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She'd only known him a few hours,
but already she wanted to learn how it felt to please him. He
left her with a necklace that he says marks his property, and
deciding to put it on has promptly turned Heather's life upside
down.






No man has ever made Heather feel the way
Troy does, but no man has ever asked so much of her in return. When
can she trust he knows exactly how much she can take, and when is
she right to be afraid?









Preview

 


She was still flushed and aching as Troy ushered her
into a small boutique on the north side of the city. The walk
hadn't been far, maybe five or six blocks, and under other
circumstances she knew she would have enjoyed it. But in her
current state it felt more like a delirious march, primed to a
perfect edge as her body throbbed with unfinished business.

The boutique was much larger inside than it had
appeared from the street. Rows of the latest high-end fashion from
Milan and Paris ran side by side with more fringe, risqué offerings
in straight lines towards the back. Looking around, Heather began
to guess a little at what Troy had in mind.

At the sound of their entry, a woman appeared from
the rear of the store. In Heather's wound up state, it was hard not
to stare. The woman was simply beautiful, with soft olive skin,
full breasts, and dark hair tied up in layers at the back. Her eyes
were a gorgeous hazel, and when they fell on Troy, they grew wide
and appreciative. "Welcome," she said, with only a slight
accent.

"Are we so obviously American?" Troy asked,
smiling.

She laughed. "Just American? I'm not so uneducated. I
know who you are."

"You do?" Troy sighed. "Isn't there anywhere far
enough away for me to escape it these days?"

"You are almost far enough here, I think. But not
with me. I have to know about important men, and so I know about
you." Her eyes left Troy for the first time and flickered over to
Heather. "You are here for your friend?" she asked, still speaking
to Troy as she looked Heather over with a penetrating gaze that -
maybe it was just the lingering ache in Heather's pussy - seemed
deeply sensual.

"I am. We're looking for something a little bit more
fun than what she happened to pack with her."

"Of course," the woman agreed. "Let me show you what
I have."

Heather found herself blushing as item after item was
pulled off the racks, each one more revealing than the last. As
intimidated as Heather still was with Troy, she had grown
comfortable in her body with him. He had a way of making her feel
beautiful and desired that drove her crazy, and she liked the way
he dressed her to his tastes, even if it sometimes shocked her
lingering prudish instincts. But being here with this woman, going
through clothes meant for her body at its most intimate ... that
was something different. She didn't know whether she liked
this.

But it was also impossible to deny that it was
turning her on.

And yet, none of this seemed enough for Troy. "I want
something that really shows her off," he was explaining to the
woman.

The woman turned her deep, almond eyes on Heather,
and again Heather got the sensation that she might as well be
naked. "You might have an easier time if you tried a woman ... with
more to show off," she suggested, standing not by accident in a way
to emphasize her own generous breasts and hips. But she faltered as
she caught sight of Troy's darkened expression and hurried on. "But
we'll see what we can do. She's very lovely."

"Yes," Troy agreed, in a tone of unmistakable rebuke,
"she is." His right hand, which hadn't left the small of Heather's
back since they had entered the store, brought her closer in with a
possessive touch, and Heather's body hummed to be against him. "The
rest of it is in this row, is it?" he asked the woman. "I think I
can look through it myself."

She backed away, apologizing again and promising to
send out her nephew to handle the billing if they wanted to buy
anything. Heather watched her go with a sense of satisfaction that
was marred with an unfamiliar, lingering interest, as though the
woman had stirred something in her she didn't want to let go.

But she had quite enough other things stirring inside
her on this particular morning.

She jumped as she realized Troy had said something.
"Sorry, sir, what?" she asked. There it was again, that sneaky
'sir.' At least they were alone now.

"I said, why don't you go wait for me in the changing
room?"

Heather retreated obediently to a small stall in the
corner of the store. The door swung shut behind her and she sank
onto the little bench, pressing her forehead against the cool glass
of the mirror.

Her hand moved involuntarily back between her legs
and for a moment she wondered whether she dared try for release
before Troy could notice. The urge to plunge her fingers inside
herself seemed to pulse through her with every movement and
thought.

She had been such a normal, in control woman only a
few weeks ago. How had she wound up like this?

He had told her not to. He had told her not to. He
had told her ...

"Heather."

She opened her eyes and saw his distinctive leather
shoes below the gap in the door. "Yes."

"Pass me your clothes out, please."

It took Heather a moment to understand what he was
asking, and then two realizations clicked into place at once. One:
he wasn't buying clothes for her to put on for some hypothetical
evening, safely in the future and safely in a bedroom, where he
could enjoy the sight of her in lingerie while he taught her the
identity of a submissive. This was to wear here, now. In public. He
wanted her to put on a new outfit, specifically designed to 'show
her off' and walk out of here in it. And two: he wasn't going to
let her see what he had picked out before she surrendered her
current clothes. She would be completely helpless, standing naked
in a foreign changing room, completely dependent on whatever he
decided to offer her to cover herself.
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The Edge

 


Over the years, the buildings of the Palatio in San
Carducci had been built exclusively of the slightly yellow-tinted
granite quarried in the hills north of town, and when the sun rose
in the mornings and began to cast glancing rays into the windows of
the small villa on Via Roma, it was the color of gold. Heather lay
staring up at the 17th century vaulted ceiling, wondering how
things could change so fast.

Troy had suggested she take a few vacation days, and
she had not needed convincing. She hadn't even known where they
were going when he led her up the stairs to that same jet she had
first seen two weeks ago. Now here she was, bathing in one of the
most spectacular sunrises she had ever witnessed, five thousand
miles farther from home than she had ever thought she'd be, and
instead all she could think about was the incredible man she could
hear washing his face in the other room.

She rubbed herself under the covers, feeling a little
shiver of excitement she now got when each new day with him began,
and then sat up. She breathed in, savoring the slight taste of the
Mediterranean the air took on in the mornings here. In the past
week and a half, Heather's eyes had been opened to a new world
inside of her. It was all still surreal in so many ways, but little
by little she was adjusting to think in terms of her new reality.
The world seemed fresh and new and so much of it seemed within
reach, at least on this particular morning. She couldn't remember
the last time she had felt so relaxed and at peace, and yet every
day was punctuated with vibrant, visceral experiences she could
only crave more of. In less time than she ever thought possible,
Troy had taken control of her life. She lived by his praise,
quivered for his rewards, and died a little by his rebukes. It was
structure. It was meaning. And she loved it. She looked over at a
sound in the doorway, and flushed a little to see his eyes on her.
Her stomach was always at least a little bit weightless when he was
looking at her.

He came and sat on the bed, and Heather twisted
around to nestle against his chest. "I think you needed a good
sleep," he said, running a hand through her hair.

"Yes, sir," she agreed.

"I wasn't too rough with you last night?"

