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Laundry Day

The smell of freshly washed linen drying in the sun is one of the most magically sensuous scents I know. It's warm and clean and sweet, and when the gentle breeze blows off the field of wildflowers between the farmhouse and the creek at the edge of our property, carrying with it the perfume of the blue and yellow blossoms scattered through the long grass, I think I'm in heaven.

Also, the breeze feels awfully nice blowing up my dress.

I'd been putting off doing laundry until I was pretty much out of clothes: no panties, no shirts, no shorts, just a couple of long linen dresses and an old black skirt from my last job in the city. The farmhouse Calvin and I moved to this spring needs serious upgrades, not least to its laundry facilities: there's an old washer and dryer in the dank and dingy basement, with an ancient mangle squatting in the corner and frayed drying cords stretched along the low cobweb-laced ceiling, and the thought of spending any time in that dungeon-like space sent a chill down my spine.

But today, when the sun rose in a cloudless sky above the copse of ash trees between the house and the dirt road to town, the air filled with the sounds of buzzing bees and singing birds and the yellow light warm on my shoulder as it poured through the bedroom window, I got a sudden hankering to wash everything and hang it out in the sun. It feels like the first real summer day, not yet hot but hinting that heat was coming. The clothesline out back is sturdy, and I found a basket of wooden pins tucked in the linen closet, so as soon as Calvin heads off to catch the train to work, I swing into action, stripping the bed and dragging the overflowing hamper down to the cellar.

I haven't done my own laundry for years. In the city, we had a service for our clothes — I left a hamper of laundry outside the condo door on Wednesday, and it came back folded and fluffed on Thursday — and a maid for the towels and bedding. Calvin and I were simply too busy for the daily domesticity. But now I'm out of a job, Calvin is taking the train to the city every day, and it's time for me to get back into rhythms that I long ago forgot. And maybe — and this is the plan beneath this whole move — I'll find a new kind of bliss in the daily patterns of running a house.

And except for the dark little room in the basement with the washing machine, the process of doing the wash isn't bad at all. There's a quiet meditativeness to sorting by color and fabric, and the washing machine makes a pleasant swooshing sound as it churns our clothes in its suds-filled barrel. While the machine chugs and rumbles in the basement, I sit on the porch with a pot of tea and relax in a beam of golden sunlight.

Calvin has hired a bunch of local services to get this old farmhouse updated and presentable, and today appears to be the landscapers' day to work. There are four men working on the front and side yards, clearing brush and raking weeds and hauling big bags of mulch on their shoulders. Three look like college boys, young and broad shouldered, their shirtless skin kissed a burnished bronze by the sun. And one, a little older, appears to be the foreman, equally broad in a tight white t-shirt with "Randolph Landscaping LLC" printed across the front, his skin a rich shade of mahogany and his smooth-shaved head gleaming when he takes off his billed cap to wipe the sweat from his forehead. They are delightful to watch, sweat trickling over sculpted muscles, as they work.

Not that I'm just idly staring at the delectable man flesh on the lawn, though; I'm hard at work myself, carrying the dirty clothes down to the basement in batches and then lugging the heavy wet washing up the rickety wooden stairs and out the back door as the machine does its job. I started with delicate light-colored clothes, so it's mostly panties and bras and t-shirts swaying in the breeze at the start of the morning. I see the foreman round the corner with a shovel slung over his shoulder while I'm taking down the first batch to carry inside to fold, and he flashes a smile and looks quickly away at the sight of me giving a frilly pair of not-quite-there panties a shake before dropping them into the basket. I give him a grin, too, running my tongue wetly across my lips, but I don't think he saw me. His ass is gorgeous — round and high and tight — as he makes his way toward the side yard, whistling tunelessly in the sunshine.



I really shouldn't be staring at his ass. The whole reason we had to move to this isolated farmhouse is that my eyes — and hands, and mouth, and tongue — tend to wander when presented with something tasty. It's not that I don't love Calvin — I do, with all my heart! — it's just that sometimes — well, always — I need more. Calvin is handsome and passionate, a generous and inventive lover, and for most women, he would be more than enough to fulfill their every desire.

Alas, I am not most women.

Ever since I can remember, I've been thirsty for new experiences and exciting diversions. When I discovered sex — or when sex discovered me, and dragged me into its hot, rough embrace and never let go — I knew right away that I needed variety.

And it really is the variety I'm looking for, not the pleasure or the prowess. If I want a good fuck, I know exactly where to get it, and Calvin is more than happy to deliver it. But sometimes I need a touch of the strange, a glimpse of the hidden, a taste of forbidden fruit. It doesn't even have to be good to get me off — just new and fresh and, ideally, dangerous.

That's how I ended up bent over the conference room table, skirt up over my waist, looking out the 23rd story window while Brad, the HR intern, hammered me from behind. He was grunting and huffing and cursing, fingers squeezing into my hips with the effort to contain his climax, and I was enjoying the way the sunlight glimmered on the glass walls of the building across the street and reflected the wispy gray clouds that danced across the sky. I was nowhere near climax myself — it felt nice enough, getting fucked so enthusiastically, but Brad's thrusts were erratic and shallow, and I really need steady and deep to get off. An enthusiastic but untalented lover is better than one who knows what to do but refuses to do it, though, and I thought Brad might have potential if I worked with him enough.

Alas, that tutelage would never come to pass. Just as Brad pulled out and blasted a load of hot jizz across my ass, the conference room door swung open and I heard an angry, startled gasp. I looked over my shoulder and saw John from Accounting, who had taken me in a similar position more than a few times himself and would surely turn a blind eye to this indiscretion, but right behind him was Monica, Brad's supervisor, and I've never had the pleasure of being plowed by Monica, or vice versa. Not that I wouldn't mind opening up what I imagine is an incredibly tight puckered rosebud and working a finger or three into her holes; the opportunity to melt Monica's icy exterior just never came up. Maybe if it had, I wouldn't be on the farmhouse porch watching the parade of pecs while waiting for the washing machine to finish its next cycle.

Calvin and I have a standing appointment with a great marriage counselor, Elsie, who helps keep us on track. She understands my particular proclivities and acts as a sounding board for Calvin and me when we hit a rough patch. This wasn't the roughest of our patches — early on, before Calvin came to terms with what marriage to me was going to mean as far as fidelity goes, we had some very rough patches indeed — but it wasn't great. After listening to the whole sordid tale (well, minus the money shot details), and hearing Calvin's frustration at my failure to think through the consequences of that little assignation, she helped guide us toward the solution we landed on.

"You probably can't remove all temptations," Elsie said, "unless you move to Antarctica, but maybe you can remove some temptations?"

I was thinking about how much fun it would be to bang a research station full of Antarctic scientists — so smart! so cold! — while Calvin appeared deep in a different kind of thought. With a furrowed brow, he said, "Maybe a little time in the country would be good for us ..."

I arched an eyebrow at him, and Elsie leaned forward, pencil poised over her spiral notebook.

"My great-aunt Belinda's house near Milhawket," he said.

I raised my eyebrow higher and pursed my lips; I was aware of the existence of Milhawket, a little town about an hour away from the city by train, but I never felt the need to go there.

"It's been empty for a few years, since Aunt Belinda passed," Calvin continued. "My sister and I own it, but we've never figured out what to do with it. It's an old farmhouse, and still has about twenty acres of land. It was in decent shape the last time I was there, a couple of years ago, just needs a few improvements. It might be a place for ... a change of scenery?"

"Well, that sounds lovely," Elsie said, tapping her pencil on her chin. "I think that could be just what Dorothy needs to reset."

I rolled my eyes and sigh, but then I nodded. Maybe I do need a reset, I thought.



The last load I bring up from the basement is the sheets, and it's a lot heavier than I expect. The dense, soft Egyptian cotton has absorbed so much water that it weighs a ton, and it's a struggle to haul the basket up the basement stores and drag it out to the line. Sweat beads my forehead and the stretch of exposed skin above the low neckline of my linen dress shines with my effort. I drop the basket and lean down, hands on my knees, and take a few deep breaths of the fresh early-summer breeze.

I can hear an engine starting around the front of the house, and a few friendly shouts, and then the rumble of tires on gravel — the landscapers must be finished for the day. I sigh, thinking of all that bare skin I enjoyed, and then get back to work taking down the dry clothes so I can make room on the line for the sheets. Calvin's dress shirts smell fresh, like honey and wildflowers, from their time fluttering in the breeze under the bright sun, and I hold one of them up to my nose and breathe in deeply. I imagine the fabric against Calvin's shoulders, and the feel of the buttons against my fingers as I open the front, eager to undress him. I am going to take him for such a ride when he gets home, but that's hours away still ...

"Well, that's it for the day, Mrs. Warren," says a deep, rumbling voice behind me, and I jump with surprise. When I look up from my reverie, I see the foreman standing nearby, the sun at his back. Close up, he's even bigger than when I was watching him work, standing a full head and a half above me, a glittering sheen of sweat on his neck and under the band of his cap.

"Dorothy," I say when I catch my breath, and lean forward with an outstretched hand. "Call me Dorothy, please."

The giant grins, wipes his palm against his jeans, and takes my hand in his; his fingers are like steel rods cased in velvet — I can tell that he could crush my bones with the merest squeeze, but his grip is gentle and warm.

"Lee," he says, "Lee Randolph. We've got the mulch put in around the front and sides, and got yard all cleaned up. New plantings arrive later this week."

"New plantings," I say, my fingers lingering between his, not thinking about his words at all. I'm thinking about those fingers, thick and long, dusted in a fine layer of soil, and how they would feel dragged across my skin, dancing over my back, prying open my core.

"Hydrangeas," he says in his deep, velvety voice, "and forsythia. We'll be running some irrigation lines, too."

"Calvin's got big plans for the place, I guess," I say when Lee Randolph finally drops me fingers. I pick up the shirt that I dropped when he startled me, giving it a shake before I lie it across the basket of clean clothes.

"It's going to look nice when it's done," Lee says.

"Your crew sure looked nice doing the work," I say as I reach for the basket of wet bedding. I wink at him as I bend to grab a corner of the top sheet, leaning so my tits hang against the fabric of my dress.

Lee laughs and says, "The Nelson boys — two brothers and their cousin. Good kids, I'm glad to have them when they're home from school."

"I'm sure the ladies of Milhawket are glad when they're home, too," I say.

