to do with you, Tommy. For once in
my life, I’m acting for myself, without any regard for ridiculous
hangers-on like you.”

“Jesus. Way to be selfish, Claire.”

“Selfish? That’s pretty rich coming from a
guy who has never once tended to female orgasm in his pathetic two
and half years of fucking.”

“What are you talking about? I got you off
plenty of times.”

“For an actor, Tommy, you sure aren’t very
good at picking up when someone’s putting on a show for you.”

“First of all,” Tommy said, wagging his
finger at his soon-to-be-officially-ex-girlfriend, “I’m not an
actor. I do improv. It’s much harder.”

“Right.”

“And second of all...”

“You don’t have a second point, do you
Tommy?”

“No, not really.”

“Well,” Claire said, zipping up her luggage,
“Why don’t you just improvise?!”

“Claire,” Tommy pleaded, dropping to his
knees in front of her, “Please don’t leave me. I need you here.
What the hell am I going to do without you? You’re like... my rock.
You know? We got each other through college, watched each other
become adults. I mean, you pay most of the rent—”

“Is that why you want me stay? Because of the
rent?” Claire screamed. Tommy looked at her guilty, which was an
answer in and of itself. Claire, slowly simmering to a boil at
Tommy’s indecency, took a deep breath and smiled down at the little
boy she had once considered worthy of her time. His stupid skater
hairdo and ratty sweatshirt were laughable to her now that she knew
what a real man was like.

Claire had been carrying on with an older man
that she’d met a little over a month before on the subway. He had
chased away some pervert who was trying to score a feel of her and,
simultaneously, stole Claire’s heart. Things became more
complicated when Claire realized that her savior was actually her
boss’s husband, but even though she did her best to stay away, he’d
had other ideas.

The man, Parker, had begun inviting Claire to
his townhouse office on the upper east side. What she hadn’t known
when she headed up there for the first time was that the office was
no office at all but a sex den. Parker had told her, once their
saga had begun to play out, that he had purchased the place simply
so that he would have somewhere to bring her when he wanted to tie
her up and fuck her silly. She’d felt appropriately honored at the
gesture.

Tommy still didn’t know the details of
Claire’s exodus. She didn’t have the energy to wade through the
wreckage of his plummeting self-esteem. She just wanted to make her
exit and forget that she had wasted so much time with this loser.
The loser, for his part, was not making it easy for her to get out.
She stared disdainfully down at Tommy, who had planted his body
firmly in her path. Parker was waiting out in the town car, and was
probably getting impatient.

“Just tell me why you’re leaving, Claire, and
I promise to leave you alone?”

“I...” Claire started, not knowing what to
tell the chap, “It’s just that I... Uh... Am a lesbian now?”

“Bullshit.”

“Yeah...” Claire admitted. True, she had
enjoyed some love play with her best friend Savannah of late. The
more experienced girl had let Claire enjoy the wonders of licking
and sucking a pretty girl to orgasm, and that had been a fantastic
experience for them both. Claire felt more confident in
experimenting sexually and pursuing Parker while Savannah got the
benefit of Claire’s natural talents. It was definitely what you’d
call a win-win situation, but it was true that she didn’t feel any
romantic sentiments for Savannah. They were still best friends, to
be sure, but Claire didn’t want to be in a relationship with a girl
that went beyond casual lovemaking.

This was not the case when it came to Parker,
with whom she wanted a lasting, trusting relationship. It may have
seemed a bit odd from the outside, the fact that she trusted him so
implicitly even though their lovemaking was pretty intensely rooted
in the realm of dominant and submissive play. But still, she didn’t
care what their relationship looked like to the world, all she
cared about was her man. Parker had changed the way that she saw
the entire scope of her life, and she loved him for it. She wanted
them to be together for the long run.

