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Chapter 1


* * * * *

 


 


Stepping gingerly over the rolling hills of
unwashed laundry that never failed to accumulate on the hardwood
floor of her Brooklyn apartment, Claire Baxter prodded her laptop
to wake it up from sleep mode. She peered at the icon for her email
inbox and let a hopeless sigh escape from her lips. No new
messages, obviously.

Claire gathered her thick, ash blonde hair
into a bundle at the nape of her neck and glanced around the
cluttered surface of her desk, embarking on the daily search for a
hair tie amid the rubble. She felt her breathing quicken and tried
her best to swallow the mounting unease that had, of late, become a
permanent fixture in her internal landscape. The fact that she
couldn’t find one lousy hair elastic in the sea of crap cluttering
up her apartment did not help matters one bit.

“Tommy,” Claire called, trying to keep the
hysterical edge from her voice, “I thought you said you were going
to clean this place up yesterday?”

“What’s that?” A sleepy voice called from the
bedroom.

Claire took a deep breath to steady herself,
“You told me that you were going to clean the apartment once you’d
finished your work for the day.”

“Oh...” Tommy, Claire’s boyfriend of two
years, poked his head around the corner of the living room. “I was
going to, but the thing is... I never got around to writing those
articles.”

“So... You just didn’t do any work
yesterday?” Claire said flatly.

“Nah.” Tommy replied, shrugging.

“And you couldn’t have cleaned instead?”

“I couldn’t clean with my assignment on my
mind, Claire.”

“And naturally, you couldn’t have buckled
down and done the assignment.”

“I just wasn’t feeling it. You know? I’ll try
again today.”

“Tommy—” Claire began, but he disappeared
around the corner before she could lay into him. She looked down at
her hands and was not altogether shocked at the force with which
she had been digging her fingernails into her palms. Tommy had that
effect on her these days.

Tommy and Claire had been an item since their
sophomore year of college. They’d met on the set of a student film
that Claire was starring in, which was shooting in the middle of a
harsh New England winter. The mindless director of the “film” had,
for some unfathomable reason, decided that he absolutely needed a
shot of his heroine looking wistfully at the sea in a sundress, and
couldn’t understand why Claire was a bit annoyed at having to stand
scantily clad on the windy beach in the middle of February for two
hours. Tommy, who’d be responsible for holding the boom mic, had
been kind enough to lend her his coat between takes. They’d been
together ever since.

Theirs had always been a relationship of
convenience, but now that they’d graduated college and entered the
big bad job market, there didn’t seem to be anything convenient
about their lives together. They’d pooled their savings and managed
to find a tiny, cheap apartment way out in the Brooklyn boondocks.
After a month of subsisting on rice, beans, and Pabst Blue Ribbon,
Claire began to panic about their prospects. She had majored in
visual art with a concentration in photography, and Tommy had
studied (in the loosest sense of the word) journalism. They’d each
been “lucky” enough to find unpaid internships through their
university, but as far as real paying jobs went? Not so much.

Tommy, who’d always been handy enough with
computers, had started doing freelance writing work getting paid
about a penny per word for longwinded articles about air filtration
systems and marketing strategies. It was something, but his short
attention span and general lack of motivation meant that he hardly
made fifty bucks a week. Claire, on the other hand, had found a
retail job through a friend and made enough for them to at least
make rent. Her best friend Savannah had hooked her up with a job
manning the counter of a ritzy children’s shop in the fashionable
neighborhood of TriBeCa.

Claire despised going to work. Call her
crazy, but she shuddered at the fact that a pair of bloomers for a
three-month-old baby cost more at that place than she’d paid for
her prom dress. It didn’t help that the customers were snooty,
inconsiderate, and treated her as though she didn’t exist except
when they had a problem with the merchandise or needed a sounding
board for their high class complaints. Worst of all, though, was
her boss.

Cheryl Sanders, the owner and slave driver of
Baby Beautiful Baby Clothing, was a cold-hearted tyrant. Claire had
been completely bamboozled by her boss’s evil streak—she’d seemed
normal enough during the interview! Sure, her plastered-on smile
had given Claire the willies, but she’d appeared harmless enough.
It wasn’t until after Claire had signed a contract agreeing to work
at least a year at the store that Cheryl had unleashed the
crazy.

Still, it was a job of sorts, and Claire had
plenty of recently-graduated friends who couldn’t even find that.
Plus, with Tommy pissing away his days pretending to be a
freelancer, someone had to be making money, right?

“Babe,” Tommy cried from the kitchen, “Can
you come here a minute?”

Claire picked her way around a massive pile
of soiled hoodies (the majority of Tommy’s wardrobe) and tripped
into the tiny corner of the apartment that housed their mini-fridge
and hot plate (full-sized appliances were for working
professionals, apparently).

“What is it?” Claire asked, “I have to leave
for work in a minute.”

Tommy was sitting on top of the mini fridge
in his favorite pair of Looney Toons pajama pants, holding a box of
organic toaster pastries. He looked disappointed.

“Claire,” he said sadly, “What does this look
like to you?”

“A lazy, spoiled baby sitting on my sister’s
old fridge,” Claire replied tersely.

“Not me, although thanks,” Tommy growled,
brandishing the box at her, “These.”

“They’re Pop Tarts,” Claire replied through
her teeth, “You asked me to get you some freaking Pop Tarts on the
way home from the store yesterday, and I, being the generous and
adorable girlfriend of your dreams, got you some goddamn Pop
Tarts.”

“No,” Tommy said slowly, “No you did not.
These are not Pop Tarts. These are some bourgeois, crunchy granola,
all-natural bullshit. And they’re blueberry! I specifically asked
for apple cinnamon. Jesus.”

Claire stared at Tommy, uncomprehending. “I’m
sorry...” she said, “Are you... yelling at me right now?”

“I can’t help it!” Tommy said, throwing his
hands into the air, “You’re just so inconsiderate sometimes! Why
can’t you ever think of anyone besides yourself? I swear, sometimes
I think—OW!”

Claire hadn’t made the conscious decision to
hit Tommy with their one sauce pan (which was, of course, caked
with old spaghetti), but she seemed to have nonetheless. A nervous
giggle escaped her and Tommy stumbled against the wall, looking
dazed.

“You crazy bitch!” he shouted, clutching the
side of his head that Claire had whacked, “Why would you do
something like that?”

“Just felt like it, I guess. Inconsiderate
person that I am,” Claire chirped.

“You owe me. Big time.” Tommy countered,
“First the Pop Tarts, now this? That counts for at least one blow
job tonight, minimum.”

“I’ll tell you what,” Claire said, edging out
of the kitchen, “If you concentrate really hard today and manage to
grow that little noodle dick of yours to a size that’s worthy of my
attention, I’ll give you the best blow job you’ve ever had. But
only if you take a freaking shower. What’s it been, a week?”

“And change...” Tommy pouted.

“I have to go,” Claire said, “Someone has to
act like an adult around here.”

“When will you be home?” Tommy called after
her.

“When I remember why it is I ever bother
coming home to you,” Claire snapped, wrenching open the front door,
“So it might be a late night.”

 


***

 


“Ladies and Gentlemen,” the overhead speaker
announced, “Our subway is delayed due to train traffic ahead of us.
Please be patient while we—” But the message was drowned out by the
sound of two dozen harried New Yorkers grumbling. Claire’s subway
car had stalled on the tracks while it crossed the Manhattan
Bridge, and she felt her palms begin to sweat. It looked like she
was going to be late to open the store. She prayed silently that
this wouldn’t be one of those mornings that Cheryl chose to drop in
for a visit. That woman loved nothing more than hassling Claire and
Savannah about appropriate gift wrapping and up-selling techniques
in front of their customers.

The subway car was too warm to be comfortable
with all those agitated bodies inside. It was a surprisingly warm
morning for November in New York, and Claire had overdressed. She
wiggled around, looking for a pocket of cool air in the extremely
crowded subway, but found that she was entirely surrounded by
various bodies. The close proximity was beginning to make her
antsy, and she suddenly felt short of breath. Prone to panic
attacks, Claire quickly began to take preventative measures. She
unzipped her heavy down jacket and began to loosen her thick scarf.
Just as she began to feel a moment’s relief, a husky voice chortled
behind her.

“Keep going, sweetheart. Take it all
off...”

Claire whipped her head around and came face
to face with a scruffy, bulb-nosed man at least twenty years her
senior. She was horrified to see that his teeth were approximately
the shade of mustard and that he badly needed a shave and a
cleaning of his fingernails. The man grinned as Claire’s face went
pale, and his bloodshot eyes locked onto her exposed chest.

“What a treat,” the man wheezed, feasting his
eyes on Claire’s amble bust.

She felt a familiar embarrassment spread
through her body—the same sensation she’d be victim to since she
had turned twelve and gone from skinny tomboy to curvy nymph
seemingly overnight. Her body had always attracted the male gaze,
and certainly not because her collarbones stood out to an extent
deemed “good” by fashion magazines. It was everything under her
collarbones that men could not tear their eyes from.

She’d been a high C cup since middle school,
and had what her mother liked to call “baby-bearing hips” and her
asshole big brother liked to call “thunder thighs”. Her waist,
though not tiny, dipped inward in hourglass perfection. Claire had,
through it all, maintained a good relationship with her body—from
her powerful calves to her soft belly and the sort of booty that
songs were written about. But still, she couldn’t help but feel
self conscious about her figure sometimes, especially when assholes
like this guy started to harass her.

“Man... I’d love to dig my teeth into those,”
the pig continued, nearly salivating onto Claire’s exposed
chest.

“Excuse me,” Claire hissed, not wanting to
cause a scene, “I am a grown woman, not a flank steak. And you are
disgusting.”

“Hey! You’ve got a mouth on you! A big, sexy,
pouty mouth...”

“I’ll warn you once to leave me alone, or
I’ll call the po—” but Claire’s words fell out of her mouth and she
felt the man’s appalling grasp on her thigh. She glanced around
wildly, hoping that someone would witness this violation, but in
typical New York fashion, everyone kept to themselves.

“Not so tough now, are you?” the man sneered,
his hand moving closer and closer to her crotch.

“You son of a bitch...” she whispered,
glaring at him and doing her best to keep from crying.

“What was that? I couldn’t hear you?” the man
said.

A deep, authoritative voice answered from
somewhere out of Claire’s sight answered, “She called you a son of
a bitch, and she was right.”

The dirty man glared over Claire’s head.
“Butt out, buddy,” he said.

“I’m afraid I can’t do that, you filthy
excuse for a man,” replied the angelic voice, “Move to the other
end of the car or I’ll throw you right off this overpass.”

Claire wrenched her head around and caught
sight of her defender. Now, she was really going to have a panic
attack. The man absolutely towered over the rat that was attempting
to molest her—he must have been at least six foot three. He wore an
impeccably tailored pea coat with gloves that looked to be Italian
leather, but Claire could hardly focus on his outfit, she was too
distracted by his face. She’s never seen a jaw that could actually
cut glass if put to the task. She could see his neck stretch taunt
with the agitation of the moment, and a dark glimmer shone in his
steely blue eyes. His jet black hair was cut short and simply—no
elaborate sweeping or waving like some hack politician. He was, by
Claire’s guess, the most beautiful man she had ever seen up close.
And he was coming to her rescue.

“You rich boys,” the little man was pouting,
inching away from Claire, “You think you rule the world or
something.”

As her assailant fled, Claire was filled with
a glowing sense of relief. She took a deep breath and smiled dumbly
at her mysterious protector. He looked deeply into her eyes, as if
checking for trauma, and Claire felt a surprising, hot surge of
attraction sizzle through her every nerve. She was taken aback by
the intensity of her reaction. She’d been attracted to guys in the
past, sure, but never with such visceral immediacy. And never with
such need.

“Are you OK?” the man asked slowly.

Claire, feeling as though her red hot desire
must have been glowing like a neon sign, blushed wildly. “What, me?
Oh, yeah! No. Totally. I’m totally fine. Like, no problem. It’s no
big thing. I, like, totally get groped all the time!”

The man raised an eyebrow at Claire, and she
watched his jaw relax. She had the sudden, overwhelming thought
that those jaws could tear through a pair of her three-for-one
panties like they were butter. Mortified by her dirty thoughts, she
dropped her gaze to his spotless wingtips. What was this guy’s
story? He was handsome enough to be a model, but didn’t look high
maintenance enough for that to be likely.

“Well, be that as it may, I’m glad that
you’re fine,” he said. He didn’t smile, didn’t seem the type, but
Claire could have sworn that the shadow of a grin graced his
gorgeous, full lips.

“Yeah, for sure,” Claire bubbled, hating how
young she must have sounded to him, “I’m totally cool. Thank you
for doing that, though. I’ve lived in the city for more than four
years, but I still never know quite how to handle things like
that.”

“I thought you were doing a good job of it,”
the man said, “I can’t believe how offensive that must be to you.
I’m offended, and I wasn’t even the target. Men who think that
every pretty girl is at their disposal sicken me. I’m sorry that
you had to deal with that.”

Did he just call me pretty? Claire thought
wildly, touched by his concern and impressed by his non-bravado.
Did this carved-from-steel, life-saving, feminist piece of
perfection just call me pretty? I can’t even...

The subway car lurched forward, and Claire
was knocked against the man’s sturdy chest. As if by instinct, he
closed his arms around her, locking them into an unexpected
embrace. As the subway PA system chattered about construction and
delays, Claire’s body pressed against the staggering glory of her
protector. For a brief, unbearably wonderful moment, she could feel
the heat of his chest against her cheek, his breath in her hair,
and his hands around her body.

But it was just for a moment. The man shifted
his weight awkwardly, snapping Claire out of the moment. She
straightened up and smiled nervously. Should she go for it? Did she
dare put herself out there and make the first move of flirtation
with this guy? As she opened her mouth to find out, he grimaced and
began to tug off his gloves.

“It’s a sauna in here,” he grumbled, tearing
the leather from his powerful hands. Claire loved a good pair of
hands on her, and she hungrily feasted her eyes on his. That was
when she saw it, gleaming in the dim florescent lights. A golden
wedding band. Smack dab on that telltale finger. Claire felt a
ripple of disappointment in her belly and was surprised by it. Why
should I matter so much whether this stranger was attached to
someone? He was just some guy on the subway. Some nice, handsome,
honorable, powerful, respectful man... And anyway, she was attached
too. Though when she took a moment to remember Tommy in his
ridiculous PJ’s she admittedly felt a bit ill. What was it that had
her so entranced by the man before her?

He felt her eyes heavy upon him and flashed a
half-second long smile to ease the awkwardness between them. Though
she felt that he was taking pity on her young, inexperienced self,
she was glad for it. Through the thick fog that had descended upon
her the moment she had locked eyes with her benefactor, Claire
heard the subway PA system call out the name of her stop. Feeling
embarrassed by her behavior with a married man, Claire muttered a
quick thanks and darted into the crowd of hurrying bodies. She was
sure to be late to work, now.

 


***

 


She stood at her bedroom window, gazing out
across the rooftops and water towers toward the Manhattan Bridge.
It arched gently across the East River like a sighing lover, and
Claire knew that whenever she saw it from that day forward, she
would be unable to think of anything apart from the man who had
come to her rescue in her hour of need.

For the thousandth time that day, she shook
her head, trying to dislodge her mystery man from his residence
there. “Get it together, Claire!” she urged herself, “He was just
some stranger on the subway. He’s probably forgotten all about you
already. And besides, he’s married. And you’ve got Tommy! And
whatever, he’s probably the type that likes skinny little brunettes
anyway.”

She ran her hands along her sides, assuring
herself that the swell of her natural curves was a blessing, not
the curse it could be when met with a twig-loving man. For some
reason, she felt unusually lonely in the apartment. Tommy was out
at practice. She rolled her eyes just thinking about his
“practicing”. He and his two guy buddies had what they called a
“sketch comedy troupe”. The only thing was, they never performed
anywhere, or recorded any sketches, or even came up with original
material. All they did was get stoned and watch YouTube videos of
British comedy teams and get off on how “sophisticated” they
were.

“Christ,” Claire said under her breath, “I
need a real man in my life.”

She made her way to the kitchen and snatched
up the box of Pop Tarts (toaster pastries... whatever, she
thought). Settling down for a long evening of novel-reading and
Craigslist-ing, Claire tore open the foil wrapper of a pastry with
her teeth and settled down onto her nicely made bed. As she ripped
off a chunk of dough, the front doorbell rang. Or, rather, it
hiccupped, being poorly made. But still...

Claire pulled herself to standing and brushed
crumbs from the fabric that stretched tautly over her breasts. It
was probably her super at the door, here to bug her about storing
her bike in the lobby. He was always on her case about something,
and after the day she’d had, she was just about ready to rip
someone a new one.

“George, I told you,” she shouted through the
door, “I don’t have room for Janis in here with all Tommy’s guitar
crap!”

She pulled the door open and promptly dropped
her pastry to the floor. There, framed by her doorway, was the man
from the subway. Her angel. He looked just as ruggedly stunning as
he had that afternoon, but softer somehow. He was leaning against
the threshold, smiling somewhat sheepishly but still clearly in
control of his emotions.

“Who’s Janis?” he asked, coolly.

“Oh...” Claire said, gaping at him, “Janis
is... my bike.”

“That’s adorable,” he said, smiling. She
wasn’t surprised to see that he had a perfect set of teeth. The
better to rip her clothes off with? He laughed as if he had read
her mind. “You’re probably wondering what I’m doing here...”

“Uh-uh,” Claire said lamely, “I mean, not
that I mind or anything, but—”

“You dropped your scarf,” he said, holding up
the garment for her to see. “I thought that I’d be a good citizen
and return it.”

“Oh.”

“May I come in?” he asked, ever the
gentlemen.

“Yeah...” Claire said, suddenly
self-conscious of her too-small tee shirt and yoga pants ensemble.
“Come on in! Would you... uh... like a Pop Tart?”

He laughed kindly and shook his head. As his
eyes took a quick look around the messy apartment, Claire felt
insanely young and unprepared. She was reeling from proximity to
him. What was he doing here? What could he possibly want? She
tugged at the too-short shirt that barely covered her midriff and
saw his eyes widen. Could he have come here for...?

“It was so nice of you to help me today,”
Claire said quickly, not allowing herself to dream of his hands on
her, “With that creep and all.”

“To tell you the truth, I felt a bit creepy
after that ordeal as well,” he said, letting the front door close
behind him. He slid the lock into place and turned to face her. “I
can’t understand what happened to me when I saw that man try to
touch you. I felt... jealous.”

“What?!” Claire spluttered, “I mean... what
do you...?”

“It’s like... I knew in that moment that I
wanted you to belong to me,” the man said, advancing on Claire, “I
wanted it to be my hands on you. And only mine.”

“...Oh?” Claire said faintly. The man was
inches away from her, towering a foot taller than she. She felt her
breath quicken, and her breasts began to heave before her. The man
registered this and let out a soft moan. He lifted a strong, firm
hand and cupped her quivering chin, tilting her eyes up to meet
his.

“I would never dream of doing anything you
didn’t want me to do,” he said deliberately, absolutely. “Do you
understand that?” Claire nodded, mute. Every fiber of her being
screamed in agony of his being so near and not yet in her, through
her. “May I...” he said, and she felt his finger tips on her arm,
“May I touch you?” She thought she would swoon as she nodded
violently, pressed against the wall of her small apartment’s
hallway.

He let his fingers run down her arm with
excruciating care. As his hand met her waist, he let his arm slide
around her body and pulled her to him. Her breasts pressed firmly
against his chest, and she felt his hot breath on her neck. His
hands found their way to her hips, and she let her own wander along
his chest. She wove her fingers through his pitch black hair and,
on a wave of newborn courage, tugged at the roots of it. He gasped
softly, his fingers digging into the flesh of her back. He clearly
liked a bit of roughhousing, Claire thought. That boded well.

The man threw his weight against Claire’s
body and pinned her to the wall with his hips. She felt a sudden,
urgent need to draw him in, into the deepest parts of her. Her
shoulders smacked against the wall as she steadied herself with her
hands on his shoulders. Their eyes met in the dim twilight.

“I want you to take me,” she whispered,
amazed at her daring, “Take me for yourself.”

He didn’t need any coaching. The man’s
grabbed a handful of Claire’s ass and savored the feel of it in
this grasp. With the other hand, he cupped her breast, marveling at
the size, the resistance, the touch of it. He let his thumb glance
across her nipple, and a rolling wave of pleasure coursed through
her body. She remembered suddenly, thankfully, that she wasn’t
wearing a bra. Her erect nipples rose through the thin cotton of
her shirt, inviting the man. He happily accepted.

His hands crept easily up through Claire’s
shirt and wrapped around her breasts. His hands were smooth but not
soft. They were the hands of a man who knew how to work a woman
over. He tweaked and pinched at her nipples, edging her toward the
peak of pleasure. Hungrily, he drew her shirt over her head and
took in the sight of her breasts, bared before him as if in
offering. She felt him then, pressed against exactly where he
wanted to be: he was hard for her, and she was not going to let
that hardness abate without savoring every inch of it.

As he hurried to undo his button-down, she
slid her hands lightly across his hard cock. He nearly whimpered,
wanting her so badly. She let her hands graze his package, ran her
fingertips across the waist of his slacks. His breathing sped up,
and she took in his beautiful torso. His rippling chest and heaving
shoulders, all of his muscles toned and bared before her. He was
nearly twitching with anticipation and she unbuckled his belt.

Staring into his eyes, she dove into the
front of his pants and found the sweet, sinewy hardness of his dick
with her eager hands. She was shocked at the sheer size of him—he
was a stallion. As she worked her hands up and down his shaft, he
closed his eyes in bliss. His hands found their way to her thighs
and, through the cotton of her pants, her pussy.

The lightest touch of his fingers against her
sent her into a frenzy. She savored the feel of his rock hard
manhood in her hands as he ripped down her pants and thrust his
hands between her legs. They moaned in unison as his fingers felt
her sweet wetness for want of him. He let his fingers glide along
the edge of her pussy, and tightened her grip on his unimaginably
huge cock. As he brushed against her clit, Claire felt herself soar
as boundless pleasure surged through every pore of her, along every
inch.

The man smiled, having found the key to her
pleasure, and rubbed her clit earnestly. She went limp in his arms,
but he held her up, stroking faster and faster, urging her toward
climax. He grew harder and harder and she began to shriek with joy,
her pussy so wet that she was sure she could take him, big as he
was. At the edge of orgasm, he leaned in to her, lay his lips
against her ear...

“You’re mine,” he whispered, and she was
gone. Past the edge of reason, and time, riding waves of
back-arching pleasure in his sturdy arms.

“I love you!” she said, short of breath,
straining, delighted.

“What?” a small voice answered her. It wasn’t
his voice, but one further off. Her conscience, perhaps?

“I said I love you,” she repeated, looking
him in the eye. He seemed to be fading.

“What are you talking about, Claire?” said
the voice. It was a woman’s, and too close now for comfort. Claire
shook her head roughly and was devastated as the scene of her
passion faded.

It had only been a daydream.

Claire wiped at her forehead with the sleeve
of her coat. She’d only just arrived at work for the day, and she
was in no state to be around anyone. She looked around, amazed that
she’s been able to navigate to the store in the state she’d been
in. She felt a sinking in her stomach as she realized that Cheryl
must have come early to open the store. Sure enough, there she was:
super model tall and thin, face lined from years of smoking, a
short, severe bob and all. And she sure didn’t look pleased.

“How nice of you to show up,” Cheryl said,
her thin, high voice creaking with anger.

“I... I’m so sorry Cheryl. The train—”

“I don’t really give a shit.” Cheryl said,
scowling. “This is really unacceptable, Claire. My husband and I
need to go to our son’s parent teacher conference. Or something.
What if you’d made us late?”

For the first time, Claire noticed that there
was another body in the room. A man’s. He was just finishing a cell
phone call and turned toward the women. He looked familiar...

The bottom dropped out of Claire’s gut. It
was him. Her mystery man. He was... Cheryl’s husband? Oh, no...
Claire thought. This is not going to end well...

“Parker, this is Claire. Claire, Parker.”
Cheryl said, striding toward the exit. “Try not to mess anything
else up today. OK, Claire? Come on, Parker. Get the lead out.”

She strode out the door, letting it slam
behind her. Claire stared at Parker, unable to believe that it was
him standing before her. To her surprise, his expression mirrored
hers.

“Hello... Claire,” he managed, drinking her
in.

“Hi, Parker,” she responded, smiling at
him.

“I’ve... uh... Got to run,” he said
awkwardly. “I guess I’ll... see you?”

“I guess?” Claire offered, and he made his
way past her toward the door. As he did, she dared to let her hand
graze his. He looked back at her as he left and, for the first time
in real life, smiled at her.

Oh my god, Claire thought, her world spinning
on its head, what have I gotten myself into?

 


* * * * *


Chapter 2


* * * * *

 


“Are you even listening to me?”

“What?” Claire Baxter looked up guiltily from
her coffee cup and saw that her best friend Savannah was not amused
by her absentmindedness. They were sitting across from each other
at their favorite neighborhood coffee shop on what was supposed to
be a catch-up date. “I’m sorry. What were you saying?”

“Oh my god,” Savannah exclaimed, “What has
been going on with you lately? I feel like I’ve been venting to a
brick wall all week. Are you on drugs or something?”

Claire grinned at her friend, appreciative of
her straight shooting. Claire and Savannah had been like sisters
their entire lives and longer—their moms had been
next-door-neighbors and good friends themselves before the girls
were born. Savannah was the perfect complement to Claire in every
way, and though they had plenty of things in common, in some ways
they were like night and day.

