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Chapter 1

Awakening in a gradual haze, Claire transitioned from dreams to reality, luxuriating in the comfort of the bed. The warmth of the soft body beside her added to the pleasurable shift from slumber to wakefulness. Mary, nestled soundly in the spacious bed, accompanied by the stillness of the dimly lit room, creating an atmosphere of serene intimacy. The rhythmic cadence of Mary's deep breaths was soothing, enhanced by the cocooning weight of the blanket.

Claire could feel the cold air on her face and realized the temperature must have fallen drastically, overnight. She hated the cold, but silently slipped out of the warm bed and went down the hall to turn the heat on for Mary. Since she was up, the small woman dressed quietly and went down to have a cigarette. The air outside was so cold her breath seemed to freeze, as it left her mouth. Even without the cigarette, a wreath of white vapor surrounded her head, when she exhaled. The entire backyard was covered in a deep layer of fresh snow. The cold air seemed to find every opening in her clothing and quickly cleared the last of the cobwebs from her head.

She wanted to return to the warm bed upstairs, and to Mary's lush body, but her mind was also on her own home. It would be cold there, and lonely, she thought. At least another foot of snow had fallen, and she began to worry about the roof. The carport was an addition, and the contractors hadn't provided sufficient slope to deal with really heavy snow. So much had fallen; recently, she began to worry that she would return only to find the roof collapsed.

Despite her fears, she didn't want to leave Mary. Their time together was very precious to her. Of course, she would have to be gone when Brandon returned, but she hoped it would only be for a while. She had really fallen for the tall beauty. Imagining coming home to Mary took up the rest of her cigarette and, unlike her usual custom, she lit another. It was only Saturday, she reasoned, and Brandon wasn't due back till Monday. Perhaps she could convince Mary to come to her place for a day or two. It would allow her to make sure things were all right back home, and would also afford her the pleasure of seeing Mary in her own home. She knew such images would be invaluable to her during the long off-season when they couldn't be together. She crushed out her cigarette and contemplated lighting a third, before deciding against it and returning to the house.

Mary awoke and instantly realized she was alone in the bed. She could hear the central air unit working hard and felt the coolness of the room on her face. She rolled over onto her back, and a host of new sensations flooded in on her. The most powerful was an aching from her ass. It seemed to be coming from deep within her body and throbbed in time to her heartbeat. Other sensations also intruded upon her consciousness: the sensuous feel of her lingerie against her skin, the prickly sensation that let her know she needed to shave her legs soon, the deep aches in her muscles, an incessant itch in her pussy, which she was starting to believe she would never be able to fully satisfy again.

Overall was a deep lethargy, a kind of languid good feeling that she was more and more often associating with being well fucked. There were many things about her new lover she didn't know, but one thing she was absolutely sure of was that Claire knew how to satisfy her. Yet, even that satisfaction only left her hungry for more.

Dubiously eyeing the distance between the bathroom and the bed, she tried to decide if it was worth getting out from under her warm blankets. Eventually, she decided it was, and dashed across the cold room, into the relative warmth of the bathroom. Her reflection in the mirror was strange, it was definitely her, but somehow different from just a few days before. She looked good, vibrant, sexy, and alive. All of the things she had once seen in that mirror and worried about; the lines in her face, the slight sag to her breasts, the little bit of weight she now carried - were still there, but no longer bothered her.

She bemusedly realized that Claire had changed everything for her. Not that the small woman had turned back the years and given her the body she had when she was younger, but her ardent attention and constant compliments had changed Mary's perceptions of herself. That was heady stuff, and she wondered if she would ever be able to go back to Brandon and her life as a neglected housewife.

Tossing such dangerous thoughts aside, she stripped and climbed into the shower. The hot spray felt good and quickly worked the tension out of her sore muscles. She shaved her legs with more than usual care, and also shaved her pits, and touched up her pubic triangle. Smiling at herself, Mary thought it was all very silly, but she didn't want Claire to see her at less than her best. Mary wrapped herself in a towel and exited the bathroom, but stopped short and stared. The bed was made and an outfit was laid out for her. She glanced around, but the room was empty. Smiling, she wandered over to the bed and examined the items. Black stockings, a black garter belt, a black pushup bra, and matching panties seemed incongruous when compared to the jeans, heavy sweatshirt, skullcap, wool socks, and boots. She dried herself and began to dress, humming, never questioning why.

Once attired, she made her way down to the living room, to find Claire watching TV. One of Mary's large travel bags was packed and sitting on the sofa, along with Claire's smaller one. The short woman was dressed in her leathers, and Mary silently admired her for a few moments.

"Are we going somewhere?" Mary eventually asked. The little butch turned and smiled at her.

"That depends on you, sugar. I have to go back to my place and check on things. I was hoping you'd like to come along for the ride."

"Going to check on your place requires an overnight bag?" Mary said as she arched an eyebrow.

"No, but I figured that once we got there we might decide to stay. It's kinda cold, out, and the roads are bad," Claire said. The words were delivered in a grave tone, but the twinkle in her eyes told Mary that there were ulterior motives. She really should be here, in case Brandon called or if her mom needed something for the kids, she thought. On the other hand, she could always dial into the answering machine and check for important messages. She was very curious about what Claire had planned and felt herself getting excited. She was still not used to the world being full of the possibility of sexual adventure, but her body was definitely attuned to the prospects.

"Well, since the roads are bad, you're probably right. It's better to be safe than sorry," Mary said with the same mock gravity in her voice that Claire had used. They both laughed and Claire killed the TV before picking up their bags and leading Mary out to the car. The drive over was pleasant enough, but there was very little conversation. Claire was concentrating on keeping the car in the plowed part of the road and Mary was filled with a nameless anxiety that she tried hard to define.