She felt a little thrill run through her as the vivid
memory came back to her. "No, sir," she said emphatically.
"Absolutely not, sir. You gave me what I deserved for being so
bad."

He nodded with satisfaction and gave her a little
spank that made her jump. "Exactly right," he said. "And for your
sake I hope you won't forget what happens when you come like that
before I tell you you're allowed."

Heather shifted a little, already turned on at the
memory. How she'd tried to hold it back ... but Troy could control
her body in ways she had never experienced before. How was she
supposed to fight it? It was like he could short-circuit her with a
twitch of his finger. But a good submissive didn't make excuses.
That's the mantra she had been told to repeat. If she felt a
certain way, it's because he wanted her to feel that way. If it was
hard, it was because he wanted it to be hard. "Yes, sir," she
agreed. "I'm definitely going to remember."

The sternness in his gaze had just that hint of
playfulness in it that could always drive her crazy. Troy could
make the silliest thing seem serious and the most serious thing
seem fun. "I've got a little plan for today," he said.

She perked up. "Are we going out on the boat?" she
asked.

"No, it's not the boat. You'll just have to
wait."

She made a little pout. "You're not going to tell
me?"

He rebuked her with a finger to her lips, and then
kissed her. "Didn't I say I tell you what I want you to know?"

She nodded. "Yes, sir. Sorry, sir."

He tutted. "It's almost as if you're asking to be
punished."

Heather caught her breath, looking up in
trepidation.

"Present for your master," Troy ordered, his demeanor
casual, almost careless, as he considered what to do with her.

Obedience overcoming reluctance, she scooted down off
the bed and turned around to place her hands on the comforter,
pushing her ass out firm and vulnerable.

Troy got up as well, standing over her and
considering her ripe, slender body. He ran his hand along her side,
cupping her breast through the soft shirt she had worn as she
slept. He took the cloth between two fingers and pulled it over her
head, pausing for only an instant to let her raise her arms to
accommodate. Her hands returned to the bed as she heard the garment
fall softly onto the floor behind her, leaving her naked but for
her silk black panties.

He ran his hand over her front again, cupping her
softly hanging breasts, playing lightly over her stiffening
nipples. She let out a slight moan in spite of herself and closed
her eyes.

He had drawn up behind her, and she could feel the
thick, hard shape of his cock through his robe where it pressed
against her ass. She pushed back against it ever so slightly. She
was supposed to stay still when he ordered her to bend over for
him, but sometimes her hips felt his cock stirring and took on a
mind of their own. What was it about being in this position that
made it impossible to be good? It was as if only a week of being
toyed with, teased and punished, had rewired her already poor
self-control. Maybe that was what he liked about her so much: that
she was so easy to play with.

Heather let out another moan, try as she could to
bite it back. Troy's fingers had dipped into the front of her
panties, feeling and rubbing curiously at her swollen clit. Any
moment now his fingers would dip lower and he'd feel how wet she
was for him. He always made sure she knew that he knew. He loved to
dwell on that sting of embarrassment: that whatever he did to
punish her, it only turned her on more intensely.

She heard his breath growing harsh with desire as his
fingers made the inevitable discovery. He circled her hole, and her
hips bucked slightly in response. "Right on cue," he whispered in
her ear. "You know how much I like your wet little pussy, don't
you?"

"Yes, sir," she said.

"It seems such a shame to tease a pussy that gets wet
so obediently like yours does." She could feel his cock rock hard
against her.

"Yes, sir," she breathed, her body tensing a little
against his in anticipation.

He lowered his hand, guiding the panties down her
legs. The crotch left a slight residue of dampness against the
insides of her thighs and she took in a long, shaky breath, trying
to steady herself. But just as quickly, the air rushed out of her
in a gasp. Troy had pushed up behind her and gathered her hair in
one strong hand, pulling her backwards against him and bringing her
head up in an uncomfortable arch.

"The rest of you isn't always so good, though," he
grunted. "We have to keep that in mind, don't we?"

"Yes, sir," she managed to gasp.

She felt a brush against her ass and then the cock
she had been rubbing against was free, hard and hot, throbbing
against her skin. He moved back slightly and pushed into her with a
steady, rough thrust. She gasped again. God! No matter how many
times he fucked her, she always forgot how just how big he was.

He wasn't being coy or playful this time. He was
going to fuck her rough and he was going to fuck her hard.
Heather's fingers dug into the satin sheets of the bed as he drove
deep into her again and again and again.

"Tell me you like getting taught to be good," he
grunted.

"I like it, sir," she gasped, her voice shaking
rhythmically with the rest of her body. "I - I like being taught to
be good."

"Tell me you want to come for me, to show me you want
to be better."

"I do, sir," she repeated. "I want to come for
you."

Barely had the words come out of her mouth than her
body obeyed, coiling around his pounding shaft as a wave of intense
pleasure engulfed the lower half of her body and rose upwards. Troy
reached his hand around and roughly grabbed her bouncing tit. The
grasp sent her over the edge, amplifying a moderate orgasm into an
overpowering one. It was all she could do not to collapse, to stay
upright, head bent back, taking the pounding as her body squeezed
and shuddered with intense gratitude. "Oh fuck!" she gasped. "Thank
you for letting me come, sir!"

It had barely stopped before she felt the second one
coming on. She gulped in air, but there was no preparing for it.
She pulled against his grip, feeling the strange mixture of
pleasure and pain. It was incredible to be manhandled by her hair,
something she had never known she wanted. She came again, more
intense than the first. Her whole body was clenched, tight, and
then releasing into a euphoria that made her sway weakly, barely
upright. She probably would have collapsed this time, but there was
no falling out of his strong grip.

"You want me to come in you, don't you?" Troy
grunted. "You want to take my come and show me you can be a good
submissive?"

"Yes, sir," Heather gasped. "Come in me, sir."

He pumped his cock into her, his heavy sack swinging
forward against her swollen clit. She felt the spasm between her
tight little muscles as he exploded. Hot, thick liquid filled her
pussy, and her body clenched eagerly for more and more, until it
was all inside her.

"Thank you, sir," she gasped.

He gave her ass a squeeze, as though reminding her it
could have gone a different way if he had wanted, and lowered her
roughly onto the bed in front of her. She lay, hot and throbbing,
as she caught her breath. She put a hand up and ran tentative
fingers through her hair, looking back up at him.

Troy had gone to the window and pulled away the wispy
inner curtains to let in all the light of the glorious
Mediterranean morning. She shrank back, pulling up the covers to
hide her nakedness from the open window. He looked over and
saw.

"Embarrassed to be seen?" he asked.

She shrugged a little self-consciously, unsure why he
was suddenly smiling.

"I guess you need my next lesson more than I
thought," he said. "You're going to like what I have in mind for
the morning."

Heather wasn't sure she liked the sound of that.