Whereas Claire was as buxom and blonde as any
Swedish milkmaid, Savannah was absolutely pocket-sized. She was
four eleven on a good day, rail thin, and had straight black hair
that she wore to her waist. The girls had been hearing the obvious
“Betty and Veronica” jokes for ages, but couldn’t deny how spot-on
the comparison was. Savannah was far more outgoing than soft spoken
Claire, and much more likely to get into trouble. While Claire had
only been with two guys in her life, her high school and college
sweethearts as it were, Savannah’s “number” was definitely in the
double digits. Claire would never give Savannah flack for being
promiscuous—in fact, she rather envied her, being too shy herself
to take advantage of her man-snagging curves.

“I was saying that I think I might try and
convince Brandon to come out this weekend, if he doesn’t have
work,” Savannah went on.

“Which one is Brandon?” Claire asked.

“The barista.”

“Again... which one?”

“The taller one.”

“Oh... Yeah, he’s cute.”

“Right?” Savannah flashed her signature
devilish grin, “I’ve got big plans for this one.”

“Oh, wow... Are you thinking he’s
relationship material?” Claire asked.

“Relationship material? There’s no such
thing. You must be on drugs after all. No, I just bought a new
vibrator that I want him to help me break in. It has five settings.
Five.”

“Oh... Cool,” Claire said lamely. She wished
that she could be more adventurous, like Savannah was. “You really
don’t believe in relationships at all? I mean, don’t you ever wish
that you had someone in your life to take care of you... protect
you... really stand up for you when you needed help?”

“Who are you talking about?” Savannah asked
craftily, “Because that sure doesn’t sound like your boyfriend to
me.”

Claire blushed in the face of Savannah’s
joking. Not only did she get all hot and bothered whenever Savannah
started in on how much she disapproved of Claire’s boyfriend,
Tommy, but it hadn’t been Tommy she was thinking about. For the
last week, Claire had been fantasizing shamelessly about another
man. An older man. An older, gorgeous, chivalrous man she had met
on the subway that just happened to be the husband of her and
Savannah’s dragon lady of a boss.

Claire had been keeping this secret to
herself, in the hopes that her obsession might wane, but that
certainly didn’t seem to be happening. In fact, as the days went
on, she found herself more and more desperate with yearning for her
mystery man. She was beginning to worry herself—this level of
preoccupation couldn’t be healthy. Maybe it would settle down if
she told Savannah what was going on? It was worth a shot,
anyway.

“It’s funny you should mention Tommy,
actually,” Claire began, wincing at her lame segue attempt.

“Oh? How is Mr. Deadbeat these days?’
Savannah quipped.

“Just as lazy as ever,” Claire responded.
“I’m... uh... actually thinking that maybe it’s time to bid
farewell to him. There’s someone else that I can’t get off my
mind.”

“What?!” Savannah shrieked, “Who is it?”

“Just some guy,” Claire said, smiling, “I met
him on the subway last week.”

“Last week?! And you’re only just now
bringing it up? Claire. As your best friend, I am shocked and
offended.”

“I know. I’m sorry. It’s just that I was sort
of hoping that the whole thing would blow over. He’s kind of
off-limits.”

“What do you mean?”

“He’s... older.”

“Like, Hugh Hefner older?”

“No. Like George Clooney older.”

“That’s a good kind of older!”

“But he’s also sort of married.”

“Tricky... but doable.”

“Not quite,” Claire muttered.

“I think you should go for it,” Savannah said
definitely, “What have you got to lose?”

“My job, for one,” Claire said.

“Why your job? What does it have to do
with...” Savannah trailed off, her eyes wide. “Wait. Are you
telling me... Are you into Cheryl’s husband?”

Claire nodded guiltily. “In my defense, I
didn’t know he was her husband.”

“Claire, that’s... that’s absolutely
nuts!”

“I know,” Claire groaned, “It’s
horrible.”

“Horrible? More like amazing!” Savannah
crowed, “How perfect would it be to get back at Cheryl for being a
miserable effing human being than by sleeping with her
husband?”

“You have a twisted imagination,” Claire
said, “I could never do something like that. I’m not like you,
Savannah.”

“True,” Savannah said, “But maybe this is
your chance to start living! Ditch that idiot you were stupid
enough to shack up with and get some billionaire action going
on!”

“Billionaire?” Claire said, “Who’s a
billionaire?”

“Cheryl’s husband, dummy.”

“How do you know that?”

“Oh,” Savannah said, “She made me do her
taxes last year. The bitch.”

“He’s like... a billionaire billionaire?
Like, for real?”

“Like for billions of dollars real.”

“Then why does Cheryl have the store, if
they’re not hurting for money?”

“I guess it was a Christmas present to her.
Something to keep her busy.”

“Wow.”

“I know,” said Savannah, “But hey, you liked
him even before you knew! That means it’s got to be true love.”

“You don’t believe in true love,” Claire
said.

“No,” Savannah replied, “But I know you do,
and I want you to get laid. I’m just trying to be a good friend,
here.”

Before Claire could respond, she felt her
phone vibrating against her leg. She pulled out her cell and
squinted at the caller ID. With a pang of panic, she saw that the
number was Cheryl’s. She turned the phone around for Savannah to
see.

“Oh, shit,” Savannah giggled, always excited
by drama as she was, “Maybe she read your mind!”

“Don’t even joke. I’m going to let it go to
voicemail.”

“What a baby.”

The phone stopped buzzing, but before Claire
could savor a moment’s relief, a text message popped up on her
screen. “Need you for errand. Pick up important documents at 582 W.
66th St. and bring them to the store. C”.

“God, I hate how she thinks we’re available
24/7 for her busywork! She really is a witch,” Claire said angrily,
“She wants me to go pick up some papers for her like some low-level
welcome mat of an employee.”

“You are some low-level welcome mat of an
employee.” Savannah said.

“Don’t rub it in.”

“Well. You know what would teach her a
lesson.” Savannah said smugly.

“You’re incorrigible, you know that?” Claire
said, gathering her things, “I’ve got to head into Manhattan. See
you soon.”

“If you see Parker, you know what to do!”

“Parker? Who’s Parker?”

“Who’s...? Claire. Parker is Cheryl’s
husband. Did you seriously not even know his name?”

“Huh... I guess I didn’t.”

“Jesus. You are such a hopeless romantic I
could spit. Now get out of here. That guy by the window table has
been giving me a continuous once-over and I want to see if he’d be
down for a bathroom quickie.”

“Savannah, you’re a marvel.”

“I know, right?”

 


***

 


“578... 580... 582. Here we are,” Claire
muttered to herself. The trip uptown had worn her patience down to
a nub. This was supposed to be her day off, and her horrible boss
had her running all sorts of mundane errands? Maybe she should find
a new job, after all. She laughed at the thought, remembering at
once her poor financial state and staggering student loan bills.
Any job was better than none, and she should be grateful to Cheryl
for having hired her with no experience. Trying to stay chipper,
she glanced up at the building from which she was supposed to be
fetching documents.

582 W. 66th Street looked to be a beautiful
pre-war townhouse, not like any office building Claire had ever
seen. She double checked Cheryl’s text and sure, enough, she was at
the right place. What kind of important documents could be here?
She shrugged and climbed the front steps, realizing that she was
dressed pretty casually to be doing anything business related.
Under her coat was a somewhat slinky dress of her favorite
variety—long-sleeved and short-skirted. She hoped that no one would
give her any trouble for daring to look a little sexy. You never
could tell with these snobby business types.

Claire rang the doorbell, hoping that this
whole thing wouldn’t take too long. Cheryl got antsy whenever the
things she wanted done didn’t happen immediately, and Claire didn’t
want to deal with her nonsense. Especially not when she’d been
fantasizing about the woman’s husband for the last week! Claire
felt like she should be on her best behavior around Cheryl, all
things considered.

The sound of quick footsteps sounded through
the door, and Claire stepped back as it swung open towards her. She
peered across the threshold and felt her heart leap into her
throat. Standing before her, in all his glory, was the man of her
illicit dreams: Parker.

Claire felt like she was paralyzed, standing
before him with her mouth gaping. God, she thought, he looks even
better in person than in my imagination. In all of her daydreams
since the day they had met, Parker had taken on a sheen of
perfection that was inhuman. In person, though he was perfectly
suited to her wildest dreams, the flesh and blood of him was
absolutely irresistible. The fact that he was a man who lived and
breathed, sweated and ostensibly fucked, hit Claire hard in the
stomach. She felt, in that moment, that she needed to have him. No
matter what she would have to do.

“What are you doing here?” she blurted out
and immediately felt like an idiot. Nice start, she chided herself,
interrogate him. That’s really sexy. “I mean... I’m sorry. I must
be at the wrong place.”

“Cheryl sent you over?” he asked. Claire
nodded mutely, “Why don’t you come in?”

“I don’t understand,” Claire said, trying to
make sense of the situation, “Do you live here? I thought that
Cheryl’s place was in TriBeCa?”

“Yeah, well,” Parker said sternly, “This
isn’t Cheryl’s place.”

An opening, Claire thought, and stepped
around Parker into the house. The door clicked shut behind her as
her eyes adjusted to the relatively dim light inside. Parker stood
with his arms crossed and his back to the door. He looked
distracted, or agitated... certainly not in the mood for a good
fuck session. Of course not, Claire scolded herself again, that’s
probably the furthest thing from his mind. He probably doesn’t even
remember you.

“Have the trains been treating you better
this week?” he asked. Her heart fluttered. He did remember, after
all!

“Oh, sure,” Claire squeaked, annoyed by her
overly-youthful voice, “No more old creeps! I mean... Like the guy
who was trying to grab me. Not you. Not that you’re a creep. Or
old. But I mean—”

“I’ve got it,” Parker said, cocking an
eyebrow. Claire felt mortified. He probably thought she was some
silly little girl, nothing more. God, could she blow this whole
thing any more thoroughly?

“So...” Claire said, “You and Cheryl are
having problems?” There it was! The nail in the coffin. She
officially couldn’t get her foot any further into her mouth.

“Problems?” Parker said, “Why do you
ask?”

“I just figured... You’ve got your own place
here... I thought—”

“Oh,” Parker said, “No, I don’t live here.
This is just where I come to conduct my business. I hate those big
office buildings, with the florescent lights and the uncomfortable
chairs and all. This is much more my style.”

“So... This is like... Your den?” Claire
said, amazed.

“Pretty much,” he said.

“Jesus. You really are loaded,” Claire
muttered.

“What?”

“Nothing!” she grinned nervously and extended
her hand to him, “I’m Claire, by the way. I don’t think I ever
properly introduced myself.”

“I’m Parker,” he said, taking her hand, “It’s
nice to meet you. Officially.”

As his hand closed around hers, Claire felt a
surge of warmth shoot up her arm, sizzling along every bone in her
body. She looked into Parker’s eyes and saw, just for a moment, a
familiar glint in his eye. It looked, from where she was standing,
a lot like desire. She realized that they were still clasping hands
and allowed herself to smile, shakily. She had a thing for great
hands, and this guy sure had an excellent set. Unbidden, a parade
of fantasies about what he could do with those hands flooded her
imagination. Parker watched her catch herself and become
embarrassed, and quickly dropped her hand.

“Are you in a hurry?” he asked, all
business.

“Well, I—”

“Good. Why don’t you let me take your coat?
Do you like espresso?”

“Oh... I... sure—” Claire said, as he helped
her out of her jacket.

“Great. Come sit down, I’ll...” he trailed
off suddenly, and Claire remembered her less-than-casual outfit
choice that day.

She could feel Parker’s eyes raking down her
body, over the curves that were tightly bound in the thin cotton of
her dress. He looked, for that moment, like he could tear her right
in two if she let him. The crazy thing was that Claire was excited
by the fierce lust in his eyes. He seemed borderline dangerous,
intimidating. Claire had zero experience with anything but
conventional sex.

The two men that she’d slept with in her life
were not really men at all but little boys. Their eager, puppy-like
approaches to love-making had, on more than one occasion, left
Claire so bored that she had actually rolled her eyes during
intercourse. She was fairly certain that sex with Parker would be
anything but conventional, if she could ever get the nerve up to
put herself out there for him.

“So. Espresso!” Parker said, tearing his eyes
away from Claire’s body. She nodded dumbly, and watched as Parker
moved toward the kitchen.

“Should I get those documents from you
first?” Claire said shyly, having completely lost track of the
situation.

“Documents?” Parker said, momentarily
puzzled. “Oh! The documents. Right. They can wait. You must have
had a long trip uptown, right?”

“Uh...”

“You should take a load off.”

“Oh. Sure. OK. Um... Actually, do you mind if
I use your bathroom real quick?”

“Bathroom? Yeah, sure,” Parker said, “It’s
right down the hall.”

Claire smiled weakly and darted down the long
hallway. There seemed to be more rooms in this New York apartment
than there had been in Claire’s entire home growing up. She found
the bathroom, finally, and closed the door tightly behind her.
Letting the tap run to drown out any noise, she pulled out her
phone and dialed Savannah’s number. Her friend didn’t pick up until
what felt like the eightieth ring, and she sounded a bit foggy when
she did.

“What’s up, Claire?”

“Savannah? Were you asleep?”

“Asleep? No. In bed? Certainly.”

“Who with this time?”

“Hold on, let me check,” she moved the phone
from her ear to address whoever was there with her, “Steve.”

“Who’s Steve?”

“Why so many questions? What do you
need.”

“I need help! The address Cheryl sent me to
for those papers is Parker’s fucking home office. What am I
supposed to do?”

“Are you two there alone?”

“Yes!”

“Then for god’s sake, girl, jump him!”

“But—”

“No ‘buts’. This is your golden opportunity.
Don’t mess it up.”

“But what if—”

“What did I say about ‘buts’? Get out there
and make me proud.”

“Savannah—”

But the line was already dead. Claire shook
her head in amazement at her friend’s ability to throw herself into
any situation. She looked up into the bathroom mirror and caught a
glimpse of her anxious, nearly teary expression. She looked like a
scared little girl before a talent show, and it pissed her off.

“Goddammit, Claire,” she said to herself,
“You are a grown woman now, and you can do whatever the hell you
please! You need to go out there and have yourself an experience.
You deserve this, you can do this, and you want to do this. Go sink
your teeth into the beautiful male specimen or you’ll be kicking
yourself until the day you die!”

The pep talk seemed to take hold. Claire
hiked her already-short skirt up, adjusted the neckline of her
dress further down to reveal her bulging breasts, and tousled her
hair to give it an extra sexy edge. She reexamined herself in the
mirror and very much liked what she saw. Hopefully, Parker would
like it as well. It’s show time, she thought, and threw open the
bathroom door. She was going to put herself out there for Parker.
Whether or not anything came of it was a different story, but she
knew that she at least had to try. She was sick of feeling like a
little lost girl. It was time to act like the sexy, confident woman
that she wanted to be.

Claire strode into the kitchen, where Parker
was busy pulling an expert shot of espresso from a very
complicated-looking machine. He peered over his shoulder and took
in the sight of Claire. She couldn’t help but get wildly turned on
by his attention, conflicted though it seemed. She wanted to put
him at ease, wanted him to know how much she wanted him, but how
could she begin? What if she’d been misinterpreting his signals
this whole time? She was definitely spot-on about the signals her
own body was sending. She could feel the slow, building pressure of
anticipation building inside of her, particularly down south. She
had a physical need to be touched by the man, and she suspected
that he felt the same way. But how to tell for sure?

“Here you go,” he said, offering her an
espresso in what looked like a very expensive china cup. She took
it, grateful for the prop. She needed to find a solid foothold if
she was going to make it through this.

“So...” she began. A rather weak start.

“So,” he echoed, taking a sip of his
espresso, “How do you like the place?”

“It’s beautiful,” Claire said, taking a look
around the impeccably clean kitchen, “I’m glad that Cheryl needed
those papers so badly.”

“Yeah...” Parker said, a guilty edge muffling
his voice, “About that, Claire. There aren’t actually any papers. I
asked Cheryl to send you here. I would have done it myself, but,
you know... decorum.”

Claire heart smacked against her ribcage.
“Oh... Why did you...?”

“Why did I ask you up here?” Parker offered,
“Well, Cheryl mentioned that you studied photography in school.
Yes?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Well, I’m going to need a photographer on my
staff soon. Just freelance work. Mostly events and products. Are
you interested?”

“Yeah. Sure...” Claire said, deflated. He’d
only wanted her to come for an interview? But if that was the
case... “Why did you have to lie about the papers?”

“Well...” Parker said, a little ruffled,
“I... The truth is, Claire. May I call you Claire?”

“That is my name.”

“The truth is, Claire, that I rather enjoyed
your company the other day.”

“We talked for like, two minutes on the
subway.”

“It was a great two minutes.”

“Well...” Claire was completely at a loss.
Why wouldn’t he just be straight with her?

“I’m sorry,” Parker said, lowering his eyes,
“I’ve never done something like this before. I’m not usually like
this. But... I haven’t stopped thinking about you for a moment
since we met. And I knew that if I didn’t see you soon. Wasn’t able
to see you whenever I wanted... I’d go nuts.”

“Really?”

“Really. I don’t know if you realize this
Claire, but you are an incredibly sexy young woman.”

Oh my god, Claire thought, her breath coming
quick and short, oh my god this is it. It’s really going to happen.
I’m going straight to hell. Oh, who cares!

Parker began to advance upon her, and she
felt her hands begin to shake. He wanted him desperately, but she
couldn’t help but be a little frightened. He was clearly an
experienced man who was used to getting what he wanted. What if she
couldn’t keep up? As her anxiety reached a fever pitch, the
espresso cup slipped from her grasp and shattered. On its way down,
it spilled hot liquid down her dress.

“Ow! Shit!” Claire exclaimed, as the burning
coffee scorched her skin. “I’m so sorry... do you have a paper
towel? I promise that I’ll clean this up.”

As the words slipped from her mouth, Claire
felt Parker’s strong hands latch onto her arms. In a moment, she
felt her back slam against the hard, unforgiving wood of the
kitchen table. The force of the impact shocked her into
speechlessness. Parker loomed over her, his teeth bared in a
ferocious smile.

“Did that hurt?” he asked hungrily.

“It hurt,” Claire said. As she did, she was
amazed to find that she was glad it had. The burning coffee, the
force with which he had her pinned to the table with his strong
hands digging into her flesh—it was turning her on. She could
barely recognize the twisted, dangerous fantasies that were
whirling through her mind.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” Parker
demanded.

“I love it.” Claire said, amazed at her
bravery.

“Tell me what you want me to do to you.”
Parker said, putting the weight of his hips against hers. In that
instant, she could feel the swelling of cock against her thigh. She
could tell that he was enormous, by far the biggest she’d ever
dreamt of, let alone seen. She thought again of how she could
handle such a powerful, potent specimen of a man, having had so
little experience. It was a whole new world filled with danger,
passion, and pleasure. She didn’t know what that world had in
store, but she wanted to find out. She wanted Parker to show
her.

“I want you to destroy me.” she whispered,
looking deeply into Parker’s ice blue eyes.

“Be careful what you wish for,” Parker said.
His hand left her shoulder and locked securely onto her throat.
“You might just get it.”

The sudden restriction of her breathing sent
a rush of delight through Claire’s body. Spots danced across her
vision, obscuring her view of Parker’s lustful gaze. As he held her
tightly by the neck, she let out a little whimper. The sound
surprised them both. He was surprised to hear her intimate sounds
for the first time, excited to explore the range of her voice, as
it were. She was surprised too by this strange, dark world that was
unfolding before her.

“Let’s get you out of this dirty dress,”
Parker said quietly. He made it sound like a threat. With his free
hand, he pushed the hem of her cotton dress up over her body,
revealing her naked flesh inch-by-inch. He groaned at the sight of
her pale, strapping thighs, the soft expanse of her belly, the hips
that looked like they should be grabbed onto as handles during a
vigorous fuck.

“I’m sorry about your coffee cup,” Claire
breathed, her words coming out labored and slow. “I didn’t mean to
break it.”

Parker’s hands abandoned their post at
Claire’s throat and tangled themselves in her hair. He tightened
his grip, wrenching her head backward. “I’ll make you sorry. You
don’t even know what sorry is yet. What are you, twenty six?”

“Twenty two.” Her eyes teared up—she felt
like he was going to scalp her.

“Twenty two?” he moaned, and she swore she
could feel him get harder at the very thought of it. “Have you even
been with a real man?”

“Never,” she whispered. “You’re the first man
I’ve ever—”

“You must be so tight,” he said, and before
she could reply, he let his hand descend to her crotch. The moment
his fingers pushed aside the thin fabric of her panties, she felt
like she was being touched for the first time. He grinned down at
her, “So you do want me, then? You’re so wet, I could slide my fist
right—”

“What?!”

“Don’t worry, kid,” he said, “I don’t want to
break you just yet.”

He slipped two thick, firm fingers into her
pussy and gasped at how untouched, how virginal she felt. She was
drowning in the sensation of him entering her when his thumb found
its way to her clit. She drew in a sharp breath, arching her back
with the sweeping wave of pleasure that gushed over her.

“Take off that goddamned dress,” he said,
stroking her pussy with the skill and precision of an open heart
surgeon. “Take it off this goddamned second.”

She obeyed, ripping the dress off over her
head. Her chest rose and fell with her heaving breasts, and as he
stroked her toward orgasm with one hand, he reached up and freed
them from her bra with one deft flip of the wrist. He leaned over
her, and she expected him to wrap his lips around her pert nipple.
Instead, she felt teeth—and she was instantly transported beyond
the threshold of orgasm. She came, fast and wet. He watched her
writhe beneath him, satisfied and wildly aroused by her pleasure.
The sheer force of her orgasm had shocked her. “What the hell was
that?” she said, astounded.

Parker looked down at her, concern clouding
his features for a moment. “Don’t tell me that no one has ever
given you a proper orgasm? Oh, my dear. There is so much that I’m
going to show you.”

And with that, he grabbed her dress and
shoved it in her gaping mouth. Gagged, she stared up at him,
completely in his control. She knew that he could do anything with
her that he wanted. And she was fine with that. Entirely. With
every exposed inch of herself. She reached for Parker, began to
franticly unleash his cock from his trousers. He ripped through the
buttons of his shirt, revealing his sturdy, firm chest. The sight
of his chest chair sent her into a tizzy, and she tugged at the
waist of his pants until they fell away, revealing the biggest,
stiffest dick that Claire had ever imagined could exist.

Parker smiled as she took in his massive,
pulsing organ. Her hands found their way around his cock, eagerly
working up and down the length of it. His eyes closed and he groped
sightlessly for her breasts. They egged each other on, inching
closer to the moment they’d each been dreaming of since they first
locked eyes. I want you inside of me, Claire pleaded with her eyes,
I need you inside of me.

As if he could hear her, Parker slapped
Claire’s hands from his dick and, pinning her arms on the table
over her head, drove into her. She moaned through her gag—he was
enormous. Though she was wetter than rain-slicked asphalt, she
wondered for a moment if she’d be able to take all of him. He
rocked his hips against her eager pussy, sliding into her inch by
inch. She could tell that he loved her tightness, her youth, her
lack of experience, as much as she loved his command.

She felt his rock hard dick at the very core
of her, and thought that he might actually rip her in two. He took
hold of her hair and, staring into her eyes, said, “Cum with
me.”

He didn’t need to tell her twice. He began to
thrust fast and deep into the furthest reaches of her body, and she
rolled back to the edge of a staggering orgasm. She dug her fingers
into his back and screamed as he threw his head back in
unadulterated bliss. They tumbled through the hair together,
clawing to take as much of the other as they could, as he came into
her. His seed flowed into her, coating her, and she wished that she
could stay like this, enveloping him, accepting him, forever.

He rested his weight on his forearm and
gently lifted the homemade gag from Claire’s mouth. A look that may
have been sheepish danced across his sweaty brow. Claire’s mind and
body were reeling. She new, right then, that nothing in her world
would ever be the same.

“Well,” she said breathlessly, “Can I still
have that job?”

He laughed, and she could feel the vibration
of it through their still very intimate connection. “Naturally. I
have to keep you close, don’t I? So that whenever the urge comes
upon me... there you’ll be.”

“Sounds OK to me,” Claire said, smiling up at
him, “But what should I... uh... say to Cheryl about those
papers?”

“What do I care?” Parker laughed, playfully
tugging at a lock of her hair, “You’re a smart woman. Figure it
out. As long as your solution means that I get to fuck you dirty as
often as possible, I’m for it.”

Claire shook her head, amazed. She had no
idea what was going to happen next, but she was fairly certain that
it was going to involve the man of her dreams teaching her some
very nasty lessons. She couldn’t wait to start her new
education.
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“Stop, stop!” Savannah exclaimed, “You’re
going off the script again!”

“I’m sorry, Savannah,” Claire said,
exasperated, “But I can’t pull this shit off the way you do! I
would sound ridiculous saying that sort of thing.”

“Oh, please,” Claire said, rolling her eyes,
“What’s so ridiculous about telling a guy that you want his
hulk-sized member to pulverize your snatch, huh?”

“Jesus Christ...” Claire moaned, “I came to
the wrong person for sex advice.”

“Wrong,” Savannah said, “You couldn’t ask for
a better coach than me.”

The two best friends were in Claire’s shoebox
apartment in Brooklyn. Claire’s boyfriend Tommy was out with his
pathetic excuse for an improv team/free-verse-beat-boxing
association/amateur tattoo artists club, so the girls had the place
to themselves. Claire had called an emergency meeting with her
confidante Savannah because she needed some advice, seeing as the
day before had taken a very sexy turn for her.