"I can't speak to that, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy, please."

"Dorothy. I can't say for sure, Dorothy, but I suspect those boys have their fans."

"And you, Lee Randolph?" I ask, standing with the sheet in my hands and stretching toward the clothesline. I can feel my nipples stiffen against the fabric of my dress, and I wonder if they're visible through the white material. "Is there a Mrs. Lee Randolph, or do you have fans in town, too?"

Lee grins. "I'm way too busy for a Mrs. Randolph," he says, "or for a whole lot of fans, at least during the planting season. But I suppose I get my share in the winter."

"That's an awfully long time to wait," I say, looking over my shoulder at him as I stretch up to pin the sheet to the line. I can feel the breeze rustling the fabric of my dress, tickling against my thighs.

"I'm a patient man," says Lee. "Can I give you a hand with that?"

"Certainly," I say, moving down the line and reaching for the little bag of pins sitting beside the basket of clean clothes. "Help me lift the sheet, please, it's pretty heavy."

He wipes his hands against his white t-shirt, leaving faint brown marks with his fingers, and takes the cotton carefully in his hands. I like the contrast of his dark hands against the white sheet, and I imagine all of him stretched out on the crisp bedding, mahogany skin dappled with sweat, sated from a long, leisurely fuck. I bite my lip and hand him a clothespin, delighting in the tingle his fingers send through me when we brush skin to skin.

"You know," I say as I brush past him, letting my hip push against his when I take the next section of the sheet from him and stand on tiptoe to reach the line, "you don't have to wait ..."

"Don't have wait for what?" he asks, loosening his grip on the sheet as I tug and pin.

"For the summer to end to have some fans," I say. "You could have a fan right here while you're on this project."

"Um, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

"Dorothy, I'm ... well, I'm flattered, but Mr. Warren ..."

"Mr. Warren and I have an agreement," I say, giving him a smile. My fingers brush his and I feel him tense. "A longstanding agreement, in fact."

"I ... well, Dorothy, that's interesting, but ..."

I close the distance between us with a single step and lean against him, sliding a hand down his back. He stands his ground and places those strong fingers in the small of my back, bunching the linen of my dress between them. When I look up at his face, I see his startled look being swept away by a happy grin, and there's a spark in his eyes that tells me my offer is being very carefully considered.

I take his hand and give a gentle pull, leading him around the half-hung sheet so it shields us from the gravel road that runs past the farmhouse. Then I take a step back from him and look him square in the eyes as I slip my dress from my shoulders and let it tumble in a pool around my ankles. He lets out a long sigh of appreciation at the sight of my nakedness — my firm, full breasts and hard nipples, the gentle curve of my hips and slope of my belly, the tangle of auburn hair between my thighs — and I smile with the knowledge that I have closed our deal.



The sheet snaps in the breeze as the wind picks up, warm and wet, sighing through the leaves of the trees along the creek, but the only sounds I'm paying attention to are the panting gasps coming from Lee and the smack of his hips against my ass. I'm holding onto the clothesline post, my arms wrapped tightly around the smooth wood, my shoulder pressed into it with each of Lee's thrusts, bent almost double. His strong fingers grip my hips and pull me against him, each thrust filling me completely.

"Holy fuck, Dorothy," Lee gasps, his fingers digging deep into my flesh. "Holy fuck ..."

I grin and grunt, pushing back to meet him, rolling my hips in a circle so the head of his cock slides deliciously along the walls of my pussy. I reach a hand between my legs, sliding fingers through the wet hair below my belly, around his throbbing shaft, and over his full, tight, heavy balls. He moans when I give those balls a squeeze, and then a gentle twist, and his fingers dig deeper. My fingers pulse around his balls in time with his thrusts.

Lee had wasted no time after I let my dress fall. He had his pants undone in a flash, his rampant, uncut cock jutting out below his t-shirt, and he reached both hands out to pull me close, one hand on my ass and the other squeezing a tit, fingers tugging my stiff nipple. I nuzzled his chest with my lips and bit at the sweat-damp cotton of his shirt. When he started to grab at the hem of his shirt to pull it off, I pressed a hand against his chest and said, "No, leave it on, I like the way it tastes ..."

He growled at that, turning my face up to his with a tug at my thick auburn hair, and pressed hungry lips against my mouth. His tongue pushed past my teeth and he nipped at my lips as he kissed me, then let out a groan when I wrapped both hands around his cock, sliding my fingers around his pulsing shaft. And then he turned me around, a strong hand pressing against my back until I was bent almost double, and shoved a powerful hand between my legs, spreading my already sopping lips apart as his fingers explored my depths.

I was more than ready for his cock when he pressed it to my entrance, even though its velvety head was quite a bit thicker than the three fingers he used to pry me open. Lee pushed into my channel with one sure, controlled movement, let out a grunt when he could push no further, and then settled into a rhythm that sent tremors through my body. He drove me up to the crest of one trembling climax, and then another, fucking me like a purpose-built machine. Now the only thing keeping me from collapsing in a puddle on the grass below the clothesline is his firm, steady grip on my hips.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," Lee groans, his voice catching on my name. "I'm going to come ..."

"Fill me," I gasp, squeezing his balls with one hand while the other grips the post. "Fill me with your seed ..."

And when he does, letting out a ragged cry while the hot jizz pours from his trembling cock, I squeeze my eyes shut, bite my lip, and ride yet another shuddering orgasm around his thick shaft.



Calvin seemed to enjoy the chicken and biscuits I had waiting for him for him when he got home, almost as much as he enjoyed the roll in the freshly washed sheets that I offered as dessert. Even though I showered after Lee left, I'm sure Calvin can smell him on me — the sweaty funk of another man on my skin always drives Calvin into a frenzy, and he gave me a pounding that left me deliriously numb and deeply satisfied.

As I lay in Calvin's arms, my head resting on his shoulder, I noticed a smudged thumbprint on the sheet — a souvenir from Lee's help hanging the bedding on the line. I grinned to myself and snuggled against my husband, my ear pressed to his still-hammering heart.

"I think I'm going to like it here," I whisper, lightly scraping his chest with my fingernails.

"Really?" he says. His fingers stroke my hair, and I remember how Calvin pulled my head back for that ravenous kiss.

"Oh yes," I say. "I see potential here."
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Special Delivery

Lee can't make time for special services every time he and the Nelson boys come to out to the farmhouse, but he stays on enough times over the next two weeks to give me some delightful workouts. I made up a bed in a ground floor bedroom for his visits — fucking him in the bed I share with Calvin seems a step too far even for me, even though I think it would prompt Calvin to give me a joyful pounding if I did — and he knows just what to do when I invite him inside after his work is done and beckon him down the hall.

On the days that he can stay after his outside work to provide some inside work, I'm absolutely satisfied: Lee continues to be an enthusiastic and energetic lover, talented with fingers, tongue, and cock, and I end each session in a puddle of thoroughly-fucked bliss. Whether he finishes me with his hungry mouth or his raging cock, Lee is always certain to finish me, and doesn't stop until I beg him to.

But, alas, he has other clients to service, though so far as I know he's not offering any bedroom services to them. When he shakes his head and whispers, "Not today, baby, we've got a big job on the other side of town," I do my best not to look too disappointed, though I'm sure he can sense my discontent. Even though I'm sure I'll get the full treatment from Calvin when he gets home — he's been receiving quite a lot of attention lately, with my motor so expertly primed by Lee! — I'm finding that two lovers simply aren't enough. Back in the city, I had a rotating cast of half a dozen, plus the occasional little fling with an intern (oh, the disastrous end one of those flings brought ...), the assortment of cocks and tongues at my disposal keeping me feeling fresh and desired.

One afternoon without Lee, while waiting for Calvin to come home to his damsel in distress and rescue her from the dragon of desire, I remember a favorite haunt of mine in the city: Lucky Fierce Vibes, a combination bar and toy store where you can sip a delightful flight of sake while enjoying an intimate demonstration of the latest advances in self-pleasure technology. I especially liked when Ronda was my guide there, because she was willing to bend the rules a bit and sometimes let me have a go at one of the toys she showed me. Lying alone on the guest room bed, I look up Lucky Fierce Vibes' website, and am overjoyed to discover they have a mail order operation. They won't send me Ronda (more's the pity!), but they will send me a Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator, which sure would be handy to have on a lonely afternoon at the farmhouse.



I watch my email anxiously all week for updates on the progress of my order. Lucky Fierce Vibes teases me at each step of the process: order received, order fulfilled, vibrator packed, package shipped ... When I close my eyes, I can hear the rumble of the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator's motor, and I can feel its insistent pulse in my core. While I long for Lee's cock even more, and am pleased to receive its attention twice after placing my order, I'm excited to test drive my new toy as soon as it arrives.

Thursday morning arrives with an email from Lucky Fierce Vibes — "Your new toy is on its way!" — and I spend the morning sitting on the porch, watching for the mail truck, which usually arrives by noon. At one o'clock, there's still no truck, and no vibrator, and I'm becoming increasingly frustrated, a tingle building inside me that only the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator can quell. By three o'clock, I've seen exactly two vehicles go by the farmhouse on the dusty gravel road, neither of which is carrying my vibrator. My hands ache from being squeezed into tight fists.

At six thirty, Calvin comes home, and he barely has time to open the door before I've launched myself at him, pressing him against the wall of the hallway to the kitchen, my hands fumbling for his belt. He lets out a startled cry that's muffled by my mouth against his, but soon he's pawing at my clothes, too, pulling my dress off over my head in one long sweep and then burying his hands in the hot, wet mess of my ravenous cunt.

He takes me on the floor, my head knocking against the wall with each thrust, my feet slapping his ass as I wrap my legs around him. I dig my fingers into his shoulders as I come, howling with the release I've so desperately needed since I started my vigil that morning, and shudder beneath Calvin when he explodes deep inside me with a howl of his own.



"Milhawket Post Office," the voice on the other end of the phone call says, "Frank speaking. How can I help you?"

"Dorothy Warren here," I say, putting on my best no-nonsense voice even though I'm still a bundle of anticipation despite the very nice farewell fuck Calvin gave me before leaving for the train. "I was expecting a delivery yesterday ..."

"Warren, Warren, Warren," Frank mumbles, and I can hear clicking noises in the background. "Oh, Ms. Warren, you're south of town off the old Sutter's Creek Road, correct?"