She felt like she was crossing some boundary, one from which there was no return. She tried hard to make herself believe she was being silly, but the feeling persisted, mixed in with one of sexual anticipation. She was sure Claire had planned something once they got there and Mary found herself looking forward to it. She realized she was quickly becoming a nymphomaniac and the only thing that bothered her was that it didn't bother her at all. She should have felt cheap or used, but she didn't. Sex with Claire just seemed right and as hard as she tried to deny it, she knew deep down she was falling in love, that it wasn't just a cheap, physical gratification. Now, she was going to her lover's house and she had no doubt they would end up in Claire's bed. She felt guilty for it, but she just couldn't bring herself to be sorry anymore.


Chapter 2

Mary was a little surprised when Claire pulled up to the guard shack at the entrance to a gated community. She was even more surprised at the beautiful ranch house the smaller woman stopped in front of. The home was easily twice the size of the one she and Brandon shared and despite the piled-up snow, it was obvious that Claire kept it up well.

"Well, sugar, we're home," Claire said, after killing the engine.

"It's beautiful," Mary said, still staring at the beautiful home.

"It's not bad, but a bit much for one person," Claire said as she got out and opened the trunk to get their bags. Mary followed her up the snow-covered walk to the door, wondering if that statement carried more significance than the flippant tone implied. The interior was spacious, but Mary was a little disappointed to find the furnishings were so modern. Claire seemed to notice when she wrinkled her nose and the small woman laughed.

"My last girl bought the furniture. I just haven't gotten around to getting rid of it. Come on up to my room, it's more to my tastes," she said as she led the way upstairs. The bedroom was furnished with traditional cherry furniture and was tastefully decorated. Mary took in the huge bed, the massive armoire, and all the other features, but her eyes settled on the easel set up in the corner with a blank canvas on it. Claire was watching her intently as she walked over and gently touched the taunt material stretched over its frame. A palette with dried oils and a mason jar filled with brushes sat on the bench nearby. There was a heavy pine scent in the air that Mary recognized. Only turpentine smelled like that. She noticed another jar filled with clear liquid and a third that held a translucent yellow liquid.

She looked at Claire expectantly, but the small woman was just watching her. Her face was unreadable, almost like someone's poker face. It gave away nothing. Mary turned back to the blank canvas and in her imagination, it became filled with color and life. She had always wished she could create something but had never had the talent. She looked back at Claire and then screwed up her courage.

"Will you paint me?" Mary asked. Claire didn't reply immediately but continued to stare at the tall blonde until she blushed and lowered her eyes.

"Are you sure you want me to," Claire said and slowly moved toward Mary. "I'm pretty exacting in what I demand from a model."

As she spoke she reached out and began to gently stroke Mary's side. The blonde felt her tummy contract and a knot of desire rose in her. It was still disconcerting that the small woman could do that to her. She had already agreed to pose nude, but she felt a sudden tension in the room. A sexual energy seemed to be crackling between them and she knew that Claire would demand more than her being nude.

"What do you want?"

"Well, if you really want me to paint you, then you're going to have to let me pose you the way I want. You'll have to hold still for a long time," Claire said. Her hand slid over and around Mary's hip, squeezing her behind. "And there are a few other things."

"Like what?" Mary whispered.

"I'll tell you if you agree. If not we can let it drop," Claire replied. Her hands were now both gently kneading Mary's ass and for an instant the married woman thought about refusing and just getting down to sex with Claire. As appealing as that was and as much as her body wanted it, she wanted to see Claire paint even more. Mary was also enchanted with the idea of being the person in a real painting. In her imagination, she saw herself in her favorite Rubens, The Union of Earth and Water.

"I agree."

"Are you sure?" Claire said in a very quiet voice.

"Yes," Mary said, nodding as she spoke. Claire stepped back and her face became hard. Well, hard really wasn't the word, Mary mused, but very intense and focused. Claire cocked her head to one side and seemed to be examining Mary critically.

"Lose the clothes. Keep on your garter belt and stockings, but everything else goes," Claire said in a commanding voice. Mary was trembling slightly as she disrobed, her fingers unsteady. Something in the quality of Claire's voice had changed and the change was incredibly erotic.

Claire walked to the bed and stripped it. She went to the closet and pulled out a red satin comforter, which she spread over the mattress, stretching it totally flat and very taut. The little butch looked up and smiled at Mary before reaching under the bed and pulling out a length of stout nylon with a heavy leather cuff connected to it. From each corner of the bed, she pulled a similar restraint and laid them on the deep red comforter. The stiff heavy black leather made a strong contrast to the soft crimson velveteen of the comforter and Mary felt a chill travel down her spine when she imagined herself secured to the bed by those heavy cuffs.

"Still up for it?" Claire asked. Mary tried to speak, but no words would come. She was staring at the restraints and her mouth felt suddenly dry. Eventually, she managed to nod, not trusting her voice. Claire smiled and returned to the closet. She brought out a strange-looking pillow covered in the same material as the comforter. It looked a lot like the seatback cushions that she and her roommate had used in her dorm room many years before, except the armrests were fatter and rounded. Claire placed the cushion on the bed and then indicated that Mary should get on the bed too.

"Just sit back on your heels and face the window," Claire commanded. Mary complied and Claire moved behind her. Mary felt the cool material of the cushion as it was pushed against her naked behind and thighs.

"All right, just lie back," Claire instructed. Mary leaned back and Claire caught her upper body, easing her onto her back with her rump raised by the cushion. The comforter was made of velveteen and felt deliciously cool and smooth on her back. Claire got off the bed, took her left leg, and stretched it out towards the post at the foot of the bed. The small woman then did the same with her right leg. She pushed and pulled the arms of the cushion until they were lying directly beneath Mary's thighs, ending a few inches from her knees. The black woman then picked up one of the heavy leather cuffs.

"Last chance to back out," she said, lovingly fingering the restraint. When Mary didn't move, she unbuckled the cuff and placed it around Mary's ankle. The leather was thick and stiff, and as Claire redid the straps a feeling of unreasoning panic assailed Mary. She fought it down and closed her eyes. Once it was buckled in place Claire moved around the bed and locked her other leg into a matching cuff. She then moved to the head of the bed and attached the restraints to Mary's wrists. Next, she caught the tabs and slowly pulled all of the slack out of the restraints. As Mary was pulled tightly down, spread-eagled on the bed, she realized that the cushion forced her hips and ass up while the restraints pulled her thighs open. She blushed when she imagined what a sight that would provide for the artist. Claire moved from her view and Mary assumed she was readying her paints. She was quite shocked when Claire returned to her field of vision holding a thin red vibe and a translucent blue pleasure egg.