Through a confusing arrangement of
coincidence, fate, and overriding lust, Claire had found herself
smack dab in the middle of an illicit affair with her boss’s
husband, Parker. After a chance meeting on the subway and
subsequent week of intensely erotic daydreams, the two had reunited
when Parker sneakily had Claire sent to his spare townhouse on the
upper west side, and by his wife’s orders!

Claire blushed whenever she remembered
returning back to the children’s store she worked at after spending
the afternoon being forcefully penetrated by her boss’s virile,
irresistible husband. With her pussy still throbbing with the
effort of accommodating such an impressive cock, Claire had
shuffled into the store and come face-to-face with her lover’s
wife, Cheryl. Cheryl, whose middle-age was hidden under copious
amounts of cosmetics and Botox, was a rail thin and testy woman who
was quick to disparage and harass her employees for no apparent
reason other than to elevate her own sense of worth a hair’s
width.

“What took you so long?” Cheryl had demanded,
“Where are those papers Parker wanted you to pick up?”

Claire stared dumbly at her boss for a moment
before she remembered Parker’s lazy excuse for getting her up to
his fuck pad. She shrugged hopelessly, which only sent Cheryl’s
eyes rolling further back into her head. Claire hoped that they
would get stuck there, leaving her free to spread her legs for
Parker right in the middle of the awful, godforsaken children’s
store if she wanted to. Who knows? Those toy pellet guns might make
for some interesting foreplay.

“I don’t know who’s more of an airhead, you
or him,” Cheryl growled, crossing her toothpick arms across her
chest.

“Yeah, who knows,” Claire said, “Do you mind
if I leave now? It’s my day off, and I have dinner plans with—”

“Good God,” Cheryl gasped, “Do you do
anything but eat, Claire? I told you that I’d let you have my extra
appetite suppressant drops if you wanted to do something about that
belly. How do you expect to attract a guy with that perpetual
winter coat you wear?”

“Some guys like curves,” Claire said,
fighting to urge to add, “Just ask your husband.”

Cheryl laughed, coldly, “Oh, honey. That’s
just what the magazines say when they’re trying to be less
discriminative about fatties. Men don’t want a plump, juicy woman
to jiggle around in bed. They want finely tuned and toned sex
machines.”

“Oh... I get what you’re saying,” Claire said
sarcastically, “Men want cold, detached, emotionless fembots with
fake tits, asses, teeth, and hair.”

“Basically.”

“I’ll take your advice under consideration,”
Claire said, shaking her head in amazement as she stalked out of
the store. How could Cheryl be so blind to her husband’s desires?
They clearly were not on the same page about what constituted the
perfect woman. Parker had been plenty happy to sink his fingers
into Claire’s fleshy hips, her lusciously full ass. Actually, he’d
been so enthralled by her body that things had gotten more
aggressive than Claire had anticipated.

Since Claire had lost her virginity at the
perfectly passable age of seventeen, she’d only had sex with guys
who were very much more like boys than men. They humped like
overeager puppies, and drooled about as much. There was no finesse,
no consideration to their lovemaking. Just pure hormones and sloppy
execution. Claire had never even had an orgasm by one of them!
Sure, she’d become an expert at pleasuring herself, but Parker had
been the first man she’d been with, and boy did he have his way
with her.

“I’m just so new to all this,” Claire said to
Savannah, snapping back to the present moment of her bedroom, “I
mean... things got kind of rough.”

“Like, how rough? Whips? Chains?”

“No... just a, uh... A gag? And some...
choking?”

“Holy shit, Claire! You’re a submissive!”

“What? No, it’s not freakish like that!”

“You say freakish like it’s a bad thing,”
Savannah said, excited, “Don’t you see? There this whole other side
to your sexuality that you get to explore now. It's gone unnoticed
because you insist on dating acne-ridden vermin with pencil dicks
and mommy issues.”

“Ow,” Claire winced, “Too far!”

“Sorry,” Savannah said, “I’m just so glad
that this happened to you! Anytime you need me to cover at the
store so you and Parker can get sexy on the upper west side, let me
know and I’ll be there before you can say ‘don’t stop big daddy’!
God, it’s incredible to see that bitch boss of ours finally get
hers.”

“You don’t think I should feel guilty?”
Claire said, “After all, if my husband was cheating on me with some
random twenty-something, I’d feel devastated.”

“OK, two things,” Savannah said sternly,
“First, your question is invalid because Cheryl clearly does not
possess feelings in the classical sense, and Secondly, you are not
some random girl. This is a man who could have anyone in the world,
any woman from any corner of the earth, and he chose you. Call me
sentimental, but I think you should take that as a sign that you’re
pretty fucking spectacular.”

“Savannah...” Claire said, blushing, “I hope
you’re right... about the way he feels I mean. It’s not like I’m a
sex kitten like you. You’re all cute and tiny and flexible. Me, I’m
all bumps and curves.”

“Oh, shut up. Do you know what I’d do to have
tits like yours?” Savannah cried, “I’d do our entire university’s
lacrosse team. Again! Do you really have no idea how sexy you
are?”

“I don’t know...” Claire said, “I don’t
really think about it.”

“You know what,” Savannah said, looking
around the apartment as if to make sure that they were really
alone, “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Of course,” Claire said, “After listening to
the details of my romp in the kitchen with Mr. Billionaire playboy,
I think you’ve earned it.”

“Well...” Savannah said, biting her bottom
lip, “You know how I’m always really hard on Tommy?”

“Sure I do,” Claire laughed, “I feel like you
must keep a thesaurus around just to come up with fresh insults
every time you see him.”

“It’s not my fault that he’s an insufferably
loquacious urethra-sucker,” Savannah said, winking, “But honestly,
the reason that I’m so mean to Tommy is that I don’t really think
he deserves you.”

“Oh, Savannah...”

“I mean it. He’s not smart enough to keep up
with you intellectually, nowhere near as attractive as you, and
from what you tell me a complete slouch in the bedroom
department.”

“That last piece is certainly true.”

“So why do you waste your time with him when
you know you could do so much better?” Savannah cried, “God, I
hardly ever fool around with girls, but I’d totally get nasty with
you if you let me.”

“What?!” Claire gasped, starting at her
diminutive friend, “Savannah, what are you talking about?”

“I’m just saying,” Savannah smiled, lowering
her eyes seductively, “I’ve always had a sort of secret girl crush
on you. If I didn’t think it would ruin our friendship, I’d make a
move on you this instant.”

The room went silent. Claire sat, staring at
her friend, knowing that she meant what she said. Claire’s mind
tried and tried to wrap itself around this new possibility. Her
fierce fucking by Parker had opened up a whole new world of sex up
to her. She felt as though she’d been missing out on so much
experimentation, and letting herself be touched by a girl was
definitely unknown territory. What if she was as into girls in
practice as she had been to the role of the submissive? Through a
fog of confusion and excitement, Claire met Savannah’s gaze and
smiled.

“Go ahead,” Claire said, her voice
breathy.

“What?” Savannah said, her eyes growing wide
with wonder.

“Go ahead and touch me,” Claire said again,
her pulse quickening, “I want to feel what it’s like.”

“Claire... are you sure? This isn’t like you
at all.”

“Don’t you want to do it?” Claire said,
pouting sexily.

“God, yes,” Savannah breathed, “You promise
you won’t get freaked out?”

“I promise,” Claire said. The girls were
sitting on opposite ends of the bed she shared with Tommy. She
tucked her ankles beneath her and leaned forward, letting her ample
bosom spill out of her tiny tank top. Savannah’s eyes glowed
craftily.

“You’ve never been with a girl, have you?”
Savannah said quietly.

“Never,” Claire said, “I wouldn’t know where
to begin.”

“You mean you need me to teach you?” Savannah
offered, pulling herself to standing on her knees, looking down at
her friend. Claire was much taller and more filled out than petite
Savannah, but it was becoming clear who was really in charge.
Claire didn’t mind—she liked knowing that she was at the disposal
of someone she trusted as implicitly as Savannah.

“Show me how?” Claire asked, her voice
lilting irresistibly on the final word. Savannah grinned and shook
her head, amazed.

“You don’t have to ask me twice,” she said,
running her hand through Claire’s ash blonde hair, “Now why don’t
you crawl over here like a good girl.

Claire felt a stirring in the very pit of
her, a smooth undulation that spread through her core and let her
know that something wonderful was about to happen. She pulled
herself onto her hands and knees and slinked across the bed. The
little twin-sized mattress seemed endless as she made her way
toward Savannah in anticipation. Savannah’s long mane of jet black
hair shimmered in the lamplight as she giggled at Claire’s
approach.

“There’s a good girl,” Savannah said, as
Claire rested her cheek against the warm firmness of Savannah’s
toned thigh. Claire knelt before Savannah, and tentatively burrowed
her face into the warmth between her legs. The undeniable scent of
wet pussy sent Claire’s head spinning. She looked up at Savannah,
amazed.

“You’re beautiful,” Claire whispered,
wrapping her hands around Savannah’s tiny buttocks. Savannah leaned
down and whispered in Claire’s ear.

“Do you want to lick my pussy?” she asked
lightly, “Do you want to bury your tongue in my cunt?”

Claire’s stomach flipped over as she nodded
vigorously.

“Ask my permission,” Savannah demanded.

“Can I—”

“May I.”

“May I... lick your pussy?”

Savannah nodded and lay back on the tiny bed,
folding her arms behind her head. Claire gently tugged at the
elastic waistband of Savannah’s delicate panties, revealing her
neatly-trimmed pussy. Savannah spread her legs wide for Claire,
revealing the most intimate folds of herself, the most precious
spaces. Claire, as if in prayer, lowered her mouth to Savannah’s
crotch. Drinking in the unexpectedly sweet nectar, Claire ran her
tongue along the tantalizing slit of her best friend’s pussy until
her tongue brushed against the nub of Savannah’s clit.

“That’s right...” Savannah coached, arching
her back in pleasure, “Right there... I want you to taste it when I
cum...”

Claire didn’t need to be told twice. All she
wanted in the world was to do whatever Savannah, her mistress,
asked of her. She flicked and sucked at Savannah’s clit, feeling
her friend rolling closer and closer to inevitable orgasm. Claire
grabbed onto Savannah’s knees and pushed them back, exposing her
pussy ever more.

“I’m there!” Savannah moaned, bucking against
Claire’s hungry mouth, “I’m... there!”

Savannah’s saccharine juices spilled into
Claire’s mouth, filling her with the taste of sweet, young pussy.
She was intoxicated with freedom, with choice, with the desire to
be instructed and enlightened and used and taught. She raised her
head to look Savannah in the eye. Savannah stared back at her,
elated.

“Well, shit,” she breathed, her tiny chest
heaving, “How did you do that?”

“I just wanted to please you,” Claire said
softly, laying down beside her friend.

“Well, if that’s the case,” Savannah said,
pulling her pants back up her legs, “Then you’ve done good,
kid.”

The faint sound of keys in the front door
lock startled the girls. With one panicked look at each other, they
threw on various articles of clothing scrambled to pull up a TV
show on the closest laptop. As the opening theme of some BBC drama
began to play, Tommy sashayed into the room, clearly drunk on light
beer and delusion. He took one bleary look at the girls and
smirked.

“Whadd’re yaguys doin’?” he slurred, leaning
against the doorframe.

Savannah glared at him from her cave in the
crook of Claire’s arm. “Oh, you know,” she said mirthfully, “Claire
just finished eating me out and giving me a wonderful, toe-numbing
orgasm, and now we’re watching chick TV.”

“Yah... right.” he chuckled.

“Tell him, Claire,” Savannah insisted.

“It’s true,” Claire said, poker-faced, “I’ve
realized that I’m an avid submissive and want to be used sexually
by as many people as will have me, including but not necessarily
limited to the smoking hot husband of my boss and our dear friend
Savannah, here.”

“You know... you guys are kind of funny!”
Tommy exclaimed, “You should totally join my improv team!”

“I’d rather kill myself,” Claire responded,
“Or worse, ever have sex with you again.”

“What?” Tommy said.

“Looks like you’re sleeping on the futon
tonight,” Savannah chirped, nuzzling against Claire, “I’ll just be
in here, fingering your girlfriend.”

“Whatever...” Tommy said, shuffling off
toward the living room, “You guys are freaks.”

“I think he’s right!” Claire whispered,
letting her hand dance across Savannah’s breasts, “And I’m
glad.”

“Well, good,” Savannah whispered, pulling
down the neckline of her shirt, “Because I love sleepovers, and
besides... we’ve got a lot more ground to cover before you head
back to Mr. Man uptown. He’s not going to know what hit him.”

“You don’t think he’ll be upset?”

“Just trust me,” Savannah said, “Would I ever
steer you wrong?”

 


***

 


“Who the hell do you think you are?” Cheryl
screeched, the tiny vein in her forehead popping out as if to join
in the fray.

“I don’t understand why you’re so upset,”
Claire said, attempting to remain calm in the face of Cheryl's
irrational anger, “It’s just a freelance thing.”

“I’m upset because you went behind my back
with my husband,” Cheryl screeched. A sickly sensation rose in
Claire’s stomach as she considered just how true a statement that
was. Of course, Cheryl wasn’t referring to Claire’s affair with
Parker, but the fact that Parker had offered Claire a job with his
company as a small-time photographer.

“Cheryl, photography is what I studied in
school. It’s what I’m passionate about. Can’t you be happy for me
that I finally get to do some work that’s related to what I
love?”

“What the fuck do I care about what you
love?!” Cheryl yelled, attracting the attention of a young nanny
and her two charges who were milling aimlessly about the store. “I
don’t want you slacking off here because you’re too busy running
around with my husband.”

Claire bit her tongue and looked at her feet.
One of these days, she would give Cheryl a thorough tongue-lashing.
And not the kind she had treated Savannah to. “Please let me take
on this job, Cheryl,” she said, ever the submissive, “It would
really mean a lot to me.”

“Oh... fine. Whatever. Go run around snapping
pictures of puppies and butterflies to your heart’s content, or
whatever it is you do.”

“Thank you, Cheryl. Parker wanted to start
this afternoon with some product photos.”

“You’re going to Parker’s office?” Cheryl
said.

“Uh...”

“Great. Tell him I won’t be around tonight.
I’m doing triple-header spin class. The idiot at the Deli put mayo
on my wrap instead of mustard and I need to stay on top of it.”

“Oh... yeah. Gotta watch those pesky
condiments,” Claire offered, lamely, “Don’t want to let that
mayonnaise think it’s boss.”

“Wow, Claire,” Cheryl smiled, “You’re really
starting to get me, aren’t you?”

The store’s front door flew open and Savannah
flew in, red-cheeked. Cheryl beckoned for her to follow into the
store’s office, probably for some unnecessary talking-to. Savannah
breezed past Claire and, with a firm grab of the ass, whispered in
her ear, “Go get him, tiger.”

Claire did not need to be prompted twice. She
gathered her things and headed out onto Mulberry Street, feeling
her heart begin to beat against her ribs as she hailed a cab going
uptown. She’d gone a whole forty-eight hours without seeing Parker,
and was in desperate need of his thick, unstoppable dick. As she
pictured his warm cum spilling against her breasts, she was amazed
to find herself in possession of such dirty thoughts. She was
changing, and fast. She only prayed that her body would be able to
keep up with the pace of her desires.

 


***

 


She knew the score this time, as the climbed
the steps to her lover’s townhouse. The last time they’d met, he’d
went out of his way to concoct some silly cover-up about important
documents or some such nonsense. This time, however, there was no
duplicitous cover, no need for any embarrassment or shame between
them. Claire had returned to Parker’s upper east side love nest for
one reason and one reason only: she could no longer stand to be
away from the rippling, unstoppable body that had taught her what a
real man’s love felt like. She scaled the steps of the pre-war
brown stone and felt her knees begin to knock together. She wasn’t
nervous, she had no reason to fear anything from Parker. She
trembled with excitement, for the thought of what he might unlock
within her once she entered that sacred place.

She felt so much older than she had when she
first laid eyes on Parker. Only a week and change had passed since
their fateful meeting, but already she’d thrown caution to the wind
and found unbearably deep satisfaction in a forceful, intense tryst
with Parker and a completely unexpected tongue session with her
best friend Savannah. She’d come to realize how much she loved her
body to be at the hands and command of another, and she wanted to
see how far she could take this new, exciting form of submission.
She wanted to see how deeply this urge to be conquered, mounted,
and penetrated ran in her. How far would she go to serve the whims
and fancies of her master or mistress? Only time would tell.

She rang the bell of the townhouse and
waited. The air had turned cooler in New York, and she pulled her
jacket more closely around her. She could feel her erect nipples
against the fabric of her sweater and coat, and had lost track of
whether she was just cold or extremely turned on by the thought of
Parker’s member snapping to attention on the other side of the
door. As if by the willing of her mind, the front door of the
townhouse swung open. Claire peered inside, expecting to see Parker
waiting there for her. Instead, there was only darkness beyond the
threshold. Claire’s brow furrowed in concern. Where was he? She
moved tentatively through the doorway, stepping lightly into the
sleekly furnished apartment.

“Parker?” she called, feeling the soft carpet
of the entry way under her feet, “Parker, where are you? It’s me,
Claire.”

Still no answer from the depths of the house.
As Claire made her way into the building, she realized that not a
single light was on in the entire house. A burst of excited energy
sparked at the base of her spine. It didn’t seem like anyone was
home, but if that was the case... who had let her in?

“Parker?” she said again, the sparking
excitement moving up her spine, illuminating her in the dark like a
roman candle. She opened her mouth to call out again, to locate her
lover in the heavy darkness of the apartment. As she parted her
full lips, a strong hand clamped down over them as a thick, sinewy
arm wrapped around her sumptuous waist. Her head swam with the
sudden contact, and a cold panic washed over her. It was Parker
there, wasn’t it? Not some random intruder who had it in for both
of them?

“Who do you think you are?” a voice growled.
With simultaneous relief and ecstasy, Claire realized that the
voice was Parker’s.

“Oh, thank god,” she cried, her words
obscured by Parker’s hand. He clamped down harder on her mouth and
she felt a knee dig into her back.

“Who said that you could wear shoes into this
house?” he demanded in the darkness. Claire kicked off her modest
pumps, eager at the opportunity to please her master. “It’s too
late,” he continued, tightening his arm around her midsection,
threatening to knock the wind out of her, “You blew it, kid. Now
you’ll need to be punished. What do you have to say for
yourself?”

Claire hesitated, not wanting to anger him
further. He laughed and told her that is was OK, he gave her
permission to speak if she made it quick. Claire wet her lips with
her tongue, allowed her teeth to touch the cool, authoritative skin
of her keeper’s palm.

“Parker,” she whispered, pressing harder into
his body which stood stiff and unmoving behind her, “I’ve been so
bad, Parker.”

She felt his hand snake through her hair,
grab it tight. The force of his grasp threatened to tear her hair
from her scalp.

“What the fuck do you mean you’ve been ‘bad’?
How bad have you been, you filthy little bitch? Badder than
dirtying my carpet with your bullshit whore heels, huh?”

“I’ve been so much badder than that,” Claire
said, her throat thickening with tears. She wasn’t afraid of
Parker’s force, but she was afraid to upset him. She just wanted to
make him happy. And if his happiness lay in punishing her for her
transgressions, she was more than happy to concede. “I... Parker,
I... I was with someone yesterday.”

A cold silence filled the room, and Parker’s
stillness riled Claire into a state of panicked wonder.

“What... do you mean,” Parker growled, the
firm hardness of his body seeming to go ice cold against
Claire’s.

“I mean that I... I...”

“You fucked someone?”

“Oh, Parker...”

“Is that it?” he demanded. Claire could not
speak. Suddenly, she felt herself being whipped around, her back
collided hard against the wooden stairs of the townhouse. Parker
stood over her, not even bothering to hold her down, knowing that
she would stay put if he wanted her to. As her eyes adjusted to the
darkness, Claire could see that Parker was sneering at her.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, reveling in her
helplessness.

“Sorry for what?” Parker demanded, reaching
for her throat. She ached for the feel of his hand around her neck,
longed for it. “Sorry for fucking some limp-dicked idiot?”

“No, it wasn’t that...” she gasped, feeling
his finger tighten around her windpipe.

“What the fuck was it then, you filthy
slut?”

“It was... it was... Savannah.”

Parker’s eyes widened. She had actually taken
him by surprise with that one. He looked down at her in wonder,
realizing the breadth of her sexiness and, in the same moment,
determining how best to go about showing her what that sexiness was
worth to him. He regained his composure and stared coldly into
Claire’s eyes.

“You mean to tell me that you fucked a girl?”
he demanded. Claire nodded, helpless under his gaze. “Well then...
you’re going to have to give me details. Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes,” Claire admitted. She let her hand
wander up Parker’s thigh, wanting to see how hard the idea of her
with another girl made him. He slapped at her hand, and she was
stung by the blow.

“What did you do with her?” Parker demanded,
grinding his knee against Claire’s inner thigh. She let out a moan
that he promptly slapped out of her.

“I licked her pussy, Parker. She told me to
eat her pussy and I had to do it,” Claire gasped, the pain of
Parker’s advanced setting of unknown channels of pleasure within
her.

“I see,” Parker said, digging his hands and
knees further into Claire’s soft body, “So you like pussy now, do
you?”

“Not as much as I love your dick in me,”
Claire said desperately, “I love your fucking cock so much it
hurts, Parker.”

“You don’t know what hurt is, little girl,”
Parker said, “Not yet, you don’t.”

And with that, he was on her. Not on top of
her, pressing down like last time. Instead, he fell upon her with
digging fingers, ripping at the flesh of her arms and spinning her
around so that she faced the cold hard stairs, lying on her soft
belly. With no effort at all it seemed, Parker’s hands worked off
Claire’s think cotton tee shirt, ripping the neckline, tossing it
aside like a used rag. The clasp of her bra may as well have not
existed, her tore through it so quickly.

She felt his rough, hard hands close around
her breasts and the hardness of his cock brushed against the
uncharted territory of her asshole. The dual sensation was far too
much for her, and she felt as if she might faint.

Parker would not let her off the hook so
easy. How had this city slicker’s hands become so rough, anyway?
She didn’t have time to wonder. He stripped her of her panties, and
her intentionally flimsy skirt, tossing away her clothing like it
were disposable. She was lying naked under him, face down on the
cold wooden stairs. The hard wood of the staircase accosted her
delicate bones and muscles as the hard wood of his cock bucked
against her exposed pussy. She reached back to free his cock from
the belted waistband that held it, and he roughly grabbed her by
the hair.

“Don’t you fucking move,” he growled, “Don’t
you make a fucking sound.”

She turned her face away from him, lay her
cheek against the cold wood. He removed his shirt behind her and,
without speaking, tied her arms behind her with the discarded
garment. She felt her pussy grow wet at the first sign of
confinement, entrapment. She wanted nothing more than to be his
plaything, and it didn’t seem like he objected to that notion one
bit.

She heard the hard, definite clank of his
belt buckle as it came undone, the scintillating whoosh of his
zipper sliding down its track. Suddenly, she felt the heat of his
body against hers, the long, pulsating length of his thick cock
pulsating against her naked ass. Her pulse quickened. She never
taken if from behind before... in any orifice. She’d always been
opposed to doggy style before, but with the clearly alpha male...
she couldn’t wait.

She lifted her round, full ass before him as
an offering to do with what he would, and words seemed to fail him.
With an animalistic grunt, he slid the tip of his member in the
wet, waiting depth of her pussy. She gasped, unprepared for the
size of him yet again. She knew that as many times as he entered
her, she’d never grow accustomed to that girth. He slammed his dick
into her eager cunt, and she winced as it stretched the lips of
her. He pounded her against the stairs, her head banging against
the grainy wood.

Quicker and more forcefully his thrusts
rained down upon her, barreling into that spot within her that
could set her free. With one huge, Herculean push, he sent her
flying into orgasm, and he was right behind her. He pulled out of
her pussy and allowed the warm spray of his seed to coat her back,
get into her hair, and mark her.

“You’re mine, Claire,” he panted, grinning
down at her cum-covered back. “You are mine for the keeping.”

“Can I take a shower?” Claire asked
innocently, running her fingers along a stream of cum coursing down
her arm.

Parker chuckled and grabbed her roughly by
the arm. He began to tug her up the stairs, pushing her back down
the minute she got her footing. She struggled honestly and
obediently, wincing as her exposed hips and breasts banged against
the wood. She was his, and she was elated. He could do with her
whatever he wanted now, because she knew that she had him ensnared
for life. He may have been the dominant in the relationship, but
she knew that she had entranced him. Still, she couldn’t let him in
on that secret, and so they fumbled up the stairs, thinking with
pleasure about the bruises she was sure to have the next day.
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Claire glanced around the dimly lit chamber,
trying to peer around the heavy curtains that surrounded the
four-poster bed. She was lying prone in the middle of an enormous
king-sized bed, stark naked. Every inch of her exposed body
quivered, and she pulled again the restraints that held in place,
testing the strength of the ropes that bound her. Parker’s work was
unshakeable. Pull and tear as she might, she could not rip herself
free from her binding.

And that was just fine with her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s the wrong idea?”

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

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

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

“I dunno...” Tommy said guiltily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re too sensitive,” Cheryl shrugged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sales associate...” Claire mumbled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Which part?”

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

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

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

“My old life was shit.”

“What about your boyfriend?”

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

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

“What’s that, Parker?”

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

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

“Anything...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How can I earn it?” she moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let me out?” she asked.

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

Claire smiled back at him, ready to do
whatever he pleased. She was his now, forever. It was just what she
had always wanted.
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“But... I don’t understand,” Tommy whined,
standing in the doorway of the bedroom that he and Claire had,
until recently, shared. “Why are you doing this to me?”

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

“Jesus. Way to be selfish, Claire.”

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

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

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

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

“Right.”

“And second of all...”