"Get dressed then," he said. "We'll have breakfast at
the trattoria, and then if you've been good, I'll tell you."

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Ten minutes later, a small, red Ferrari had appeared
in the street below, and as Troy slid behind the wheel and hit the
button to retract the roof, Heather realized she had never seen him
drive.

"Get in," he said, looking back to see her still
standing in the arched entryway. "We've got business in
Florence."

"I thought you said we were getting something to
eat."

He waved her inside with that cocky little smile she
could never entirely resist. "I know a good place there," he
assured her. "It's not a long drive."

Her ass had barely touched leather before she heard
the silken purr of the engine jump to a roar and suddenly it felt
like every organ was being sucked back into the seatback behind
her. In two horrifying minutes they were out of the little town of
San Carducci and blazing out along a little two-lane highway. The
countryside of central Italy opened up, the Mediterranean to their
right and the rolling green hills of the Apennines to their
left.

The initial terror began to fade, and it wasn't long
before she realized she was ... having fun. The car handled like a
dream, and any fear that Troy didn't know what he was doing behind
a wheel had gone out the window in an instant. The crisp ocean air
poured over them, mussing up her hair, but she couldn't bring
herself to care in the slightest. The world seemed at their
feet.

Troy turned inland, and now the road was climbing up
into the mountains, following the curves of the land as it rose and
fell. At one particularly graceful little turn along a ridge, she
actually whooped in spite of herself. By the time they were winding
back down into a plain with a city and suburbs on the horizon, she
was grinning like an idiot.

"That was amazing," she managed to gasp when wind had
quieted enough to speak.

"Always go domestic when you're in Europe," Troy
advised her. "They build their cars for their own roads."

Heather nodded and tried to look like she might be
able to use that advice sometime this reality.

 


 


 


 


 


 


Florence was unlike anything Heather had ever seen
before. As she and Troy sat on a veranda by the river on the
outskirts of the old city, she knew she was being a very poor
conversationalist. She just couldn't stop staring around her at the
beauty of the surroundings: two thousand years of history overlaid
on top of itself in brilliant stone architecture and vibrant modern
life.

It finally took her catching sight of the young
Florentine waitress admiring Troy from the kitchen doorway to
remind her what she was neglecting.

"I'm sorry I just keep repeating how beautiful this
all is," she apologized.

"It's alright," he smiled. "I remember my first time
here."

Heather took a sip of the cappuccino in front of her
and glanced over at him. "Well, I'm just wondering how to find out
what's in store for us today - without asking, I mean."

Troy's eyebrow rose and his smile took a little
twist. "And why wouldn't you ask?"

Heather's face grew a little hot. "Because I remember
what I get when I ask."

"You're trying to push. It sounds like you learned
your lesson by the letter, and not in spirit."

"No, I learned it," she promised, feeling her face
grow redder. He had made it clear that he didn't require special
address when they were outside the house, but that seemed just a
formality now. The way she had learned to defer and follow his lead
made her feel every bit his submissive, whether she called him sir
or not.

Being in public didn't blunt the feeling, it made it
the more intense. It felt wrong, a sacrifice, a degradation. She
felt her body clench slightly.

He seemed to sense her reaction, and he cocked his
head at her in that way he did when he had mischief on his mind.
"Come sit next to me and tell me again how well you learned it," he
said.

The veranda was made up of tables placed against
stone benches, so there was plenty of room for her to slide
obediently into the seat beside him. His idle hand moved to her
thigh as he held her softly against him.

"What was it again?" His question was low, inaudible
beyond the table. The closest patrons were tables away.

"You taught me that I know what you want me to know,"
Heather breathed.

"And you feel what I want you to feel," he
continued.

"And I feel what you want me to feel."

"Because you do what I want you to do."

"Because I do what you want me to do," she finished
obediently, her face scarlet and a definite tightness growing in
her groin. The hand on her thigh stroked her skin slowly, almost as
if he didn't know he was doing it, and yet every fiber of Heather's
being was fixated on the contact. It was wandering upwards, up her
thigh. Her chest felt tight.

"They're easy enough things to remember, aren't
they?"

Heather nodded, sitting stiff in her seat and looking
straight ahead as she felt herself getting wetter as he touched
her. His hand was at the hem of her skirt, dipping ever so slightly
beneath it with each casual little stroke of his finger.

"Yes, I think so, too," he agreed. "It's more a
question of doing than a question of understanding. It's curbing
those disobedient little instincts of yours. Maybe not completely,
of course. We wouldn't want to take the fun out of it, would
we?"

"N - no, sir," she breathed. Oh, she hadn't meant to
say 'sir'. That one had just slipped out. God damnit, why could he
get her so turned on so easily? She knew exactly where that hand
was going. She knew she would never stop it. She knew he was doing
it just to see if she made a sound, and she knew that she wasn't -
was NOT - going to make one.

"But if we can't get the simple things right, how are
we ever going to move on to the real fun?" Troy was asking.

"I ... yes. I need ... to do better."

His fingers had reached the edge of her panties and
stroked slightly up the outline of her lips. Her clit was full and
sensitive, and when he drew a soft little circle around it she had
to clench her jaw shut to hold back a moan.

"Well, you do try, at least. So I think today might
be a good day to take the next step anyways, don't you think?
Something real."

Each little twitch of his finger sent a hot pulse up
through her abdomen. "Something real, sir?" Oops, there it was
again, another 'sir'. It felt so natural. She felt drunk on all the
little things he did to drive her crazy - all the little things to
toy with her this way and that.

"So I have a simple little game for us. We're going
to go to clothes shopping and take a walk. How does that
sound?"

She nodded, her eyes slipping closed for a moment.
She was listening to most of what he was saying. It just barely
seemed important, compared to what he was doing to her ...

"Say yes, Heather."

"Yes, sir."

His finger was brushing against her clit just
perfectly. She was sitting at an awkward angle now, pushing her
hips out into his hand. Her fists were clenched against the
stone.

"And if you're good, you'll get a nice reward. How
does that sound?"

"I - thank you, sir. Thank y -" But she stopped
short, her breathless words falling off in sudden protest. He had
taken his hand away, smoothing her skirt back into position and
pinching her slightly on the ass.

She squeezed her thighs together in impotent
frustration, and put her own hand down between her legs.

"Did I say you could touch yourself?"

She let out a breath of disbelief. "I - no, sir, you
didn't."

"I didn't think I had. Finish your pastry. I know
just the place for us to try first."

Hunger was now the last thing on Heather's mind, but
after a moment to catch her breath, she did as she was told. Her
breasts felt full, sensitive, and tingling. As she leaned forward
to eat, they just barely brushed against the edge of the table, and
the sensation was both exquisite and torturous. In such an aroused
state, every little movement felt amplified, and calming herself
down seemed like the least likely thing in the world.