"That's right," I say.

"I'm so sorry about the day," says Frank. "Our carrier for the south side of town has been sick, and I've been scrambling for a replacement, but it doesn't look like we'll be able to make that delivery until tomorrow."

"Tomorrow?" I gasp, feeling my face flush at the desperate tone in my voice. I take a deep breath and ask, "Would it be possible for me to come in and pick it up myself?"

"Oh, certainly, Ms. Warren," Frank says. "We're open until three, just come up to the desk and present your ID."

"Thank you so much," I say, glancing at the clock above the kitchen table — it's not yet ten o'clock. "I'll come by in a bit."

When Calvin goes to the train station, he takes our only car, leaving me about eight miles outside of town. Sometimes, if I've got errands like groceries to handle, I drop him off and keep the car, but most days it suits me fine to stay at the farmhouse. If Lee is able to visit, I'm plenty occupied, and if not, I've been working on perfecting my pie crust — if I'm going to live for a while as a farm wife, I might as well throw myself into the role.

Most days it suits me fine, but today I need to find some transportation. Back in the city, I could call a cab, or use a ride app, catch the bus in a pinch; I could walk a few blocks to the light rail station and be on my way to the airport or the train station in minutes, with the entire world laid out before me. But at the farmhouse outside Milhawket, the world is both very far and very large: there's no bus, no cabs, and I'm invisible to the ride shares out here. I could walk to town, but I don't relish the thought of trudging along a dusty gravel road in the hot sun for a couple of hours to get my package, and then trudging back home.

Then I remember I spotted an old yellow bicycle in one of the sheds when we were moving in. I hurry out to see if it's functional.

The bike is an old three speed with a rusty chain and one flat tire, cobwebs clinging to its step-through frame. It has a dusty white basket attached to the front with twine, a pair of faded plastic daisies giving it a cheery appearance. It's heavy when I pull it out, and the chain complains when I give it a push, but I spot a little stack of tire tubes and a plastic bottle of chain grease on a shelf above the bike, and a pump in the corner of the shed. I wheel the bicycle out into the sunlight. If I want my Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator — and oh, do I ever — I'm going to have to get this yellow beast in working order.



By noon, I'm rolling down the gravel road toward town, my purse tucked into the basket and the breeze blowing through my long auburn hair. I haven't changed a bicycle tire in years, and it took some trial and error to get the tube seated and the tire back on the rim; my fingers are sore and a little greasy, and there are some black streaks on my short blue dress, but I'm very proud of myself for tackling this challenge.

I'm also very horny, and the pressure of the bicycle seat between my legs isn't helping. Every bump sends a tingle of exquisite agony through me; the broad seat rumbles against my ass, and the nose presses my clit when I push down on the pedals. Thinking about the special package at the end of my ride isn't making me any less tingly, and soon my panties are soaking wet.

Fearing that the damp cotton will cause uncomfortable chafing, I hop off the bike, look up and down the road to make sure I'm alone, and slide my panties off. I give the seat a quick wipe with my panties, knocking any stray dust and cobwebs away, and tuck them into my purse, and then step through the frame and ease my ass back onto the seat, letting my dress drape behind me. And then I'm back on the road, feeling no less horny but much more comfortable.

The last mile into Milhawket is down a long, winding hill, and I lift my feet off the pedals and let the bike roll. The breeze blows up my skirt, cool against my tingling pussy, and I'm pretty sure if the hill were longer or the road a little bumpier it would be enough to push me over the edge. As it is, I coast to a stop outside the white clapboard post office, face flushed and heart racing, right on the edge of climax. I feel a little dizzy as I slide off the seat, adjusting my dress so it covers my ass again, and wheel my bike to the side of the building.

The post office consists of a small lobby area with a wall of metal post boxes, a long counter with pens and rolls of tape, and a service window above a wooden half door. A man is leaning on the service window's counter on the other side of the door, apparently reading a paperback; he looks up and smiles at me when the bell above the entry door jingles, and I flounce my skirt and smile back, suddenly aware that my panties are still in the purse slung over my shoulder.

"How can I help you?" the man asks, folding down the corner of the page he was on and setting the paperback aside. He looks to be in his mid forties, maybe fifty, his wavy brown hair graying a little at the temples and tiny wrinkles visible at the corners of his eyes. He's handsome enough, with a friendly smile, though perhaps a bit soft around the middle.

"I called earlier," I say, "about a package I need to pick up?"

"Oh, Ms. Warren," he says, ducking down behind the door and emerging with a cardboard box. The box is a rectangle about a foot long and four inches wide; there's a neon pink label on one side with "LFV" printed in bright green letters, and a pink four-leaf clover sticker on the ends, resembling the neon sign outside the Lucky Fierce Vibes shop back in the city. My pussy tingles at the sight, a perfectly pavlovian response to memories of the fun times I've had in the decadent shop.

"Oh god," I whisper, then put my fingers to my lips, blushing at having spoken out loud. "Yes, that's it, thank you so much!"

"I'll just need your ID," says the man — this must be Frank from the phone this morning. He reaches under the counter and takes out a spiral bound leger book and flips through the yellow pages.

"Of course," I say, fishing inside my purse with shaking fingers. My hand brushes against my balled up panties, still damp from the start of my ride, and I blush again. I tuck the moist cotton deeper into my purse, find my wallet, and set my driver's license on the counter.

Frank picks up my license and squints at it, then looks at me with his head cocked to the side, and then looks back down at my license. I feel my pulse quicken, worried that there's something wrong and that I'm not going to get that precious box.

"Is something the matter?" I ask, trying to keep my voice steady despite the desperate desire coursing through my veins.

"Oh, not at all," Frank says, smiling and handing the license back to me. "The address on your license is still your city address — you just moved into the old Baker house by Sutter's Creek, right?"

"That's right," I say, putting my license back into my purse. My fingers brush my panties again and I feel my ears burning.

He nods and reaches for a pen, then makes a mark in the ledger book. Then he looks back at me and smiles; there's a glimmer of something in his eyes that I'm having trouble placing.

"It's been empty a long time," he says. "I suppose there's a lot of work that needs to be done. To make it presentable."

"My husband has hired a lot of contractors," I say. "Carpenters are coming tomorrow to do some work on the cabinets, there's a mason who's going to start on the chimneys next week. The landscaping crew has been there ... a lot, I guess ..."

"You're using Lee Randolph for that?"

It's more of a statement than a question, and I feel a prickle at the back of my neck. Does he know something about all the uses I've found for Lee Randolph? How could he know, and why would he care?

"I am," I say, looking away from him; I'm afraid if I catch his eye, he'll see something in my face that betrays my filthy secrets.

"Good man, Lee Randolph," Frank says, nodding. "Very talented. Lots of folks use him, he definitely has a way of perking things up."

"That he does," I agree.

"Well, I don't mean to keep you," Frank says. "You seemed mighty anxious to retrieve this package, it must be important."

He slides the box across the counter to me, and our fingers brush as I take it in my hand. It shakes when I turn it over to look at the label, and I hear its contents rattle inside.

"It is," I say. "Important, that is. Kind of ... urgent."

"Well, like I say, I don't mean to keep you, then," he says. "You must have some serious business to take care of with that package to come into town on a Friday afternoon."

"Yes," I say, feeling the tingle of perspiration at the small of my back. "It's ... I ... quite serious ..."

I look at Frank, catching his eye, and I'm certain he can look right into my mind at the filthy, filthy thoughts lurking inside my head. His tongue sweeps across his bottom lip as his smile broadens, but he says nothing in response. My head feels light and a little dizzy, just like when I rolled down the hill with my arousal growing.

"Maybe," I say, then take a deep breath, resting my hands on the service shelf so they won't shake. "Maybe you'd like to see?"



My hands are shaking so hard that I take three tries to catch a corner of the tape holding the box closed and yank it free. I'm sitting on the edge of an old steel desk in the back of the post office, my knees together to keep my skirt from riding up my thighs, with Frank sitting in a metal and vinyl chair across from me, his eyes level with my legs. He's leaning with his elbows on his knees, face close enough that I can feel his warm breath on my skin.

When I offered to show him the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator in action, Frank's eyes lit up and a warm flush brightened his face. He slammed the service window closed with a bang, threw open the door, and ushered me past a pair of large canvas bags and down a hallway garishly lit by buzzing fluorescent tubes. With his fingers on my back, he guided me to a windowless office, motioned to the desk squatting in the middle of the room, and locked the door behind us with a click.

I tear the tape and pull the flap open, then reach my fingers inside. The device is encased in bubble wrap, its pink and purple color visible through the opaque plastic. I set it on the desk beside me; something rattles inside the box, and I tip it over on my lap. Out falls a bundle of batteries held together with tape and a little pink and green bottle, the word "LUBE" printed on the side in bright blue letters. I feel my face grow hot; there's something about the bottle of lube that makes this whole enterprise seem even filthier.

With trembling fingers I pull at the wrapping, tearing and twisting until it starts to come away. I let the bubble wrap flutter to the floor and hold up the long pink and purple cylinder so Frank can see it clearly. There's a bulbous, round head a shade of pink darker than the shaft, and a shorter purple appendage jutting out from the bottom and running parallel to the vibrator's body. I twist the base, unscrewing the cap that hides the battery compartment, and then drop the four batteries inside. When I screw the base back on and press the button, causing the vibrator to spring to life with a low, rumbling buzz, Frank's eyes go wide and he leans closer, lips parted.

"It's huge," Frank whispers, his voice hoarse. I notice that his hands are shaking, too, as he drums his fingers on his knees.

I smile at him, running a finger around the bulbous head as if it were the velvety ridge of a cockhead. Then I circle the shaft with my thumb and forefinger, sliding my hand down its length, and I hear Frank let out a long, low sigh as he shifts on the chair. I hold his eyes while I stroke the dildo's shaft, letting my tongue dance across my lips.

"It's big enough," I say, my voice gravelly with need. "But I've had bigger. Much bigger."

While Frank leans closer to me, I slowly shift my knees apart. His eyes are fixed on the shadows cast by the hem of my dress, peering into the cavern formed by the fabric and my thighs for a glimpse of the mysteries hidden in my darkness. I walk the fabric up my thigh with the fingers of one hand, baring my legs a fraction of an inch at a time, while the other hand holds the still-vibrating dong against my belly. Waves of pleasure rumble through me, and my breath comes in gasps.