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

“No, not really.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bullshit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, darling,” Parker smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“First things first,” he said.

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

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

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

“I’m sorry about that,” she said.

“Don’t worry,” Parker smiled.

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

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

“What kind of pit stop?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh. Right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

 


***

 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get out of that dress,” he growled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come with me,” he demanded.

“Come on me,” she countered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She closed her eyes, suddenly feeling the
call of contented sleep. She drifted off in Parker’s arms, secure
and happy with her new life. If this is what people called
submission, she was fine submitting to their definition. She
wouldn’t want her life any other way.
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The first thing that swam across Claire’s
bleary vision was the blurry outline of a man’s face. Confused and
addled, she felt a sharp stab of panic ram against her ribcage. Why
was everything so foggy? Where was she? Who was looming over
her?

“Claire? Darling?” She heard a deep voice
which seemed as if it was calling from across a canyon.

The world above her was a pointillist
nightmare of black and white spots popping across the scope of her
vision. She was finding it difficult to breathe and couldn’t
remember why.

“Get off of me”, she moaned while weakly
batting at the figure she could vaguely sense in her proximity.
“Who are you? What do you want from me?”

A strong pair of hands closed around her limp
wrists. She recognized the grip immediately, and felt calmed by the
force of this contact. Her husband’s grasp was one she would never
forget or mistake for another’s. She instantly felt a wave of
calmness gush through her consciousness; Parker was here so she was
safe.

“Can you hear me? Claire, are you there?”
Parker asked softly with some urgency. “Claire, if you’re awake
baby, say something?”

“Wh-why.” Claire struggled to form words.
“Why can’t I breathe?”

“Oh! Oh, God” Parker exclaimed and let go of
her wrists.

She felt his hands fumbling along her torso
and a welcome relief flooded her body. “I should have taken the
corset off sooner. I’m sorry, darling, that was grossly
irresponsible of me.”

“Did I, Did I pass out?” Claire asked still
completely baffled.

The last thing she could remember was
Parker’s forearm pressing against her windpipe when he drove his
thick, rock solid member deep inside of her. She actually felt
lightheaded all over again just recalling it. The man certainly
knew how to leave an impression.

“Yes you lost consciousness for a moment.”
Parker said.

Claire was distressed to see that guilt was
clouding his usually clear and beautiful brow. She placed her hands
on his cheeks which were just beginning to show a five o’clock
shadow.

“Hey, don’t look so concerned,” Claire said
lightly. “You’re right; the corset was a technical foul. I was just
so excited to try on all the stuff Savannah got us that I became
over eager. I don’t think these tits were made to be forced into a
corset. Not unless I was planning to sit around a tea table all
day, which incidentally is the exact opposite of what you and I
generally get up to. Screwing on a tea table, maybe, but…”

“Stop turning this into a joke.” Parker said
in a steely tone. “You could have been seriously hurt and it would
have been my fault. Is it how you want to remember our wedding
night, a fractured rib, concussion and permanent brain damage?”

“That last bit may have gone a bit too far,
darling,” Claire smiled weakly into the depth of Parker’s
storminess, “Besides, isn’t this sort of thing to be expected? You
know... the way we do things? I mean, surely sooner or later
something’s got to give. A little bump on the head never killed
anyone right?”

“You’re fucking with me, right?” Parker
growled looking furious.

Claire’s exposed skin prickled in
anticipation of his wrath. Generally it was a feeling she looked
forward to, but not so much this time. “Did I say something wrong?”
Claire asked in a tiny voice.

Her fingers found the thick, downy comforter
of their wedding suite and pulled it around her naked body. Parker
stared at her for a moment that seemed to span years. She suddenly
felt very young under his scornful wrath, a little girl caught
playing with her mother’s makeup, or kissing a neighborhood boy
behind the family shed.

She felt precocious for being there with him
and hated the sensation. Parker had never once condescended to or
patronized, by making her feel too young for him. But here she had
clearly crossed into territory that established her as a very silly
girl.

“Claire.” Parker began doing his level best
not to shout at her. “How could you possibly think that I would
take the matter of your safety so lightly? Did you imagine me
becoming careless with your body, your health? Are you so deluded
about our relationship to think I’m a monster or some bloody animal
that can’t control its urges?

“No! No, of course not,” Claire pleaded with
tears coming quickly to her eyes. “I didn’t mean that at all,
Parker; I know you would never let anything happen to me; I was
only trying to make you feel better.”

“By painting me as a fuck-happy ogre?” Parker
hissed looking away.

“I didn’t... I didn’t mean it like that.” She
said fighting against the lump accumulating in her throat. “Please
don’t be angry with me.”

“I’m not angry.” Parker said rising up from
the gigantic bed and moving toward the bathroom, “I just feel
distant from you right now.” He closed the door behind him with
firm, but respectful force, and Claire finally felt the tears pour
forth from her eyes.

After glancing around the beautiful suite she
wrapped the comforter around like a cape and made her way to the
picture window. She gazed out at the sprawling expanse of New York
City; dawn was breaking to light the sky over the East River.
Daylight would soon erase the neon emblems glowing so powerfully
beneath her.

How had things come to this? Just hours
earlier she and Parker had been celebrating their union as man and
wife; the rooftop oasis was packed with family and friends. Claire
had finally felt everything she ever wanted was within her grasp.
Her art was being noticed in the city and she was wed to the man of
her dreams. Her self-consciousness had been erased by astounding
good fortune that life had thrown her way. And she’d ruined
everything?

Claire felt her knees go weak and sank slowly
onto the soft white carpet of the suite. She rested her forehead
against the cool glass of the window as tears cascaded down her
face. She’d never been a very pretty crier; unlike girls in the
movies who simply became dew-eyed and looked gorgeous. No, when
Claire cried it was not a pretty sight. Red blotches splattered her
cheeks, her eyes puffed up until she could barely see and her nose
ran incessantly. Then there were the sounds; no dainty whimpering
or melancholy sighing for Claire, more like the death rattle of a
wounded hyena. Certain things just can’t be helped.

Her sniffling moans were so loud that she did
not hear Parker approach. She jumped when his firm arms wrapped her
up; he was back and she was safe as ever. She collapsed against his
chest; heaving as the sorrow of growing apart even for a moment
ripped through her body.

“What’s going on?” She asked lifting her
tear-streaked face to his. Parker looked down at her with a warm,
sad expression. She swore she could see tears beginning to well in
his ice blue eyes.

“You’ve never felt this way either have you?”
He asked quietly while stroking her wilting curls. “Like you could
rip yourself in two for the sake of someone else? Also if anything
was to come between you, you would never recover?”

Claire nodded furiously, marveling once again
at his seeming ability to read her mind. Parker hugged her closer
to his chest, her ear resting on his rapidly beating heart. She
realized in that moment what had upset her so much. For a fleeting
moment she had glimpsed at what her world would be if she did not
have Parker. Looking out over the greatest city in the world;
seeing thousands of different lives all being led at once; she knew
no other life, but this would ever satisfy her. It would be
impossible.

“You must think I’m a pathetic little kid,”
She moaned, hiding her face from him. “Please understand me Parker.
Please know that I don’t think of you as some tyrant, or heartless
dictator ruling our little family with an iron first. I know that
people always assume such bullshit when rougher sex is in the
picture, but I know how wrong they are. At least they are about us;
I’m not afraid or forced, I trust you. I also love you, and I want
to be with you for the rest of my life. Don’t you know?”

Parker cupped Claire’s chin in his hand and
gazed down at her, amazed. Brushing aside a lock of her ash blonde
hair he said. “How did you do that? Steal all my words just before
I said them? Sometimes I think you know me much better than I know
myself, Claire Baxter... Or should I call you Claire Bennett?”

“Bennett,” Claire said breathlessly. She
realized what a wreck she must look; all tear stained after sobbing
so she hid her face in her hands. “God, you must think I look
horrible. A few hours into the marriage and I’m already letting
myself go, right? Give me another week to pack on sixty pounds and
start farting under the covers...”

Parker rolled his eyes. “Please tell me you
don’t buy all of that nonsense about marriage? That would be the
least mature thing I’d heard you say, if it was the case. Claire
there’s no set way that a marriage unfolds. Hell, there’s no one
set marriage period. Plenty of husbands cheat and lie, and so do
plenty of wives. But there are also plenty of happily married
couples in this world. Somewhere? Maybe not in New York.” He
laughed to himself. “But please, for the love of God, don’t imagine
that you have to ‘do the wife thing’ now that we’re married. If I
come home to see you eating bon bons instead of working in the
darkroom, we might need to have a conversation, but—”

“Darkroom?” Claire asked. “What’s this about
a darkroom?”

“Oh, must have slipped my mind.”Parker
smiled. “Consider it a wedding present, from me to you. Work on the
basement of our townhouse should be finished in a couple of days.
If not, definitely before the honeymoon is over.”

“Honey, wait a minute?” Claire said sitting
back on her knees. “You told me that business was too crazy right
now for us to sneak away on a honeymoon. You said we’d have to wait
at least six months for things to calm down at the office. You mean
we’re going to have construction workers in our house for six whole
months? How are we going to fuck in the kitchen? Or on the stairs?
Or on the living room floor? Or—”

“Well, that’s the thing” Parker said
grinning. “I may have lied to you a little, about our honeymoon
that is.”

“I don’t understand.” Claire said biting her
lower lip.

“I may have planned a surprise honeymoon for
us to embark on, as soon as we check out here?”

“A surprise? Why you.” She pounced at her
husband throwing her arms around his neck, “You devil! I didn’t
even get to pack or anything.”

“No need, I had a team of shoppers buy
everything you might need on our travels. Nothing has been
overlooked; it has all been taken care of.”

“I can’t believe it.” Claire cried out
trembling with anticipation. “Where are we going?”

“Claire.” Parker sighed, “Did I not just say
that the whole thing is going to be a surprise? Why would I give
away the best parts of it now?”

“Can you at least tell me how long we’re
going to be gone?”

“About a month.”

“A month?” Claire couldn’t even comprehend
having a month free from school, work, or the everyday tedium of
post-graduate existence. For perhaps the first time she realized
how much marrying Parker was going to change her life. No more
scraping together pennies from under the couch in order to make
rent, bullshit, counter jobs, online dating, student loan debt,
ramen noodles or cockroaches. Apart from those gigantic Costa Rican
cockroaches found in the rainforest, but basically no more
nonsense.

“Think you can handle it?” Parker teased.

“Bring it on.” Claire cried. “I can’t believe
you did this for me.”

“What’s so hard to believe? I love you. I
want you to have an incredible life. I want you to see the country,
the world and have every possible opportunity. A lifetime of
everything you could ever want is the least I can give you in
return for what you’ve given me.”

“What’s that?” She asked.

“Claire.” He said taking hold of her hands.
“You loved me, fully, without any qualification or demand. You
loved me before you knew that I was, well financially endowed.”

“And otherwise endowed.” Claire muttered.

“The point is.” Parker said seriously.
“You’re the first, no the only woman, who could ever reach me.
You’re the only one I’ve ever been able to open myself to. Do you
have any idea how miserable I was before I met you? I had every
possible human comfort at my disposal and it was never enough.
Nothing moved me; nothing convinced me that the world was a good or
beautiful place. Not until that afternoon on the subway. Not until
I looked into your eyes and saw the potential for a love that
wasn’t predicated on how much money I made or how I looked in a
three piece suit.”

“For the record, you look fantastic in a
suit.” Claire interjected

“Thank you darling, but do you understand
what I’m trying to tell you? From here on out, you will not want
for anything. That’s why I was upset earlier when you woke up; I
felt as though I’d tricked you into a ridiculous slave relationship
with me. That’s not what I want for you; it’s never been my
intention. It would be a pale mockery of what we have; my love for
you is closer to worship than anything else. Maybe that’s extreme,
but it is the truth. When I say that I want you to have everything,
it means much more than material things, it includes your
well-being, respect, and self-worth.”

“But Parker.” Claire said resting her hands
on his solid chest. “I never had any of those things, those
intangible things, before I met you. You’ve validated me on every
level; for the first time in my life I feel like a whole person.
You’ve given me the world; now it’s my turn to give everything I
can to you. The most I can offer right now is myself, fully, and
with a promise of never holding back. My mind, body and soul are
open to you as long as you want them. But in time I know that I
will give you much more. I will be a loyal partner throughout your
and our lives. When you’re lost, I will lead you back from the
edge. I will be a good wife, and step mother, though to be
completely honest, I haven’t even begun to process that...”

“It’s a lot you’ve signed up for,” Parker
agreed.

“And I’d sign up again in a heartbeat.
Because it’s the only life I want; if I didn’t have you or lost
you... it would be the end of me.”

“Oh, Claire...”

“I meant it.” She said adamantly.

“Thank you for saying that.” He
whispered.

“It’s what’s in my heart. Sorry if that
sounds cheesy, but it’s the truth. I don’t know what else to tell
you buddy.”

When Parker’s face broke into a smile Claire
leaned toward him conspiratorially. “So... where are you taking me
tomorrow?”

He grinned back at her, pulling her into his
lap. “You’ll find out where I’m taking you tomorrow...
tomorrow.”

“Ugh!” Claire uttered, wriggling in his grip,
“Please, please, please, just give me a hint, a little one, you
know you want to?”

“Fine, how’s this, we’re not only going to
one place.” He said and laughed.

“What do you mean?”

“Exactly what I said, there may be more than
one fixed location, that’s all.”

“Holy crap!” Claire exclaimed. “Are we doing
something like an Around the World in Eighty Days thing?”

“Maybe... Sort of...” Parker said with his
face falling slightly.

“What is it?” Claire asked feeling
concerned.

“It’s nothing. Just... will you promise not
to be disappointed?”

“Disappointed by a luxurious month-long
honeymoon? I think I can manage that.”

“But... What it is, it’s not around the
world.”

“Oh my God, Parker, just tell me what we’re
doing.”

“Ok, fine...We’re going on a month-long tour
of the United States.”

“You mean like... a road trip?”

“Exactly like a road trip.”

“Oh my God!...”

“Isn’t it what you wanted? When we were
talking earlier, you said what you wanted more than anything was to
see the country, stopping at all the road side attractions, eating
at diners. Right?”

“Yeah, but... isn’t that kind of beneath your
station?”

“Perish the thought.” Parker said and
blushed.

“We’ll have to work on your vernacular before
we go.” Claire smiled.

“But you do like the idea?”

“I love it, thank you Parker.”

She leaned toward him and placed her lips
upon his ever so gently. His firm mouth responded in kind, moving
against hers in perfect time. Even kissing Parker was an act of
absurdly intense sensuality, and Claire was still surprised by how
turned on she could become by the mere locking of lips. She let her
hands travel down Parker’s muscular back reveling in its tautness
through his shirt. Suddenly she was aware of being totally naked
beneath the comforter; Claire then felt the familiar, overwhelming
desire to be taken by Parker warming within.

Claire swiveled her curvy, voluptuous body so
that she could wrap her long legs around him. She could feel,
immediately that he was swelling to solidness. There were few
things she loved more in the world than that first moment of his
hard, pulsing cock pressing against her pussy in the act of love.
Through the soft layers of fabric his bulge was straining against
its sheath, its desperation to enter her was matched only by hers
to accept it.

She wrapped her arms firmly around Parker’s
neck and rolled her hips against his bulging dick. He moaned softly
against her neck, his hot breath sending goose bumps, good ones
this time, careening across her exposed skin. She drew back and
bucked against him, loving the feel of his swelling cock rubbing
against her eager pussy. The friction of the sheets between them
rubbing against the two bits which most wanted to meet was driving
them both crazy.

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” She asked confused by his
pausing in the middle of their foreplay.

Parker looked down at her seriously. It was
clearly taking a lot of effort on his part not to drive his cock
straight into her waiting wet pussy. He leveled his eyes at Claire
and said. “After what happened earlier... I don’t know what to
do.”

Claire was completely speechless. Here was
Parker, king of the world, lord of finance, keeper of her heart, at
a loss as to how to proceed with making love to her? Over the
course of their entire relationship Claire had always been the
submissive protégé, learning the ways of love from her more
experienced teacher. Could it possibly be that the tables had
finally turned? Was Parker asking her for advice as to how they
should continue? She was utterly flummoxed.

“Well, what is it about before that’s
bothering you?” Claire asked, finding it very difficult to focus on
their conversation while Parker’s quivering member hung so close to
her pussy.

“It’s just that... I’m afraid our
relationship is not as balanced as it could be.” Parker said with
the effort of not sinking straight into her causing his forehead to
bead up with sweat. “I can’t hurt you Claire and the fact that you
were in a moment’s peril earlier this evening... I don’t know how
to get over that.”

“Well, perhaps if you knew that I was still
in control of every minute of the whole shebang you’d feel better?”
Claire suggested.

“Yeah... yeah, I think that would help.”

“So... how do we...”

Parker’s eyes lit up. “Tell me what to do.”
He said.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me.” He gasped. “Tell me what you
want me to do, give instructions, take the reins, it’s the only way
I’ll feel better.”

“You want me... to command you?”

“More than anything darling so hurry up and
get started before I explode. What should I do Claire?”

“Um...” Claire uttered. It was not the sort
of thing she was used to. Sure she’d broken down a lot of sexual
boundaries within herself since meeting Parker, but this was
different. This seemed to fly in the face of the basic tenets of
their relationship. Claire had always been the submissive partner
with Parker far more dominant. Would it work to switch things
around like this? Claire took a deep breath, only one way to find
out she thought.

“I want you to pin me down by the shoulders.”
Claire said softly, trying to find her footing within this new
dynamic.

Parker obeyed holding her firmly against the
soft carpet. From her restrained position Claire wrapped her hands
around the throbbing organ between his legs. He groaned while
rearing his head back in pleasure as she worked her hands up and
down the length of his cock.

“Does that feel good?” She asked

“Oh... yes...” He moaned.

“Tell me how good it feels.”

“It feels.. like I could cum... on the
spot...”

“Not yet.” Claire said. “I want to keep you
right at the edge for as long as you can stand it, then I’ll tell
you when you can cum.

I think I could get used to this thought
Claire turning herself on with this new reclamation of her voice.
She knocked Parker’s hand away leaving him to support himself while
positioning her mouth to cock level beneath him. Lying on her back
she took its tip between her lips and gently slid her tongue
against the rim of the head. Parker arched his back forcing his
cock further into Claire’s mouth. She sucked on his dick and took
his balls in her hands to stroke the sensitive orbs. She caressed
his nuts and let one hand stray to his perineum, running her
fingers along the strip of skin that led to his anus.

“Claire!” He gasped from somewhere above her.
She grinned at her ability to surprise him and slipped out from
beneath his arm.

“On your back.” She commanded, and Parker
obliged rolling on top of the downy comforter. His cock rose like a
tent pole before her, and Claire who was on her knees smiled over
the situation. With excruciatingly slow movements she crawled
toward her husband. His breathing becoming rapid as her wet pussy
rubbed against his shivering cock when she lowered herself onto
him. Her slick open slit tantalized him, his hands dug into the
carpet in unbearable anticipation. Claire smiled down at him and
let her fingers close around his nipples. He let out a little gasp
as she pinched them and watched his eyes grow wider.

“I love you.” He gasped. Claire laid a hand
over his mouth.

“I know.” She grinned. “Now lay your thumb
right against my clit.”

He did so eager to please her. She shivered
as he pressed against the pleasure center that hooked up her entire
body to his. He let his fingers play against the folds and lips of
her pussy while rubbing her clit, stroking her through the oncoming
torrent of mind blowing pleasure. She grew wetter and wetter until
balancing on the edge of orgasm, and knowing exactly what would
knock her over that edge. When Parker’s rubbing reached a fever
pitch she impaled herself upon his cock, the sudden thrill of
penetration and the glorious tenderness of her clit made her cum
hard against the stiff member of her husband.

She rode out her orgasm bucking wildly
against Parker’s cock. She dug her hands into his chest and rode
the waves of pleasure until she could barely speak. Parker’s face
was contorted with ecstasy and Claire laughed out loud.

“You wanna cum?” She asked. Parker nodded
vigorously while digging his fingers into her ass.

“Well then,... cum.”

Parker thrust wildly into Claire and came
with the force of a hurricane. He gushed, filling her with flowing,
crashing waves of semen. She hung on for dear life as his seed
dispersed, filling her, completing her in that moment. She
tightened her pussy around his shooting cock and set him off anew.
They writhed together as the last of his cum flowed into her before
collapsing into a heap.

Claire moved her head from Parker’s chest and
smiled up at him.

“Feeling better?” She asked.

He looked down at her stunned, and nodded
dumbly. Claire laughed and slugged him playfully on the shoulder.
“Does that mean I’m allowed to take the reins whenever I want?”

“Whenever... the hell... you want.” he
moaned.

“Did I surprise you?” She asked feigning
innocence.

“Just a little.” He replied. “Where the hell
did you learn that?”

“Where do you think?” She asked looking at
him pointedly.

“Fair enough.” He laughed.“Fair enough.”

“Look it’s getting light out, does that mean
it’s time to get going?” She asked.

“I suppose so.” He responded.

“Alright.” Claire smiled, “The open road
won’t know what hit it.”
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A sharp knock on the door of Claire and
Parker’s post-nuptial suite woke the bride from half party
exhaustion, half sexual coma slumber. She rolled over onto her side
squinting at the red digits of the bedside clock. It was hardly
eight o’clock; they had not called it a night much longer than
three hours ago. Grumpy, and only wanting to stay curled up against
her husband she slowly extracted herself from the sprawling king
bed; desperate not to disturb Parker (who was a surprisingly light
sleeper).

Fumbling in the semi-darkness she put on her
bridal night silky kimono, and made her way to the door cursing
‘whoever’ had the audacity to show up this early. She tried to
collect her unwarranted annoyance thinking it was probably
housekeeping or the like.

“Yes? Yes who is it?”

“Room service.”A voice replied from the other
side.

Claire looked back toward Parker thinking
what a thoughtful man, he must have arranged this last night.
Parker knew his new bride was always famished after a marathon
night of love-making; given last night’s activities she could eat a
horse. She turned the doorknob eager to see what feast her husband
had taken pains to order.

Once the door eased open a knobby figure
knocked against her, dragging what seemed to be a squirming sack of
potatoes. She felt a sharp elbow dig into her upper arm and yelped
in pain. Confused, she stared into the dimness of the suite; the
color drained from her face. Standing right smack in the middle of
the honeymoon suite was Cheryl, Parker’s ex-wife and her-former
employer. The woman, who’d always been startlingly thin, seemed to
have eroded even further since the divorce. She was ridiculously
dolled up for so early in the morning, and Claire realized the sack
of potatoes was Parker’s young son Christopher.

Claire looked back and forth between the
shriveled woman and eight-year-old boy completely lost for words.
She tugged the sides of her kimono more securely as Cheryl’s brow
darkened stormily. The older woman took her time, raking her eyes
over the room taking in every item of luxury and beauty. Aghast, a
sneer split her face in two when she let out a condescending ‘tsk,
tsk’ in Claire’s direction.

“How odd, this is much bigger than the room
Parker and I stayed on our wedding night. Of course, we weren’t
rich then; you see I fell for Parker the man not his wallet.” She
said loudly without regard of her sleeping ex.

“What are you doing here?” Claire hissed,
offended by the womans audacity.

Cheryl grabbed the boy by the wrist and gave
him a little shake.“It’s Parker’s weekend for Christopher so I
thought I’d be a dear and drop him off.” Cheryl said smugly.

“Drop him off, at our hotel room the night
after our wedding?” Claire said completely dumbfounded.

“Well, I picked him up from the party last
night, to which incidentally, I was not invited. So I thought it
would be less hassle for everyone if I simply shuttled him over
here. I’m only trying to make things easier for everyone.”

“Clearly,” Claire muttered while shooting
daggers at her nemesis.

“Nice robe makes you look like a geisha, or
maybe a call girl, in a good way, of course.” She smirked.

“Cheryl, I’m going to need you to—”

“Excuse me; you do not call me Cheryl, my
name is Mrs. Bennett.” She stormed dropping her frivolous tone.

“Actually Cheryl I’m Mrs. Bennett now, and I
need you to get the hell out of our room.” Claire replied with a
steely voice.

Cheryl widened her eyes melodramatically and
clapped her hands over Christopher’s ears, “You poor thing, what a
mean girl your daddy has married. What a horrible, rotten, bitchy
step mom you’ve been dealt. Good thing she will never be your real
mother, that’s me Christopher. She will never love you nearly as
much as I do, and neither will your fa—”

“What is going on, here?” Parker’s voice
rumbled across the room. He had been woken by the harpy screeching
of his ex-wife and lumbered across the room with only a white sheet
shrouding his manhood. He took in the scene unfolding with a
shocked, quizzical expression. His bride was cornered against the
door by his ex-wife bearing down and dragging his overwhelmed son
behind her. This madness needed to end. Now.

“Parker.” Cheryl started in a saccharine
voice. “I was just telling your child bride that—”

“How dare you come here?” Parker said evenly.
“How dare you muddy this day for me and Claire? How dare you
lampoon yourself in front of our son? Don’t you know what an
impressionable age he’s at?”

“What’s ‘lampoon’ mean?” Christopher asked in
a bright, inquisitive voice.

“Never mind.” Parker said clapping him on the
shoulder and hugging him away from Cheryl. “Care to explain
this?”

“It’s your weekend with Christopher, so here
he is.” She said simply.

Parker stared coldly and Claire thought for a
moment he might actually rip her head off. Looking beleaguered he
threw on the clothes nearest to him trying not to expose any of his
naughtier bits. He looked sympathetically at Claire and Christopher
standing helplessly by.

“I’m going to go have a talk with Cheryl, if
you could stay here with Christopher that would be fantastic.”