"What are those for?" Mary asked as she licked her lips. Claire only smiled and placed them on the bed between the tall blonde's legs. She then retrieved a tube of lubricant from her nightstand, crawled between Mary's legs, and began gently stroking her fingernails over the skin of Mary's tummy and hips. Mary closed her eyes and hissed when Claire's fingers grazed the edge of her mound.

"You like that, don't you? You like being under my thumb don't you baby? I can do anything to you I want. You know that don't you? I can put on black beauty and fuck you all evening and you can't do anything to stop me. Or I can just tease you until you break down and beg for it like you're my little slut. Would you like that sugar? Would you like for me to just go ahead and fuck your little pussy? Hmmm?"

"No, I want you to paint me," Mary moaned. The small woman's words were like fire in her veins and the feeling of total helplessness was delicious beyond anything she had ever known. Even without Claire's fingers gently stroking her skin she would have been hot, but now she was as horny as she had ever been. The rough leather cuffs felt strange, but they were undeniably erotic to her. The knowledge that Claire could do anything she wanted to her was particularly sexy, if a bit frightening.

Claire laughed and began to work some of the lube into Mary's sore anus. Mary wiggled against her fingers as much as her bonds would allow but gasped when she felt Claire press the head of the thin vibrator to her entrance. It was well-lubed and slid into her body with only a mild complaint from her muscles. Once it was all the way in Claire pressed a small button on the controller and it began to vibrate. It was a deep vibration for such a small device and sent ripples of pleasure into her pussy through the thin membrane that separated the two canals. In short order, the pleasure egg filled her vaginal canal and added its own competing vibrations. Claire stood up and went to her nightstand again. From the top drawer, she took out two old-fashioned wooden clothespins with red cloth padding over the tips. Mary stared at them with apprehension, but Claire only smiled and sat on the bed next to her helpless model.

Claire stroked Mary's breasts until her nipples stood out. She took one in her mouth and sucked hard, lashing the sensitive bud with her agile tongue. Once the button of flesh was standing out from the surrounding aureole she carefully applied the clothespin to it. Mary groaned as the dull pain intermingled with the pleasure from the vibes. Claire moved to the other side of the bed and repeated the process. Mary barked this time, the second pin seemed to be tighter and bit harder into her sensitive skin. Claire kissed her nose, smiling impishly, and left the bed. Mary watched as the small woman set up her easel on a box at the end of the bed and then placed another one before it.

She went to the closet and rummaged around for a while, before returning to the bed with a pair of impossibly high heels. They were black patent leather with six-inch stiletto heels and a strap that went around the ankle and was secured with a gold heart-shaped padlock. These Claire placed on Mary's dainty feet, the ankle strap falling just below the leather cuffs. They weren't uncomfortable, being a size or two too large and Mary assumed they were just props, obviously far too large for Claire's feet. Not that she could picture the little butch wearing come–fuck-me heels anyway. Claire rose, surveyed her handiwork, winked at her captive, and left the room.

Mary was left alone to contemplate her predicament. At first, the nagging pain from her nipples was the strongest sensation, but over time, it was eclipsed by the incessant shivers of pleasure emanating from her pussy and ass. Being tied up and helpless added its own thrill as did knowing she was in Claire's bed. Before long, Mary began to squirm and wiggle as much as her bonds would allow. The vibrators were devilishly arranged so that they brought her a great deal of pleasure, but not enough to reach orgasm. All of her squirming was ineffectual, as there was no way to bring even the slightest stimulation to her now throbbing clit. Time seemed to slow as the muscles in her back tensed up and relaxed.


Chapter 3

She was beginning to think Claire had forgotten her when a noise at the door made Mary turn her head. Claire was standing there, just leaning on the doorframe, watching with a self-satisfied little grin. Mary's eyes were half closed and she could feel the light sheen of sweat on her skin. She had never wanted anyone like she wanted Claire right then. She was willing to pay any price, but she just had to feel Claire's skin on her own.

"Please," she whimpered. Claire smiled broadly and unzipped her leather pants. She stepped out of them and her black silk boxers, before approaching the bed. Mary strained to move as the black woman climbed onto the bed and then straddled her supine body. Claire rested her ass on Mary's aching breasts, moving the clothespins and reviving the throbbing pain that had settled into the background of her consciousness. With her right hand, the little butch reached down between her legs and began to slowly stroke herself. Her eyes were closed and her body seemed totally relaxed, except for the muscles in her arm and hand. Mary looked on in fascination as Claire unhurriedly continued with her ministrations, seemingly oblivious to Mary's burning stare.

Mary watched as Claire's fingers slowly became coated in her juices. The aroma of her arousal filled the helpless woman's nostrils and the feel of her satiny skin was excruciatingly sensuous. From her loins, the tireless toys sent a never-ending stream of pleasure and the clothespins sent an equally relentless throb of pain, but her eyes were locked onto the spectacle, so tantalizingly close.

Claire slowly massaged her pussy and then used her fingers to spread her lips, offering Mary a view of the soft inner folds. She used two fingers to hold her lips apart and gently fingered her clit with her other hand. Mary groaned, partly in frustration, partly in arousal, and craned her neck forward, but couldn't quite make contact. Claire smiled and continued to gently stroke her clit, but her eyes now bored into Mary's. The blonde's body jerked as if she had been burned when the wetness from Claire's pussy began to accumulate on the skin of her chest.

"You want something?" Claire asked teasingly.

"Yes," Mary moaned.

"Well, tell Mama what it is her baby wants."

"I want to...you know,"

"Not good enough baby. Tell Mama what you want."

"I want to eat your pussy," Mary whispered.