 


 


 


 


 


She was still flushed and aching as Troy ushered her
into a small boutique on the north side of the city. The walk
hadn't been far, maybe five or six blocks, and under other
circumstances she knew she would have enjoyed it. But in her
current state it felt more like a delirious march, primed to a
perfect edge as her body throbbed with unfinished business.

The boutique was much larger inside than it had
appeared from the street. Rows of the latest high-end fashion from
Milan and Paris ran side by side with more fringe, risqué offerings
in straight lines towards the back. Looking around, Heather began
to guess a little at what Troy had in mind.

At the sound of their entry, a woman appeared from
the rear of the store. In Heather's wound up state, it was hard not
to stare. The woman was simply beautiful, with soft olive skin,
full breasts, and dark hair tied up in layers at the back. Her eyes
were a gorgeous hazel, and when they fell on Troy, they grew wide
and appreciative. "Welcome," she said, with only a slight
accent.

"Are we so obviously American?" Troy asked,
smiling.

She laughed. "Just American? I'm not so uneducated. I
know who you are."

"You do?" Troy sighed. "Isn't there anywhere far
enough away for me to escape it these days?"

"You are almost far enough here, I think. But not
with me. I have to know about important men, and so I know about
you." Her eyes left Troy for the first time and flickered over to
Heather. "You are here for your friend?" she asked, still speaking
to Troy as she looked Heather over with a penetrating gaze that -
maybe it was just the lingering ache in Heather's pussy - seemed
deeply sensual.

"I am. We're looking for something a little bit more
fun than what she happened to pack with her."

"Of course," the woman agreed. "Let me show you what
I have."

Heather found herself blushing as item after item was
pulled off the racks, each one more revealing than the last. As
intimidated as Heather still was with Troy, she had grown
comfortable in her body with him. He had a way of making her feel
beautiful and desired that drove her crazy, and she liked the way
he dressed her to his tastes, even if it sometimes shocked her
lingering prudish instincts. But being here with this woman, going
through clothes meant for her body at its most intimate ... that
was something different. She didn't know whether she liked
this.

But it was also impossible to deny that it was
turning her on.

And yet, none of this seemed enough for Troy. "I want
something that really shows her off," he was explaining to the
woman.

The woman turned her deep, almond eyes on Heather,
and again Heather got the sensation that she might as well be
naked. "You might have an easier time if you tried a woman ... with
more to show off," she suggested, standing not by accident in a way
to emphasize her own generous breasts and hips. But she faltered as
she caught sight of Troy's darkened expression and hurried on. "But
we'll see what we can do. She's very lovely."

"Yes," Troy agreed, in a tone of unmistakable rebuke,
"she is." His right hand, which hadn't left the small of Heather's
back since they had entered the store, brought her closer in with a
possessive touch, and Heather's body hummed to be against him. "The
rest of it is in this row, is it?" he asked the woman. "I think I
can look through it myself."

She backed away, apologizing again and promising to
send out her nephew to handle the billing if they wanted to buy
anything. Heather watched her go with a sense of satisfaction that
was marred with an unfamiliar, lingering interest, as though the
woman had stirred something in her she didn't want to let go.

But she had quite enough other things stirring inside
her on this particular morning.

She jumped as she realized Troy had said something.
"Sorry, sir, what?" she asked. There it was again, that sneaky
'sir.' At least they were alone now.

"I said, why don't you go wait for me in the changing
room?"

Heather retreated obediently to a small stall in the
corner of the store. The door swung shut behind her and she sank
onto the little bench, pressing her forehead against the cool glass
of the mirror.

Her hand moved involuntarily back between her legs
and for a moment she wondered whether she dared try for release
before Troy could notice. The urge to plunge her fingers inside
herself seemed to pulse through her with every movement and
thought.

She had been such a normal, in control woman only a
few weeks ago. How had she wound up like this?

He had told her not to. He had told her not to. He
had told her ...

"Heather."

 

She opened her eyes and saw his distinctive leather
shoes below the gap in the door. "Yes."

"Pass me your clothes out, please."

It took Heather a moment to understand what he was
asking, and then two realizations clicked into place at once. One:
he wasn't buying clothes for her to put on for some hypothetical
evening, safely in the future and safely in a bedroom, where he
could enjoy the sight of her in lingerie while he taught her the
identity of a submissive. This was to wear here, now. In public. He
wanted her to put on a new outfit, specifically designed to 'show
her off' and walk out of here in it. And two: he wasn't going to
let her see what he had picked out before she surrendered her
current clothes. She would be completely helpless, standing naked
in a foreign changing room, completely dependent on whatever he
decided to offer her to cover herself.

"I -"

"Now, Heather." His voice left no room for
argument.

Heather could feel her face burning with conflicting
emotions of dismay and ... excitement? But when he told her to do
something, she did it. In a moment, her dress was crumpled in her
shaking hand, and she was offering it out through the gap beneath
the stall door.

"Bra and panties, too."

An objection caught in Heather's throat and she
glimpsed herself in the changing room mirror, blushing and
helpless. There was such a strong, visceral terror of what he was
asking her to do, and yet ... it was so much simpler to be his. Why
fight it? Why not do what he wanted, everything he wanted, and just
be his? Be his toy ... be his plaything, and what happened
happened, she would still be his. It felt so good, being his, that
it sometimes took a minute to remember why anything else
mattered.

"Yes, sir." She didn't try to hide the shaking in her
voice. She would obey, but she wanted him to know how hard she
worked to please him. She offered out her panties and bra under the
door, and stood, shivering slightly in her nakedness. In a moment,
she was rewarded with a small bundle. She stood waiting for the
rest, until it occurred to her that that was all that was coming.
What had initially appeared to be just one garment was actually
two. The top was low-cut and made of a thin, soft fabric. When she
held it up she could clearly make out her fingers on the other
side. The skirt wasn't quite so see-through, but the hem barely
reached halfway down her wrist. No panties. No bra. It didn't seem
like a very fair trade, but she bit back protest.

Instead, she began to dress. The fabric was soft and
teased over her skin in an extremely pleasant way. It was just
tight enough to pull her tits together, joining them in a line of
deep cleavage, but thin and yielding enough to cling to every line
and soft contour.

She pulled the skirt on, feeling her swollen clit
brush intensely against the rough cloth. She'd basically have to
keep a hand on the back of it just to avoid flashing anyone who
happened to be behind her. She knew she couldn't keep Troy waiting
much longer. She steadied herself with a hand to the stall frame,
trying to take deep breaths. She was really supposed to go outside
now? This was easily the most intense thing he'd put her through,
or at least it felt that way from this side of it. The scariest
part was the way it affected her, thrilled her even as it mortified
her. Her whole life had taught her it was wrong to let herself be
seen like this, and now ...

Now just like that, she was on display. She took one
last breath and unlocked the little stall.