“Stay here...?” Claire stuttered.

She and Christopher had never actually spent
any one-on-one time together since the whole wedding thing had
gotten underway. In fact, the last time Claire has spent any time
with a kid period had been ten years ago with her little cousin.
And that run-in had resulted in a fractured wrist for her cousin
and a stern talking-to for Claire. She wasn’t fantastic with kids
and she’d really been hoping for a soft landing with the step-mom
thing. But no dice as Parker had already stalked out of the room
with Cheryl trailing like a simpering little poodle. Claire had to
restrain herself from chucking the nearest glass ornament straight
into the back of her bitchy fucking head.

The door closed and Claire was left with
Christopher staring at each other at a loss for words. Christopher
was an adorable little kid, clearly having the benefit of his dad’s
genes rather than his mother’s. He was a good foot shorter than
Claire, and sported a hoodie for some team or other; Claire was
hopeless with sports. His bright blue eyes looked up at Claire
expecting her to begin the conversation. Her mind fumbled around
with a dozen conversation starters, none of which seemed
appropriate for the little guy. What could she lead with? ‘Hey that
mom of yours is a real bitch’ or ‘Your dad is pretty fucking
fantastic in the sack’. Not so much.

“So you’re my step mom now huh.” He said.

Claire stared at him open-mouthed, she was
unbelievably relieved that he had started the conversation, and a
little embarrassed that he had to pick up the slack for her.

“That’s right.” Claire squeaked wishing she
had thrown on some addition to her thin kimono.

“How old are you?” Christopher asked
innocently.

“I’m twenty-two; I’ll be twenty three in a
month.”

“Huh..”

“How old are you?”

“I’m eight; does that mean that you’re closer
to my age than dad’s?”

“You... uh... must like math?” Claire said
lamely.

“Tons, I’m sorry my mom was mean to you,
she’s just sad that’s all. Can I watch TV?”

“Oh... uh... sure.” Claire sputtered
completely at a loss before this mature little boy.

With a mother like Cheryl she’d expected him
to be dreadfully irritating. But it seemed the responsibility of
dealing with a mess of a mother and a distant father had grown him
up pretty quickly. Claire couldn’t decide whether such facts made
her happy or infinitely sad.

Christopher rushed toward the TV set and
quickly began to scroll through the channels. Claire sat beside him
on the sofa trying to forget she and Parker had fucked on it and
other surfaces only hours earlier. He finally found a show he was
content to watch and settled down into the cushions. To Claire’s
great surprise he nuzzled up against her side as they watched. She
was so moved by his demonstration of warmth that she didn’t even
pause to wonder if she was ready to be a step mom. She accepted the
fact for what it was and moved forward.

To be honest she was having a much harder
time with the fact Parker and Cheryl had disappeared somewhere
together. She didn’t trust that woman nearly as far as she could
throw her (which was probably quite a distance, since Cheryl
probably weighed as much as a wiffle ball). Knowing that woman she
was probably using the heat of the moment to spark something back
into a relationship that had long since been extinguished. The mere
thought of Cheryl trying to seduce Parker sent Claire’s blood
boiling. When the door finally opened she was stunned to find she’d
dug little half moons into her palms after clenching nails into her
fists for well over an hour.

Parker sulked back in looking spent; Cheryl
was nowhere to be seen. Claire exchanged heavy glances with him,
but kept mum with Christopher in the room. Typically, it was this
kind of scenario that led to a rollicking roll in the hay however,
things were already different. Ah parenthood, Claire thought, who
knew?

“Where’s Mom?” He asked standing on the couch
cushions to see his dad better.

“Mom went home.” Parker said trying to avoid
Claire’s gaze.

“Oh... So what do I do?” Christopher
asked.

“I, uh... I guess you hang out with us
buddy.” Parker said straining to smile.

“Cool!” Christopher cried jumping up and
down. “I like Claire she’s pretty and lets me watch TV even if it’s
not Baby Einstein.”

“I try.” Claire said, staring hard at
Parker.

“Christopher, why don’t you run down to the
vending machines and get us some snacks OK? I think I saw those
cheese things you like so much.” Dad said.

Like a flash Christopher raced out of the
room leaving Parker and Claire staring at each other across the
room. Claire’s anger had built considerably for the sixty minutes
Parker and Cheryl had been having it out. Now their honeymoon was
about to be ruined because of Cheryl’s selfish bullshit? This
simply would not fly.

“I don’t know what to tell you babe.” Parker
said apologetically. “She’s right I am supposed to have him this
weekend. I thought she’d give me a break, given it’s our wedding
and all, but you know how spiteful Cheryl is. She can’t pass up an
opportunity to get back at me, no matter how cold-hearted or cruel
to Christopher it might be. Do you forgive me?”

“I will.” Claire said coldly. “If you promise
me that this deferential thing you have for Cheryl stops now.”

“Deferential? What would you have me do, let
Christopher hang out alone for the weekend, he’s only eight, too
young to take care of himself.”

“Funny, because it seems like he’s used to
taking care of his parents well enough.” Claire shot back.

“That’s not the kind of father I am,” He
growled.

“No? Prove it then by coming up with
something better than Cheryl walking all over you.”

“Fine.” Parker shouted, racking his brain.
“I’ll just... I’ll get a babysitter.”

“Do you know any off the top of your head?
She asked resignedly. ”

“Uh... no, Cheryl always took care of that
sort of thing.”

Claire drew in a couple of relaxing deep
breaths. She wasn’t about to let this escalate into their second
fight since getting married. It hadn’t even been twenty-four
hours!

“Do any of your friends babysit?” Parker
asked sheepishly.

“Sure.” Claire said. “But this is really
short notice. I don’t know if I’m close enough to anyone to ask
them if...” she trailed off as she realized her solution.
“Savannah.”

“What!” Parker shouted. “Savannah can’t
babysit Christopher.”

“Why not she’s fantastic with kids, she’s
been a nanny forever. Do you have a problem with my best
friend?”

“Not as a person, except for, you know the
time you two got it on together... That I can forgive, but I’m not
leaving my son in the care of a girl who gives crates of sex toys
as wedding gifts. It’s completely out of the question, she’s a sex
fiend that one.”

“And what does that make you?” Claire
retorted.

“That’s unfair.” said Parker.

“Look.” Claire said slowly. “I don’t mean to
be pushy about this, after all he is your kid and you know what’s
best. But I would be so immeasurably unhappy if Cheryl succeeded in
ruining our honeymoon. I just couldn’t stand it, so please let me
call Savannah and see if she’s still in the hotel. Christopher will
be fine; I would never mislead you about something which involves
him.”

Parker looked at her torn, until finally with
a heavy sigh nodded his head to give permission. Claire grinned
broadly and planted a big sloppy kiss right on Parker’s cheek
before hurrying into the hotel area. She had to locate a best
friend who was probably hung-over and slumped across a brunch table
in the arms of some hottie. That was Savannah’s style and Claire
crossed her fingers that her friend would be able to save the day,
like she had so often in the past.

“Got her!” Claire exclaimed triumphantly
strutting back into the room with Savannah in tow. It had taken all
morning to track her down. The search finally ended in the hotel
gym with Savannah on a chaise lounge in the weight area enjoying a
session of gun-watching. Claire convinced Savannah to abandon her
post by giving her permission to give Parker an earful upon their
return. Savannah liked Parker very much, but she liked the fact he
could be iffy about her and Claire having hooked up even more. She
loved the opportunity to lord things over on him no matter how
small.

“Savannah. It’s good to see you.” He said
picking himself off the couch

“I saw you, like, twelve hours ago.” Savannah
laughed. “How are you going to get through a month-long honeymoon
without seeing me?”

“I don’t know how we’ll manage.” Parker
rolled his eyes. Savannah responded in kind by sticking out her
tongue. Christopher, for his part was eyeing Savannah
suspiciously.

“This is my babysitter?” He asked crossing
his arms skeptically. “She doesn’t look like any I’ve ever had
before.”

“What do you mean champ?” Savannah cooed
leaning over to be on his level. “What’s wrong with me?”

“Nothing’s wrong, it’s just Mommy doesn’t
hire pretty girls to babysit me. I don’t think she likes having
them around.”

“You can say that again.” Claire uttered
under her breath. Parker gave a stern look, he didn’t want her
badmouthing Cheryl in front of Christopher even if it was
deserved.

“Tell you what you’ve got a point, I’m not
like any babysitter you’ve ever had before, and you know why?”

“No.”He shook his head.

“It’s because I’m a million times cooler.”
Savannah giggled.

“Dear God.” It was Parker’s turn to mutter
and Claire’s to give the stern look, all seemed fair.

“Christopher, do you want Savannah to be your
babysitter?” Claire asked.

“Ok she seems fun.” He chirped.

“Oh, I’m super fun.” She smiled. “Now why
don’t you hit the arcade and I’ll be along as soon as I go over
some specifics with your dad and Claire?”

There was an organized hotel kids club about
to start in the arcade which they had booked Christopher into. It
lasted two hours so it allowed them time to reach a suitable
agreement with Savannah.

“Cool, I’ll see you there. I’ll make sure we
have an air hockey table, I’m pretty good.”

“I’m sure.” Savannah said nudging him toward
the door. “Say goodbye to daddy and Claire.”

“Bye” Christopher waved over his shoulder.
“Bring me back some good souvenirs.”

Claire laughed as he bolted happily out the
door. Savannah closed it gently behind him and looked naughtily at
the couple. Her eyes wandered the chest of sex toys she had given
them as a wedding present, the contents of which were dispersed
throughout the room.

“I can’t believe you let him hang out here
with all this stuff around.” Savannah said in mock horror.

“We didn’t have a choice. I told you, the
dragon lady showed up out of nowhere.” Claire explained. “Thanks so
much for doing this.” She added.

“Hello, would I abandon you in your hour of
need?” Savannah stated. “Obviously not.”

“So you’re OK staying with Christopher for
the weekend?” Parker asked. “If you don’t think you’re up to it,
please tell me now, I don’t want anything bad happening while I’m
away.”

“Aww!” Savannah cooed coming further into the
suite. “It’s so cute that you’re a daddy, I love daddies, many of
my favorite fuck buddies are daddies.”

“Savannah!” Claire exclaimed blushing.

“Oh, come on Claire.” She said making her way
to the treasure chest. “We’re all adults here, we all have needs,
desires and fantasies don’t we Parker?”

“Sure.” He replied coldly.

“I mean you two know about that better than
anyone, the kinky stuff isn’t for everyone right? But clearly by
the state of the room it doesn’t stop you guys from going at it.
There’s no explaining why we like the things we like, sexually,
right Claire?”

“Huh?” Claire responded confused by
Savannah’s manner. “Oh... Sure.”

“Like that time I let you eat me out so you
would know what a truly sweet pussy tasted like?” Savannah said
with mischief gleaming in her eyes. “I’m sure you know all about
that don’t you Parker?”

“What is it about crazy fucking bitches
coming to my honeymoon suite today?” Parker stated.

Savannah laughed. “Here’s the deal Parker, I
am more than happy to babysit Christopher. But since knowing each
other, this is the only time that I have had something to hang over
your head, and so help me I am not going to let the opportunity
pass me by”

“What on Earth are you talking about
Savannah?” He asked.

“I’ll babysit Christopher and you two can go
on your honeymoon - if you let me have another round with
Claire?”

“What?!” Claire and Parker shouted in unison,
Savannah threw her head back and laughed. “Oh, don’t act so
innocent you two. It pales in comparison to what you both get up
to. Now, Do We Have A Deal?”

Parker looked helplessly at Claire who
shrugged. She had no idea what had inspired this in Savannah, but
knew she was an expert in matters of the bedroom. If she was
pushing for this there had to be a reason, Claire took a deep
breath and nodded. “I’m OK with it.”

“As if you don’t want to.” Savannah
teased.

In truth she was actually right. As random as
it had been Claire had really enjoyed their sex together, maybe it
was high time for another go? Parker looked back and forth between
the girls completely floored; finally he threw up his hands.

“Fine whatever, I’ll just go.” He said.

“Oh no.” Savannah said blocking his way to
the door. “That’s part of the fun; you have to stick around and
watch.”

His jaw hit the floor, but he did not
protest, instead he looked at Claire as if to say is this OK?
Claire smiled and shrugged her shoulders. Leave it to Savannah to
shake things up, the sudden twist in their sexual forays had Claire
a little turned on, and as if reporting for duty asked
Savannah.

“What should I do?”

”That’s a good start; from here on I’m in
charge. Now be a dear and fetch me something to tie up this guy.”
She smiled and grabbed Parker’s hand pulling him toward the bed.
Claire scrambled over to the treasure chest and grabbed a length of
rope and a bandanna for good measure. She held up the materials
which Savannah approved with a wink. The girls stood before Parker
planning out their attack.

“I’ll take care of this.” Claire said
unbuttoning Parker’s wrinkled white dress shirt.

Savannah scooted around and began to bind his
arms behind his back. Claire let her hands find the buckle of
Parker’s belt and released him from the shackles of his trousers.
As Savannah checked her knots Claire slid Parker’s pants down his
legs exposing his cock for all to see. To her delight it was
entirely stiff, she met Parker’s gaze as if catching him with his
hand in the cookie jar.

“What do you want from me, I’m only human?”
Parker conceded. Claire smiled and pulled his pants back up until
they were hanging loosely around his waist.

“That’s for my eyes only.” She said and
grabbed Savannah by the wrist. “Tell me what you want me to do.”She
pleaded.

Savannah led Claire to the bed and laid her
on her side facing her husband. Parker turned so that his back was
against one of the four posts holding up the bed’s canopy. Savannah
looked over the arrangement pleased with the setup. Thus arranged
she slipped back to fasten Parker against the post ensuring that he
could see, but not touch. As his binds were applied Claire was
happy to see the outline of his cock growing even firmer. He could
pretend he was not enjoying it as much as he wanted, but the
straining bulge of his trousers was better than any lie
detector.

Savannah returned to the bed drinking in the
sight of Claire’s stretched out curvy shape on the sheets. Seeing
the bandanna lying beside Claire she smiled and grabbed it before
turning to Parker. Gently and lovingly she shoved it into his mouth
gagging him thoroughly. Claire was astounded by Savannah’s courage
and secretly hankering for another romp with her. She realized that
she had been for quite some time.

“Now, watch very carefully, Parker.” Savannah
said kneeling before Claire. “This is exactly how she likes
it.”

His eyes bulged out his head seeing
Savannah’s fingers finding the drawstring of Claire’s kimono. She
stretched out luxuriously as Savannah unfastened the length of
fabric holding her robe in place. As the mounds of Claire’s
voluptuous breasts were slowly revealed the three let out a
collective moan. Savannah laughed and slipped her hands within the
folds of the robe to peel it away from Claire’s body.

The fabric parted and Claire slipped her arms
out through the robe to be stark naked before the hungry eyes of
her husband and best friend. Unexpectedly, she felt her eyes well
up with tears. The two people she loved most in the world were with
her, she could not have felt more loved or adored.

 


Savannah straddled Claire’s beautifully
rounded body and off came the dress, bra and panties. She was fully
naked over her best friend. Slowly she lowered herself until the
modest hills of her chest kissed Claire’s mountainous tits. The
girls groaned together and Savannah could no longer resist the
temptation of Claire’s breasts. Her agile tongue found Claire’s
excited erect nipple and sucked it hungrily into her tiny mouth.
Claire arched her back, amazed by the pleasure her petite friend
was capable of bestowing upon her.

Savannah sucked and nibbled, first one nipple
then the other sending Claire’s eyes rolling in ecstasy. She
glanced toward her husband who had become transfixed by the sight.
His engrossment gave her the permission she needed. Claire’s hands
cupped Savannah’s small breasts, her thumbs caressing the little
hard nipples. Savannah moaned and let her lips travel from Claire’s
breasts.

The smaller girl’s lips and tongue journeyed
down the peaks and valleys of Claire’s curvaceous body. Sliding
down the length of the bed Savannah plied Claire’s firm inner
thighs with kisses. She looked up at Claire, then at Parker and
smiled devilishly. With that she lowered her tongue to the folds of
Claire’s pussy.

It wasn’t until that instant that Claire
realized how wet she had become with her friend’s caresses, and
desperately wanted Savannah’s to drive her tongue inside her. She
licked at the lips of Claire’s pussy and finally nudged her
waiting, aching clit. A surge of pleasure raced through Claire’s
spine at the touch. Savannah rubbed Claire’s clit with her tongue,
quickly and urgently allowing her fingers to find their way inside
that glorious pussy. The gifted penetration and adoration Savannah
was heaping on her was almost too much to bear. She felt that she
was going to cum at any moment. Savannah drove her fingers deeper
into Claire’s pussy and raised her head for a moment.

Over her moans, Savannah urged “Come on
Claire, pull yourself up and take that dick inside you. You know
how fucking hard he is watching me get you off; he wants to finish
the job. Go.”

With that she rolled Claire toward Parker,
scrambling on the silky sheets she moved toward her bound and
gagged husband. The desperation in his eyes was enough to rip her
in two. She tore the pants away from him and cried out with the
delight seeing his rock-hard dick. She threw her legs over him and
lowered her wet pussy onto it. Parker’s head fell back against the
post as Claire pulled him deeper inside of her.

Lowering her mouth to his Claire caught the
gag in her mouth and pulled it from her husband’s. He gasped
mightily and took her nipple in his mouth, sucking it until it
pained her. The welcome stab of pain amid the pleasure sent Claire
right to the edge of orgasm, and she shouted her ecstasy to the
cavernous room.

Claire looked down at her happily dominated
husband and smiled. She wrapped her hands around his throat and
applied just the right amount of pressure. He looked up at her,
enthralled and she could feel his tempo increase. He pummeled his
cock into her pussy, bouncing her on his lap until she was afraid
he might knock her off. His eyes closed in rapture just as his cock
locked into the deepest recess of Claire’s body. They came together
epically, his cum shot into her with the force of a fire hose as
she bucked against him grateful for every drop. She was dizzy with
the thrill of it, and nearly wept at the sweet sensation of
realizing she could take him inside her forever.

Spent, Parker rested his head upon Claire’s
shoulder with his dick still firmly inside her. Claire smiled and
looked around the room for the instigator herself. She was startled
to see that Savannah was nowhere to be found. Craning her neck she
saw her own cell phone placed neatly upon the sheets. On it was a
text message from Savannah, reading:

Thanks again you two. Have a killer
honeymoon. Love S.

Claire laughed laying her hands upon her
husband’s face. The only word for his expression was shell shocked.
“You ok there?” Claire asked.

Parker shook his head in wonder. “I’ve worked
with a lot of expensive babysitters, but that was something
else.”

“But baby.” Claire said gleefully. “We’ve got
our honeymoon back.”

“Damn right we have, as long as you promise
that I shouldn’t be worried about you and Savannah.”

“Don’t be silly she was just helping a
friend. Now let’s get you out of these ropes, we’ve still got to
pack.”
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“Can I open them now?”

“Not yet. Just a little bit...”

“OW!”

“Sorry! Sorry Claire didn’t see that
curb.”

“Parker can you please let me see where we’re
going?”

Claire fumbled through the hotel lobby and
out into the crisp morning with Parker’s hands clamped firmly over
her eyes. Finally, after a dramatic conclusion to their wedding
night she and Parker were setting off, on their cross country
honeymoon. Claire was so touched Parker had listened to her ideal
vacation scenario that she didn’t mind he had planned the whole
thing without her. Sure, she would have liked to be part of the
fun, but Parker usually needed full control of a given situation.
Actually when he decides he’s in control it’s complete,
particularly in the bedroom, but it wasn’t a trait Claire minded
one bit.

“Just a little further...” Parker said
guiding her along. “And... Open.”

She ripped Parker’s hands away to blink and
gasp; towering before them was a gigantic state-of-the-art RV, a
cross between a tour bus and a tank. Claire’s jaw fell about three
inches, she’d never seen anything like it. It was as if someone had
dropped her off in front of Air Force One when she’d been expecting
a puddle-jumper, she was utterly blown away.

“What do you think?” He asked with little boy
excitement. “Isn’t it cool?”

“Cool? It’s... it’s unbelievable. What...
what is it?”

“It’s our home for the next month.” He
replied excited by her amazement. “There are only three on the
market, and the other two belong to some Hollywood mogul who plays
chicken with them on his ranch. I snatched this one up just in
time. I think you’re going to love it.”

“I’m sure...” Claire said. She couldn’t
always wrap her head around the bizarre things that life seemed to
be throwing her way. A mere six months ago she could never have
imagined she’d be setting off on a wild adventure with an
incredibly rich well-endowed man, who happened to be the love of
her life. She grabbed onto her husband’s arm, infected with his
excitement.

“Want to see the inside?”

“Obviously!” Claire squealed bouncing on her
heels. Parker took her hand and led the way. The vessel was black
with chrome accents, and the name on the side read Brooklyn Baby.
Claire rolled her eyes at the obvious allusion to her station
before meeting Parker that fated day on the subway train. The
vehicle was as tall as an eighteen-wheeler, and almost as long. She
couldn’t help thinking that her entire apartment in New York City
could fit comfortably inside and then some.

“Here we go.” He said punching in the key
code, the door hissed open to admit its passengers. Parker offered
Claire his arm and helped her up the steep staircase into the
cockpit; she was knocked speechless by what she saw. The bus looked
like a luxury jet; swiveling captain chairs, plush leather seats, a
fully set-up kitchen and sunken living room. Everything she could
have imagined and more was right there in front of her. Seeing a
full-sized master bedroom in the back of the bus she raced toward
it for a closer look, smiling at the stocked bar on the way, Claire
discovered the bedroom was set up in the romantic style of old
Hollywood. There was even a little pouf chair and old-fashioned
makeup mirror, like something out of a Bette Davis film.

The whole set up was incredibly glamorous,
much more like something out a 1950’s spy flick than futuristic.
Claire appreciated the fact that there weren’t any high-tech
gadgets in the way, thinking such things had no place on a road
trip. Instead of decking the bus out like a spaceship it looked
like Parker had hired the set dressers from Mad Men to transform
the vehicle completely. Claire adored the old glamour and her mind
leapt to the weeks ahead, the Grand Canyon sipping Manhattans and
chain smoking with her Cary Grant. She didn’t smoke, but the
atmosphere made her feel like yet another version of herself.

She wondered if life with Parker would always
be this unpredictable. In such a short time she’d gone from
indebted hipster Brooklynite ,to saucy mistress, to blushing bride
and now trailer sex kitten/Grace Kelly wannabe. The strange thing
was that instead of becoming overwhelmed by her ever-changing
circumstances, and getting lost in the shuffle, Claire felt more
connected to herself than ever. She felt even in the quickly
shifting landscape of life with Parker, her role as a woman of the
world was easier to understand now. Parker was showing her so many
new sides of herself, and in the process allowing her to understand
who she was.

“Do you like it?” He asked leaning against
the plush swivel chair. Claire turned to look at him and giggled,
on his head sat a jauntily placed captain’s hat.

“I love it, and you look ridiculous.” Claire
laughed rushing to him.

“I thought it fit the decor” Parker smiled.
“It’s not too much?”

“Too much? It’s fantastic where did you get
the idea?”

“Well,” Parker said snaking his arm around
her waist. “I’ve always had a thing for what I believe are called
the ‘old days’. I’m sure that there were complications to consider
back then, things to be concerned about. Maybe it’s naive to think
everything may have been easier, but part of me wishes I had been
born into the generation of martini lunches and chain-smoking
secretaries. The sixties, I showed up too late to enjoy any of this
as an adult. I got to be a teenager in the eighties, not exactly
comparable.”

“I know what you mean, but you do realize
that if you had been born into that generation, you’d be more than
old enough to be my father?” She asked.

“It wouldn’t be that much of a difference.”
Parker winked.

“Ugggh.” Claire shuddered. “It would for me,
now we’re just a little... unconventional, but tack ten years onto
you, and... gross.”

“You mean you wouldn’t be interested if I
were an older, older man?” Parker asked affecting his idea of a
Humphrey Bogart voice.

She giggled and shook her head. Parker
grabbed her well-padded waist and pulled her into the captain’s
chair. Spinning merrily his hands worked their way under Claire’s
cotton tee cupping her voluptuous breasts. Claire pretended to be
offended by wiggling to get free of his grasp.

“Parker! We’re still in the parking lot; what
will people think?”

“To hell with people.” Parker growled like an
old time movie star. “I’m all hot and bothered little lady, I need
a piece of that sweet body of yours, and I need it now.”

He launched himself after her and tugged her
off her feet. Claire wasn’t a small girl by any means, but even her
sturdy body was no match for Parker. In the blink of an eye she was
pinned on the shag carpet of the bus’s living room. Claire laughed
at the little antiquated detail; it reminded her of her
grandfather’s den. She dug her fingers into the carpet as Parker
slid his hands back around her breasts. The oldness of the decor
made her feel even younger under his hands, and the thrill of it
made her awfully horny for so early in the day.

“We’re going to get in trouble.” Claire
whispered theatrically. She sucked in her breath as Parker gave her
breasts a firm squeeze, the feel of his rough hands made her begin
to melt. He ran his thumbs over her tender nipples and kissed her
throat lightly. The doubled sensations in such delicate places sent
a shiver running down Claire’s spine, and she wiggled under her
husband writhing in pleasure.

Parker pushed the cottons shirt over the
mounds of breast and she unclipped the clasp of her simple bra
letting it fall away. As ever Parker paused to luxuriate in the
sight of his wife’s breasts. Those twin peaks were like Kryptonite
to him, they overpowered his thoughts. Parker lowered his mouth to
take Claire’s nipple into his mouth sucking loudly at the sensitive
disk. Claire gasped as he bit down lightly and dug her hands into
his hair. Egged on, he bit first at one, then the other nipple
digging his fingers into her sides, back and ass.