"Good girl," Claire said as she slid forward and onto her knees, mashing her now very wet lips to Mary's. Mary began to lick frantically at the pungent flesh, burrowing her tongue in as deeply as she could. Claire held still for a while, enjoying her lover's ardent attention, but soon she was rocking her hips. As her pleasure mounted, she rode Mary's face with frenetic jerking motions of her hips, biting her lower lip to keep back the cries of pleasure when her orgasm hit. She continued to hump the pretty blonde's face until her body suddenly stiffened and then went limp. Mary was still licking and sucking, trying to get all of the wonderful juices she could when Claire abruptly dismounted.

The short woman stalked to the foot of the bed, snatched up her palette, and quickly squirted oils onto it. She added solvents and bases before mixing the colors. Claire then turned, stepped up on the box, and began to slap paint onto the canvas with a palette knife. Mary was nearly mad with desire and craned her head up to watch.

"Put your head back and hold still," Claire barked.

Mary did the best she could, but the vibes were driving her to distraction and the view of the canopy quickly became boring. Without visual stimulation, her mind began to concentrate on the sensations from her loins and the dull throb from her nipples. Forcing herself to hold still seemed only to intensify the vibrations, until she began to believe she could feel every little movement as a separate sensation. How long it went on she would never know, but Mary was whimpering and shaking like a leaf in a strong breeze when Claire put her brush down and walked over to sit on the bed beside her.

"You can move now, baby. How are you holding up?" she asked gently.

"I think I'm going to go insane," Mary mumbled. Claire laughed and then caught one of the clothespins in her hands. She looked deeply into Mary's eyes and then brutally jerked it off. The blood flowed back into Mary's nipple and the dull throb became a white-hot flame. Claire's mouth quickly covered the nipple and she sucked hard, lashing it with her tongue. A pins and needles sensation followed, mingling with the pain and pleasure she was feeling from Claire's active tongue and lips. Mary's mind was unable to separate the incoming signals into coherent patterns or definitions. Pain was pleasure, pleasure was pain, the two were intermingled and inseparable. Claire nipped her with small, sharp teeth and then was gone. Mary barely noticed. By the time the throbbing subsided and she was able to think clearly, she raised her head to see Claire totally absorbed in the canvas.

"Hold still damnit," the little butch ordered when her eyes briefly left the canvas and returned to Mary. Mary didn't care about being painted anymore, she just wanted to get fucked. The throbbing little vibes felt as if they were shaking her insides loose and she was no longer acting on a rational level. She was an elemental woman and she needed sex.

"Come fuck me," she begged, ignoring Claire's command.

"No. You asked for this, and you agreed to it, so shut the fuck up and hold still."

"I don't want to hold still, I want you inside me," Mary whined.

"Shut up and hold still or I'll leave you there all fucking week," Claire snarled. The threat seemed to penetrate the haze of need and Mary threw her head back and clamped her lips shut. Mary was now very conscious of her helplessness. It was frightening, but also intensely erotic. She chewed unconsciously on her lower lip as she fought to make her mind focus on something other than the humming vibes. She tried her children, her parents, and even Brandon, but nothing would distract her for long. Time simply lost all meaning and her pussy became the center of the universe for her.

Claire stopped painting and sat on the other side of the bed. Even before her small fingers seized the second clothespin, Mary knew what was coming. Despite that, she sill screamed when the pin was yanked off and the blood flowed into her nipple. Claire licked and teased for a few moments and then returned to her canvas. Her face was set in a determined scowl and Mary was afraid to move. Somehow, her little lover seemed dangerous now. There was a hard edge to her that was wildly exciting and more than just a little intimidating. Time again passed in that strange, disjointed way as her mind closed back in on the two relentless intruders.

"All right, you can move you hot little bitch," Claire said as she wearily put her brushes down again. She looked absolutely drained and Mary felt a motherly need to hug her, but she couldn't move. She watched as Claire trudged over to her bag and pulled out her harness. She effortlessly buckled it on and when she attached the huge black dildo, Mary actually moaned.

"Guess that sweet little pussy is telling you it wants something huh?"

"Yesssss," Mary hissed, the sound drawn out and sibilant. Claire smirked as she climbed onto the bed and pulled both vibes from Mary's lower body. Mary felt strangely empty, almost as if her vaginal passage and ass were now gaping holes. Obviously, this wasn't the case, but the removal of the toys and even more, the cessation of the vibration left her feeling disconcertingly empty.

Claire didn't allow her to suffer for long. She lined the massive black phallus up with Mary's entrance and shoved hard with her hips. Several inches of hard plastic shot into Mary's already-soaked pussy, which caused her eyes to flare open wide and her lips to form a surprised "O", as the air was forced from her lungs. Claire seemed to take no notice, bearing down with all of her weight and the strength of her legs as she drove more of the cock into her captive lover.

"Slow," Mary whimpered, but her words seemed lost. Like the small voice of a child in an empty auditorium the sound seemed to echo hollowly through the room. Claire jabbed forward with her hips again, sinking more of the thick shaft into Mary's yielding body. What followed for Mary was neither totally sexual bliss nor totally a hellish nightmare, but a curious blending of the two. Claire's face was an inhuman mask of concentration, her eyes staring down, but seeing nothing, as her body drove the huge cock in and out with the regular strokes of a piston. She seemed so disconnected and impersonal that it really threw Mary. Not being able to touch her, hold her, or do more than accept her cock was also thrilling and yet disturbing.

The driving cock filled her and stretched her open on the down stroke, only to leave her achingly empty as it withdrew. Her sensitized nerve endings were misfiring; sending shuddering waves of pleasure to her already overloaded brain. She felt her muscles contract violently and a piercing screech issued from her lips as her first orgasm hit her. It struck full force, like a freight train ripping through a barrier of tissue paper. Even as the powerful contractions weakened a second series of shocks ripped through her. The huge cock continued to assault her, neither slowing nor allowing her screaming nerves any respite. Claire was like an automaton, driving into her with a measured stroke and showing no emotion at all.