This was made easier by the fact that Parker
had recently opted to divorce his wife, and Claire’s former boss,
Cheryl. He’d taken some dramatic steps to make sure that Cheryl
knew he was serious. In fact, he’d orchestrated Cheryl’s walking in
on Parker and Claire locked into some extreme love-making just so
there would be no ifs ands or buts about it later. The technique
seemed to have worked, as neither Claire nor Parker had heard
anything but radio silence from Cheryl. Her lawyer had been in
touch, naturally, but even the outrageous alimony she was
requesting didn’t put a dent in the billions Parker had accrued.
Cheryl was decidedly out the picture, and Claire wished desperately
that Tommy would join her there. But it didn’t look like she was
going to get off that easy this time.

“Just give me one good reason that I should
let you walk out this door,” Tommy said, scrambling to stand
between Claire and her exit.

Just as Claire was parting her lips to reply,
the front door slammed open, knocking Tommy away from his post.
They both looked up, shocked, and Claire was amazed to see Parker
standing in the doorway. He brushed off the sleeve of his Italian
suit jacket and grimaced at the dim, filthy apartment.

“I thought I told you to get a dead bolt?”
Parker chided Claire.

“Must have slipped my mind,” Claire said
softly.

“Are you ready to go?” Parker asked, reaching
for her suitcase. As his hand closed around the handle, Tommy
peeked around the front door, confused.

“Who the hell are you?” Tommy cried, “Claire,
is your Dad helping you move out or something? We’re not even done
talking about all of this?”

“Is this your boyfriend?” Parker asked,
disgustedly.

“Unfortunately,” Claire grumbled, glaring at
the scrappy mess she had dated for far too long.

“I see,” Parker said, looking Tommy up and
down.

“Claire and I were just working through some
things,” Tommy said, doing his best to draw himself up opposite
Parker. It was a futile endeavor. Parker’s built-up, firm physique
towered over Tommy’s scrawny frame, the older man’s razor of a jaw
line made the boy’s look like play-doh. Claire had to hold back her
laughter at the sight. Poor Tommy didn’t stand a chance against so
fine a specimen as Parker.

“Tell you what,” Parker said, “We’re going to
get a move on before we hit rush hour. Places to go, people to see,
and all that. You’re going to wallow here alone and think about how
you could have been better to Claire. Not that you ever could have
been good enough for her, but it’ll be a valuable exercise for the
next little girl that you date. Or boy. Whatever you like.”

“Listen,” Tommy said, his soft jaw beginning
to quiver, “I don’t care if you are her father, I don’t appreciate
being talked to that way.”

“Father?” Parker said with a laugh, “Oh, no,
son. I’m not her father. We’re fucking.”

The color ran out of Tommy’s face. The boy
looked quickly back and forth between the lovers. Claire almost
felt bad for the kid. Almost.

“You mean you were cheating on me?” Tommy
cried, “With someone old enough to be your dad?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Claire shot back,
“He’s hardly old enough to be my uncle.”

“Thanks, darling,” Parker smiled.

“Anytime, sweets,” Claire said, “And besides,
Tommy. You’ve treated me like shit since we first got together. Why
should I give a shit about your feelings now?”

“I treated you like royalty,” Tommy pouted,
looking like he was going to cry.

“The kind of royalty that scrubs the floor
and does the dishes, maybe,” Claire laughed, “but not the kind of
royalty that anyone wants to be.”

“This is such bullshit!” Tommy yelled,
hitting his fist weakly against the wall of the apartment. “You
can’t leave me saddled with this! How am I supposed to pay for this
place myself? There isn’t much money in freelancing!”

“You know,” Parker said, “I was going to
offer to buy Claire out of the lease and let you squat here because
I felt bad about stealing her away from you. But you’re such an
obnoxious little punk that I’ve changed my mind. You can figure it
out on your own, sport. Consider it a lesson in adulthood.”

Tommy stared dumbly at Parker as the older
man grabbed Claire’s suitcase and began rolling it toward the
elevator. Without a second glance back at the boy she had once
fancied herself in love with or the apartment she had slowly lost
hope in, Claire darted after her knight in shining Italian armor.
Like a fairy tale princess fleeing the evil castle, Claire was
getting out of this rat trap forever. She was off to a new kingdom
filled with copious amounts of passionate sex, all the best
fineries in the world, and maybe even a dungeon for... god only
knows.