The hem of my dress is high on my thighs now, and I'm sure that Frank has caught a glimpse at least of the auburn bush lurking in the shadows. My pussy tingles at the thought of his eyes on me, and of the vibrator sliding into my delicate folds. I keep the Kiwami against my belly, though, moving in slow circles against the fabric of my dress, as I gently pull the hem higher and let my thighs fall apart. Frank lets out a low moan and almost slides off the seat of the chair when he moves in for a closer look, and I have to stifle a giggle.

"I'll show you mine," I say, pulling the hem just a little higher, "if you show me yours."

There is no hesitation at all as Frank reaches for his belt buckle. In a flash, he has his pants and underwear around his ankles, his cock hard and glistening with a smear of pre-cum, and he starts to unbutton his shirt while staring into my face.

I lift my ass and pull my dress up around my hips, then kick off my shoes and prop my bare feet on the top of the desk, my weeping pussy open and glistening in the harsh fluorescent light. Leaning back on one elbow, I bring the vibrator from my belly to my thigh, letting it buzz against my skin until my leg starts to get numb.

Frank throws his shirt to the floor, toes off his shoes, and kicks his slacks and shorts to the side, leaning back in the chair wearing nothing but a pair of black socks. He takes his cock in his hand and gives it several firm tugs; it's long and thin, rising from a tangle of light brown hair that looks surprisingly soft. His belly is a little soft, too, with the slight paunch of a postmaster rather than the hard muscles of a landscaper, but there's something comfortable about his shape. I can imagine his belly pressed to mine, his sweat and mine making our skin slick, as that rapier of a cock stabs into me. He cups his balls with the other hand and grins, nodding at the vibrator in my hand.

"Show me," he says. "Let me see this important package at work."

I grin and move the buzzing tool to my other thigh, and then run the round nob along the top of my bush. I slowly guide it lower, letting it graze my lips as it moves from thigh to thigh, and I shudder. Frank is stroking his cock slowly, his thumb sliding across the purple head and smearing pearly liquid along the ridge. When the Kiwami's buzzing tip slides across my swollen clit I let out an astonished gasp — holy fuck, I didn't know I was that close! — and then throw my head back and let the orgasm wash over me.



Some people think the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator is a little aggressive. Even at its lowest setting, its vibrations are intense and constant, sending spiking pulses of pleasure through my body when I hold it against sensitive skin. The people at Lucky Fierce Vibes can be nervous about selling them to unsuspecting customers, and require you to read through a disclaimer about the ferocity of its effects and try to stear you toward other toys that are a little subtler in their effects. But I had the great pleasure of watching Ronda demonstrate the Kiwami Ten one leisurely afternoon, bringing herself to orgasm after leg-shaking, butt-clenching, mind-blowing orgasm, and I knew right away that I would need to upgrade to this infernal machine.

While Frank watches, I use the vibrator to tease my sopping lips apart, the buzzing movement of the head and shaft making my delicate folds dance. I'm so wet that I don't need to open the little bottle of lube that came with the toy; I'm able to slide the bulbous head past my entrance with ease, and then probe my hidden spaces for the bundles of nerves that will catapult me into the stratosphere of pleasure.

I make short, shallow thrusts, taking in just the first two or three inches of the shaft. The rounded end shivers inside me, its oscillations growing wider as I press the buttons on the base to take it through its four speeds. The appendage that rises from the base writhes as well, seeking my clit, but I keep that part away from me for now.

Frank matches my rhythm and speed with his hand, tugging at just the top inch or so of his cock. His eyes are focused on my cunt, on the toy moving steadily between my lips, buzzing and rumbling as my fingers flick across the buttons on the base. His eyes are glassy and his mouth is slack.

As much as I love getting fucked by a warm, hard cock, there are times that a toy is just what I need. I can control the experience completely, adjust the toy's depth and speed and vibration to my desires as they change, exploring all the possibilities. When Lee fucks me, I have no choice but to ride along with his passions, letting him dominate my pussy and use me for our mutual pleasure; but when I fuck myself with a toy, I can slow down and get lost in the subtler, quieter aspects of my arousal.

What I really like about the Kiwami Ten, I realize, is the big knob at the end. Calvin has a nice, thick head on his cock, and Lee's has an interesting shape with a flared ridge, and both scrape deliciously across the walls of my pussy and push into my G-spot's button when they're fucking me, but their cocks don't pulse and shake the way the Kiwami Ten does. When I hold the vibrator just right, the buzzing head pushing against a spot about two inches into my channel, I launch myself into orbit, spiraling weightlessly through unending waves of orgasm until I can see only stars and spots of blackness while my eyes roll into the top of my head.

After I've caught my breath, I look down to see that Frank has taken his hand off his cock. The shaft bounces as he fondles his balls, and he stares at my sopping cunt with wide, astonished eyes.

"Do you like it?" I ask, bringing a hand between my legs to part my lips, showing my bulging clit. "Show me how you like it — stroke your dick hard!"

Frank makes a rumbling noise deep in his throat. His cock trembles as he wraps his fingers around the shaft, and he pumps his hand up and down his length. I push the Kiwami deeper into me and groan as it fills me. The buzzing arm sticking up from the base grazes my clit, sending tremors of delight through me, and I turn the vibrator's shaft so the little appendage nestles against the side of my swollen nub. My legs shake and I collapse back on the desk, knees up, both hands wrapped around the vibrator's base as I fuck myself with abandon.

I hear Frank's panting breath closer to me, and turn my head to see that he's standing beside the desk, one hand gripping his balls while the other strokes his shaft, his eyes fixed on my hungry, pulsing cunt. I let my legs fall open so he can feast his eyes on the creamy wetness that I'm churning into a lacy froth with the vibrator's thrusts, and on the pulsing nub of my clit with the tickler buzzing against it. My auburn bush is sopping wet, the hair tangled and glistening with my juices, and nectar spills down my thighs. I groan and lift my ass as another orgasm overtakes me.

"Oh fuck," Frank grunts, his thighs pressed against the desk and his cock hovering above my trembling belly. "Oh fuck, Dorothy, your cunt is so beautiful ..."

"Thank you," I gasp, and then giggle. I'm delirious with delight, riding a wave of pleasure that refuses to crest.

"I'm going to come," he gasps, his hand a blur on his shaft.

"On my belly," I say, twisting my hips toward him. "Come on my belly."

Frank groans, bucking his hips in counterpoint to his strokes, and throws back his head as a rope of jizz shoots from his cock. His seed splashes against my hip, and then another pulse falls on my navel. The warm, thick liquid trickles over me as I shudder and shake, Frank coaxing every drop onto me.



Frank offers to drive me home, but I insist on getting back under my own power; I feel the need to spend a little time with my thoughts. I pull my panties out of my purse and use them to wipe up the mess Frank left on my belly, pushing the sopping ball of cotton into his hands when I'm done. He wraps a fist around the cum-drenched panties and smiles at me, his eyes sparkling. I give him a peck on the cheek as I slide off the desk, giving my dress a shake as it falls back into place over my ass, and walk unsteadily toward the door.

There's no way I'm going to be able to ride my bike up the hill out of town, not after all the tremors that shook me in the post office, so I walk along the side of the road, leaning into the handlebars for support. The breeze is cool and dry on my face, the sun warm on my shoulders, and the only sounds are the crunch of gravel under my shoes and the songs of birds in the trees lining the road.

My mind had been fogged by lust for two days, my body trembling with anticipation of my new toy's promised delights, and I'm willing to chalk up the strange encounter with Frank to extreme horniness on my part. It wouldn't be the first time my desire got the best of me, leading me down odd but delightful paths. But there's something nagging at me, questions that aren't answered by horniness alone.

Frank seemed to know about my dalliances with Lee; he didn't come right out and say as much, but he dropped hints. And I'm suspicious of the entire errand to retrieve my package now — it seems too convenient by half that mail delivery to the farmhouse would be interrupted just when I'm expecting the Kiwami's arrival.

Did Frank know about the Kiwami before it arrived? But how could he? I never mentioned my little treat for myself to Lee, nor to Calvin. Maybe he recognized the Lucky Fierce Vibes packaging and plucked it from the deliveries, hoping to entice whoever ordered it when they came to collect?

I'm no more clear about the afternoon's events when I reach the top of the hill, but my legs, at least, are less wobbly. I step through the frame and lift my bare ass onto the seat, enjoying the way the sun-warmed leather feels against my skin. When I get back home, I'll have time to throw a casserole into the oven for Calvin's return, and then I can meditate a bit with the Kiwami's help.
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Rolling It Out

I'm in the kitchen on Monday, rolling out a ball of dough that chilled in the refrigerator overnight, when I hear a knock on the door. I set down the rolling pin, wipe the flour from my hands on the front of my apron, and go to answer it.

"Hey, baby," Lee says in that velvety voice. He's holding a bouquet of spring flowers — tulips and daffodils, bright yellow and deep red — with a wide smile on his face. I go up on my toes to kiss his cheek, then lead him by the hand into the house.

"I wasn't expecting you today, was I?" I ask, walking him into the kitchen. I find an old glass milk bottle in one of the cupboards and rinse it in the sink, then hand it to Lee for the flowers.

"We had a cancellation this morning," he says as he arranges the flowers in the bottle, "so I thought I'd swing by and see how you're doing."

I laugh and return to my dough.

"What you mean to say," I say, "is you thought you'd swing by and give me a quick fuck since you've got time to kill."

"Quick doesn't have to mean bad," he says, stepping behind me and putting his hands on my hips. His breath is warm on my neck, and when he leans down to kiss my head, I feel his erection against my back. I can't help but lean into him, enjoying his heat.

"Well, maybe I'm busy," I say, patting the dough with a floured hand and then pushing my palms into the springy ball. My baking skills have greatly improved since moving into the farmhouse, progressing quickly from the chocolate chip cookies I used to make once in a blue moon to a pretty decent pie crust that may not win any blue ribbons yet but seems to satisfy Calvin.

"Too busy for a little landscaping?" he asks. His hands on my hips move around to my front, his palms pressing into my apron as he pulls me against his firm body.

"I need to roll this out or it'll get dry," I say, shifting my hips so the bulge in his jeans rests against the top of my ass. "It's time sensitive."