Troy was perusing a rack of clothes towards the front
of the store, and he looked around when he heard the door open. He
cocked his head as he looked at her, drinking in the sight with
obvious relish. "Even better than I'd hoped," he said as she walked
over to him. "Turn for me."

She spun slowly on the spot, feeling the slight chill
of the breeze from the street stirring the clothing and stiffening
her nipples beneath the thin fabric.

He drew her against him with an easy hand to her
waist and kissed her. "God, it's going to be hard to keep my hands
off you," he groaned.

Troy rang the bell at the front desk, and a young
Italian man, maybe 22, hurried out from the back of the store. He
did look like the other woman's nephew, with the same bronzed skin,
but a broader, masculine face and muscular chest and shoulders. His
body had a young, raw sexuality to it, and when his eyes fell on
Heather, they widened for a moment and quickly looked away.

Heather's insides tightened with a delicious sort of
embarrassment as he approached the desk.

"What to buy?" he asked politely in broken
English.

"These," Troy said, gesturing at Heather's body.

The man was trying very hard not to look at her, and
didn't seem to understand. "Yes but what to buy?" he asked
again.

"What she's wearing. She's wearing it out," Troy
explained patiently. He reached down and fished around the skirt
until he found the tag at the back and waved it at the man,
inadvertently lifting the rest of the skirt with it. Heather's
hands leapt to press it back down with a weak little sound of
protest.

"Oh yes," the man agreed.

He was kind of cute, Heather had to acknowledge
miserably. The way he was so polite and embarrassed by the
half-naked woman in front of him. She could see him getting a
little red.

He pressed in a key at the desk and held out a little
wand to scan the tags. Troy prodded Heather forward, and she was
forced to step up to the desk to have her new clothes scanned into
the register.

The first tag was clipped to her front, near the
bottom of the tank top. The only way to present it to the man was
to lean forward over the desk, doing her best not to let her tits
spill out completely. He reached out to take the tag in his hand,
holding it up for the scanner, and his wrist brushed against her
breast. A little breath caught in her mouth at the touch, and she
felt her nipple stiffening tightly, pushing out prominently through
the fabric. Daring a glance up, she saw him noticing the effect he
was having on her ... and trying very hard not to look like he was
noticing. After the longest second of Heather's life, the wand
beeped success and she pulled back, blushing from head to toe.

He managed to busy himself at the register, allowing
Heather a moment to catch her breath before what she knew was
coming. The tag for the skirt was clipped directly to the cloth. To
offer it for scanning, she had to pull up the skirt, trying to hold
the front down with one hand while she lifted it at the side and
held out the tag. But again, the wand's cord didn't stretch beyond
the checkout desk. She was standing on tiptoe, her skirt more or
less pulled up, naked beneath it, holding it out for the young man.
With a final clench of humiliation, she released the hand holding
the skirt down in front. The fabric lifted, her pussy was plainly
in view, and the wand beeped.

She quickly retreated from the desk, and the flushed
young man read out the total for Troy to pay him. Troy dropped a
couple bills in the tip jar, and ushered Heather out towards the
door.

The street outside was, for the moment, blissfully
empty. Heather turned to look at Troy, her eyes wide with shock and
embarrassment.

"You're very uncomfortable with all this," he
observed.

"Yes."

"Good," he said. "You're a shy one. You pretend you
aren't, I know. But I can't have a shy submissive. Don't worry,
we're going to train it out of you easily enough. It just takes a
little persistence." Troy drew her against him with a kiss, his
body strong and powerful against hers. She gasped into his mouth as
she felt his hand push beneath her skirt. He traced across her
swollen lips and found her hole, soaking wet. He paused for a
moment. "Well, I almost didn't believe it," he breathed. "But who
am I to deny the evidence. You love being displayed like this."

"I do not!" she protested, her body stiffening
against him.

"Oh?" he asked skeptically.

"I don't," she insisted.

"No," he agreed softly, "of course you don't." He
drew a line of her wetness up, stroked her stiffened clit
playfully, and then let the skirt fall back into place. "Come
along," he said.

It took her a second to regain control of her legs
after his touch. Her body ached for him, for everything.

"And don't let me catch you covering up," he advised
as he saw her hands drifting to cross in front of her chest. "You
probably don't want to be spanked in public, do you?"

With that thought burning in her, she had to hurry to
take her place in front of him, wet and blushing, hands at her
sides. Never had she felt more his plaything. It was impossible to
deny how intensely the feeling aroused her.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


By Thursday, the trip was over. She was back home,
ready to pretend to be regular old Heather. She didn't feel like
regular old Heather, or anything like who she'd been only a couple
weeks ago. Whoever she was now fell asleep every night with a head
filled with vivid sexual fantasies. Whoever she was now loved it
when Troy called her his toy, when he spanked her, told her he
owned her, said that every part of her from tits to pussy belonged
to him. She never went an hour without thinking of the man who had
so quickly come to dominate her life. But for the moment, she had
to be regular old Heather. Regular Heather, stepping off the
private jet and into the waiting limousine. It still didn't make
any sense.

Well, not quite regular old Heather. For tonight at
least, she had to be the fictitious 'sophisticated, cultured'
Heather to help Nicole feel at home with Nicole's new friends.

What an unappealing prospect. She had even foregone a
final night in Italy to be back here for this. She shook her head.
Was she a good friend or what? But a promise was a promise.

She'd had only a few minutes at her apartment to
change before she had to hurry back downtown. She'd almost lost the
address of this new exhibition opening or gallery champagne
something that somebody who knew someone was throwing. But there it
was in her phone, 1441 Newhurst Blvd in what used to be the Polish
neighborhood before everything went upscale. Once she could put
faces to names she'd be able to keep it all straight.

The venue was in a remodeled corner section of an old
warehouse. Its facade was glass, shining brilliantly out into the
street and revealing its trendy, modern art house style galleries,
filled with milling socialites.

"Hey!" Nicole said exuberantly as she spotted Heather
peeking in through the glass door. She hurried over to her. "You
found it! How was the trip?"

Heather could just shake her head. "I wouldn't know
where to start. But I made it back." She stepped inside and looked
around. "This is all super impressive. So you know the woman who
runs this place?"

Nicole made a face. "Sort of. Everyone says they know
everybody in places like this, I'm discovering. But she's good
friends with a friend of Anastasia. That's her over in the corner.
Let me introduce you."

Heather cast a wistful glance over at the wine bar,
but Nicole already had her tightly by an elbow and was guiding her
in the opposite direction.

"Everybody, I'd like you all to meet a good friend of
mine. This is the Heather I told you about."