"No, no, no, no, no," Mary whimpered as another mammoth orgasm blotted the world from her mind. Strange patterns appeared behind her tightly shut eyes, dragons and starbursts, and fanciful creatures. She heard a shuddering voice moaning softly and only vaguely realized it was her own. Another orgasm ripped through her and her feral scream was unlike anything she had ever heard before.

With breathtaking suddenness, Claire withdrew and scrambled to her easel. Mary lay panting and shaking, as the black woman worked on, a strange gleam in her eye the only sign of emotion on her otherwise expressionless face.

Mary was just starting to regain control over her body when Claire put her brushes down. She tossed a cloth over the easel and clumsily removed her harness. Mary was off in that otherworldly land that a fully satiated woman finds herself in. She was only vaguely aware of Claire moving around the room and it was some time before she was even recovered enough to open her eyes and take an interest in her surroundings.

Claire sat on the box in front of her easel, looking completely worn out. Mary had had sex with Claire enough to know what she looked like when she was exhausted, but now she looked totally drained. If any image ever conveyed the complete expenditure of a person's energy, it was Claire at that moment in time. Mary realized she was witnessing the face of someone who had given her all in the creation of something, she was awed by it and more than a little flattered. The restraints were beginning to chafe and Mary felt a strong need to urinate. She tried to speak, but her tongue seemed swollen and stuck to the roof of her mouth. Her first words were an incoherent slur.

"What?" Claire said looking up dazedly.

"I need to pee," Mary managed. Claire stared at her blankly for a few moments and then shook her head, as if to clear it and shakily got to her feet. She fumbled with the restraint on Mary's left leg, eventually managing to loosen it enough so she could undo the cuff. Mary was still feeling minor aftershocks and wasn't thinking very well, but she did realize something was wrong with Claire.

"Are you all right?"

"I'm fine. I...I really get into my work when I paint," she replied as she loosened the strap on Mary's other leg. There was something in her tone that precluded further conversation. Mary was very curious, she had heard a lot about how artists could become absorbed in their work, but the need to relive herself was becoming hard to ignore and she didn't know how to broach the subject anyway. As soon as her hands were free, she rolled over and tried to stand. The high heels might have caused her to fall over anyway since she was unused to them and they were too large, but her buckling knees were the real problem. Mary collapsed in a heap on the floor.

Claire helped her back onto the bed and unlocked the little padlocks. As soon as the shoes were off Mary tried again and this time made it to the bathroom. She took her time, not only relieving herself but waiting until her legs seemed to be working and giving her body a quick wipe down with a damp washcloth. When she got back to the bed she saw that Claire had pulled the covers off the floor and wrapped herself up in them. She looked very much like a small child, curled up and asleep with the blankets pulled tightly around her. Mary carefully joined her, snuggling up close and holding her tightly.


Chapter 4

Mary awoke sometime in the night. Her heart was racing and her breath coming in shuddering gasps. She couldn't remember anything about the dream, except that it had been hideously frightening. Claire was gently shaking her.

"You all right babe?" she asked. The room was totally dark, but Mary could almost see the concern on her face from the tone of her voice.

Mary nodded, still trying to get her heartbeat and breathing under control. Wisps of the dream echoed through her mind, but any time she tried to draw one in and examine the fragment, it was gone, as ethereal as smoke. Claire gently pressed one of her small breasts to Mary's face and the older woman sucked in the soft nipple. Gently sucking, she faded back into a troubled sleep as the nipple hardened in her warm mouth.

Morning found her bad dreams gone and her body strangely relaxed. Like a child on Christmas Day, her eyes were drawn to the canvas. She was sure Claire had covered it to keep her from peeking, but she was curious and feeling mischievous. She gingerly disengaged herself from Claire's embrace and got out of bed. Mary had to suppress a giggle when she realized she was walking on tiptoe and acting comically girlish. Her fingers had barely touched the cover when an amused voice broke the silence.

"Do and I'll burn it."

"Oh, fiddlesticks," Mary said, turning to see Claire sitting up in bed and smiling at her.

"Come back to bed, sugar."

"Can't I just take a little peek?" Mary asked.

"Nope, not until it's done."

"How long will that be?" Mary asked, as she hesitantly turned away from the easel and crawled back onto the bed.

"A few weeks, maybe longer. Depends on my mood."

"A few weeks?! But...but...but, Brandon will be back before then!"

"Yeah well, you'll just have to find a way to get over here won't you?" Claire said as she kicked back the blankets.

"That's so unfair," Mary said, with a cute little pout on her face. Claire smiled again and got out of the bed.

"It's such a bitch being a model isn't it?" Claire said with a grin.

"I think the artist is being the bitch today," Mary replied petulantly.

"That was low," Claire replied as she entered the bathroom. As soon as the water was running, Mary moved towards the painting. She glanced around suspiciously and then quickly lifted the cover. The canvas was blank! A pristine white, without a speck of paint on it.

"What the fuck!' she blurted out.

A maniacal laughter came from the bathroom. Mary stomped into the bathroom, ready to scream bloody murder, but the sight of Claire naked in the shower, with the hot water beading on her mocha skin caused the words to die in her throat.

"Last night after you went back to sleep I moved it to my studio on the top floor. I didn't just fall off the turnip truck sugar did you really think I would leave it out? That's too much temptation for a little fluff like you."

"Stinker," Mary said while pouting.

"Don't just stand there looking fuckable, climb in and scrub my back," Claire said, turning her back to the tall blonde. Mary sighed and stepped into the shower. The warm water felt good as she took a bath cloth and bar of soap, and began to lather it up. The white lather stood out on Claire's skin as Mary began to work it into the smaller woman's back.

"Mmmmm..."

"Like that?" Mary asked.

"Yeah sugar."

"Is there any way I could convince you to let me sneak a peek?" Mary asked as she let her hands glide down Claire's back and over the rise of her soft behind.