“Take me right here.” She gasped bringing her
arms forward to create a beautiful pillow of tits, for her husband
to bury his face in. Parker groaned at her straight talk and gladly
accepted her gorgeous offering.

“You want me to do you on the floor?” He
asked roughly. “You want me to fuck you right here in the parking
lot like a dirty whore I picked up on the street?”

Claire bit her lip shooting Parker her best
‘come hither’ look; he didn’t need any more convincing. Before she
could utter another word he had her pins hard at the shoulders.
Straddling her he teased her rubbing his swollen bulge between her
legs. She moaned as the huge body of his dick grazed her pussy just
out of reach. She wanted more than anything to take him into her
mouth right then, but she figured that he had other ideas for
her.

He abruptly stood and stared down at Claire.
She scrambled to follow him, but he laid a wing-tipped foot on her
bare chest guiding her back down to the carpet.

“Did I say that you could get up?” He said
quietly.

Claire slowly shook her head dazzled by the
low authoritative note ringing through his voice. Parker stepped
back observing the girl lying on the floor before him. With shirt
and bra cast aside she was left wearing only tight short jeans
cutoffs, plastic sunglasses balanced above ash blonde bangs, and a
pair of dirty white sneakers. She looked very much like a well
developed Lolita, and all talk of age differences had Parker
feeling a bit lecherous.

“Don’t cover yourself.” Parker said and
Claire took her hands away from her chest. Her full breasts spilled
from her in a bouncing motion as she let them hang free. Parker
stared hungrily at her supremely fuckable form, now defenseless in
the perfect state of undress. He began to walk slowly around her
enjoying the 360 view of the young woman who had given herself to
him so many times. He couldn’t imagine for one moment taking her
for granted and Claire could see the sentiment in his eyes. However
rough they sometimes were together she knew that she was cherished
by her husband. She trusted him completely and the feeling was
mutual. Only through such deep understanding were they able to leap
so far off the grid together.

“I want those shorts gone.” Parker
demanded.

Blinking up at him Claire obeyed. Sliding her
manicured fingers into the waist line she tantalized him in his
vantage point above. Finding the three little buttons that held
them up she slowly, excruciatingly, unfastened each one. Then
pulling them open began to shimmy them off down her ample hips,
wiggling and sending her breasts into a jiggling frenzy. The sight
brought him right to the edge and as of yet hadn’t touched him.

Removing the shorts revealed a pair of blue
and white-trimmed panties; Parker couldn’t believe how sexy this
girl could be in the simplest of clothes. She didn’t need any fancy
lingerie or cosmetic enhancement to look the most gorgeous creature
he’d ever set eyes on. He’d been with many, many women in his life.
Even while he was married he always had mistresses at his beckon
call, but none had ever stirred his heart the way Claire did.

“Lose those too.”

Claire happily hooked her thumbs into the
elastic waist and drew them down her legs. She laid back on the
carpet in dirty sneakers, cheap sunglasses and hair billowing out
beneath her head. Because she knew how to get to him desperate,
Claire spread her toned legs exposing her pussy. Below her enormous
breasts, and past the perfect soft stomach, gaped the waiting
wetness that Parker knew so well. He loved nothing more than
burying his face in the pink folds of that dazzling cunt to lick
and suck her to orgasm. Knowing exactly where to touch and rub, had
prompted so many screaming orgasms. Occasionally, multiples make
her cum and cum, leaving them to wonder if she has used her share
up. She hasn’t of course and they like to imagine that she will
continue as long as they both should live. That should have been in
the wedding vows they agree.

Parker drank in the sight of his wife lying
on the carpet in all her glory. She arched her back moving her
knees even further apart, making Parker’s heart leap from his
chest. Resting her willowy hand on her belly she smiled up at her
husband eager to please him. He slowly circled her feeling the
first beads of sweat beginning to accumulate on his forehead.
Parker thought with a smile that this was the first time they’d be
fucking on their honeymoon, so he would have to make it count.
Gently, he nudged her side with the toe of his shoe, she wiggled,
anxious for his contact.

“Please.” she begged softly. “I’m so turned
on...”

“Then why don’t you do something about it?”
Parker countered.

Claire began to raise herself on to her feet
looking ready to pounce on him. Again, Parker pushed her down with
his foot and shook his head. “No, you must do something about it
yourself.”

“What!” Claire exclaimed her eyes
widening.

“Get yourself off, I want to watch.” He
commanded.

“Parker...” Claire said truly blushing.

Parker realized he had actually found
something that Claire was shy about. He felt himself grow harder at
the wonder of it, and had to put his hands in his back pockets to
stop himself from leaping on her.

“I said touch yourself. I want to see how you
do it. I must know what you do to yourself when you’re alone, how
you make yourself cum.”

“But Parker.” Claire protested. “I’ve
never... done that in front of anyone.”

“Excellent.” Parker replied.

She bit her lip and anxiously glanced around
as if to see that they were still alone. Parker’s toes curled in
pleasure as he watched her squirm. Claire looked so incredibly
young, much like a little girl in a grown woman’s body. Slowly,
tentatively, Claire let her hands close around her breasts, with
her fingers pinching at them. She moved in an endearingly awkward
way, and Parker had to resist grinning at how adorable she was.

As she continued to play with herself
Claire’s self consciousness faded. Her nipples stood erect and
excited, her hands moved fluidly pinching and stroking her breasts
in all the right places. Parker watched as Claire’s lips parted
slightly, her moist tongue resting against her top teeth. Could she
have any idea how mind-blowing she was right now?

Her eyes flicked up to meet Parker’s and a
subtle blush rose to her cheeks, she was both bashful and turned
on. Her fingers began to creep slowly down her torso, scraping at
the sumptuous skin of her belly. She pushed down at her hips as if
resisting the inevitable journey that her hands had already
embarked upon.

“You know you want to.” Parker urged as her
fingers paused. “Do it for me, show me.”

That was all the coaching Claire needed; her
hands rested upon her sensitive inner thighs. Parker swore he could
smell her becoming wetter. Claire rolled her head back against the
carpet and raised her knees exposing her sweet little pussy. She
let the fingers of one hand trace the outline of her holy slit,
Parker’s mind reeled as he watched. She took her time exploring the
folds and lips of her pussy, reveling in the wetness of desire. She
slipped two fingers inside letting out a little moan of pleasure as
she did so. Her other fingers finally found the way to the little
knob of pleasure throbbing for her attention.

As Claire laid her fingers upon her clit she
reared as if it was electrified. Driving her fingers deeper inside,
she marveled at the strangeness of enjoying the feel of her own
pussy. She rubbed her clit quickly and then gently, as if afraid of
the power she possessed over her body. Glancing up she could see
the distinct outline of his cock straining his trousers, his
arousal only urged her on. She flicked and massaged her clit as
quickly as she could with exact precision. Her legs began to
tremble and the soft moans that had built in the back of her throat
ascended to cries of rapture. Parker watched spellbound as the
orgasm he had coaxed drew closer and closer. Looking up and meeting
his gaze made Parker realize she was waiting for permission!

“Cum.” He commanded.

As the syllable left his mouth Claire erupted
with the pleasure of lust. Writhing wildly on the floor, with eyes
closed by ecstasy, her juices flowed freely from her pussy.
Parker’s breath caught in his throat, and for a moment needed to
prop himself up lest he tumble over sideways. Who was this
magnificent creature, decked out in sneakers and pleasuring herself
wildly on the ground before him? The waves of her rapture faded and
Claire was still, basking in her pool of delight. She blinked up at
Parker grinning sheepishly.

“Is that what you wanted?” She asked rolling
onto her side. Parker was paralyzed with desire could barely
speak.

“I love you.” He said dropping to his
knees.

“I love y—” Claire started, but Parker’s
mouth found hers before she could finish the word.

He pulled her almost naked body against his
enfolding her in his arms. His powerful tongue dug into her eager
mouth. She wrapped her lips around his tongue and sucked sending a
wave of sensation ripping through him. Her fingers slid beneath his
waistline pulling on his white polo shirt. His removal of the
garment over his head made Claire hurry to release his belt and
free him of his trousers. She’d been waiting for a chance to suck
on his glorious dick since the moment they had awoken, and it
seemed her chance had arrived.

Before he could stop her Claire was down on
her knees, his dick was solid and so tempting. She took his pulsing
organ between her lips and wasted no time using delicate flicks of
the tongue on its head. Swallowing down as much of its length and
girth as possible, allowed her to savor the taste, texture and
smell of the cock she worshipped. She wrapped her palms around his
swollen nuts and let her fingers dance lightly across them. The
powerful sucking and delicate touch took Parker’s breath away.

In a flash Claire was face down on the
carpet; Parker had ripped of his trousers and was knelt behind her
stark naked. He forcefully lifted her hips to mount her from
behind. She thrilled as the shag carpet ripped at her elbows a
little. Parker poised his cock against her wet pussy, and reached
around her body. His fingers found her aching clit and rubbed the
tender nub until her every nerve sang with delight. As ripples of
pleasure cascaded through her he thrust his mighty cock into her.
She was sure that he would go straight through.

He pounded against her roughly taking hold of
her beautiful ass for support. Claire’s face and breasts knocked
against the carpet with every thrust; at the border of pain and
pleasure she came again as Parker’s shaft stroked her clit with an
expert amount of force. Parker dug his nails into her well-padded
ass and threw his head back. The fleeting image of Claire touching
herself on the floor had resurfaced in his mind and sent him
toppling into the realm of shattering pleasure.

Parker pulled out of Claire and came
unceasingly over her back. She gasped with surprise and delight as
his semen coated her skin. She wished to be covered completely with
the warm stickiness of her husband’s cum. Parker howled as he came,
wishing to be as one in, on, and around Claire’s incredible body.
They wished more than anything to be one in their pleasure and were
looking forward to a rapturous future of coming closer and closer
to being one body. They collapsed together onto the carpet with
their chests heaving. Parker smiled at his wife while shaking his
head in wonderment. Claire nestled against Parker’s firm chest,
giddy with delight.

“That was quite the christening for our new
fleet.” Claire said.

Parker laughed. “You can say that again.”

“Do you think anyone heard us?” Claire
asked.

After all they were parked before the very
hotel that their wedding guests had spent the night. For all they
knew someone’s grandmother could have been passing by the trailer
with the newlyweds howling their pleasure to the Gods.

Parker shrugged, he was unconcerned about
anything except his new wife and the prospect of their trip. If
this is what had occurred in the parking lot of their hotel, what
in the world was waiting for them on the open road? Reluctantly,
the pair began to gather their clothes, Parker nodded toward the
master bedroom.

“Perhaps you want to check out your travel
wardrobe?”

Claire’s eyes widened and she raced naked
across the trailer. Parker smiled as her delighted squeals rang
through the compartment. She came dancing back before him clutching
a dress to her. It was a gingham pin-up garment of the same style
as their trailer; Claire’s eyes were wide with delight.

“I feel like I’m in a movie or something.”
She squealed hurrying to put it on. Of course it hugged her in all
the right places. Parker had had her entire wardrobe built
specifically to her tantalizing measurements.

“You like it then?” Parker asked. “I thought
it was a nice touch.”

“Like it? I love it, all of it. This couldn’t
possibly be more perfect.” Claire said running to Parker and
throwing his arms around his neck. “I hope you have some Don Draper
suits hanging around here also?”

“Oh, don’t worry.” Parker winked. “I’m not
about to let you role play all by yourself.”

“Is that what we’re doing?” Claire asked.
“Role playing?”

“Well what would you call it?”

“God, I don’t know... God Parker how do you
do it? Who facilitates an across-country era-leaping
immersive-role-play honeymoon for his new wife? I swear sometimes I
think that I’ve dreamed you up.”

“I just understand you.” Parker smiled. “Some
girls go all British Romance On-the-Moors, some would dig the
classic Professor Type Liaison, but you’re something a little odder
aren’t you? I don’t think we’ve even scratched the surface of what
that imagination of yours is capable of.”

“You may be right.” Claire said.

A sudden knock on the door jolted them out of
their giddiness. Parker threw on his shirt and made his way to the
door, after wrenching it open he let out a short barking laugh.

“Oh, come on.” Savannah said from the
pavement. “We couldn’t let you guys go without seeing you off,
Christopher would have been way too upset.”

Claire’s best friend bounded on board
dragging Parker’s son Christopher behind her. Her eyes struggled to
take in everything she saw from the antique decor to her friend’s
killer dress and sexed up hair. The best that Savannah could do was
laugh.

“I don’t know what the hell you two get up
to.” She said. “But good for you?”

“What do you mean?” Christopher asked
furrowing his eyebrows at Savannah. She had agreed to babysit the
boy for a while so that the honeymoon could go off without a hitch.
This arrangement had of course hinged on the condition that
Savannah would be allowed to thoroughly lick, suckle and fuck her
best friend while Parker watched. The whole thing had turned out to
be a win-win-win situation. Maybe even a long-term arrangement?

“Nevermind.” Savannah said to the boy resting
a finger on his nose.

Christopher brushed away the touch not
knowing quite what to make of Savannah. Frisky though she was
Claire trusted Savannah implicitly with her new step son. She was a
tough cookie, and knew how to deal with any crisis. It was because
of Savannah that Claire had had the courage to hook up with Parker
in the first place. The new couple owed quite a lot to Savannah;
maybe she could be the godmother of their first child?

Claire surprised herself, she’d never once
thought of children with Parker while all of this was going on.
She’d felt like a child herself within the context of their
relationship, so imagining herself as a mother was beyond her
comprehension. She looked at Christopher, an upstanding and
adorable little boy, and wondered what it would be like to be more
than a step mother.

What the hell? Claire thought suddenly
feeling lightheaded. Is this what it feels like when your
biological clock gets switched on? She rested her eyes on Parker,
and instantly understood what was happening. This was the man that
she was going to spend the rest of her life with. What they shared
crossed all boundaries she had ever conceived, in terms of love and
romance. She wanted to be close to him in a way she had never been
with anyone before. And that, she realized, meant making a baby
with him.

“Hello? Claire?” Savannah said waving her
hand in front of her friend’s eyes. “Are you alive in there?”

“Huh? Sorry, daydreaming.”

“I bet you were.” Savannah said winking at
Parker. “Anyway, we just wanted to bid you farewell. Write us tons
of postcards will you?”

“And souvenirs.” Christopher suggested not
for the first time. “Bring back lots and lots of souvenirs.”

Parker chuckled warmly and embraced his son.
Claire watched him while feeling in her gut how wonderful a father
he was to his son. She couldn’t wait to give him more children, a
whole yard full? Savannah raised an eyebrow as she saw Claire with
a dreamy expression and looking broody. We’ll talk about that
later.

“Come on Chris.” Savannah chirped. “Claire
and Daddy need to hit the road, and we need to get you drunk and
stoned by noon or the day won’t really be worth it.”

“Is that funny?” Christopher asked as
Savannah pulled him out the door. The hatch hissed closed behind
them and Claire met Parker’s gaze warmly.

“What is it?” He asked.

“Oh... Nothing.” She lied shifting from foot
to foot.

“Come on you know you can’t hide anything
from me.”

“Ugh, I know and it’s so annoying.”

“Tell me what’s on your mind, baby”

“Promise you won’t be freaked out?”

“Of course I won’t.” He insisted.

“Ok...” Claire began. “I was just... I was
just watching you with Christopher, and thinking you’re such an
awesome dad to him. And then I thought about what it would be like
if... you know... if we had kids of our own one day.”

“Huh...” Parker said.

“I mean, not like there’s any rush or
anything.”

“But... You’re still so young.”

“Not that young. In cave man times, I’d have
twenty kids by now.”

“That’s true.”

“Should we should role play cavemen
next?”

“That won’t be necessary.” Parker said
holding Claire’s hands. “Are you really serious? Do you really want
to have my children?”

“Of course, more than anything.”

“Oh, Claire...” Parker said pulling her
against him. “I’m so glad.”

“Parker...” Claire cooed. “It’s going to be
amazing, however, let’s not start right this instant ok? If we get
held up any longer we’ll never make it to the road before rush
hour.”

Parker laughed and gave her a kiss on the
forehead. They settled into the cockpit ready to set off into
America and the next stage of their lives together.
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The smell of bacon roused Claire after her
deep sex coma of a slumber. It was a testament to her adoration of
all things breakfast related that she was able to lift her foggy
head from the pillow. As had happened every morning for the past
three weeks Claire’s heart skipped a beat trying to remember where
she was. The wood-paneled 1960s-themed trailer her husband had
purchased for their honeymoon was home during the day, but it still
took a moment every morning adjusting to her fantastical
circumstances.

She rolled lazily onto her back trying to
recall which state they were in on this leg of the journey. They’d
started in New York after the fuck fest of their wedding night
(which, to be fair, extended far into the morning after) and set
off across the country. The first stop had been the Appalachian
Trail where they’d gotten nasty overlooking the rolling hills of
West Virginia. Then they’d rolled on down to New Orleans for some
bayou nookie. From there it was a breeze through a few states
before hitting the Grand Canyon and Vegas, picking up knick knacks
in Scottsdale, Arizona. ‘That’s puts us.’... Claire tried to
remember. ‘Aha, in Montana.’

Claire peered through the bedroom window
pleased she had finally remembered where they were in this
whirlwind scenario. Although she’d grown up on the East Coast
Claire had always pictured moving out to Montana someday. There was
something about clear air, farms and huckleberry stands that she
treasured. Maybe she’d get sick of cowboy boots and ATVs if she
moved out here permanently, but this visit made her pleased as
pie.

For perhaps the eight billionth time since
meeting him Claire wondered how in the world she had gotten here.
At twenty-two she had been living in a disgustingly cramped
apartment with a twenty something man who acted like a twelve
year-old boy. She was up to her ears in Netflix and student loan
payments while working in a cupcake shop making seven dollars an
hour. Strapping on exaggerated high heels for ladies night with
girls she barely liked to soak up booze, and a blow-out brunch the
following day. She had been hopelessly struggling and jaded, so how
had it come to this? Careering around the woods of Montana in a
billionaires fashionable fuck pad on wheels? Dressed in a vintage
nightgown lolling around in bed while her hunk/stud of a husband
made her breakfast? Who did she think she was taking it all for
granted without giving a damn thing back to the world, apart from
the odd decent photo and excellent ‘Bloody-Mary’ recipe?

In that moment Claire caught a glimpse of
herself as if looking on from outside her body. She saw what the
women at Parker’s company, his family and the people she’d known in
school must think. They must imagine her as the most disgusting,
duplicitous, gold digging home wrecker to ever walk to earth. For
fuck’s sake Parker was married when they hooked up for the first
time. Granted, his wife was an evil bitch from hell, but did that
matter? And what about their son Christopher, how would it affect
him? What the hell was he supposed to tell his friends when a girl
young enough to be his big sister picked him up after soccer
practice?

“Well, fuck...” Claire whispered staring
blankly at the breathtaking Montana landscape. “What am I going to
do?” Parker poked his head into the bedroom, he was wearing a plush
bathrobe and carrying a spatula like it was a tennis racket. Claire
could not bring herself to look at him for more than an
instant.

“Breakfast’s almost ready. You slept forever,
must have been knocked out after last night, huh? Was the blindfold
too much with the candle wax? I thought like we might have been...”
he trailed off when Claire’s shoulders began to shake.

“Sorry,” she sniffled tearing past him into
the kitchen. “Let me help you with the dishes and stuff, let me do
something.”

Parker watched dumbfounded, as Claire rushed
around the kitchen plating the food he had prepared and rolling up
the sleeves of her nightgown up to begin washing the pots and
pans.

“That can wait, baby.” Parker said. “And...
You know we have a dishwasher right?”

“I know that.” Claire cried unable to speak
without revealing the quiver in her voice. “I just... I want to do
them myself. I have to be able to do stuff myself.”

“What is this about?” Parker asked laying his
hands on her shoulders. She shrugged them off violently.

“What, am I not allowed to be a little
upset?” Claire asked with tears beginning to stream down her face.
“Am I not allowed to be a little bit... overwhelmed by all of
this?”

“Overwhelmed? What’s that about?” Parker
asked. Claire let out a bark of a laugh and tossed a frying pan
into the sink.

“What this is about is nothing less than
absolutely unequivocally overwhelming? “For fuck’s sake, what is
this place? Who else in the entire fucking world gets a man to
spend his time building her custom sex playgrounds huh? Who else
manages to wrangle some Billionaire playboy into making her his
child bride, so she won’t ever have a worry in the world? Who the
fuck is that? That can’t be me; I’m not the person Parker.”

“Hey, hey.” Parker said, his brow becoming
stormy as she raved. “First of all this playboy, child bride talk
is absolute bullshit. That’s not our story and you know it; I’m
shocked that you would let that nonsense get to you.”

“How could I not let it get to me Parker?”
Claire asked hurt by his harsh words. “That’s what the entire world
thinks of us, don’t you see that? To everyone else you’re just some
pervert with a thing for college girls, and I’m some home wrecking
slut with dollar signs shimmering in her eyes.”

“And do you think that’s the truth?” Parker
asked his voice steely.

“I...” Claire sputtered. “I don’t know
anymore, how am I supposed to know?”

“I think you’d be able to look into your own
heart and know how in a second.” Parker said. “That’s what I do; do
you think I would have fallen in love with you if I’d met you drunk
at a college town karaoke bar? Shit, I had no idea how young you
actually were. To be honest I considered staying away for that very
reason. But I couldn’t Claire, because from the minute I met you I
knew that every second I stayed away would be a lie. I guess I
always thought that you felt the same way.”

“Parker.” Claire said taking his hands in
hers. “Please don’t be angry, can’t you see why I’m confused? Don’t
you understand there is no one else in the world I can talk to
about what I am going through?”

“What about me?” He asked.

“You had an entire life before we met; went
through school, dated, had a bunch of jobs, slept with lots of
women. You built an incredible business, married and had
Christopher. This is like a bonus round for you. You have all the
power in the world and have no one to answer to. Shit Parker I
haven’t done anything; I dragged my ass to college and snapping a
few pictures along the way. This is my one life, but now that
you’re here it all belongs to you!”

“What is that supposed to mean?” Parker said
coldly.

“You own me, Parker.” Claire said knowing how
mean she sounded, “My entire life, my entire livelihood, depends
solely on you. So what am I supposed to spend the rest of my
twenties doing? Is the rest of my goddamn life hanging around
pools, never developing as a human being or ever working for
anything? What is that going to do for me huh? Who the fuck am I
going to be?”

“Oh, give me a break.” Parker spat. "What do
you mean ‘who am I going to be’? What is this an after school
special? Jesus, act your age.”

Claire stared at him and felt the room
spinning around her. After all that, after her grand statement of
how scared, helpless and lonely she felt after such a whirlwind
adventure, was that the best he could do? Not even an empty gesture
of meeting her half way? Yes, Parker had always been the dominant
player in their relationship, especially sexually, but did that
dynamic mean she had forfeited her rights in all areas of their
life together? Did he, at the end of the day, even consider her his
equal?

This torrent of doubt flooded Claire’s vision
as she fumbled blindly through the trailer. Somehow, she managed to
get herself into clothes that would be suitable outdoors. She knew
Parker was shouting at her, trying to keep her from leaving, but
the shock of his inconsideration had left her reeling. She had
closed herself to him, unable to imagine when and how they had been
so close. God, they had been so close, had it all been smoke and
mirrors? Had their entire affair been just that and nothing
substantial at all?

A blast of fresh air hit the back of Claire’s
throat as she stumbled out of the trailer. Her footing was shaky on
the gravelly path, and she felt her knees scrape along the ground.
Not pausing to humor Parker’s demands for her to stay and talk, she
picked herself up and set off. She had no idea where she was going,
no map, no phone and no money. All she knew was that she needed to
be out of that stuffy trailer, and away from the charade that she
had wandered into.

How could she have imagined that this circus
was real? How could she have been so deluded to think something
like that could happen to a girl like her? She was skin, bones, and
fat wandering around the globe like everyone else. She wasn’t
living in a fucking fairy tale; she didn’t get to be rescued. Fuck
it; she didn’t want to be rescued. She didn’t want to own or be
owned by some man the rest of her entire life having special
privileges. Until meeting Parker she’d been working like hell
making her own way, scraping by when she had to, she missed the
person she was then.

“I want to go back...” Claire said softly,
her words scattering through the trees reaching no one in
particular. “I want to go back, I want to go back.” It was like a
new mantra, and nothing else occurred in her shocked and
overwhelmed mind. Hazily, she paused for a moment and looked
around. The thick forest spread out around her on all sides; the
trailer was nowhere in sight and neither was Parker. Claire felt
the dry tears on her cheeks, ran a hand through her tangled hair,
and sank slowly to the forest floor. For the second time that day
she was left muttering to herself the two words that made most
sense.

“Well, fuck...”

There had been some wisdom about moss that
she’d gleaned at Girl Scout camp, hadn’t there? Something about
where on the tree it grew? Or was that just something she’d picked
up from a movie? Whatever the case, one thing was entirely certain:
Claire was utterly lost.

She picked her way through the patches of
thick underbrush, wincing as thorns torn at her legs, and errant
branches jabbed her sides. Why hadn’t she been lucid enough to put
on some long durable jeans, and maybe a goddamn inner tube? For
God’s sake, she hadn’t even remembered a sweat shirt. She couldn’t
help worrying what would become of her once the sun had set. Claire
was a suburban sprawl girl through and through, raised in a prefab
monstrosity before moving to New York. She couldn’t tell poison ivy
from pot or a puma from a tabby cat.