"Well, don't let me distract you from it," he says. His hands slide up my body, brushing my breasts beneath my apron.

"Oh, I won't," I say. "I'm very good at being focused."

"I won't dispute it," Lee says. He squeezes my tits as he bends down to flick his tongue against my ear, and he whispers, "I've seen that look in your eyes when you're riding my cock — total focus."

I close my eyes, picturing what Lee must be imagining: me squatting over his raging erection, hands pressed into his chest, hair hanging over my face as I stare into his eyes and fuck him with focused intensity. It's one of my favorite ways to come, completely in control, my clit sliding along his slippery shaft, his hands resting on my thighs. I imagine the sensations of his cock filling my channel, of his sweat-slick skin under my palms, of my legs pressing into his hips as I quiver with the first hints of climax.

I let out a sigh, realizing that I'm losing focus on my pie crust, and redouble my efforts, making the countertop shake with the pressure of my hands against the dough. Lee nibbles at my ear and then slides his tongue down the length of my neck, his warm, most breath blowing against my skin. It's very hard to keep my focus on the dough, but I'm trying.

The first few pies I made at the farmhouse were absolute failures. The crusts crumbled like dry crackers, burnt at the edges, and the filling — canned apples and berries from the grocery store in town — was soggy and bland. I was on the verge of giving up; I even considered telling Calvin that this move was a terrible mistake, that I wasn't cut out for life in the country and the pies were the proof.

But then I found a dusty old binder in one of the kitchen cupboards, behind a stack of chipped crockery, overflowing with brittle yellow pages across which spidery handwriting danced. They were the recipes left behind by at least three generations of the Baker women, Calvin's aunts, who had lived in this farmhouse.

In addition to their notes on baking — pies, cakes, biscuits, breads — the recipe book included observations about weather, and birds, and gossip from town. There were notes scribbled in the margins, like conversations going back and forth over the decades between these long-dead women, full of fiery spirit and good cheer, as well as useful advice for success in the kitchen.

As I rummaged through the kitchen, I also found their mixing bowls and measuring cups, and some of the instructions in the recipes took on new meaning. "Copper spoon of honey" didn't mean some standard measure of a tablespoon or teaspoon, it meant a specific, battered and tarnished, spoon that was tucked in the back of the silverware drawer. The "tin cup (dented)" was a little cup that was sitting in an empty flour container on the counter, a little smaller than a standard cup, and when I used it to measure out the flour for my pie crust instead of one of matching collapsible silicone cups I brought from the city, the results were like night and day: using their words and their tools, my pies were suddenly aromatic and rich, with buttery crusts and tart fillings. I don't think they're quite county fair blue ribbon quality yet (I also found a dusty bundle of prize ribbons at the bottom of a drawer, spanning a half dozen decades of the Baker women's dominance at the Milhawket Fair), but they're a damn sight better than they were.

I'm pressing out my dough into a perfect circle with a rolling pin the Baker ladies left behind — it rattles when I lift it, but it rolls straight and true — when Lee's lips make their way down my back and over the curve of my ass. His hands slide under my apron, finding the big white buttons of the red gingham dress I'm wearing underneath it, and he deftly opens it and slips his hands up over my belly. I sigh and let my hips shift so his mouth can tease the round slope of my buttocks as he kneels behind me.

Lee lets out a laugh when he flips my dress up past my hips, and he gives my bare ass a playful bite. I squeal with surprise and delight.

"Where's your panties, baby?" Lee asks through his chuckles, and then runs a smooth, wet tongue across my ass.

"Panties are for losers," I say with a laugh, bending at the waist so his tongue can trace a line to my thigh and then onto the delicate skin below my cheeks. Ever since my bicycle ride into town, I've left my panties folded away in my dresser drawers, preferring the soothing breezes that puff below my dress and cool my pussy, which seems to be running hotter and hotter lately.

"Well, my Dorothy is definitely a winner, then," Lee says, his breath warm on my ass while his fingers explore between my legs. He gently strokes my lips, inviting them to part before his delicate touch, and he tugs at the auburn hair on my mound.

I take a deep breath, steadying myself against the counter, and then carefully lift my circle of dough into a copper pie pan with scalloped edges, glistening with a thin coating of lard. I press the dough with my fingers as Lee presses my pussy with his; he might be handy in the kitchen, I think, if I could get him to focus on baking and not my warm, slick flesh.

Lee leans his cheek against my ass and suddenly pushes a finger into me, and I let out a gasp and a sigh. He bends his finger at the second knuckle and gently strokes the wall of my vagina, drawing more gasps out of me. It takes all my concentration to reach for the bowl where I've been letting the sugar and honey melt into the blueberries, raspberries, and blackberries that had been simmering quietly on the stove while I made my breakfast tea this morning.

"That pie sure smells sweet," Lee says, bringing a second finger to join the first, pushing my channel open, "but not as sweet as this tasty treat."

His tongue flicks across my lips, drawing down my musky nectar, and I groan, almost spilling the bowl of berries. My hands shake as I tip the bowl into the crust, and I drop it onto the counter with a clatter when Lee presses his other hand through my tangled bush and finds my throbbing clit.

"Oh, fuck, Lee," I gasp, holding the countertop with both hands as his mouth works over my ass and pussy, his long, nimble tongue lapping at my juices. "Let me put my pie in the oven before you eat me out!"

"I'm hungry, baby," he says, his voice muffled, the vibrations of his mouth sending waves of pleasure through me. "You can't let a man starve, it wouldn't be right."

"You can't let my pie go to waste, either!" I say, and then groan when he moves his mouth below me and sucks my labia between his lips.

"Ain't nothin' going to waste, baby," he says when he comes up for air.

With great effort, I pull my ass away from Lee's mouth and stumble across the kitchen to the big oven on the wall, which was pre-heating before I heard the knock on the door. This old kitchen has two ovens — a small one under the stovetop for biscuits and muffins, and the big one on the wall for pies and bread and cakes — and it seems a waste not to use all of the resources at my disposal. Lee follows me on his knees, his fingers reaching for my flesh. I dance out of his grasp and grab the pie from the counter, pull the oven door open, and slide the pie into the heat just as Lee reaches me.

I slam the oven door shut, and he spins me around to face him, still on his knees. He lifts my dress and apron, pushes his mouth into my muff, and suddenly I'm rising into the air, thighs on his shoulders and back against the oven, laughing and squealing. I rest my hands on his smooth head as he settles me into place, my cunt open to his lapping tongue, and he turns me around and staggers toward the hallway to the bedroom, his tongue flicking against my throbbing clit.



The breeze plays with the lace curtains hanging over the windows, bringing the delicate scent of honeysuckle and roses into the bedroom. I can smell the pie baking in the kitchen, and I can also smell the musky, salty tang of Lee's sweat as he lies beside me, breathing softly. His cock is at rest, retreated into its cozy covering of skin, but it's still thick and heavy. His belly gleams from the juices that poured from my cunt when I road him to a shuddering climax, and when I put my fingers between my legs I can feel his thick white seed on my lips and thigh.

"Holy fuck, baby," Lee sighs, tangling my auburn hair in his fingers and pulling my face to his for a long, deep kiss. "I think you broke me."

I dance my fingers down his chest and belly and through the coarse hair that curls around the base of his cock. His cock stirs against his thigh, and I circle his heavy balls with a finger.

"It looks like it still works," I say. "I'd be happy to inspect it, though, and fix any damage I might have done."

He laughs and kisses me again, squeezing one of my tits with his broad, strong fingers. His cock stirs again, and I feel his balls tighten in my hand.

"Give me a little rest, baby," he chuckles. "I need to recover. But I'd be happy to lick your cream if you still need some attention ..."

I grin, my nipples stiffening under his hands. The thought of straddling Lee's face and riding his tongue to another climax, smearing his jizz and my juices all over his lips and chin, is very tempting, but I have a few questions to clear up first.

"Maybe I'll do that," I say, leaning down to lick the salty sweat from his shoulder as I run a hand over his soft, heavy cock. "Or maybe I'll take care of things myself with a little help from my new toy."

Lee sits up, supporting himself on one elbow, and says, "I didn't know you had a new toy."

"Oh, didn't you?" I say. I slide to the side of the bed and open the nightstand by the headboard.

The Kiwami Ten has been sleeping in the drawer since I took it for a ride Friday afternoon, before Calvin got home, my mind racing with images of Frank watching me get myself off in the back room of the post office. I didn't need its help over the weekend, because from the moment Calvin got home Friday evening to the moment he left for the training this morning, I kept him on a short leash of servicing my increasingly fiery needs. I wanted to ask him about Frank — did he have something to do with my package being intercepted? — but Calvin was all too willing to attend to my body, which had the effect of quieting my mind.

Until now.

I take the Kiwami Ten out of the drawer and then roll back onto the mattress next to Lee. His eyes widen when I press the button on the base, causing it to rumble to life. The piston inside its soft, smooth sheath rolls, making the knob on the end move in slow circles, while the appendage rising from the bottom buzzes. I take Lee's hand and hold it to the tip of the little appendage, and I see a smile spread across his face.

"Damn, baby," Lee says, gently taking the device from me and lying back on the pillows. He holds it up to his face, turning it over with wonder as it trembles in his hands. "This is quite the toy indeed."

"I've had my eye on it for a while," I say, resting my head on his chest and running my hand along his belly. I look down along his body and see that his cock is stirring back to life, thickening as I touch his sweaty skin. "I had to special order it from a place in the city."

"No surprise there," says Lee. "I can't imagine Milhawket has anyplace that sells something like this."

"Oh, you'd be surprised," I say, thinking of the little box I saw tucked away between the dressing rooms at Connie's Consignment Cove. "But this is a little high end."

"So does this mean you're not getting the action you need?" he asks, circling the shaft with his fingers and stroking it. I feel my belly tighten at the sight of Lee rubbing my sex toy. "I thought sure that between me and your husband ..."

"Oh, I'm getting all of that kind of action I need," I say, my hand moving lower, fingers grazing to base of Lee's cock. "But sometimes I need a little alone time, you know?"

"I would have thought you'd be all worn out from the attention you're getting," says Lee. "I know I'm pretty worn out when I get done with you."

"So you never jerk off?" I ask. His cock is almost fully erect again, and I guide it up along his stomach so I can run a finger up and down the sensitive underside. It lifts under my touch, straining toward my hand.