Claire threw herself into the passenger seat
of Parker’s town car, smiling broadly. Parker started the engine
and, just like that, they were headed out of Brooklyn for good.
Claire leaned back in her seat, content, and let her hand wander
over the Parker’s lap. She began to stroke his member through the
expensive material of his trousers. He smiled over at her, shaking
his head.

“Are you giving me a thank you hand job?” he
asked incredulously.

“Do you want me to stop?” Claire asked
innocently, moving her hand along his quickly swelling dick.

“Just don’t start anything you don’t intend
to finish,” Parker warned. Claire read his message loud and clear.
And Parker guided the car through the quiet side streets of her
Brooklyn neighborhood, Claire undid his pants and slid her hand
around his massive, hard cock. She loved and lived for the first
moment of contact between their skin, and she groaned a little as
her fingers wrapped themselves around his mighty manhood. She
worked his dick, moving first one hand then two up and down the
impressive length of him, working herself into a tizzy. Parker kept
his eyes on the road with little difficulty, allowing his lashes to
flutter only once when Claire applied some good solid pressure to
his sensitive organ.

Smiling, Claire rolled over onto her knees in
the passenger seat. She was not a small girl, and she had to jiggle
herself around in order to get situated. Parker moaned at the sight
of her gigantic breasts knocking around in the front of her
sweater. She laughed and lowered her head out of the sight of
passing cars. She took a moment to be amazed at this new creature
that she had become. Old Claire would never have given a blow job
in a moving car, but new Claire was salivating at the thought.
Tucking her ash blonde hair behind her ears, Claire drew Parker’s
cock out of its material prison. She stared at the thick, pulsing
member in appreciation. She sure was a lucky girl.

She let her full lips rest against the moist
head of Parker’s cock, enjoying the sensual shudder that ran
through his body at her touch. She was going to give him the ride
of his life, whether he was ready or not. Claire parted her lips
and let them slide over Parker’s dick, taking just the tip into her
eager mouth. Her swift tongue ran along the edge of his tender
glans, moving at an excruciatingly slow place. Parker kept one hand
on the steering wheel and let the other wrap itself around Claire’s
hair. He forced her head down, urging her to take as much of him
into her mouth as she could. The girl happily obliged, feeling his
swelling dick fill her entire mouth and then some. She let her
tongue dance against the tender underside of his organ, loving the
way his hips rocked so slowly, forcing his dick ever further down
her throat.

She was dizzy with the effort of swallowing
him, and began to move her mouth up and down along his dick. Her
hands closed around his enormous balls, tickling them
ever-so-softly, cupping first one firm orb and then the other.
Parker’s breathing became faster, and he grabbed with firm fingers
at Claire’s back. She could taste that he was close to cumming, and
got excited herself. She pulled away from his dick for just a
moment to tell him how incredibly wet it was making her to pleasure
him like this.

“I wish you could feel it,” she
whispered.

“First things first,” he said.

She happily took the hint and dove back into
her task, letting his cock fill her mouth, tickle her throat. Her
tongue danced against his head, while her hands worked his shaft
and balls. She knew exactly how to touch him and knew that she did.
With expert care, she worked ever closer toward orgasm until
finally, he burst. With an animal moan he came, his seed surging
into Claire’s waiting mouth. She cupped his dick and slurped
happily at his cum, loving the warm taste of him as he washed over
her tongue and down her throat. She wanted every little bit of him
in her that she could get, and happily accepted this offering.

Claire licked her lips, savoring the last bit
of his delicious seed. She lay her head against his leg and gently
redressed his now-happy cock. Who knew that such illicit deeds
could offer such contentment? She felt like she could stay there
forever, like a child being rocked to sleep, happy that the world
was at peace. Parker lay his hand in her hair, gently stroking it.
The way that he jumped from tender to brutal never failed to excite
her. She knew that their life together would certainly never be
boring!