"You can try to convince me," Claire growled. She let her legs slide outward and leaned forward, catching herself with her hands. Mary grinned and sank to her knees. With her legs spread slightly Claire's dark lips were readily visible and Mary felt her mouth begin to water. She pressed her nose into the crevice between Claire's firm cheeks and darted her tongue out to caress those silky lips. At first, Mary was content to just lightly graze them with the tip of her tongue, but as Claire's sighs turned into moans, she wanted to do more. She leaned forward and tilted her head back. This allowed her to press her lips to Claire's and by pushing her tongue out she was able to burrow between her lover's damp lips.

"Ohhhh yes, suck it baby," Claire called. She shifted her position slightly and it caused a torrent of water to suddenly run down her back and off her ass, right into Mary's face. The poor blonde came up sputtering and coughing, which caused Claire to burst out laughing.

"It isn't funny!" Mary fumed as she tried to get her breath back and clear her airways. Her cute pout only made Claire laugh harder. Once she had cleared the water from her nose, Mary smiled sheepishly and laughed along with Claire. The little butch caught her hand and pulled her upright.

"Come on sugar, let's try it in the bedroom where it's safer,"

Claire led her by the hand into the bedroom, but rather than jumping on the bed, the smaller woman walked over to the wingback chair in the corner. She sat down and then scooted her ass to the edge of the chair and threw her legs over the arms. Gently stroking her pussy, she smiled up at Mary.

"There ya go baby, much safer."

Mary sank to her knees again and gently ran her hands over the insides of Claire's thighs. The skin was so soft and smooth, so utterly feminine and yet so wildly exciting. Mary kissed Claire's inner thigh, darting her tongue out to caress the soft skin. Mary didn't mind sex for the pure enjoyment of touching Claire's body, in fact, it was still wonderfully novel to want to get physical with someone all the time. In the back of her mind, however, she wanted to see that painting and decided that she would see how far she could get by teasing her lover. She tenderly licked and kissed all around Claire's trim mound, stopping often to look up at her lover. Claire's eyes showed amusement as well as lust.

Claire's pussy was still damp from the shower and after a little teasing, its delicious aroma became apparent. Despite her original plan to tease Claire, Mary found herself unable to resist and pressed her face between the slick lips of Claire's sex. Claire's hands rested lightly on her head and with gentle pressure she directed Mary's now wildly thrashing tongue to where it felt best.

For a long time, this went on, until Mary's tongue began to ache and her jaw started to hurt. Mary was eventually forced to just stick her tongue out and hold it stiffened while she moved her head and still Claire didn't cum. Eventually, she was forced to stop even this and looked up questioningly at her lover.

"Am I doing something wrong?"

"No sugar, it felt wonderful. This is one of the reasons I didn't want to paint you, I can't get my head off a work once I begin it, but I can't do much else with it until the paint dries. It's not you hunny, it's me."

Mary nodded, but her face still showed doubt. Claire smiled and gently stroked her cheek.

"How bout fixing some breakfast? I need to go shovel the snow off the roof."

Mary stood up and helped Claire up. She wandered down to the kitchen, examining the house as she went. The polished wood banister on the staircase was smooth to her touch and Mary's mind immediately flashed to a picture of her being bent over it, while Claire fucked her. She shook the image and sighed, as she reached the landing and located the kitchen.

Claire came down just as Mary was getting the eggs going. When she turned around, she was seized with a fit of the giggles. Claire looked like a child, totally swallowed by layers of clothes, a parka, and thick rubber boots.

"What you laughing at bitch? It's fucking frigid out there!" Claire said with a smile on her face.

"Nothing," Mary quickly replied, but just couldn't stop laughing. The small woman looked just like her son when he had to go out in the cold to wait for the bus. Claire swatted Mary's bare ass as she walked past and out the kitchen door. The blast of cold air nearly knocked Mary over and she ran upstairs to get on some clothes.

She returned to the kitchen and busied herself making breakfast. In the pantry, she found a box of hot coco packets and made one for Claire for when she came in. When Claire finally finished, she was shivering and soaked to the bone. Mary rushed over to her and helped her out of the wet clothes and thick gloves. She pushed Claire into a chair, handed her the steaming mug of coco, and then bent to remove the woman's boots. After Claire stopped shivering, Mary put breakfast on the table and they both began to quietly eat. Mary felt comfortable. It was nice to be playing wife to Claire, but she was also beginning to feel melancholy. She knew this would have to end soon.

The day passed away quietly, with the two of them watching old movies and snuggling under a blanket before the fire Claire built. Outside, the weather turned off bad, heavy snow started to fall and the wind picked up until its mournful wail could be heard even over the television.

When the fire burned low and the last movie was over they made their way hand–in–hand, up to the bedroom. It was their last night together and Mary expected something wild and unusual, but instead, they just curled up in the bed and Claire held her.

At first, Mary was slightly disappointed, but after a while, she realized that there had been hundreds of times in her life where she had wished Brandon would do this very thing. Hold her close, be with her, share the warmth of their bodies, and not have it be a prelude to sex. It was comfortable and the mournful howl of the wind seemed a perfect compliment to the mood. Mary faded off to sleep with her head still nested in the crook of Claire's arm.


Chapter 5

Mary woke up and stared at the canopy above. Claire's alarm was going off and the red numbers told her it was only four o'clock. It was Monday and she knew she had to get up and wake Claire. They would have to get back to her place so she could get dressed and make it down to the office before eight.

Mary looked around the room and felt a deep sense of loss. She didn't want to leave, especially knowing she would probably never come back. Brandon would be home later that day and the kids were due back from her mom's on Thursday. This brief erotic fairy tale would have to end then, as real life intruded. The really sad part was that she didn't want it to end. She knew that she would be happy coming back to this house, this bed, this woman, for the rest of her life. Claire rolled over on top of her and kissed her soundly, forcing her tongue into Mary's mouth and temporarily driving the morose thoughts from her mind. When the kiss broke Claire smiled down on her.

"Good morning lover," she said. Mary smiled wanly and then nodded before pushing her head up to kiss Claire's nose. The black woman smiled then glanced at the clock and frowned.

"I was hoping for a good morning fuck, but I don't think we are going to have time are we?"