What time was it, even? Claire cast about for
a hint, maybe a shadow or glaring sun? But nothing, the forest was
unforgiving. It wasn’t about to give Claire any hints, novice that
she was. She wished she’d paid more attention to their route as
they’d made their way, but as ever she’d let Parker make all the
calls. She thought bitterly back to their argument earlier; she’d
spent almost all day tearing through the forest, cataloguing more
evidence for her case. She had reached the point where she not only
thought she was right; she knew it with absolute certainty.

Parker had controlled every aspect of
Claire’s life since they’d consummated their scandalous lust those
few months ago. Parker was the one who’d facilitated not only their
initial fucking, but the terms of their fucking. He’d set the
precedent for his own dominance and her submission. Sure, he’d let
her have a couple of tries at playing the dominatrix, but none of
it was honest. Even when she’d been the one on top they were still
on his turf. Parker the billionaire, king of his own little world
had been her puppet master all along.

How could she have been so blind? From the
time he had picked her out of the herd, every decision had been
his. He’d decided to make her his wife, what their wedding would be
like, not to mention their honeymoon. It had been much more than a
choice of what color wedding cake to have. Trudging through the
wilderness of Montana it occurred to her Parker probably didn’t
consider her to be on his level. From where she was standing it
seemed she had only ever been at his disposal. He’d been using her
as a place holder, an escape, a vessel.

“Fuck that.” Claire uttered fiercely. “I’m
nobody’s depository.”

As if in response a foreign sound caught hold
of Claire’s ear and attention. It made her stop in her tracks and
listen intently. The sound was familiar and seemed to be drawing
closer, but she was could not place it. Was it a swarm of
something? An animal? A big one? Cold terror shot through Claire’s
spine wondering what was lumbering toward her at what sounded like
break-neck speed. Was it a cougar? A bear? How do you fight off a
bear? Why did she leave her mace in the trailer? Was she going to
be mauled to death or eaten, never to be seen again?

The noise swelled and rose to a crashing din
closing in all around her. In a sheer state of panic she stood
frozen to the spot awaiting the arrival of her death. As she
whispered some gibberish prayers of religion the forest burst open
before her,—something was barreling exactly in her direction.
Claire threw herself out of the thing’s way clutching onto the
trunk of a nearby tree. Finding its branches she scrambled on to
the lowest one and out of harm’s way. She then tore up along the
tree until finally running out of hand holds. With sap coating her
fingers in a sticky mess she realized she’d reached the top. She
was trapped.

“Well” she said to the sky, ...
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The entire world ground to a standstill as
Claire looked on, horrified, at the scene playing out before her.
Sam, the burly mountain man she had just held inside her a moment
ago, had a rifle pointed square between the eyes of her fuming
husband, Parker. It was like something out a movie—a horrible,
bloody nightmare of a movie where everyone dies terrible, senseless
deaths. Claire tried to force air down into her lungs, but it was
as though she was suddenly submerged in water. She felt that she
would drown in the horrible tension that hung all about the trio,
weighing them down, crushing them.

“Claire,” Sam snarled, keeping his eyes
trained on Parker’s steely face, “Who is this person, and what does
he think he’s doing on my property?”

“Claire,” Parker snapped, “Why don’t you tell
this fool that I’m your husband, come to collect you from whatever
silly hissy fit—”

“Husband?” Sam said incredulously. Keeping
the rifle pointed in Parker’s face, he looked toward Claire,
genuine hurt shining in his eyes, “You didn’t tell me you had a
husband.”

“We... I...” Claire stammered, “We didn’t
really get a chance to talk much, is all. I’m sorry, Sam.”

Sam looked between Claire and Parker,
overwhelmed by this new information. Giving Parker a one-over, Sam
cocked an eyebrow and said, “This guy is old enough to be your dad,
Claire.”

“Watch it, sport,” Parker growled, eyeing the
rifle cautiously. Claire could see that every muscle in his body
was aching to beat the shit out of this young buck who had violated
his new bride. She prayed that he’d be able to control himself long
enough not to get shot in the face. How in the world had he even
found them, so far out in the woods?

“Parker,” Claire said cautiously, “Why are
you here? How did you find me?”

“I didn’t ‘find’ you, darling,” Parker spat,
“I’ve been following you this whole time. What, did you think I was
going to let your stumble off into the woods to get devoured by a
bear? A fine honeymoon that would make.”

“Honeymoon?” Sam cried incredulously, “This
just keeps getting better and better!”

“I would have told you,” Claire said to Sam,
“I was going to tell you.”

“What,” Sam said, “After this crazy asshole
had come and tried to break into my house?”

“I’m the crazy asshole?” Parker laughed,
“You’re the one standing there buck naked with a rifle pointed at
my head!”

Sam, suddenly remembering that he had charged
the door without first putting any clothes on, blushed deeply and
retreated back into the house. He charged past Claire, shoving her
toward her husband, ostensibly so that they could “chat”. The
bedroom door slammed behind Claire, and she found herself alone in
the modest living room of Sam’s cabin, face to face with Parker
after their atomic fight. She couldn’t believe how different he
seemed in her eyes from just the day before.

“Well?” Parker said, “What do you have to say
for yourself?”

“What do you mean?” Claire asked, refusing to
give him what he wanted.

“I think that an apology is probably in
order, just to start,” Parker said, condescendingly. “You did just
run off on me in the middle of our honeymoon.”

“After you treated my insecurities like
fodder for some pre-teen blog post!” Claire said heatedly.

“Is that what this is all about?” Parker
asked, “Me hurting your fucking feelings? You get your panties in a
bunch over god knows what and it’s my fault? You run off into the
woods and fuck the first guy you meet, and I’m to blame because I
made you feel like the selfish child you are for one goddamn
minute?”

“Jesus...” Claire breathed, tears prickling
her eyes, “Who are you? Where’s the man that I fell in love with?
Where’s the man who found me on a subway train and won my
heart?”

“Fuck if I know,” Parker sneered, “Maybe he
was a figment of your imagination. Maybe I was as caught up in the
fantasy of us living happily ever after as you were. Here’s the
thing, Claire. There is no such thing as happily ever after. Not
for you, not for me, not for your lumberjack fuck buddy in there.
People are designed to be restless, and hungry, and on the prowl.
Why do you think I left Cheryl for you? It’s because I was bored of
her. Once, I loved her more than the world itself. That kind of
adoration fades, little girl. That kind of adoration belongs in
cartoons and romance novels, not in the real world. You couldn’t
possibly think that you were anything more to me than something
interesting to fuck for a decade or so?”

“You’re just saying this to be cruel,” Claire
whispered, “You don’t mean this!”

“I mean every word,” Parker insisted, “And I
want you to hear me! Let me walk you through the rest of what our
marriage would have looked like, darling. We would have had a great
time together for the first couple of years. Fucking all the time,
trading sugary vows of love and passion, playing at being married.
It’s always great for the first couple of years. But then, we would
have started to get on each others’ nerves. Little things—like
leaving the cap off the toothpaste, or slurping soup, or... who
knows. The point is that the kind of thing we have, the kind of
relationship that’s purely sexual, that kind of romance fades and
fast.”

“So that’s all this was to you?” Claire
pressed, “You were only ever interested in me for sex?”

“No... No I wouldn’t say that,” Parker
admitted, “I mean, don’t get me wrong, you were a great partner for
me sexually. So young. So willing to be molded and commanded... Not
strong enough in your own convictions yet to really take a stand
against me. I fucking eat that shit up.”

“You sure do,” Claire cringed.

“You were a great fuck,” Parker went on, “But
that’s not enough to make a marriage work. Two people who are in
love, really in love... They evolve together. Grow together. That
was never going to happen to us. I mean Jesus... You’re a
child!”

“This is exactly why I ran away,” Claire
cried, “I knew that you must have felt this way under all your
undying love bullshit. I knew that this was at the core of what you
believed, and what you wanted. God... I fooled myself for so long!
Had myself believing all your lies, everything you told me about
how special I was, and how special our love was. You were
bullshitting me from the beginning, weren’t you, Parker?”

“Guilty as charged,” he winked at her, took a
step forward. Claire felt repulsed by his advanced, suddenly found
him disgusting. It wasn’t as though his physical self had changed
overnight. He was still as handsome as ever, still as chiseled and
sharp. But everything that lurked underneath that exterior of calm,
composed grace was filthy, wretched, and foul.

Standing in this modest cabin, in the middle
of the woods, at a far remove from anything she had ever known,
Claire could finally see Parker for what he was. A creep. A creep
who had singled her out when she was young and vulnerable, lured
her into a false sense of security, took advantage of her sexually,
and had no plans on keeping her around for the long run. If Parker
had his way, he’d hang onto Claire while she was still young and
sexy, maybe another ten years or so, and then decide that he was
interested in someone younger. Prettier. Someone who was as naive
as she had been, once.

With sudden clarity, Claire realized that
this is what must have happened to Cheryl, Parker’s ex wife. Cheryl
must have been as warm and lovely as could be, once upon a time.
She and Parker must have hit it off when they were younger, had a
child, built a life. But Parker wasn’t the sort of man who could
stay satisfied. He always needed a new toy, a better model. Claire
found that she was less shocked by this revelation than by how long
it had taken her to come to her senses. Surely, if she had been
thinking clearly, if she had been at a more stable point in her
life, this bullshit never would have fooled her. But Parker had
found her at a time of uncertainty, at a time where her future and
her life weren’t secure. She’d taken advantage of her, and then
some. He’d used her, and she could never forgive him for that.

“What's the matter, Claire?” Parker said,
grinning meanly, “You finally putting all the pieces together?”

“Why did you even bother?” Claire said
hollowly, “Why did you even bother putting on the act of being in
love with me if you were always just going to ditch me after a
couple of years?”

Parker shrugged, “Something to do, I guess! A
man’s got to have hobbies.”

“I don’t understand you, Parker,” Claire
said, “With all of your money, all of your business and success and
whatever else, you’re still the most unhappy man I’ve ever met. I
thought that I could change you, change your entire life. I was so
wrong, so far off base! You can’t change for anyone. You’re
completely stuck in your ways, and in your view of yourself as this
master of the universe, aren’t you?”

“It’s not really a view,” Parker chuckled, “I
am a master of the universe, little darling.”

“You’re an idiot, is what you are,” Claire
said, “You think that because you’re rich, because you’re some kind
of trendsetter, that you have power over the rest of us? Well, let
me let you in on a little secret, Parker—you have no power. You
never have, and you never will.”

“I’m afraid that Forbes would tend to
disagree with you, Claire,” Parker laughed, “I am a rich white man.
A job creator, or what have you. I can have anything I want, any
time I want. That’s the epitome of power. That’s what empires are
built on. I have everything I could ever want, without exception. I
win. Game over. Sorry, dear.”

“You don’t have everything, Parker,” Claire
whispered fiercely, “I wanted to give you my entire self. You had
me hook, line, and sinker, absolutely in love with you. If you
could have let me, I would have loved you more deeply than you
could ever have imagined. But that’s the thing, Parker. You
couldn’t let me love you. You could fuck me from here to Shanghai,
but you could never let me be intimate with you—really intimate.
You’re incapable of actual intercourse, an actual connection.
You’re a eunuch, Parker. A compassionate castrati. You’re not a man
at all, you’re nothing but a sexless monster.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Parker spat, “I’ve been
so far inside of you, I’m surprised your nose didn’t start to
bleed. I’ve fucked you in every position, on every surface, that
man has dreamed up and created. You’ve cried out my name time and
again, begging me to give it you, cum inside of you. You’re telling
me that you’re just a really fantastic actress, Claire?”

“No,” Claire said simply, “I can just tell a
bad actor when I see one. See, the thing is... I don’t feel
anything right now. I don’t feel betrayed, or lost, or in mourning
over us because I can see now that there was never any us to begin
with. All those times we fucked, you were just playacting. You
never really loved me, I can see that now. And I’m not just blaming
you. Because I never loved you either. Never. Not once. I thought
you had a nice cock, don’t get me wrong, but we were both just
playing make believe.”

Parker stared at her, at a loss for words.
Claire met his gaze with a clear head and firm heart. Everything
was becoming clear to her. She could see Parker for what he was—a
rich, bloated, uncaring aristocrat. A womanizer, a fake, and phony.
Sure, he had money to burn, but he had no heart when it came down
to it. She could have been any girl on the subway, and it would
have been all the same to him. Sure, he was a fan of her figure,
but he couldn’t read her soul. Not the way that a man she really
loved could.

“You’re a place holder,” she said, “That’s
it, exactly. You came into my life, shook things up a bit, and I
think I’ll always be grateful for that. Grateful to you. You taught
me how to accept things that are bigger than myself, but it was
like riding a bike with training wheels. I’m ready to really soar,
now. And it won’t be with you, Parker. You’re nothing but another
phase that I had to outgrow. We’re done, you and me. I’m surprised
that we made it this far before realizing it was a joke.”

“Now wait just a minute,” Parker said, “You
don’t get to decide when this is over. I’m in charge! You belong to
me, little miss thing. I plucked you up out of obscurity, I gave
you a home, and the best sex of your life, a beautiful wedding, and
everything that you could have ever wanted. You don’t get to have
the final say about us. I mean honestly... What are you thinking?
You’re nothing without me! Have you taken a look at the outside
world, lately? The economy? You’re unemployable, passably
intelligent, and hopeless without someone to take care of you.
You’ll never make it on your own.”

“No, you’re right,” Claire said, “I won’t
make it on my own, because I am someone who needs to be loved. I
need someone to love who loves me back, who doesn’t need to use me
or depend on me. I don’t want to be submissive anyone, and I don’t
want to be dominant, I just want to be myself. I just want to be
whoever I am today, and have someone beside me to appreciate that.
I thought that someone would be you, Parker. I really did. But it’s
never going to happen. I need a partner, not an erection who
sometimes buys me pretty things. Thank you for making that
abundantly clear to me.”

“You’re bluffing,” Parker said, “You just
want me to treat you more nicely.”

“No,” Claire said, “I just want you to go.
Get in your ridiculous RV and hit the road.”

“It’s not an RV. It’s a luxury vehicle,”
Parker snarled, “And I’m not just going to leave you here in the
middle of the woods. With all the money I’ve spent on you, you owe
me at least a decade of great sex.”

“I don’t owe you anything,” Claire said,
“Because you’re nothing, Parker. You’re nothing.”

Parker’s jaw fell as he took stock of the
woman standing before him. Where had the timid, submissive, young
schoolgirl gone? The one that he had wooed with illusions of
grandeur and intrigue? Claire held her ground against the man who
had once made her his sexual plaything, made her feel as though she
could not possibly go on without him, that she wasn’t capable of
doing so.

She felt that the veil had been ripped from
her eyes, that she could finally see the truth. And the truth was
that Parker did not, in fact, love her as she deserved to be loved.
He had enjoyed her body, perhaps even her company. He had enjoyed
his privileged position in their relationship as the older and
wiser man. He’d especially enjoyed being able to trade in one wife
for another, swapping out women as if they were dress shirts. Yes,
Parker had loved all of these things during his time with Claire,
but he had never actually loved Claire herself. And she knew that
this could not stand, that she deserved to be loved for no other
reason than that she was herself.

“So, what,” Parker said quietly, “You’re just
going to stay out here in the woods? Shrivel up and die under some
tree as you try and make your way back to the city?”

“I’m not going back to the city, that’s for
sure,” Claire said, crossing her arms, “There’s nothing for me
there but more assholes like you who think that I’m just ripe for
the picking.”

“Jesus, you’re so naive,” Parker said, “You
think there’s a man in this world who doesn’t think that way?
You’re dreaming.”

As Claire opened her mouth to speak, the
bedroom door opened behind her. Sam appeared in the doorway,
dressed this time, and looked at Parker with cold, clear eyes.

“I have to beg to differ,” Sam said, “Not all
men are like you. Not all men look at a woman and see nothing but
what she can do to them in bed.”

“I see,” Parker sneered, “So, you’re the kind
of man that Claire really needs, is that it? For god’s sake, you’re
still a boy.”

In a flash, Sam was across the room, and
holding Parker by the collar of his expensive jacket. Claire felt
her stomach turn over, realizing that this could escalate very
quickly. Should I step in? She asked herself, seeing the look of
abject horror in Parker’s eyes. Could he even defend himself in a
fight against someone who is fully able to take him on? How would
he feel about being dominated when it wasn’t just a sexy charade?
Claire decided to find out. She backed up into the bedroom doorway
and waited for the tense scene to resolve itself.

Parker looked at the scrappy young man who
was on the verge of beating the living shit out of him. In a
moment, Claire could see that Parker knew just as well as Sam that
he was beat before they’d even begun. Parker looked to Claire, his
eyes asking her one last time whether she was serious in this. She
looked back at him calmly, coolly, and he had his answer. With his
jaw set, Parker scrambled out of Sam’s grip. Sam, realizing that
this joke of a man was no real threat under pressure, released him
unharmed. Parker looked between Claire and Sam, a dejected old
dog.

“You two enjoy yourselves,” he said, turning
to leave.

“Oh, we will,” Claire spoke up, “Especially
with the alimony you’re going to give me.”

“Alimony?” Parker cackled, “I just caught you
in bed with another man!”

“You don’t have proof of anything,” Claire
said, “And besides, my dear, I don’t remember signing a pre-nup. Do
you?”

Parker’s face fell, and Claire knew that she
had him beat. He was going to pay dearly for the months of her life
that he had stolen, the physical and psychological pain he had put
her through. He was going to pay for every scratch and bruise,
every moment where she was made to feel like she was nothing more
than a sexy body.

“I suggest you get moving,” Sam said
warningly. Parker shrugged like a petulant teenager, turned on his
heel, and stormed out through the front door. Sam and Claire
listened as the sound of his footsteps retreated, fading into the
woods. As the steps grew softer, Claire could feel the incredible
pressure of her relationship with Parker lifting. It was as though
someone had taken an enormous weight off her shoulders. Looking at
Sam, she realized that someone had.

Sam smiled bashfully at Claire, “Is this an
everyday occurrence for you?”

“That’s tough to say,” Claire laughed, “My
life has gone from zero to sixty these past few months. I never
seem to know what’s going to happen next. It’s so strange... Before
Parker, everything was shit. When he found me, it was like any
change was for the better. And isn’t that was every girl wants? The
kind of security he had to offer?”

“From what I can tell, you’ll still have that
security,” Sam reminded her, “Only now, you’ll be able to find a
man who can take care of all your needs, not just when it comes to
your wallet. That kind of man can never be reached, Claire. That
kind of man exists for one reason only, and that reason is sheer
greed. Oh, sure, lust creeps in there too, but it’s just an
extension of greed. Those men are collectors of women. They don’t
care which model they’ve got, it’s all about the newest one.”

“I’m guessing you’re not like that?” Claire
said.

“Hell no,” Sam said, “When I find the woman I
love, I’m going to spend the rest of my life with her. No messing
around, no newer models. Nothing at all like that.”

“That’s going to be one lucky woman,” Claire
said.

“I hope she thinks so,” Sam said, advancing
toward Claire, “What... Uh... What would you think?”

“What do you mean?” Claire said.

“Well... Hypothetically,” Sam said, “If you
were the woman that I fell in love with... Would you interested in
this kind of life out here? It’s nothing fancy, like that guy had
to offer. There aren’t any plushy robes or champagne or—”

“I’m kind of sick of champagne,” Claire
interrupted, “But I’d love a beer.”

Sam smiled and turned toward the kitchen.
Claire watched him walk away, her eyes glued to the firm swell of
his ass in a well-worn pair of jeans. He really was the epitome of
all things masculine, all things virile. His manhood wasn’t
cultivated or put on like Parker’s had been. Where Parker had
expensive aftershave, Sam had the musk of a real man. Where Parker
had expensive suits and tailored jackets, Sam had flannel and denim
that fit him like a glove without any effort at all. Sam was the
kind of man that you grew old with, where Parker was the kind of
man that you grew out of.

Claire watched the lines of Sam’s body as he
popped open a couple of beer bottles and returned to her. He moved
like an animal, all muscle and sinew. She felt herself getting
excited at the prospect of seeing exactly what those muscles could
do. Sam handed Claire a beer, and their fingers met on the bottle.
A barrage of butterflies was let loose in Claire’s abdomen. She was
stunned by how powerfully she was moved by the slightest touch from
Sam.

Their eyes lingered on each other as they
stood silently in the bedroom doorway. Claire’s heart beat
insistently against her chest—the mere proximity of this man was
driving her wild. She brought the bottle to her lips and took a
long swig, letting her mouth caress the bottle. She wrapped her
lips around the mouth of the bottle, imagining it was Sam’s cock,
and she could see that he was thinking the same thing. He looked a
long swig from his own beer, snatched her bottle away, and placed
them firmly on the ground. Clearly, he was looking to wet his
whistle a bit more directly.

Sam pulled Claire against him, and she could
feel immediately that he was hard as a rock. His dick pressed
against her, exactly against where she knew he longed to put it.
Greedily, she let her hands travel down Sam’s firm body until she
had her hands wrapped around his massive member. His eyes fluttered
closed in ecstasy, and he drew a deep breath. He was drinking in
the moment, living in it wholly. Claire decided that, for better or
worse, that was what she was going to do from that moment on. Live
in the moment, whatever that meant for her present, or her
future.

She began to rub him, running her hands up
and down his ever-growing cock. Sam let out soft moans of pleasure,
relishing in the sensation of her hands on him. His fingers dug
into her ass, pulling her in ever closer to him. Claire brought her
lips to Sam’s, and kissed him deeply. As she coddled his dick, his
tongue rubbed against hers in a rhythm of force and desire. She
could taste how much he wanted her, taste the level of intensity
with which he needed to be inside of her. And she found that she
was more than happy to let him all the way in.

Claire slid down to her knees before Sam
could stop her, nudging him back until he was backed up against the
doorframe. Quickly, she undid his belt buckle and pulled his jeans
down away from his groin. She let out a little purr of approval as
his cock was once again revealed to her in all its throbbing glory.
As if it were an act of worship, she wrapped her hands around his
shaft, amazed by the girth of his throbbing organ. She peered up
into his ravenous eyes and saw that he was dying to be taken into
her mouth.

She let her lips part, keeping her eyes
trained on Sam’s. Slowly, she brought her mouth to the bulging head
of Sam’s dick, and closed her lips around him. He drew in a sharp
breath as her tongue flicked against his hyper-sensitive glans. She
began to work his cock with one hand, up and down the shaft with
just the right amount of pressure. She let her other hand travel to
his balls, cupping them gently as she licked and sucked at his
cock.

Sam slid his fingers through her hair,
holding on for dear life against the overwhelming pleasure searing
his nerves. Claire took as much of him into her mouth as she could,
but he was a big boy. Still, her didn’t seem to mind. She let her
tongue swirl around the head of Sam’s cock, savoring the feel of it
in her mouth. He was getting harder by the minute, and she wondered
how long he would last.

She didn’t get the answer she was looking
for. Before she knew what was happening, Claire was flat on her
back on the carpet with Sam straddling her, looking intent on
screwing her into the floor. That prospect was just fine with
Claire. Hurriedly, Sam tore away at the layers of clothing that
were keeping her body from him. Drinking in the sight of her naked
flesh, Sam brought his fingers to her pussy. He didn’t mess around,
this one. With a jolt, Claire felt Sam’s fingers find her tender
clit in the wetness of her already sopping pussy. She gasped as he
went to work, kneading and flicking her all the way to orgasm. She
felt herself on the verge of coming, and just as she reached the
precipice, Sam thrust his gigantic cock into her soaking wet
pussy.

The sudden penetration pushed Claire over the
edge, and she came like a fountain against Sam’s thrusting dick. He
leveled himself above her, pushing as far into her as he could. Sam
brought his lips to her neck, the roughness of his beard foreign to
her. The scratchiness of his face, the suppleness of his lips, and
the all-encompassing pleasure that was radiating through her from
her pussy outwards was almost too much to handle. Claire was
transported by the rhythmic thrusting of Sam’s enormous dick, and
Sam, with his face screwed up in a silent howl of bliss, seemed to
be enjoying himself just fine.

Claire’s back rubbed against the carpet, and
she thought she could hear the floorboards beneath cracking under
the pressure of their vigorous fucking. Sam pounded into her body,
and she felt his dick up against her core, her ribcage. It felt as
though he might go right through her! She looked up into his
enraptured face, nearly seeing double as the ecstasy of his
glorious fucking flooded her senses. Her lips found his, and as
their mouths met, Sam’s dick found the place within Claire that
she’d needed touched in just such a way.

They came together as Claire let out a sharp
cry. Sam’s cum burst into Claire’s body, and she rode the intense
and fervent thrusts of his hips like a pro. She tightened her grip
on him, drawing every last drop of cum from his cock. She was
filled, flooded, and spent by the surge of semen that was running
into her body. She was insatiable, eager to have this part of Sam
inside of her. She knew, in that moment, that he was the one she
had been waiting for all along. The one that, in filling her, made
her feel fulfilled.

Sam fell heavily against Claire, his chest
soaked with sweat. They lay together, absolutely exhausted by the
fervor of their fucking. Claire could feel Sam’s heart beating
wildly against her chest, and she wished that they could stay that
way forever, connected in that most intimate way, two parts making
a whole, entwined.

Claire ran her fingers through Sam’s deep
brown hair, smiling drowsily, “I take it that’s an invitation to
stay a while, right?”

“That’s an invitation to stay forever,” Sam
corrected her, grinning adorably, “If you’d like to, that is.”

“Are you sure, Sam?” Claire asked, “I’ve
heard the word ‘forever’ a few times before and not been too happy
with the results.”

“Claire, listen to me,” Sam said, “Do I seem
like the sort of man who uses words he doesn’t mean?”