In utter peace, Claire drifted off to sleep.
She knew that men were prone to naps after sex, but after working a
gigantic dick like Parker’s, she needed a nap as well! She awoke
what felt like a moment later only to realize that she’d slept
through the whole journey from Brooklyn to Manhattan. She sat up as
Parker parked the car, embarrassed at having passed out.

“I’m sorry about that,” she said.

“Don’t worry,” Parker smiled.

“Are we back at the townhouse?” Claire
asked.

“Not exactly,” Parker said, “We needed to
make a pit stop first.”

“What kind of pit stop?”

“Well, why don’t you look out the window and
see?” Parker said.

Claire jerked her head around and realized
that they were parked right on Fifth Avenue in Manhattan. She
blinked out into the bright light of day and took in her
surroundings. They were parked before a department store with
beautiful displays in the windows of what looked like...

“Wedding dresses?” Claire said, feeling the
wind leave her body, “Parker...”

“Am I being too presumptuous?” he said
apologetically. “Let me start over...” from the front pocket of his
suit, Parker drew a tiny box. Claire recognized it from a million
and a half romantic comedies, but could still hardly believe that
the heroine this time was her! Parker opened the box, presenting it
to Claire. Inside was the most gorgeous ring that Claire had even
seen. It was a gigantic, art deco inspired piece, with a rose cut
diamond surrounded by pearly opals. The platinum band shone in the
afternoon sunlight, and Claire could hardly rip her eyes away from
the piece.

“Parker...” she breathed, feeling her throat
grow thick with tears, “I don’t know what to say...”

“Oh course you don’t,” he said, “I haven’t
asked you anything yet.”

“Oh. Right.”

“Here goes. Claire, I knew from the moment my
eyes landed on you in that subway car that I needed you, fully. I
couldn’t have guessed then the depth of your kindness, your
intelligence, and your beauty. And man would be lucky to have you,
and I hope that you’ll make me the luckiest man in the world by
agreeing to marry me. Will, you Claire?”

“Of course, dummy!” she wept, throwing her
arms around Parker’s thick neck.

He chuckled and slid the ring onto her
finger. It looked even better on her than it did in the box! Claire
saw tears shining in her new fiancé’s eyes and wondered how the
hell they had arrived at this point. She couldn’t make sense of it,
but she was so happy to be his that she didn’t bother parsing the
issue too thoroughly.

“Let’s go get you a dress, my dear,” he said,
smiling radiantly at her, “You are going to make the most beautiful
bride...”

“Guess I should start slimming down for the
big day, huh?” she joked.

“Don’t you dare change one hair on your head,
or I’ll really have to teach you a lesson little girl,” Parker
winked. Claire laughed at their private joke and leapt from the
car. They walked arm in arm into the bridal shop, as if practicing
for their walk down the aisle already.

 


***

 


The ceremony was small but tastefully
elegant. Claire’s parents and siblings were in attendance, a little
baffled by having just learned of Claire’s new man through the
engagement announcement. Her father was put somewhat at ease when
he realized that Claire was marrying someone at the top of the
Forbes list, especially considering her student loans (which Parker
had paid off entirely as an engagement gift). Savannah stood beside
Claire as the maid of honor and Parker’s young son Tyler was the
best man. There was wonderful food, free-flowing booze, and a
roof-top reception overlooking the gleaming cityscape of New York.
Claire kept pinching herself, making sure that she hadn’t dreamed
the whole thing, but sure enough there she was. She locked eyes
with Parker over and over through the evening and thanked her lucky
stars every time she remembered that they were each others to
keep.

At some point in the evening, Claire had felt
a tap on her shoulder and found herself face-to-face with a
diminutive, important-looking man in a seersucker suit jacket.

“Congratulations, Claire,” the man said, “You
look beautiful in white.”

“Thank you very much,” Claire said
graciously, “You’re going to think that I’m terribly rude, but I
don’t think we’ve ever met.”

“No, we haven’t. I own one of the biggest
private art galleries in the city,” the man went on, “Parker’s an
old friend, and he showed me some of your photographs. The long and
the short of it is that I love them. I want to set a private
gallery show as soon as possible. What do you say?”