"I don't think so," Mary said ruefully. Claire sighed and rolled off Mary. For a few brief moments more they both lay there in the warm bed, enjoying each other's closeness. Claire rose first and went to take a shower while Mary packed her bag. She was just pulling on her boots when Claire emerged from the bathroom and dug a pair of boxers out of her dresser. Mary sat and quietly watched as Claire dressed. Black boxers, gray thermals, heavy jeans, and a raider's sweatshirt. Nothing at all sexy about her clothing, but just sitting and watching her was somehow erotic to the older woman.

Claire grabbed a pair of leather gloves off the chest of drawers and smiled at Mary.

"Ready?"

"Yes," Mary said as she rose, but in her heart, she knew it was a lie. She wouldn't ever be ready to leave here. In a few short hours, it had become more like home than her home. Only the lack of her children kept it from being complete.

The world was still dark and a chill wind was blowing, as Claire stowed the bag and Mary hurriedly got into the car. It actually felt colder in the little sports car than it did outside, but being shielded from the icy blast of the wind made it infinitely preferable. The roads were nearly deserted and once the heater kicked in, the small cabin became comfortable. Claire was humming along with the song on the radio while Mary stared out the window at the trees flashing by.

It was starting to get light outside by the time Claire pulled up in front of her house. Mary hurried to the door and opened it, leaving it open behind her as she headed upstairs. She quickly stripped and showered. When she came out of the bathroom she could smell breakfast being prepared.

Mary dressed quickly in her favorite business attire. It was a sharp skirt and blazer in dark green with a white silk top. Stylish and professional three years ago, it was probably hopelessly out of date now, but since she went to work so rarely, keeping up with current fashion trends would have been needlessly expensive. Feeling more dejected than naughty, she chose simple cotton panties, an old bra, and black pantyhose as well as black two-inch heels, to complete her outfit. She came into the kitchen just as Claire was putting two plates of bacon and eggs on the table.

"Milk's gone sour, so the eggs are a little flat," Claire said as she sat down and began to eat. Mary picked at her food, spending more time watching Claire than eating. The clock on the wall was almost to seven and she knew this all had to come to an end now. She was fighting back tears, even though she thought that was silly. Claire finished her eggs, pushed back from the table, and glanced at the clock before standing up.

"Well, guess we both better get on the road."

Mary nodded and they both made their way to the front door, but when Mary's hand closed on the handle Claire jumped, pressing Mary against the door.

"Hey!" Mary cried, laughing as she felt the little woman's hands pulling the hem of her skirt up.

"Fuckin pantyhose, I hate these bitches," Claire said, her hands fumbling with the waist of the hose and Mary's panties.

"What are you doing?" Mary moaned, feeling her body respond. Claire didn't reply but managed to drag the panties and hose down to Mary's knees. Her upper body was still pressed into Mary's back, pinning the tall blonde to the door.

"Making sure you don't forget me," the small woman said. Mary was about to reply but lost her voice when she felt something warm, smooth, and hard, being pressed between her nether lips.

"Oh my god! Claire, no!" she cried as she felt the first of the Ben-Wa balls stretching the muscles at her entrance. Mary tried to turn around and fend her off, but the muscles gave in, and the little bundle of joy slipped into her already damp pussy.

"Claire, Please," Mary begged, but it did her no good, and soon the second ball was firmly pressed home. Mary was biting her lip as Claire pulled her panties up tight and then her hose. The smaller woman released Mary, opened the door, and practically shoved her out with a resounding slap to her derriere.

Mary felt the familiar sensations as she stumbled out to her minivan. Claire followed her and with exaggerated politeness opened the door for her. Once Mary was inside, she rolled down the window. Claire's smirk was gone, replaced with a very serious, almost sad expression.

"It's been great girl. I hate to see it end," she said, her voice cracking a little near the end.

"I know. It's been wonderful...I'll never forget it," Mary said, feeling her heart break as she accepted that Claire knew it was over too. The small woman looked down and then kicked the ground. When she looked back up there was a tear in her eye.

"Fuck, I swore I wouldn't do anything girly or cry," She said, forcing a smile. Mary could feel the tears in her own eyes and for a long moment considered just saying Fuck work, fuck her comfortable life, fuck it all. Claire dug into her jacket pocket and pulled out a scrap of paper, which she shoved into Mary's hand.

"That's my cell. Call me if you ever get the urge," she said, before turning abruptly and stalking off to her car. Mary started the engine and backed out, and as she drove away, her eyes were fixed on the forlorn figure in the little sports car.

The roads were packed and soon the very act of driving in the press of cars took her mind off things. Once she crossed the GW and headed towards Manhattan, she had to give every bit of her concentration to driving and it wasn't until she parked in the garage across from her building that her mind was free to roam again.

In the lobby, she ran into Denise. They both smiled at each other, but neither said anything. The walk from her car to the lobby had been freezing cold and her mind had been elsewhere, but as the elevator arrived and she stepped in, she was forcefully reminded of the two little round intruders Claire had left her with.

Once they reached the office, she hung her coat up and walked down to the conference room, each step causing the balls to stir gently within her. Mary sat down and squeezed her legs tightly together and then crossed them and tried to relax.

The meeting was tiresome and Mary could only pay attention with great effort. She didn't care about marketing's fuckups. She didn't care about protecting the company's resources. She didn't care about her job or being here. She could feel an extremely deep depression taking hold of her and at times she was on the verge of tears. When Wilma surreptitiously moved her hand to Denise's lap, the gesture wasn't lost on Mary. Even Denise's blush didn't deter her from wishing her own girl was there, playing the dangerous game of arousing her in the boardroom.

Once they broke off into their groups, Mary was able to immerse herself in work. Figures always had a way of engrossing her. It was very much like a puzzle and she loved puzzles. Mary was so absorbed in it that she didn't notice Wilma stick her head in the office. Mary looked up when she heard the door close and saw Wilma leaning on it with her finger over her lips.

"What?' Mary said in a whisper.