"I wouldn't say that, exactly," says Lee. "I mean, sometimes ..."

"Sometimes?" I say, wrapping my fingers around the swollen head of his cock. "How often?"

"Honestly?"

I put a hand against his chest and kiss one of his nipples, making him gasp.

"Honestly," I say.

"Pretty much every night, before I go to sleep," he says. "And sometimes in the morning, I like a nice little stroke in the shower."

"Show me," I say, leaning an elbow against his chest. I pluck the Kiwami from his hands and hold the tip against one of his nipples, making him squirm and giggle.

"Show you?" he asks.

"Show me. How you jerk off before you go to sleep."

"That's a little personal, baby," Lee says, then groans when I slide the buzzing Kiwami down his chest to his belly and back up to his nipples, making them stiffen.

"Show me how you do it," I say, "and I'll show how I do it."

Lee looks at me and grins. I slide the Kiwami across his belly and then onto mine, letting out a sigh as it buzzes against my skin, and then slide it slowly over my mound until the oscillating tip rests just above my clit. Tingles of electric pleasure shoot through me at its touch.

Lee reaches between his own legs and takes his cock into his hand. With his thumb he pulls the foreskin back, exposing the dark purple tip, and then runs his finger around the weeping hole, spreading the drops of pre-cum across the velvety knob. I watch with fascination as he draws his foreskin down the length of his shaft, exposing the sensitive skin, and begins to stroke with a slow, steady rhythm.

"That's beautiful," I say as I slide the tip of the Kiwami over the cleft of my cunt and let it buzz against my delicate folds. I look down and see the sparkle of my nectar in the light pouring through the lace curtains.

"So are you, baby," Lee says, his free hand tickling my hip. "You look so juicy and wet."

"I'm soaking," I say, parting my pussy lips with two fingers and playing the Kiwami around the entrance to my channel. I can feel my juices dribbling down my thigh. "And you're hard as an iron rod."

"I can't help being hard for you," he says. "You're so fucking sexy."

"What do you think about when you're jerking off?" I ask. The tip of the Kiwami is lodged at my entrance, and I flip my thumb back and forth along the buttons on the base, making the vibrations change from a quiet purr to an urgent throb and back again.

"Your pussy," Lee says, closing his eyes and slowing the pace of his strokes, his fingers lingering on the tip of his cock. "And how nice it feels to be inside you. And your tits in my mouth, and how you taste when I kiss you."

I ease the Kiwami deeper into my pussy, groaning as the vibrating head grazes over the outer wall. It would be so easy to come, to just stroke myself into oblivion with my head resting on Lee's chest. Instead, I hold the toy in place, buzzing at its quietest setting, and ride the gentle vibrations with a mixture of delight and frustration.

"What do you think about, baby?" Lee asks, turning to face me. His fingers on my hip slide across my skin and come to rest in my tangle of auburn hair, twirling and gently tugging.

"Frank at the post office," I say, letting the shaft of the Kiwami slide deep enough that the tip of the buzzing appendage grazes my clit, and I let out a long, low gasp. "I think about lying on the desk in the back office with my toy shoved in my cunt while he watches me get myself off, and then shooting his jizz all over my belly."

"You ... I ... what?"

I see confusion in Lee's eyes. The hand on his cock freezes, and the hand tangled in my bush slides up toward my belly. I grin and start fucking myself with a slow, steady rhythm.

"Didn't you know?" I say, my voice breathy. "Frank ... intercepted ... my package. I had to go into town to collect, and he insisted that I demonstrate it to him."

"He did what?" Lee gasps, starting to sit up.

I press my free hand against his chest and push him back onto the pillows, and then swing my leg over his waist, still fucking myself with the Kimani. My hand grazes the tip of his cock, bouncing above his navel, as I slide the toy in and out of my cunt.

"You didn't know?" I ask again, my mouth close to his. "Someone must have tipped him off, and he sure seemed interested in you spending so much time out here ..."

"What? No, baby, no, I never ..."

The wide-eyed astonishment in Lee's eyes seems genuine. I push the button on the base of the Kimani to increase its vibrations to its highest setting; the rumbling buzz of the oscillating shaft is partially muffled by my pussy, but my moaning cry is loud. Lee puts his hands on my face and pulls me close as I come, my body shaking uncontrollably, and then I collapse against him, letting the toy slip from my cunt and fall onto the bed beside us.

"Then who?" I ask. "How?"

Lee runs his hands up and down my heaving flanks, and I nuzzle against him. His cock pulses between us, pressing against my belly; I can feel the stickiness of his pre-cum on my skin.

"It wasn't me, baby," Lee says, wrapping his arms around me. "It wasn't me ..."



I ride Lee until he explodes inside me, and I collapse panting on his broad, heaving chest. I'm almost too exhausted to come myself, but when Lee's seed splashes into me I feel a glow that starts at my scalp and runs through my toes, loosening my tense muscles. With a low moan, I melt against him and drift into a dreamless sleep.

I wake with a start, flailing my arms out across the empty bed. The breeze through the window is warm on my shoulder, and I can tell by the way the shadows fall on the sheets that I've been asleep for a long time.

Suddenly remembering the pie I put in the oven before Lee carried me to the bed, I run naked to the kitchen, not bothering to retrieve my clothes, fearing the worst: opening the oven door to a puff of smoke, and finding a sticky, charred mess where there should have been a pie.

Instead, sitting on the countertop beside the bouquet of spring flowers in the milk jug, is a perfectly baked fruit pie, still a little warm to the touch. Beside it is a scribbled note:

"Sorry I had to leave before we could share some pie, baby," the note says. "I've got a full schedule until Friday, catch you then?"

I run my finger over the scribbled signature and sigh.

I'm pulling a clean gingham cloth from the drawer to cover the pie when I hear the front door creak open and startle. My heart pounds, and I glance at the clock over the stove — it's only three o'clock on a Monday afternoon, it can't possibly be Calvin! I look around the kitchen for an escape route, but there's only the door that leads to the front hallway and the one leading out to the backyard — should I run outside, naked, and hope to hide from whoever is walking toward the kitchen now with heavy footsteps? The drawer with the knives is several steps toward the hall; can I reach it and arm myself before the invader arrives?

"It smells delicious, baby!" I hear a familiar voice call from the hallway, and I let out a sigh, leaning my full weight into the countertop as the tension flows from my body.

Calvin steps into the kitchen with his jacket looped on his finger and tossed casually over his shoulder, his tie hanging loose around his neck. He sets his briefcase down when he sees me and gives me a broad smile, a wicked gleam in his eyes.

"This is quite a welcome home," he says, stepping toward me.

"Oh, um, yeah," I say, blushing at my nakedness. "I was ... taking a nap ..."

"I'll bet you were," Calvin says as he loops an arm around my waist and pulls me close. He leans down to kiss me and I turn my face to meet his; it's a hard, aggressive kiss, his tongue prying my lips apart and pushing past my teeth as his hand slides from my waist and cups my ass, pulling me against his leg.

I slide my hands up Calvin's back, feeling the smooth cotton of his shirt and the warm flesh underneath. My nipples stiffen against him, and I meet his hungry kiss with my own desire. Fucking Lee should have left me satisfied, but somehow I've woken even more ravenous.

"You smell even more delicious than your baking does," Calvin whispers into my ear as he tangles his fingers in my hair. He licks his way down my throat, teasing my collarbone with the tip of his tongue. "You smell like fucking in the afternoon."

I groan when he brings his hand between my legs, forceful enough to lift me onto my toes, and he slips a finger through my folds. My thighs shake as he pushes against me, fingers prodding and probing, opening me without the gentle prelude he typically uses with me. Two fingers are in me now, and they're moving fast and slick along my channel. When I close my eyes I see stars and I hear the blood humming in my ears.

With a grunt, he lifts me onto the countertop, my legs thrown wide and my pussy gaping, wet and pink and trembling. He slides a hand through my sodden bush and toys with my lips, tugging the coral-colored flesh between his fingers before circling my clit with his thumb. I lean back on my elbows, just like I did when I was fucking myself with the Kiwami on Frank's desk, and let Calvin drive his fingers into me with no resistance.

I feel his lips on my inner thigh, moving higher, teeth grazing my skin, and I flinch and put my hands on his head, trying to stop him.

"Wait, baby," I gasp, thinking of the thick, pungent seed that Lee shot into me while I was riding his cock in the bedroom. "Wait, I really should take a shower first ..."

"Why's that?" he says with a laugh, looking up at me over my mound with a hungry glimmer in his eyes.

"I'm ... I don't feel clean," I say, gasping as his fingers inside my pussy stroke the sensitive bump just inside my channel.

"I don't want you clean," he says, his voice low and breathy. "I want you filthy; fucking filthy ..."

He pushes his head against my hands, and I brace my knees against his cheeks, trying desperately to hold him at bay. In my mind's eye, I picture a pearly flow pouring from my gaping pussy, Lee's seed mixed with my nectar and dribbling toward my ass.

"Please, baby," I gasp. Calvin's thumb presses hard against my clit as two fingers slam into my like a piston; I can smell the hot, musky arousal rising from between my legs. "Please, let me clean myself first ..."

"I'm going to clean you," he says, grabbing my wrists and pulling my hands away from his head. "I'm going lick you clean and polish your pussy with my tongue."

"No, baby, not yet," I gasp, trying to squirm away from him.

Calvin's fingers dig into my hips, so hard it's almost painful, and he pulls me roughly against his face. I let out a cry as his lips and teeth connect with my pussy, and his tongue snakes out through my folds, seeking the rich juices flowing from my fruit, seeking the sharp, sour taste of Lee's cum from deep in my core. He makes humming noises, shaking his head from side to side, as he devours me.

"Oh fuck!" I groan, reaching down to grab his head again. This time I'm not trying to push him away, though; this time I'm trying to pull him closer, even though he's as close as he can possibly get. I'm trying to pull him into my pussy, trying to devour his mouth with my cunt the way his mouth is devouring me. I'm staring at the ceiling, but all I see are sparkling stars and flashes of color as my climax washes over me, and I let down a flood of juices against Calvin's face.

When my tremors have subsided enough that I can breathe again, I look down at Calvin grinning up at me from between my legs, his lips and cheeks glistening. I just sprayed my lover's cum all over my husband's face, my mind whispers, and the thought both repulses and arouses me.