Parker winked at Claire over the man’s
shoulder and raised his glass. Claire nodded dumbly, amazed at her
continued good fortune. Her career, love life, and future were sewn
up with one wonderful thread at twenty-two, and she knew exactly
who to thank. How in the world could things get any better for
her?

“Claire!” Savannah rushed through the crowd
and grabbed onto her best friend’s arm. “I’m so happy for you! You
really hit the jackpot, huh? I can’t really picture you as a step
mom, but I’ll be you’ll be the envy of all the moms on the block.
By the way, I think you’ll really like my wedding present,” she
said devilishly, “I think that you and Parker will get a lot of use
out of it.”

“Savannah, what...?” Claire said, but felt a
strong hand on her upper arm. She turned around to see Parker
staring at her hungrily.

“May I steal my bride away from you,
Savannah?” he asked.

“Of course,” the girl grinned, “You two have
fun!”

“Oh, we will,” Parker said, “Oh, and
Savannah? I’ve got my eye on you. No more funny business with my
wife.”

“Who, me?” Savannah cooed, giving her best
angelic expression that neither Parker nor Claire bought for a
moment. “Have a good wedding night, darlings!”

Claire, in a haze of ecstatic delirium, felt
Parker’s strong arms lead her through the rooftop gathering, toward
their penthouse bridal suite. Just before they reached the door of
their room, Parker scooped her up into his strong arms and carried
her across the threshold.

“Well, my darling wife,” he said tenderly,
“However should we spend the evening?”

“Oh, I don’t know!” Claire said, “Where
should we begin? And... what’s that?”

Parker looked into the world and saw the
heavy chest sitting at the foot of their bed.

“I don’t know...” he said, setting her down
gently, “Why don’t we find out?”

They advanced on the object and Claire
noticed a note sticking out of the top. She grabbed the card and,
reading, shook her head. For two crazy kids, Love Savannah, the
note read. Claire could only imagine what was inside. Parker pried
open the top of the best and his eyes grew wide. The entire thing
was a toy chest of all their favorite props. Whips, chains, gags,
ropes, plus what looked like a life’s supply of kinky lingerie
exactly Claire’s size.

“That is one solid maid of honor I’ve got,
huh?” Claire said, but lost her train of thought as she saw the
hungry look in Parker’s eyes.

“Get out of that dress,” he growled.

Claire looked down at her wedding dress. It
was a slinky, mermaid number, covered in a spray of tiny diamonds.
She loved that dress more than any article of clothing she had ever
owned, but she was more than happy to cast it aside at her
husband’s command. Slowly, tantalizingly, she slipped out of the
piece. As the garment fell from her body, Parker gasped. Claire had
outdone herself where her bridal lingerie was concerned.

Her already large bust was thrust upward by a
white whalebone corset. The twin bulges of her breasts rose and
fell with her quick breath. Her hips flared sumptuously over the
tiny white lace thong she had donned for the occasion, and the
matching white garters at her thighs pushed Parker over the deep
end.

“Now spin,” he said, “Let me get a good look
at you.”

Claire happily obliged, turning slowly on her
heel so that Parker could get a good view of her luscious bottom.
As his eyes fell upon the firm swell of her ass, he let out a
lustful groan. Claire turned back to face him, her eyes wide and
her body ready.

“I’ve always let you do what you wanted with
me,” Claire said, “Haven’t I?”

“Sure you have,” Parker replied, his eyes
transfixed by her hourglass figure.

“Well,” Claire said, “I have a request for
you this time.”

Parker’s eyes flicked upward to her face,
eager. “Anything,” he said.

“OK,” said Claire, “I want you to promise me
that you’ll never hold anything back from me. Even if you think
I’ll get freaked out or nervous. I want all of you. Everything that
you are. Even the dirtiest, nastiest bits. OK? Do you promise?”

In response, Parker reached into their
treasure chest and pulled out a pair of shiny handcuffs. He raised
an eyebrow and smiled at her—and that smile was the only promise
she needed.