Wilma quickly came over to Mary's makeshift desk and pushed the keyboard away. She sat on the desk before the startled blonde and began to quickly undo the buttons on her blouse. Mary was shocked and nervously glanced at the door. She could see figures moving down the hall through the opaque glass. Wilma quickly pulled her blouse open and deftly unsnapped the front closure on her racy red bra. Mary stared in wonder. Through each of her small nipples, there was a golden hoop.

"What do ya think?" Wilma said, shaking her upper body so the hoops bounced against the soft orbs of her breasts.

"Didn't that hurt?" Mary asked, feeling a sympathetic twinge of pain in her own nipples.

"God yes, but Denise loves them!" she gushed. A noise outside the office door drew both their eyes and Wilma quickly refastened her bra and started to button up her blouse. Mary tried not to stare and Wilma smiled as she finished and moved off Mary's desk.

"You should consider it. I bet that hot girlfriend of yours would love to see those beauties you have with a little decoration," Wilma said.

"Wilma, how do you do it?"

"Just go down to the body-piercing place. I used the one over on Christopher Street in the Village,"

"No, I didn't mean that. I meant how do you stay with Denise and still manage to work here with no one suspecting?" Mary asked. Wilma looked at her and cocked her head. Mary could almost see the wheels turning.

"It's a life skill really, I guess. I love Denise. Oh, she's a little old-fashioned and stuffy sometimes, but she treats me well and god can she fuck me. I know she's older than I am and a lot of my friends tell me I need a younger lover, but I'm in love with her and I don't want anyone else. On the other hand, papa would be crushed if he found out I prefer eating pussy to sucking dick," she laughed. "So, I let all the guys here think they have a chance with me and I flirt with the senior partners and they all tell daddy what a lovely girl I am. I act a part for 8 hours every day. It's worth it to me. Besides, it makes Denise so jealous and that means I get extra attention at home," she finished with a wink and left the small office.

Mary pondered that for the rest of the day. Would it be worth it to her? Could she pretend eight hours a day she was just like everyone else, and then go home to Claire? Why was she even considering that? She shook her head and went back to work, but somehow the figures no longer engrossed her. Her mind drifted back always to a four-poster bed, leather restraints, and a small woman who could fuck her like no other. With each hour away from her, Mary's depression grew. At lunch, she decided to go down to the cafeteria. Out of habit, she grabbed her coat. Two years ago someone had stolen the leather London Fog Brandon had given her and she never left anything unattended in the office anymore. She was just getting in line when Wilma caught her arm.

"Denise and I are walking over to Preston's, Harry told everyone to scram for a long lunch. The big guys are all in and this audit is ruffling some feathers. Why don't you come with us?"

Mary put down her tray and readily followed Wilma out to the hallway, where Denise was waiting.

"Hey, Mary," Denise said as she held the glass door open for Mary and Wilma.

Preston's was a nice restaurant a few blocks away. The wind had died, but it was still bitterly cold and Mary was glad of the long coat she wore. After a few steps, the little balls began to move gently within her. Wilma and Denise were keeping up a brisk pace and Mary found that moving faster only increased the wicked little device's insistence that she pay attention. By the time they reached the restaurant, Mary could feel the slick stickiness in her panties.

Lunch was nice and several of their co-workers joined them, and at around three, they all made their way back to the building. By the time Mary had returned to her desk, she was fully aroused. Her nipples were hard pebbles and her pussy was demanding attention. She found herself constantly crossing and uncrossing her legs and was actually relieved when five o'clock rolled around.

The drive home was chaotic, with two wrecks and more snow falling. Visibility was nearly down to nothing by the time she reached her neighborhood. Brandon had parked his truck in the garage, so Mary left hers in the driveway and trudged up the walk, through knee-deep snow. She opened the door, let herself in, and was just hanging up her jacket when Brandon came out of the kitchen with a TV dinner.

"Hey, hon," he called as he crashed on the sofa and turned to the Sports Center.

"Have a good trip?" Mary asked. She was actually kind of glad to see him. She would have dreaded being alone in the house.

"The best. How bout a welcome home kiss?" he said as he rose and approached her. Their lips met as they embraced and Brandon jammed his tongue into her mouth. His rough hands dug into her behind and Mary realized he was in the mood, and an unreasoning panic assailed her when she realized the Ben-Wa balls were still buried inside her pussy. Brandon's hand pressed against her soaked cunt from behind and Mary moaned despite herself.

"Damn, hunny, you must really be wanting it bad," Brandon said enthusiastically.

I do, but not from you, she wanted to say, but instead just smiled and tried to pretend he was Claire. It was an abysmal failure.

Brandon turned her around and shoved her back on the sofa, pushing her skirt up as soon as she came to rest. He was unbuckling his belt with his other hand and Mary began to really panic. Summoning all her courage, she giggled and pushed his hands away.

"At least let me go to the bathroom first, you big lug," she said, hoping it sounded playful.

"You girls and your small bladders...All right, but hurry up. I got something you will love to play with," he said, indicating the bulge in his pants.

Mary raced upstairs. Once in the bathroom she removed her pantyhose and panties and found the loop of string that held the balls together. Biting her lip to keep from moaning, she gently pulled them out. Mary nearly came, they had been teasing her all day, but a more immediate concern was where to hide them. She could hear Brandon stomping up the stairs and knew he would be waiting for her in the bedroom.

Mary decided to try to turn her lust to her husband. She stripped off her clothes and approached the bed with the most provocative wiggle she could muster. Brandon was already naked, holding his cock in his hand and stroking it as he watched her approach. Mary had always thought of her husband as being adequately endowed, but after the assortment of pussy pleasers Claire had used, she found herself wondering if she would even feel him.

She lay on the bed and reached down to take over stroking him, but Brandon didn't give her the chance. He rolled over and pushed his thigh between her legs. While making a stab at kissing her, he lined his cock up and entered her. He began to pump while roughly squeezing her breasts and chewing on her shoulder. It lasted only a few minutes, and his face contorted as he came. Brandon rolled off her body and lay there, panting.

Mary stared up at the ceiling, wondering if this was all her life held for her.
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