But he knows, I think, he must know; how can he not know?

It's not like I've been secretive about Lee; I just haven't been forthcoming, either. I haven't tried to hide what we're doing, but I haven't flaunted it, either.

Back in the city, Calvin was nonchalant about my extracurricular activities; if I came home late, disheveled and glowing, he would look up from the couch where he was sprawled watching the television or reading a book, raise a glass of whiskey to me in salute, and ask, "Was it good?" We had an understanding, and the understanding worked as long as he didn't ask and I didn't tell. I kept evidence of my lovers out of our bedroom, dropping them at the front door with my dirty shoes and then rinsing them down drain, joining Calvin under the sheets scrubbed and spotless.

But I am hardly spotless now; I reek of my lover's touch, of my lover's seed, our mingled tastes and scents my only perfume after my long post-fuck lying in. And Calvin has feasted on the evidence of my infidelity like a glutton.

"Baby ..." I whisper, but I stop, because I don't know what I'm going to say. Am I about to confess my sins, or any I going to demand he continue his ablutions?

He presses a finger to my mouth as he stands, leaning over me. His eyes sparkle, and his teeth gleam behind his upturned lips.

"I'm working from home for a couple weeks," Calvin says, his fingers playing across my belly. "I hope that won't cramp your style."

"No, baby, not at all," I say. I feel my pulse quicken. "It will be nice to have you around."

"I'll try not to get in your way," he says. Then he leans over me, his dangling tie brushing my breasts, and says in a gravelly growl, "I love the way you taste."
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I don't bring up the encounter with Frank that night, or the next. I'm starting to suspect that Calvin had something to do with it, but I can't say how. The purchase was made with my own credit card, through my private account with Lucky Fierce Vibes; so far as I know, Calvin doesn't have access to my phone or my email. He's been working longer hours than usual, out of the house at dawn and back well after sunset, so I know he's not snooping around when I'm out.

Not that I'm ever really out, except for that strange trip to the post office.

I spend Tuesday, Calvin's first day working in the office upstairs, moving between the kitchen and the laundry. The three-berry pie that baked while I slept after Lee and I fucked came out almost perfectly: the crust was light and buttery, the berries tart and sweet. Calvin and I split a piece after supper — and after I had a chance to wash Lee's musk from my body — feeding forkfuls to each other like newlyweds over a wedding cake, giggling as the rich purple juices ran down our chins, and then we fucked in the living room, long and slow and languorous. I want to make another pie just as good, maybe better, and tempt Calvin into more passionate desserts.

After supper, though — a simple meal of chicken and boiled, all I can muster after a day of lugging wet clothes out to the line (without Lee's help ...) and rolling dough in the kitchen — I'm almost too exhausted for the gentle overtures Calvin makes. Calvin spoons me in our bed, my knees tucked up under my chin, my channel tight and slick as his hips roll gently against me, filling me to my depths. When my climax comes, it's long and slow and gentle, a wave that crests early and then washes me gently into a blissful embrace. I'm almost asleep when I feel Calvin shudder against me, lips pressed to my back and hot breath on my neck, and when he floods me with his warmth, I fall into a deep, placid sleep.



I decide on Wednesday that I need to get out of the house. While Calvin works upstairs, I start the morning setting up three balls of bread dough to rise on the kitchen table. The recipe I found in the binder says that the dough should rise in the blue ceramic bowls from the bottom cupboard, greased generously with butter, and should sit covered on the table where the sun shines through the curtains over the sink. There are other scribbled notes and diagrams that seem to indicate the placement of the bowls in different seasons — my predecessors in this kitchen seem to have created a sort of Stonehenge for baking — but I feel too distracted to interpret all of their scribbles and sketches. The place I find seems good enough, and I can already smell the fresh, rich scent of the yeast at work.

"Hey, baby!" I call up the stairs, hanging my flour-covered apron on a hook by the refrigerator. "I'm going to go out for a bike ride. Do you need anything before I go?"

I hear a grunt from upstairs, and then Calvin's voice, muffled by his office door, responding, "No, baby, you have a good time."

"I'll be back for lunch," I call, patting my hands against my yellow sundress to knock the last flour dust free.



The yellow bicycle is in the shed where I left it after my ride home from the post office. Touching the handlebars brings back a flood of memories and emotions: desire and shame, arousal and confusion, the tingling ache that filled me on my way into town and the roiling bewilderment of my ride back. I put my hand against the seat, feeling the smooth leather under my palm, and let out a long sigh before lifting my dress a little bit and sliding my bare ass into the saddle. The leather feels sensual against my skin.

The sun is warm on my shoulders as I turn out of the farmhouse's driveway and onto the gravel road, heading south and away from Milhawket. The road narrows as it crosses the creek on a low arched bridge and stays small and winding as it dips in and out of stands of ash and oak. It's cool when I ride into the shade, and I feel my nipples stiffen against the soft cotton of my dress, and then the sun hits my legs when I veer back into the light, warming my thighs. I pick up my pace, standing on the pedals with my dress flaring around my hips, and throw my head back with the breeze blowing wildly through my hair.

The last lines of my favorite poem suddenly pop into my head:

Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and precious life?

And I laugh out loud, thinking how wild and precious indeed I'm making my life here on the edge of town. When Calvin suggested the retreat to the farmhouse as the solution to my impulsive and reckless behaviors, I thought I'd be living like a cloistered nun, locked away from the world: no bars, no sex toy shops, no interns in desperate need of my training. But Lee, Frank, and Calvin have certainly been keeping my engine turning over, my well-oiled gears spinning constantly, and I'm ready to seek out more of the pleasures I didn't expect to find. I intend to be "idle and blessed" in the farmhouse by the creek.

As I turn onto a dirt track that leads into a small woods, I have a sudden flash of inspiration. Frank had me at a disadvantage when I went to the post office for my package; he clearly had a plan, and some insights into me that I certainly didn't have into him. But I've got some insights myself now, and some ideas of what sweet tortures can elicit a full confession from him. And I know just where to get the tools to exact my punishment on Frank's flesh.

I'm putting together my shopping list in my mind when I feel the bike's front tire strike something, and it's only with great effort and a shriek that I manage to stay upright. The frame rattles, the handlebars shake, and there's a pop and hiss that makes my heart sink. I roll to a stop, squeezing the brakes, and step down from the bike, my heart pounding.

The front wheel sinks a little deeper than it should, and I bend down to feel the tire. It's soft and yields easily to my fingers, completely flat.

"Well, fuck," I mutter. I look behind me and see the gnarled knee of a tree root sticking up from the ground; I'd been so absorbed in my virtual shopping for Frank's demise that I must have rolled right over it, puncturing my tire.

I reach into the basket on the front of the bike, expecting to find my purse and phone — a quick call home will summon Calvin — and then remember that I didn't bring it. My plan was to explore the road leading away from Milhawket, into what appeared on the map on the phone I failed to bring to be a wide expanse of fields and trees crossed by the occasional road and stream. There would be no need to have my purse, so why bother bringing it?

"Well, fuck," I say again, louder, and let out a rush of air. There's nothing to do but walk home, pushing the heavy old bike with its flat tire. With a sigh, I turn the bike back toward the main road and start a much less thrilling return than my trip out offered.



I'm just turning from the small dirt track and back onto the main road, sweat starting to bead on my forehead and the base of my neck, when I hear the crunch of wheels on gravel behind me. I turn to see two cyclists approaching me, men on what appear to be very expensive bikes laden down with red panniers strapped to their front and back wheels, clad in matching powder blue tops and black lycra bottoms. They come to a stop on either side of me, dust rising up from their tires.

"Most people sit on the bike," says one of them, a black-haired man who appears to be a little older than me, a few threads of silver woven into the curls that stick out from under his white helmet. "It's a lot easier than pushing."

"Ha ha," I say, rolling my eyes.

The other man coasts up a little further, coming to a stop just ahead of me, and looks down at my bike. He looks younger than the first man, with a ruddy complexion and a spray of freckles across his nose and bright blue eyes under pale red eyebrows. He unclips his helmet and dangles it on the end of his handlebars, revealing short, tightly curled red hair.

"You've got a flat," says the redhead.

"No shit," I answer.

"Hank," the redhead says, looking over his shoulder at his companion, "is the patch kit handy?"

"Sure is," says the black-haired man — Hank — as he swings a leg gracefully over his saddle and kneels beside his bike. He balances the frame with one hand while he digs in one of the front panniers with the other, emerging with a little black satchel.

The redhead, meanwhile, has also dismounted, and is pulling tools from a pouch suspended under his seat. He lays his bicycle carefully on the gravel and takes my bike from me, grasping the handlebars and seat so he can flip it upside in one smooth, fluid motion, bringing it to rest with the wheels pointing up.

While the redhead applies a pair of wrenches to the bolts holding the front wheel, Hank is unzipping the pouch and pulling out a little red plastic case. Inside is a tube of some kind, and a pair of small green rubber circles that he balances on his fingertips. I look back at the redhead, and see that he's already got the wheel detached, the tire off, and the inner tube free of the rim. He bends the tube double, making the rubber bulge between his hands, and holds his ear close as he works his fingers along the tube. When he's found what must be the puncture, he stops and holds the tube out to Hank.

"Nice," says Hank, setting one of the rubber circles against the tube. "It's not too big, I was afraid we'd have a blowout."

While Hank holds the circle to the tube, the redhead dribbles a bead of adhesive from the little squeeze bottle from the kit. They press the patch firmly onto the rubber tube, and then work together to put it back into the tire and mount it on the rim of the wheel. In a flash, the wheel is back on the bike and Hank has flipped it right side up again, propped in its kickstand.

They stand side by side, admiring their handiwork, the redhead's arm draped casually over Hank's shoulder. I stand behind them, admiring the contours of their asses inside their black lycra shorts and the way their blue tunics stretch across their shoulders. A cool breeze stirs my dress, but does nothing to cool the tingle that's growing between my legs.

"We need to let it sit a few minutes," Hank says, looking over his shoulder at me, "and then we'll pump it up and you can be on your way."

"Wow," I say, thinking of other things they could pump up while we wait for the patch to set, "you two are lifesavers!"

"Oh, it's nothing," the redhead says. He puts an arm around Hank's waist as he turns to face me. "We're always happy to get another bike rolling."