Parker advanced on his bride slowly, as she
stood rooted in place before him. Without a word, he circled her,
drinking in the sight of her. Suddenly, he wrenched her arms behind
her and secured them with the cuffs, locking her wrists in the cool
metal. The cold feel of the cuffs turned her nipples hard and her
pussy wet. She couldn’t wait to see what else he had in store.

She felt his hot breath on her neck from his
place behind her. He pressed his body against hers, and she felt
his dick grow hard against her. She loved knowing what she did to
him, and yearned to reach for her favorite cock, but he was in
charge. His hands wrapped themselves around her heaving breasts,
his fingers testing the metal clasps running down the front of the
garment.

With a sharp tug, Parker ripped the corset
down the front, sending clasps flying around the world. Claire
gasped as her breasts fell out of their containment, falling
against the swell of her belly.

“Sorry,” Parker said tossing the corset
aside, “I’ll buy you a new one.”

His fingers deftly found her alert nipples,
teasing the erect nubs. She burrowed her face against his neck as
he tweaked and pinched her tender nipples. She let her tongue flick
against her husband’s neck and, as if activated by her touch, he
turned her forcefully around and pushed her down onto the bed.

She fell heavily into the sheets, bound as
she was, and winced as the cuffs ate into the skin of her wrists.
Parker stared down at her and grabbed onto her ankles. He pulled
her forward so that her ass rested against the edge of the bed and
lowered his head to her crotch. He let his tongue flick playfully
against her clit through the silk thong, and Claire nearly came on
the spot. But he wasn’t about to let her go that easily. He raked
his teeth against her fleshy thighs and closed them around the thin
string of her thong. With a fierce toss of his head, he tore the
flimsy panties from her waist, revealing the warm, wet depth of her
pussy.

Parker moaned, drinking in the smell of her
female fragrance. He eyed the garters at her thighs and smiled.
“Those stay,” he decided, and ran his hands along her inner thighs.
He began to finger her gently, rubbing all the right places. Claire
closed her eyes tightly, letting the pleasure build in her gut.
Parker grabbed onto her thighs and pushed them back against her
chest, diving face first into her cunt. As he licked and sucked at
her, he expertly removed his own clothing, unleashing his monstrous
cock, rippling chest and shoulders, his powerful thighs.

They were naked together, man and wife...
except for the garters and cuffs, of course. Parker stood up and
lay Claire’s calves over his shoulders. Her breath caught into her
chest as she felt the stiffness of his cock against her wet and
waiting pussy. With a mighty thrust, Parker pushed himself into the
folds of Claire’s pussy, alleviating the ache of anticipation oh so
sweetly. Claire raised her pelvis to accept her husband’s cock,
rocking against his impressive manhood like her life depended on
it.

With each thrust, Parker drove deeper into
his bride, until she was fairly certain that he’s go straight
through her. His faced was screwed up with pleasure and, as he
continued to pummel her, he let his fingers play against her
clit.

“Come with me,” he demanded.

“Come on me,” she countered.

They were more than happy to abide by the
other. With a mighty buck of his dick and rub of his thumb, Parker
sent Claire barreling into a mind-blowing orgasm. She let out a
shriek of animal pleasure as Parker tugged his cock from the wet
depths of her and she quickly reached down to jerk him as cum
splayed across her tits. The warm seed splashed across her soft
belly and billowing tits, coating her and filling her chest with
delight. He came mightily, spilling his seed over her in gushing
streams. She basked in the sticky wet of his juices, wondering how
she could have ever gotten so goddamned lucky.

Finally, Parker collapsed over her,
supporting himself on strong arms. He blinked down at her,
astounded as ever by the force of his own orgasm, her extreme
beauty, and her love. He reached under her and gently undid the
cuffs, marveling at the welts left behind. She smiled at him,
assuring him that it was OK, and that she liked it.

He settled down besides her, curling around
her like a big spoon. She collapsed against him, enjoying the
embrace, enjoying his roving hands that rested first on her hips,
then on her belly, and her breasts. She looked around the gorgeous
suite, at her wedding dress on the floor, at the barrel of sex toys
they’d be able to test out together. She felt happy tears in her
eyes, her body begin to shake.