Heather smiled warmly and did her best to remember
each name as it was offered to her. Randall she remembered, of
course. Nicole slipped to his side and seemed to sort of melt
against him, even as she introduced the rest of the group. Seeing
him again brought back the strange thought that she was only here
meeting this chic crowd because of an encounter at some dark,
underground BDSM club. All of these people seemed so perfectly
maintained, like someone had redirected a fashion runway into this
old warehouse through the back fire exit. It was such a strange
thought. The other man and woman Heather had seen at the table at
Club Dye were here, too. Kurt had short blond hair and a short
beard. Anastasia was tall and strikingly beautiful, with dark hair
and high cheekbones, and her stilettos looked sharp enough to drill
a hole in the floor if she turned around too fast.

"I wasn't sure if she would make it tonight," Nicole
was saying. "She's just back from Italy this afternoon. Venice,
wasn't it?"

"It was Florence - around Florence," Heather
corrected, realizing guiltily what little she felt comfortable
sharing about the past three days.

"Florence?" one of the women repeated. "Did you fall
in love? I don't think I've ever met someone who went and didn't
fall in love."

"Oh, it was really beautiful," Heather agreed.

"You know Lyne Balcho, the architect?" a dark-haired
man to Randall's left said. "He once told me he creates every
building he's ever designed as a response to the Duomo. Of course,
that was back when he seemed to care about what he produced. Since
he became a household name and started contracting for corporate
abominations like the things you see downtown, I don't know if he
could still claim that with a straight face."

This sparked an animated conversation on the Duomo,
as Heather wracked her brain to remember anything - anything at all
- from tortuous guided tour Troy had arranged for them, the wind
running over her skin and up under that impossibly short skirt.

"My God, the way it just dominates the skyline," the
first woman was saying. "But of course it's the galleries there
that you go for. My first trip there was only three days. I didn't
make it out of the Uffizi. Can you believe that? Did you do much
better?"

It took Heather half a second to realize the
conversation had swung back on her. She could already understand
exactly why Nicole found spending time with these people so
anxiety-inducing. "Ah, well, I didn't actually get to spend much
time in the city itself," she said. "It was mostly on the coast, we
had a villa in one of the little fishing towns there. We only got
into Florence for a day."

"And that's the amazing part," Nicole jumped in. "She
hasn't even told you who she was there with. Tell them whose villa
it was, Heather."

Heather felt all the eyes turn collectively on her,
and she was surprised at her own hesitation. Until now, she felt
she'd been living two lives: one in which she could make pretend
that she was important and belonged with important, fabulously
wealthy people, and the safe, old life she could retreat to, the
life where she was still herself.

"Ah, his name is Troy. He's a - he owns - well,
Baldwin. Troy Baldwin, if you've heard of him. His name winds up in
the news a lot more than he wishes it did." Heather was bright red,
and couldn't help shooting Nicole an uncomfortable look.

There was a slight buzz at the revelation. It was
exceedingly obvious that they all had indeed heard of him, but much
less clear what they thought of this new bit of information. It had
already been implied that, as far as this crowd was concerned,
there was something wrong with 'becoming a household name,' as the
handsome, dark-haired man across from Heather had put it.

But if they had anything to say against him, they
were polite enough to keep it to themselves for the moment. The
conversation shifted topics a bit artificially, and then Lucille,
the owner of the gallery appeared to thank them all for coming and
wouldn't they like the tour. In the ensuing dispersal, Heather had
a moment to go acquire that much-needed first glass of wine.

"So where is Troy, anyways?" Nicole asked as Heather
joined her in front of a nearby oil-on-canvas. "I'm really curious
to meet him."

"Ah," Heather stammered.

"Busy?" Nicole offered.

Heather shrugged. "I assume. He's got so much stuff
going on. I really don't ask about it, even if I'm dying to know. I
figure he likes to keep things separate. I'm new to all of this,
and I'm just trying not to do anything wrong."

"So, what, he just calls you up when he wants to see
you?"

"I guess so." Even coming out of her mouth it felt a
little funny admitting it.

Anastasia had wandered into earshot and she glanced
over with a knowing look on her face. "Oh, one of those," she said
with deep familiarity. "It's alright. You don't need to be so
embarrassed."

The response took Heather by surprise, and she had to
close her mouth to prevent a knee-jerk retort from flying out. It
wasn't ... whatever one of 'those' was. What did she have to be
embarrassed about? And who was Anastasia, honestly?

"I really love this one," Nicole jumped in,
recognizing the awkward situation. "Isn't it just so evocative? The
use of such dark colors ..."

"What do you mean by one of those?" Heather pressed,
ignoring Nicole's attempt to change the subject.

"Oh, I don't mean anything," Anastasia assured her.
"We all know what it's like. I had a bit of a thing with Ricardo
Desilva a few years back. That was back when he won two Oscars in
three years, do you remember? ... On, off, knowing he forgot my
name the moment he left town ... knowing he'd never give a shit
about me the way I cared about him." She sighed. "It was a hell of
a ride, but sometimes I wonder if I wouldn't have been better off
getting out of there before I became attached. I was much more
innocent then." She shrugged. "But we all grow up, don't we? At
least I had some good stories to tell before it was over."

Heather shook her head. "It's not like that. I - it's
not. I mean, we're together at least three or four nights a
week."

"Oh, of course. They get their little favorites for a
minute, obviously. But then it's on to a new thing, and if you're
lucky he thinks you're worth keeping in his phone book for the next
time he's bored, and then you're just one of the women the new
favorite chews her fingernails about. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to
upset you."

"I -" But before Heather could object, Lucille had
appeared next to them. "This might be my very favorite piece," she
said dreamily. "Mandal was trying to capture the terror of the
night he fled to India during the Sri Lankan civil war. Thirty
people on a raft, drifting all night in torrential rain and waves.
You can tell how vividly the memory still is to him."

Anastasia turned seamlessly to mention Nicole's
praise from a moment ago, giving Heather a much-needed moment to
compose herself. She just ... why would ... And in what world was
it okay to talk like that to someone? Heather was trying hard not
to glare. Why had Nicole needed to bring Troy up in the first
place? What was the point of that? What was the point of her being
here at all, with all these people and their opinions about things
that weren't any of their business?

She didn't know whether she was angrier at Anastasia
for talking to her like some naive girl, or angrier at herself for
getting so upset. What did that bitch know, anyways? She didn't
know what she was talking about.

And when Heather had settled on that thought, she
began to calm down. Anastasia didn't know Heather, and she didn't
know Troy. She was just talking, and Heather wasn't going to let it
spoil her evening.

 


 


 


 


 


 


That night, Heather lay awake in bed. As was almost
always the case these days, she found her mind playing back through
some moment with Troy. The day in Florence was still so vivid in
her mind: the way he had paraded her through the foreign city, in
such an embarrassing and powerlessly arousing way. Every time it
had become too much and she'd found herself crossing her arms or
holding down her skirt, he made a note of it, until she was both
dreading and quivering with anticipation of how he would make her
answer for all her little transgressions. Mercifully, he had waited
until they were home, but the threat of a public spanking wasn't
going away.