“No,” Claire said, “You don’t.”

“So, let me say this,” Sam said, “I’m fairly
certain that you’re the woman I’ll love for the rest of my life.
It’d be wonderful if you’d stick around for a while so we could
find out.”

Claire looked deeply into Sam’s eyes, took a
deep breath, and said, “You bet your sweet ass.”

They broke into peals of delighted laughter
and wrapped their arms around each other. It was a long shot, a
chance meeting like this developing into something that could last.
They both knew the odds that were stacked against them. But in the
moment, neither could give a damn in the world what the odds were.
They’d found each other, they were in love with the moment, and
thought neither of them could say for sure just then, they were
deeply in love with each other. And a love like that is worth
taking a chance on every single time it reveals itself.

***

The golden hour had descended upon the
landscape, coating the woods and valleys of Montana in a glowing,
ethereal light. The rolling hillsides and pristine ponds were
breathtakingly beautiful, captured for a moment in all their glory.
Claire lifted her camera and snapped shot after shot of the
gorgeous view. She’d parked her ATV momentarily to enjoy the scenic
overlook of her home, and couldn’t pass up this fantastic photo
opportunity. Perhaps all photographers are a bit opportunistic, she
thought to herself, I can live with that.

Of course, these photos wouldn’t show up in
any galleries or museums. Pretty lakes and trees were hardly
groundbreaking work. But between abstract portraits of fallen
political rebels and the like (stuff that actually got noticed in
the art world), Claire like to take it easy. Photography, for her,
had become another way to process the world. Sometimes, the photos
she took and presented were saying something about her worldview or
situation. Other times, like this, she took photos merely to stop
and appreciate the world around her for a moment. A photo could be
any number of things—a statement, an oath, a work of art. But
sometimes, a photo was just a photo.

As she climbed back onto her vehicle, Claire
chuckled, remembering how seriously she had taken the art of
photography back when she was an undergraduate. Back then, there
had been no room for fucking around with the art form. It was a
big, bad world, the art world, and one had to eat or be eaten. She
used to be so concerned with getting ahead that she could never
relax enough to make any work that was genuine or at all
interesting. Now, as a slightly older artist, she knew that good
art wasn’t competitive, not necessarily.

In the years since she had graduated college,
Claire’s career had taken many strange turns. There was, of course,
quite a lot of attention on her at first thanks to Parker’s
efforts. Her photos had gone up in galleries at which they had no
right being displayed. This early exposure could have crippled her
career, if Parker hadn’t made such a big stink about getting them
all taken down that art gossips got curious. Soon, the story of
their affair got people talking about Claire, the girl who had not
only wrangled but bested one of the most well known art collectors
on the block. Claire had gotten a reputation that spared her
immature photos, making room for better work down the line.

Now, as she coasted through her thirties,
Claire understood that things had played out the way they did for a
reason, when she was young. The epic months in which she not only
married a billionaire but also divorced him after stumbling upon
the true love of her life in the middle of the woods... that was an
insane time. Too exciting for even the most far-fetched fantasy.
She’d learned more about herself, her body and her mind, than she
ever could have imagined. But the most important thing she learned,
the thing that often goes unsaid to young girls, is that she could
count on herself.

Claire had learned that she didn’t need a
man’s love or protection to feel worthy. Parker’s attention and
supposed devotion didn’t mean nearly as much as her own found
confidence in herself. She was grateful to him for forcing her to
make the toughest decisions of her life, grateful that she’d been
forced to eject herself from a deceptively enticing situation in
favor of a setup that was actually good for her.

She didn’t know where Parker was, those days.
After they had parted so dramatically after their honeymoon, the
only way she’d heard from him was through lawyers. Not wanting to
wade through the nonsense of alimony and a pre-nup, Parker had
offered to give her 10 million dollars as a settlement. She happily
took the money as payment for the wasted months of her life and her
bruised pride over his treatment of her. Sure, she didn’t need him,
but she wasn’t about to say no to a couple million dollars just on
principle! That would be insane.

She’d taken that money and used it as an
enormous nest egg investment for her and Sam. As she pulled up in
front of the cabin on her ATV, she scanned the property and
couldn’t help but smile, thinking of their life together. They’d
completely refurbished the cabin, which had been Sam’s inheritance
from his family. The structure itself was the same, but it had been
weather proofed and improved upon so that it was sure to remain
standing for generations to come. They’d outfitted it with all
kinds of eco-friendly additions, and now it was truly a marvel to
behold out there in the woods.

They’d also added a second structure which
matched the first aesthetically. The two cabins were connected by a
glass-encased passageway, and were, for all intents and purposes,
one home. Sam and Claire hadn’t really needed any additional space
on their own, but once kids became a topic of discussion, they had
decided to expand the structure. It was a good thing they’d decided
to—the three children they ended up bringing into the world
certainly needed a lot of room to run around. Sometimes an entire
mountainside didn’t compare to a good play room in the house.

Claire swung her leg over the side of the ATV
and unloaded the bursting bags of produce she had picked up at the
CoOp at the bottom of the mountain. After spending a single week in
Montana, Claire had known that she would never move back to a city
again. She remembered New York—the grime and filth of it. Sure, the
city had plenty to offer in terms of entertainment, excitement, and
what have you, but it wasn’t worth it to her anymore. It wasn’t
worth it to destroy your body by walking around on concrete and
breathing in exhaust all day. And as far as entertainment was
concerned, she got plenty of that from the everyday lives of her
wonderful family. They were something of a circus troupe, and she
wouldn’t have them any other way, but they were definitely a hand
full. Claire was still required to be city bound sometimes for
work, but she much preferred to be tucked away on the mountain with
her man and her kids, snug as a family of bugs together in their
little cabin. Who would have thought that the NYC girl would ever
become a lady lumberjack? Stranger things have happened.

As she trudged up to the cabin with her
groceries, Claire saw Sam coming around from the back of the
complex. He rushed to relieve her of her load and plant a warm,
lingering kiss on her mouth. Claire had always heard that marriage
was the worst thing in the world for one’s sex life, but whoever
said that just wasn’t doing marriage properly. Claire and Sam had
gotten married very shortly after she had shown up on his doorstep,
more or less. It had been ten years now, and the time had flown
by.

Still, the spark that had first compelled
them to try out the crazy scenario in which she move in with him
out of the blue was still alive and kicking. Their sex life hadn’t
faded into oblivion once they’d tied the knot, or even once they
had their kids. Rather, they had matured together, gotten to know
every crease and wrinkle on each other’s bodies. They enjoyed the
kind of intimacy that is only possible once you’ve gotten to know
someone body and soul, from the top of their head to the soles of
their feet. That was the kind of love Claire and Sam shared.

“Welcome home,” Sam said warmly, “Thanks for
getting all this.”

“I love making the trip down,” Claire said,
slipping her arm around her husband’s waist, “Tearing through the
woods on the ATV and all. It always reminds me of when you found me
all those years ago.”

“I wish you could have seen yourself,” Sam
laughed, “Completely underdressed, terrified, utterly lost, and in
a tree!”

“Give me a break,” Claire said, “I’d just
ditched my honeymoon to set off into the woods like a maniac. So I
was a little disheveled... Big deal.”

“You know I’m just teasing, honey,” Sam said,
opening the front door of the cabin for Claire, “You looked like an
angel, even then. A dirty angel, but an angel nonetheless.”

“Would you have still picked me up if you
knew that we were headed for this?” Claire asked, “You know...
Domestic bliss and all that?”

“That’s the only thing that could have made
me drive you home faster,” Sam said, “I was already gunning it
because I was hoping to get you in the sack.”

“Shhh!” Claire hissed, looking around to see
if any of their children were afoot. They always seemed to pop up
just as Sam started putting the moves on Claire.

“Oh, relax,” Sam said, setting down the
groceries, “I sent them down to the lake to go kayaking.”

“You did, did you?” Claire said, beginning to
catch onto Sam’s meaning.

He smiled at her with that look in his eye
that had only ever meant one thing, since the first time they’d
met. He was ready to get it on. Claire felt the familiar flutter in
her stomach as lust for her husband began to kick in. Sam had aged
in that remarkable way that rugged men do. He’d become even more
chiseled as the years had gone by, not a scrap of extra body fat to
be found on him. His beard and temples were beginning to show signs
of gray, but of course it made him look distinguished rather than
old. Claire grinned, remembering how young they had both been when
they met. Now, he was thirty-five and a father. Not old, by
anyone’s standards, but mature enough to be completely comfortable
in his body... And Claire’s.

Sam advanced toward Claire, backing her up
until she was leaning back against the kitchen island. She pushed
out her chest a bit, letting Sam take stock of her tits, which were
as ample as ever. She may have birthed and breast fed three
children, but Claire was still a knockout. Never having been
skinny, her curves had rounded out even more since her youth. She
was a buxom lady, that much was for certain, and had a new softness
since becoming a mother. Sam worshiped her body even more after
she’d gotten pregnant. The miracle of bearing a child was
intoxicating for him, and as much as he’d always respected Claire’s
body as something sacred, it was different once the kids had come
along... But in the best of all possible ways!

Sam pressed himself against Claire, and she
could feel that he was already hard as a rock. They’d never wasted
any time being coy with each other. When they were ready to fuck,
there was an urgency to their desire that couldn’t be contained,
not even for a moment. Claire looked up into her husband’s hungry
eyes and knew that it wasn’t dinner that he had in mind.

Claire leaned forward and kissed Sam deeply,
slipping her tongue into his mouth. He wrapped his arms around her
back and hoisted her up into the air, planting her firmly onto the
island. Without removing any of her clothes, Sam stroked at her
pussy. Through the thick denim, she could still feel his powerful
fingers rubbing against her clit. The sensation of skin against
fabric against skin always drove her insane, and she had to fight
to keep from crying out. She ran her fingers through Sam’s thick
brown hair as he rubbed her toward orgasm.

Quickly, he undid her jeans and his own.
Before she could say a word, he slipping his fingers into her wet
pussy, surprising her with the sudden burst of pleasure. She looked
into Sam’s eyes as he stroked at her clit, kneading it, sending
ripples of pleasure coursing through her body. She needed to have
him inside of her. Needed him in a way that she always needed him.
As she crept toward coming, she glanced quickly around to make sure
there were no kids afoot.

Assured, she spread her legs wide for Sam and
reached down for his bare cock. It was practically made of stone,
straight and hard and ready. She happily slipped Sam’s dick into
her pussy, which accepted him like an old friend. Her head fell
back as he slid into her, filling her up all the way, just as he
always did. At this angle, with her hips titled just the right way,
she could feel Sam at the very back of her.

He thrust powerfully into her, making her
gasp with the effort of accommodating such a large specimen. He
fucked her urgently, but not hastily, making the most of every
movement, every swing of his powerful hips. Claire grabbed at his
back and shoulders, firm and strong from years of heaving lifting
and life in the woods. He was a man who drew this strength from the
land—who lived to use his hands, whether on fixing a motor vehicle
or working his wife toward orgasm. He reached back down between
them and kept working on her clit. The combination of penetration
of full on assault of the little pleasure knob sent Claire over the
edge.

She drew him once more into her pussy,
bringing him in deeply as she came and came. Having released her,
Sam came into her, pulling her tightly against him. She tightened
her legs around him, bringing them as close as possible as they
knocked against each other in the ecstasy of the moment. His cum
flowed into her, filled her up, and she loved the sensation of it
as much then as she had the first time they’d made love.

As the waves of pleasure rolled back out to
sea, Claire hopped down from the counter a bit shakily. Sex was
never dull with Sam, never once. They grinned at each other like
teenagers as they redressed themselves. Sam grabbed playfully at
Claire’s nipples while she reached down for his dick, which was not
an easily intimidated organ. Just as they finished dressing, a door
in the next cabin banged open, the sound of young voices flooded
the house.

Sam and Claire exchanged relieved glances.
Somehow, they had managed to carry on their sexual forays without
having any of the kids walk in on them. God knows, with some of the
freakier stuff they got into, it could have been potentially
scarring for one of the little ones. How do you explain why mommy’s
butt is plugged up to a six-year-old? Not exactly parent of the
year material, right there. But Sam and Claire had been lucky so
far.

A clattering stampede of footsteps barreled
toward the main cabin and three rambunctious bundles of flannel and
denim trampled into the room. Claire groaned as the mud from their
boots splattered against the floor, their coats and hats flung
unceremoniously from their bodies onto every available surface. Her
kids were nothing if not consistently messy. Still, she couldn’t
help but grin at their impeccable timing. A few moments earlier and
they definitely would have gotten an eyeful of mom being fucked on
the countertop where their school lunches were put together. Talk
about scarred for life—she’d never heard the end of something like
that.

“Hey Mom!” the kids chirped over each other.
Claire grabbed the child closest to her and brought him into her
chest. There was nothing in the world better than getting back
inside from the world and wrapping her arms around her brilliant
children. There were three, altogether. First was Charlie, who had
just turned ten, then there was Julie, who was eight, and then of
course there was Patrick, who was six. She closed Patrick into a
bear hug and planted a big, sloppy kiss on his cheek. Patrick was
still the baby of the family, and the one who tolerated this kind
of affection the most.

“What are you guys doing back up here so
soon?” Sam asked, winking at Claire, “I thought you’d be down by
the lake until dinner time, at least!”

“We got hungry,” Charlie said, poking his
head into the fridge. Charlie was growing like a tree, it seemed to
Claire. He shot up every single day, and she had no doubt that he’d
be as tall and broad as his father. Charlie was in every way the
big brother of the family. He guarded his little siblings like a
sheep dog and was always prepared to take on whatever domestic
responsibilities were dished out to him. If there were dishes to be
washed or yard work to be done, Charlie was on top of it.

Julie scurried to join Charlie in front of
the open fridge, standing on her tip toes to get a better view.
They were very close, the two oldest. Julie was very sharp, was
very surely the brain of the family. She was uncoordinated and not
nearly as physically strong as her brother, but Claire thought it
was good that they each had their own “thing”.

“Mom, what’re we having for dinner?” Julie
asked, eyeing an artichoke suspiciously.

“A little bit of everything,” Claire
responded.

“Did you take some good pictures today?”
asked Charlie.

“There were a few good shots, I think. It’s
so pretty out today.”

“Yeah!” said Patrick, wiggling out of
Claire’s grip, “It was the prettiest day ever!”

Claire smiled down at her smallest son. That
was his catchphrase, the prettiest day ever. Claire was
continuously amazed at how rosy her son’s worldview was. Sure, he
was still a little tyke, but his endless loving and optimism were
something to behold, indeed.

“Why don’t you guys go clean up?” Sam
suggested, herding the children toward their rooms. The scurried
out in front of him, nipping at each others’ heels. The three made
an interesting, well-rounded trio, that much was certain. With only
two years separating each, they were about as close as could be.
The cabin complex was not exactly close to many playmates, so the
three kids ended up keeping each other company quite often. Their
games wound and unfolded with beautiful chaotic glee, and Claire
was so happy to see their imaginations developing along with their
skills and talents.

Sam wrapped his arms around Claire’s waist
and planted a kiss on her cheek. She squirmed around in his arms so
that she was facing him and lay her lips against his. They stood
together in the kitchen, embracing, and Claire could not believe
how turned on she could get just from kissing her husband of ten
years. She’d heard all her life about how the spark dies after you
get married, but that certainly wasn’t the case with her and Sam.
If anything, their love and passion had intensified with the years
they’d spent together. She loved him more with every passing
day.

As Sam went off to clean himself up for
dinner, Claire began to prepare the produce she had gotten in town.
Standing in the kitchen, peeling beets and turnips (the kids were
wild about root vegetables), Claire took stock of her life at that
moment. She was happily preparing dinner for her family, a job
which was not expected of her but which she did with delight. Her
kids were beautiful, energetic wonders, and her husband was the
sexiest man in the world, at least in her mind. She really had done
quite well for herself.

For the first time in a long while, she let
her mind wander away from the present moment, away from the
gorgeous cabin in the woods, away from her wonderful children and
loving husband, from her career as a photographer and her success
as an artist. She traced back through the years in her mind, back
to when she was a young woman just starting out on her life’s
journey. Back to just after she’d graduated from her urban
university and was living on her own for the first time as an
adult. It had been an absolutely terrifying time.

She’d graduated from college and immediately
moved in with her ridiculous man-child of a college sweetheart.
They’d shared a minuscule, dingy apartment together, which she was
mostly paying for herself. To keep ramen on the table, she’d held
down a job at a boutique children’s store and hated every minute of
it. The customers she was forced to deal with represented her worst
prejudices against not only parents but city-dwellers. And her boss
was an absurd caricature of a shrieking, middle-aged harpy. Her
best friend Savannah had worked there as well, seeing as she was
between sugar daddies at the time, and that had been the only
saving grace.

She couldn’t believe that her life had once
been so unlike it was now! She had been so scared as that young
post-grad, who had no idea what the world had in store for her.
Every moment was riddled with anxiety, she couldn’t appreciate the
beautiful things in life because she was so scared that the bottom
was going to fall out any moment. Everyone was telling her to enjoy
her twenties, because they were the best years of her life, and she
just wanted to punch every one of those people in the face.

In hindsight, she could see how she let
herself get swept off her feet when Parker arrived on the scene.
There she was, muddling her way through life, broke as hell, in an
unloving and silly relationship with a kid who didn’t have any more
answers than she did. And to top it all off, she was living in New
York City, that huge tangled web of dreams realized and deferred,
where girls like Savannah had wild, sexy adventures that would make
any self-respecting sailor blush just a little bit.

And into the wild mess of insecurities,
hang-ups, and fears, Parker had sauntered. One fateful morning,
while Claire was riding the subway into work, a tall, strapping man
in a nice jacket had stood up for her against the advances of some
catcalling groper. That day, he had stood for all that was good in
the world, a bastion of order against the tides of change and
chaos. Of course, Claire could see now that Parker was doing
nothing more than was required of him by the notion of basic human
decency, but that day he had seemed like a knight in shining
armor.

Claire had fallen for Parker’s heroic shtick
hook, line, and sinker. He charmed her instantly on the train that
morning, his air of maturity and mystique were like ambrosia to
her. She drank it all up. Even when she realized that Parker was
actually her dragon lady of a boss’s husband, that he had a child
with a trust fund and billions of dollars, it didn’t deter her.
Well, perhaps it did for a second, but that second was negligible
in the long run. Nothing could have stopped her from buying into
what Parker was selling at the time.

He had arrived into her world at the exact
moment when she was most susceptible to his particular brand of
bullshit. Arrived on the scene just as she needed a leading man of
his type. That day on the subway, she chose to let the scenario
play out, because it was just that—playing. She’d been playing at
being the kind of person to get wrapped up in someone like Parker,
and the illicitness he had to offer. She just had no idea then how
far she would actually let the act go on.

But with some prodding and a lot of ignorant
bliss, she’d let Parker lead her down an insane road that was
glamorous, dangerous, and more than a little sad. For god’s sake,
he had hijacked her life right from beneath her! She woke up that
morning as a struggling, typical college girl, but he wasn’t intent
on letting her stay that way for long. No, instead he lured her in.
Despite the fact that he was married—to her boss!—despite the fact
that he had a kid, despite their difference in age... None of that
mattered to Parker, who’d seen something he wanted.

Claire had been fooled into a tryst with
Parker. Lured in on the promise of being special to him, the one
person who could truly tame and understand him. She’d submitted to
his sexual whims like the good little girl she wanted to remain. He
was incredibly dominant, in a way that Claire had never before
experienced. She fell in with his gender-specific, obvious ideals
about domination and submission, without ever putting in her own
two cents about what she wanted from sex, and what she needed from
a relationship. She never once opened her mouth to her master,
unless she was putting his dick inside of it.

Looking back, she couldn’t believe that she’d
tricked herself into thinking that she was in love with Parker. She
was having a fantastic time playing at being a cosmopolitan tramp,
that was for sure. And the lavish gifts and lifestyle sure didn’t
hurt. She had a fantastic time in Parker’s luxurious apartments and
hotel rooms, liked eating his expensive food and drinking his
expensive wine and booze. His decadent lifestyle was appealing,
that was for sure, and it seemed at first that he’d give her a real
shot of making something of herself, artistically.

What she didn’t consider then, and what it
hurt to consider ten years later, was that there were other lives
on the line, apart from her own, that were torn to pieces by her
little charade. As much as Claire despised her boss, it wasn’t fair
for her life to be torn apart because of some fantasy. Cheryl,
Parker’s ex, must have been humiliated by being replaced by someone
younger and sexier. And what about their son, Christopher? Claire
had no idea where he was now. She hoped that he didn’t hate her too
much for ruining it all.

Of course, the blame belonged with Parker as
well. He was the sort of man whose pleasure was first and foremost
in his mind. He didn’t care for a moment what the long-term impact
of his attention would be on Claire. He didn’t mind that she was in
over her head when it came to the roughness of their sex, the
danger of it. To be fair, she’d enjoyed the sex, most of the time.
Most of the time, it had been fantastic. But that wasn’t the point.
The point was that her life had been steered away from her own
needs.

It was an absolute miracle that she’d managed
to come back from that edge. It was a gift from some god in heaven
that, on their honeymoon, Claire had been able to see Parker for
what he was. It was a miracle that she’s come to this conclusion in
the middle of the Montana wilderness, escaped from Parker’s grasp,
and stumbled directly into Sam’s arms. The last thing she’d
expected after fleeing from Parker was to find exactly what she
needed, exactly what she was looking for. But you don’t turn
something like that down when it presents itself!

Claire said a little prayer of thanks every
day for the fact that Sam was waiting for her that fateful day.
Waiting to show her the beauty of a relationship wherein no one is
the dominant or the submissive, where both partners are just in
love, without any labels. Sam was the epitome of everything Claire
had really wanted in a man. He made her feel safe without
protecting her in a way that was condescending. He valued her ideas
and contributed his own. He wanted the same kind of life that she
did.

It turned out that the life they both wanted
was rather simple. A house in the woods, a brood of wonderful
children, tons of time spent together in marital bliss, and great
sex. Such great sex. Sure, it certainly helped that they’d never
have to worry about money for as long as they lived, but Claire
considered that a tax that Parker should have to pay for derailing
her life momentarily. God knows, she was better off for having
gotten rid of him, but she did still wonder at times what that
situation would have looked like, had she let it play out. Her
guess was “not good, not good at all”.

How could anything compare to the happiness
she had found in life? She was a wife, mother, and artist. She was
discovering new things about herself every day and thrilled with
the person she was becoming. In her quiet moments, she did say a
little thank you to Parker for plucking her out of her shitty
apartment and giving her a peek at the world. He wasn’t worth it in
the long run, but she’d found something that was. In the
unlikeliest of places, at the edge of the world, Claire had found
her happiness.
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The following is an
excerpt from the first episode in The Billionaire's Bargain series
– Taming Savannah

 


Savannah is an over-sexed coed living in the
East Village on a full ride to a prestigious NYC art school. She's
bored with school, her classmates and especially bored with the
pathetic attempts made by college boys to win her heart. When her
best friend Claire learns how she is really paying for her
above-average college lifestyle, she has some explaining to do.
Little does Savannah know that she will soon find the man that will
make her want to settle down and re-evaluate her life. Everything
is about to change as she experiences what it's like to be in a
serious relationship with a real man who can satiate her every
desire.

 


Read on for a small taste:

 


Loving the effect her touch was having on
him, she decided to see what else she could make this man do.
Savannah let her hands trace down the length of Gus’s torso,
beginning with his broad shoulders, then down the buttoned-up plane
of his chest. The professor did his best to remain cool-headed in
the face of his student’s advances, but it was useless. He knew
that giving in to her charms could put his career in jeopardy, but
with those hands, and those hips, and that succulent little pussy
waiting for him beyond the thin veil of her shorts, what on Earth
was he supposed to do? Savannah’s fingers reached the band of Gus’s
belt and she let out a small chuckle.

 


“I probably shouldn’t,” she cooed.

 


“Probably not,” Gus agreed.

 


“Will this affect my grade at all,
professor?”

 


“Don’t call me—”

 


“I’ll call you whatever I want
professor.”

 


“...Fine.”

 


“Lovely,” she grinned. “Now... whatever
should be do about this little situation we’ve gotten ourselves
into?”

 


“...Huh?”

 


“Let me see just how committed you are to
this course of action,” she purred, and she laid her tiny hand on
the pulsing bulge of Gus’s dick. He felt the air leave his lungs as
she caressed his swollen manhood. She fought to keep her own
breathing level, despite how excited she was. She could feel her
pussy getting wet at the thought of being fucked silly against the
hardwood desk. Still, mustn’t let him believe he was getting the
best of her. Savannah smiled naughtily at Gus and ran her hand
along the length of his cock, nodding her approval.

 


“Jesus...” Gus whispered, closing his eyes in
ecstasy. “You have no idea how long I’ve been thinking about
this.”

 


“Oh please,” Savannah said, lowering herself
until she was straddling the ever-growing girth of Gus’s dick,
“I’ve only been in your class for, like, two weeks. Most guys have
to wait much longer.”

 


“I guess I must rate, huh?” Gus asked, as
Savannah began to gyrate against his cock. Her slender fingers
began undoing his academic little buttons.

 


“Well, I’ve always been a sucker for
professors. You know, in high school my superlative in the
unofficial year book was Most Likely to Fuck a Professor.”

 


“You don’t say?” Gus gasped, wrapping his
hands around the small of Savannah’s back, drawing her down upon
his pulsating cock. “I guess they were right, huh?”

 


“Kind of,” Savannah breathed, getting
lightheaded as Gus’s member stroked her clit through their
clothing, “Except that I was already sleeping with my high school
track coach. So, they were a little behind the—”
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