Parker clutched her closer in concern, “What
is it, baby? Are you OK?”

“OK?” Claire laughed through her tears, “I’m
ecstatic! I don’t understand how this all happened. How did I get
to be the luckiest fucking girl in the world? Look at you! You’re a
gorgeous, successful, powerful, dangerous, compassionate man. And
you’re all mine! All this is mine. Parker, I have to ask. Why did
you choose me?”

She felt his strong arms close around her.
“Oh, Claire,” he said, “Don’t you understand? As soon as I saw you,
I had no choice. It was always you, darling. And it always will
be.”

She closed her eyes, suddenly feeling the
call of contented sleep. She drifted off in Parker’s arms, secure
and happy with her new life. If this is what people called
submission, she was fine submitting to their definition. She
wouldn’t want her life any other way.
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PART 6

 


After a frightening turn in
Claire and Parker's usually controlled sex play, the dynamic of
their relationship is forced to hard questioning. As her wedding
night progresses in a way that she never imagined, Claire must
decide for herself how to rectify her relationship with Parker.
With boldness and gumption, can Claire salvage her wedding night in
the name of love and pleasure?

 



PART 7

 


An unexpected guest derails
Parker and Claire's post-nuptual bliss and throws a wrench in their
honeymoon plans. In crisis, Claire recruits Savannah for damage
control. Savannah is delighted to save the day, but at a cost that
Parker and Claire never could have anticipated.

 


Read on for a small taste
of what's inside:

 


Claire allowed the comforter to fall from her
shoulders; it slid down until she was naked to the waist. Parker
sucked in a deep breath as he took in the twin mountains of her
enormous breasts. Seeing her husband feasting his eyes upon her
bulging bosom made Claire feel like a goddess, and she leaned back
ever so slightly to allow a better view. Her breasts moved up and
down with her heaving breath, bouncing as she dry humped her way to
paradise with her groom. She could feel her pussy getting wet as
the pressure of his cock became more insistent and his gaze became
hungrier.

Parker laid his hands on her shoulders while
struggling to remain composed as she rode his cock for all it was
worth. He gently pushed her torso down and away from him until she
was sprawled on her back, her legs still firmly wrapped around his
waist. His eyes roved over her body, prone before him in all its
curvaceous glory. She was able to feel the heat from his gaze on
her firm round tits; in response her nipples rose to attention. She
swore she felt him grow an inch at the sight of her erect nipples
rising like tiny peaks on the hills of her breasts.

As if revealing a great treasure, Parker
peeled away the comforter to entirely expose Claire’s body. Lying
naked before him Claire felt as though she had returned home safe
and sound. She loved nothing more than releasing herself into his
care, surrendering, knowing she would be cherished, and cared for.
Parker cherished the sight of her body which was ready for his
hands, tongue and cock to bring alive in rapturous orgasm. He
looked for the world like a man in prayer, and perhaps Claire
thought he was.

Parker’s laid his hands upon Claire’s waist,
digging into her flesh with his strong fingers. Pushing his hands
up over her ribcage he took her breasts. Knowing exactly the right
amount of force required to caress her tits he savored the weight
of them in his palms. He held them as if they were priceless,
precious gifts to the world. Parker’s let his thumb glance across
the perk nubs of Claire’s nipples; a sharp stab of pleasure hit
her. She arched her back, rubbing her wet pussy against the
still-covered bulge of Parker’s crotch.

Unable to resist it anymore Parker held
Claire down with one hand and broke free of her legs’ embrace,
maneuvering on top of his bride. She happily reached down and
helped to free him of his white shirt, dexterously undoing the
buttons as quickly as possible. Parker hurried to undo the pants of
his suit and kicking off the garment let his hard cock out to play
as it must. It was Claire’s turn to admire the body of her husband.
Parker was all rippling muscles, hard bunches on rock-hard flesh
that a girl could grab onto while she was being rode into oblivion.
She let her hands brush down against Parker’s abs and was about to
take his dick into her hands when he caught her by the wrist.
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