The guided tour had been the most difficult: forced
to maintain a politely interested expression and go along with the
personal guide's slow pace. At one point Troy had pulled her into a
bathroom, pulled off her shirt, and teased her with a hot, wet
mouth on her breasts, just to make sure that her nipples would be
prominently hard through the thin fabric when they emerged back out
into public.

"You thought you owned your body," he had breathed
into her ear. "And I so very much love teaching you how wrong you
are."

Until now, life had always taught her to keep her
guard up, because you never knew what was going to happen. If you
didn't look out for yourself, no one would. It was in her past
relationships that she felt it most poignantly. She could never be
completely unguarded, everything was about struggling to keep the
dynamics of the relationship tilted the right way: spending all her
energies trying to maintain the man's respect and desire and
affection, until she had no time left to just be happy.

But it wasn't like that with Troy. It was something
new. She could just put herself in his hands. She felt pushed to
her limits and safe at the same time. He could make anything
happen, and all he wanted was her - all of her, not part, but
all.

But just as she was settling into the warmth and
comfort of this thought, Anastasia's unwelcome, derisive face swam
into her thoughts. She had been so convinced that the woman's
cynical words were wrong: spoken from a place of resentment or
worse. But the seed of doubt had been planted. She couldn't deny it
now. Were there other women?

She wanted desperately not to wonder about the
answer, but she did. And if she didn't know, she couldn't stop
thinking about it until she did. How could any of this be real if
she didn't know the answer to that one, simple question? And what
if this wasn't real? What if it was - like Anastasia had said - a
short ride that'd leave her nothing but a few interesting stories
to assure herself it had all been worthwhile? Heather couldn't
handle that. She couldn't handle feeling the way she felt and not
knowing if it meant anything. She wanted to, maybe, but she
couldn't. It would be so much simpler to tell herself what she
wanted to hear and pretend the answer couldn't possibly matter.
Maybe that's what she had been doing all this time. Maybe that was
precisely what she had been doing. But now here she was, and the
precarious tower of unasked questions was tipping over and seemed
sure to come crashing down.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


The following evening, she joined Troy at a
fundraiser one of his organizations was throwing. It filled a
ballroom of the Colchester Hotel, a historic building in the heart
of the old city with lavish neo-Baroque interior. Heather had been
amazed at the amount of security a single charity event needed
until she discovered both the governor and the mayor were on the
guest list.

At another point in her life, she would have been
beside herself just to get a glimpse into an event like this. The
women were trussed up in the kind of evening gowns you only saw in
the movies, and a man in a simple black tuxedo would have been
thrown out for underdressing. The crystal chandeliers seemed
mirrored in the glimmers of jewelry and bright, beautiful faces of
the attendees beneath.

Troy had sent her a tailor to take measurements the
week before, playing coy about what it was for. But after six days,
the most beautiful red dress she had ever laid her eyes on had
arrived, delivered by the excited young fashion-designer herself.
It was short at the front left leg, showing just a hint of soft
thigh, willowing down the back of her calves with several parallel
softly cut hems. It rose into a tight, perfectly fitted bust and
artfully plunging neckline. She had fallen in love at first sight,
and couldn't believe that something like this was only supposed to
be worn once.

Even if she hadn't already loved the dress, Troy's
face when he saw it was enough to make it priceless. "Stunning," he
had said simply. "And I thought this was going to be my event."

She was still grinning from that little remark
halfway through the evening. It was hard to remember she still
lived on the same planet as she had two months ago, when an
exciting night was calling up Tim and bribing him to make an effort
by getting them tickets to some kind of concert or movie.

It was almost enough to make her forget that only the
night before she had started to doubt what this all meant. Almost.
But as the dazzle of the lights and the excitement of the famous
faces and names started to wear off, she found herself studying the
reactions of the people who introduced themselves. It's amazing how
many different little meaningless gestures or turns of phrase can
be interpreted to mean "oh yes, this week's arm-candy," if you try
hard enough. Any laugh from half a conversation away can suddenly
feel like the joke is on you.

By the time the night had wound down and Troy's limo
had pulled up to the crystal glass front doors of the foyer,
Heather felt like she had wasted what could have been one of the
most glamorous nights of her life.

Back at the apartment on the top of the Washington
Tower, Troy too had noticed that she wasn't sharing in his good
mood.

"What's bothering you?" he asked. It was clear the
wine from the lavish meal was still a bit thick in his blood.
"You've been quiet all night."

"Nothing," she lied. "I don't know."

"Sure you do. Tell me."

"It's just something I've been thinking about - just
something someone said. I shouldn't have let it bother me."

"Well now it's bothering me," he said. "What is
it?"

She hadn't meant to bring it up. She hadn't worked up
the courage to do it, or even decided if she wanted to at all. But
he saw through her. He knew if she lied.

"I was out with friends yesterday, the thing I had to
come back for, remember? And the fact that I've been seeing you
came up, and one of the women I met there seemed to assume you
weren't serious about me ... I mean, that came out wrong. I don't
know. She just said you'd have your fun and then get bored and move
on and I'd end up back in my old life with just a couple good
stories to tell. That you probably have other women you see when
you're not with me. That you've never thought of me as someone
you'll keep around."

He laughed. "Is that your big concern?"

Stunned by his reaction, she shook her head. "Isn't
that enough?"

"Some woman tells you that and now you're upset about
it."

"It just bothered me. I didn't say I thought she was
right."

"But you're telling me about it, aren't you? And then
what? We have some fun together and now I'm supposed to promise
it'll be like this forever? You get a taste of something and you
think it's my responsibility to serve it up for the rest of your
life?" Stung, Heather shook her head. "That's not what I'm
saying."

Troy was angry now. He had gone from festive to
annoyed to angry before she'd even noticed. She hadn't expected
this - almost didn't know how it had happened. "You know why men
like me don't go diving into commitment?" he demanded. "It's
because women like you will take an inch and demand a mile.
Everyone has something they want. Everyone thinks a friend in a
high place is as good as money in the bank. Well that's not what
I'm looking for."

"I'm not talking about any of that." She could see
that he was already too pissed off to hear her, but she didn't
care. She was going to tell him how she felt. She'd kept quiet too
long. "I'm talking about you and me. I give you everything you ask
for, and I just want to know that it's building something, and I'm
not just some throwaway game for you. But maybe that's all I am.
Maybe you've just been leading me along for the fun of it."

"Leading you along? I gave you a way out. I gave you
every chance to get away before any of this started. But you said
you wanted this. You said you were ready." He shoved a chair aside
and it banged loudly against the table. "And now you spring this on
me, like you were paying your dues and now you want what was coming
to you?"

"That's what you tell yourself, huh?" she asked
hotly. "It's my fault I care? You let me take the first step so
everything after that is my fault."

"I didn't lock the door behind you, either."

Heather could barely bring herself to look at him.
Every word he spoke felt like a knife biting into her. She needed
to go. Everything that had meant so much to her was being torn
down. She had to make it stop. "Fine," she shouted. Beyond that she
couldn't speak. She couldn't think. She turned and shoved through
the door to the private elevator landing. He didn't follow.

As she pushed out into the wind-whipped night, her
dress flapped around her like some kind of absurd, humiliating
costume. She was blinking tears from her eyes.

It was like a dream. Sometimes you had those dreams,
and it felt so powerful and so real that you almost couldn't
believe it when you opened your eyes and saw the same drab wall of
your bedroom, but it happened. It had to happen sometime. At least
she knew. At least she wouldn't be the fool anymore.
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"What is it?"

Heather had looked up from the sofa to see Tim in the
doorway to the kitchen, eyeing her with a broad grin on his face.
He looked unusually good tonight. His light brown hair was a little
longer these days, pushed just off his face. His shirt was open a
couple buttons after their evening out, and fit him well enough to
complement the fullness of his shoulders and muscled chest. The
color brought out his eyes. She always forgot what a perfect hazel
they were.

He shrugged with a mischievous expression and made
his way into the room. "I was just noticing how elegant you look
when you hold a glass of wine like that."

"Oh yeah?"

He slid onto the cushion beside her and placed a
long, soft kiss on her throat. "Yeah."

She considered him playfully for a moment before
downing the contents of the glass in question and setting it aside.
"How about that?"

He laughed. "Less elegant. More fun. Still
gorgeous."

She leaned back and pulled him on top of her.
"What're you going to do about it?"

His lips met hers. "I'll have to think of
something."

He reached a hand down to her thigh and slid it under
her dress.

She shivered in anticipation. It could be hard work
to get to this point with him. It took a nice dinner and a fun
destination for the evening which she always had to come up with
herself, but it was usually worth it. For moments like these, it
was worth it ten times over.

She mimicked his motion and cupped a growing bulge in
the crotch of his pants. Something deep inside her trembled again.
The sensation of getting wet was something she'd never get tired
of. "I want you," she breathed. "Now. Here."

He pushed her dress the rest of the way up, brushing
his hands over her breasts with a soft, appreciative touch and
working the cloth over her head. He laid it aside and returned his
attention to her naked chest. His lips were soft as he kissed her
nipple, first with playful lightness and then with more serious
intentions.

A soft moan escaped from her mouth as she lay back,
savoring every piece of the pleasurable feeling. Her body felt
empty. She wanted him inside her, hot and hard.

She managed to get her hands around in front of her
and work open the buttons of his shirt. Her hands ran over his
chest, up to feel the heavy muscles of his shoulders and down over
his lithe stomach. She took his belt in her hand and tugged at it a
little before starting to open it.

He leaned back to help her, and she squirmed a little
as she felt the hard, hot shape of his cock press against her
thigh. She shifted a little and got an appreciative hand on his ass
before he shifted again to slide her panties down her legs and toss
them lightly across the room.

She tried to keep her sounds quiet as he entered her,
but it was hard. It just felt so good. Her body stretched and
tightened around him, her soft muscles massaging at the contours of
his cock and ushering him deep into her. She wrapped her legs
around his back and felt his taught ass against her calves and
feet. "Fuck me," she whispered.

He drove into her harder, deeper, and faster. He
could penetrate her to her very center with just a thrust of his
hips. She held him against her with one hand and knotted the other
in the fabric of the sofa beneath her. Even when it started slow it
grew intense, impossibly intense, as she felt the animal need
overtake him. She could feel how he wanted her in every inch of his
body and she reciprocated the feeling back, her toes curled, her
eyes closed. God, it was good to feel like this.

She started to come just as he did. He drove in
harder and harder, on the cusp, and then exploded inside her. His
hot liquid pumped inside her as she heard his harsh groan of
climax. She closed in on herself, tightening around him and around
the feeling of ecstatic pleasure burning out from her center.

For a long minute she lay gasping and savoring. She
loved the weight of his body on top of her.

Sex was tremendous. Sometimes she wondered why
anybody ever did anything else. Why didn't she herself do this more
often? She considered Tim with a half-closed eye. "That was
incredible," she breathed to him.

He rolled over to her side and kissed her cheek.
"With you, it always is," he replied.

She smiled and nestled against him. "You want to
spend the night?" she asked.

He brushed hair from her cheek with a finger and made
a pained expression. "We've talked about this," he said.

Her good mood weakened a bit. "Yeah, I guess.
Okay."

The cushion sagged for a moment beneath her as he
lifted himself up. She watched him collect his clothes one by one
and start to get dressed. She looked at the clock and contemplated
another glass of wine and a book after he was gone.

 


 


"It wasn't even ten," Heather was protesting to
Nicole the following day.

The two sales reps were taking a morning break over
the office coffee pot, sipping at the steaming liquid and cheering
up quickly as they complained about their week.

"Dinner, a show, and sex," she went on, "And it's all
over early enough that I still have to come up with a way to occupy
myself for the rest of the evening."

"Why do you even keep this guy around?" Nicole asked
her for what felt like the tenth time.

Heather shrugged a little self-consciously. "I mean,
it's not that the good parts aren't good … you know? It's just I
wish they came around more often. Sure, he can be a bit flaky and
he's terrified of anything that even rhymes with commitment, but
that's just how men are."

Nicole shook her head. "You know what your problem
is? You just get too hung up on what you know. You know Tim's not
the worst thing in the world and you think the universe will punish
you if you try to go out and get someone who will actually treat
you well."

"You're so melodramatic," Heather dismissed.

"Am I? What we need to do is get you out there and
broaden your horizons. It'll take you about ten minutes to see how
much better you could be doing than hanging around waiting for Tim
to decide he wants a real relationship."

The two women were having their favorite argument,
and so they barely noticed as the door to the break room opened and
Katie the intern came in.

"Any coffee left?" she asked.

"Just got one started," Nicole told her. "I thought
you were off this morning."

Katie shrugged. "John wanted all hands on deck for
the big visit this morning."

Heather gave her a quizzical look. "The big
visit?"

"You didn't hear? Troy Baldwin is visiting the branch
today. This morning. Sammy's waiting any minute to get the call
from downstairs that he's on his way up."

Both women tensed.

"The new CEO is coming here today?" Nicole asked.

It had only been three days earlier when they had
heard the news that Chapman Associates had been bought out, and by
none other than the Baldwin Group, a rapidly growing conglomerate
and personal empire of the city's newest and most ruthless
businessman. Handsome, intense, and growing richer every day by
unwholesome amounts, Troy Baldwin wasn't the kind of mystery
anybody could get close enough to solve. Few things could put more
fear into a sleepy little company than the prospect of coming under
his hand.
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