"I'd really like to thank you," I say, taking a step toward them. "I'd have quite a walk ahead of me without your help."

"No need," says Hank. "Cyclists look out for each other, right?"

"I'm hardly a cyclist," I say with a laugh, continuing to move toward them. "I don't even have the fancy shorts."

They've both turned to face me, and I can't help but glance down the front of their lycra shorts; I'm sure what I'm seeing in mostly padding, but my pussy isn't convinced, and starts to buzz at the sight of their bulges. There's really no arguing with my pussy; I'll just have to go with the flow.

"You don't need the full kit to be a cyclist," the redhead says.

I'm standing close enough now that I can smell them: a warm, tangy scent of sweat and bicycle grease, a delightfully masculine aroma, and I can see the gleam of sweat on their necks. Their body heat radiates out from them, and I'm drawn to them as if by gravitational force.

"Yeah, but I've got almost no kit at all," I say, leaning against the redhead and guiding his hand behind me.

I place his hand on the curve of my ass and roll the hem of my dress until his fingers graze bare skin. His eyes widen in surprise, and I whisper into his ear, "I'm practically naked ... "

I feel the warmth of Hank standing behind me, towering above me, blocking the sun from falling on my back but radiating an altogether different kind of heat. Suddenly his hands, broad and strong, are on my hips, and I melt back against him, bringing the redhead's hand along for the ride. The redhead's fingers don't move away when my ass presses against Hank's thigh, and I trap them between my bare skin and Hank's bicycle shorts.

"It's not a typical cycling kit," Hank says, his lips close to my ear, "but it seems to suit you."

"I do like the way it feels," I say, bending my head back so I can look up at Hank's face, "when the wind blows up my skirt and my ass pushes down on the seat."

"I'll bet that old leather saddle feels nice on your skin," says the redhead, pushing his hips against me. I'm still sure a lot of what I'm feeling against my belly is padding, but I'm also sure some of it isn't.

"It feels phenomenal," I say. I run a hand down his back and cup his ass, pulling him closer to me. I'm sandwiched between the two of them and starting to tingle all over. "You should take it for a ride."

"What, your bike?" Hank says into my hair, his hands sliding my dress up as they rise from my hips to my ribs. "Or your ass?"

"Either one," I say, reaching a hand behind me to cup his crotch. There's padding for sure, but also something thick and pulsing inside his shorts. "Maybe we should go down this track a little way, off the main road, and you can take us both for a spin?"



I've never shared a cock with a man before. On a couple of occasions — at last year's Christmas party, for one, when Holly from IT and I knelt giggling in front of John from Accounting in the janitor's closet and took turns licking his meaty shaft from balls to tip — I've had another woman's help, but there's something very different about sharing a cock with a man. For one thing, the redhead (his name is Gavin, apparently) has a bristly cheek that feels delightfully rough against mine when he's got his mouth full of Hank's tool. For another, his style is completely new: where I tend to give a sloppy blowjob, with spittle dribbling down my chin and soaking my lover's balls, Gavin's approach is clean and dry, almost no tongue but lots of sucking. When Gavin lets Hank's cock pop out from between his lips, it looks angry and red, the head bulging, and I feel the need to give it wet, soothing kisses, wrapping my tongue around its thick shaft.

Hank, for his part, doesn't seem to mind either approach. He stands in the shade of a stand of trees, just off the dirt track, with a hand on each of our heads, slowly moving his hips back and forth. His helmet is lying in the dust, his shorts are pulled down to his knees, and he has his head thrown back with a look of absolute bliss on his face. Gavin and I are kneeling side by side on a checkered blanket he pulled from his pannier and put down in front of Hank before we took our places to worship a truly magnificent dick.

I have Hank's cock brushing the back of my throat, throbbing gently against my soft palate as I let the warm drool build up inside my mouth, when Gavin gives me a wink and suddenly reaches a hand behind Hank. Hank gives a gasp and bucks his hips forward, Gavin's finger pushing past the ring of his asshole, and suddenly my mouth is flooded with a hot blast of jizz. I'm spluttering and gagging, holding onto Hank's shuddering shaft as I try to guide the bursts of cum down my throat, while Gavin laughs, his forehead against Hank's belly and his eyes sparkling at my desperation.

"Holy fuck!" I shout when I'm sure I've taken it all, pulling Hank's cock out of my mouth, just as a final spurt shoots from the velvety head and splashes warmly against my cheek. "What was that?"

"Sorry," Hank says, gasping, a sheepish smile on his lips. "I guess ... um ... I've got a really sensitive prostate ..."

"It's like the launch button on a rocket," Gavin says, sitting back on the blanket and tugging his shorts down. He kicks off his shoes and lies back, his cock hard and heavy against his belly, his jersey still covering his chest. I thought Hank's unit was impressive, but Gavin's is a monster, rising like a serpent from a tangled nest of fiery red hair.

"You're such a little bitch sometimes," Hank says, dropping to his knees beside me and giving Gavin's erection a playful slap. "I was really enjoying that blowjob."

"I was getting bored with it," Gavin says, reaching a hand up under my dress and finding the wet heat between my legs. "Don't worry, you'll recover quick enough."

"Oh, don't you worry," Hank says. "Our little lady here sucks dick a hundred times better than you."

Gavin laughs. He has two fingers inside me, and I'm so wet and aroused that I'm almost immediately ready for a third.

"I love it when you sweet talk me," Gavin says. His fingers are moving in me, exploring my depths, crawling up my walls, and I'm barely able to control my breath. When his thumb brushes my clit, I let out a long, low groan, pushing my hips against his fingers. "Now give me a hand with the princess, you big oaf, she deserves to be more than just a receptacle for your nasty splooge."

Hank lets out a huff and kneels behind me, tugging my dress up above my hips. I raise my arms and he brings it up over my head, letting it fall onto the blanket beside me, then cups my tits in his broad hands. My hard nipples stiffen even more against his palms, and he squeezes firmly, pulling me back against his chest.

"For the record," I say, gasping as Gavin's hands work their magic between my legs, "it was really nice splooge, very tangy and a little salty. I was more than happy to get a mouthful of it, just a little surprised."

"I was surprised, too," Hank says, bending down to lick the trickle of cum he spilled onto my cheek. He kisses along my jawline and then licks my lips, snaking his tongue into my mouth like he's trying to find some of the cum he shot there. He won't find any, though, I'm quite sure I swallowed it all.

Gavin has two fingers in my cunt and a hand on my ass, and he's guiding me toward him. I lift a knee over his hip and straddle him, Hank following to kneel behind me, one hand fondling my tits and the other joining Gavin's between my legs. Between them, they have my pussy vibrating at a dangerous high frequency, sending quivering jolts through my whole body. I reach an arm behind me and find Hank's cock, still wet from my spit and his cum, getting stiff again.

"I want to see you riding his dick," Hank growls in my ear. He pinches a nipple between his fingers and thumb, and I melt back into his arms. "I want to see you sliding up and down his shaft, all soft and wet and buzzing with delight."

"Your wish is my demand," I say, widening my stance so my pussy grazes the tip of Gavin's cock.

Gavin holds my lips open with his fingers, his thumb strumming my nub, and takes his cock in his other hand, holding it toward me. Hank places one hand on my ass and the other between Gavin's legs and guides me into position, the thick, pulsing head of Gavin's cock right at my entrance. I let out a long, low moan as I settle myself onto him, his shaft filling me completely, side to side and front to back. With Hank's hands stroking my ass and Gavin's clutching my hips, I fuck myself up and down, feet flat on the blanket and knees raised, taking Gavin's cock as deep as it will go.

I find a rhythm, somewhere between frantic and frenzied, and ride Gavin hard, my tits bouncing. He smiles up at me, face beatific and at ease, a sparkle in his emerald green eyes. Sweat dots his brow line and his belly moves with his breath, though he keeps his hips perfectly still, letting me do all the work of riding his cock.

I hear Hank rummaging around in the panniers, and then feel his hands on me again, suddenly slippery and slick. His fingers run over my ass, then between my cheeks, prodding and probing toward my puckered rosebud. He places a hand on my back and pushes me down so I fall against Gavin, my tits brushing his smooth blue jersey. I fall onto my knees but keep Gavin's cock firmly seated in my pussy, holding myself up with my hands on his chest as I buck my hips against him.

When Hank pushes a lube-slick finger past my sphincter, I let out a harsh gasp of surprise tinged with pain. It's been a while since my asshole has been invaded — not since a happy hour bang about a month before we decided to move to the farmhouse — and I'm out of practice. When he has his first knuckle in, though, my body remembers how to relax and open to the pressure of a finger probing my rosebud, and when his second knuckle passes the tight ring of muscle I'm relishing the delightful fullness of a cock in my cunt and a finger in my ass.

Hank is using his other hand to dribble lube down my ass, letting it drip between my cheeks, and then parting my buttocks to smear it around his finger, which has now pushed in as deeply as it will go and is sliding in and out in time with Gavin's cock in my pussy. He leans down so his lips are close to my ear and hisses, "I want to fuck your ass. I want my cock balls deep in your ass. Can I fuck your ass, Dorothy?"

I let out a long, low moan, and my sphincter clenches around Hank's finger. I already feel so full, gorged on their flesh, how can there possibly room in me for more? Especially for that throbbing rod that Gavin and I shared? And yet, I can't think of anything I want more ...

"Yes," I gasp, looking back over my shoulder to see Hank, shirtless and shimmering with sweat, leering at me. "Yes, Hank, fuck my ass, fill my ass with your cock."

He grins, and suddenly his finger is gone. I let out a yelp as my tight ring snaps shut with the absence, but them I feel the soft, slippery tip of Hank's dick prodding at my anus. I bow my head, nose against Gavin's chest, and squeeze my eyes shut.

Hank pushes against me, swearing and grunting, trying to overcome the resistance that my body is suddenly mounting against his invasion. I want to open up to him, but my anus is squeezing itself shut, despite Hank's desperate prodding with the end of his cock.

Gavin reaches his hand between his, brushing past the point where my pussy lips are wrapping around his pulsing shaft, and snakes a finger over the space between my holes. He pushes gently, kneading the soft, sensitive skin with the pads of his finger, palpating me like a kitten seeking its mother's teat. His gentle touch relaxes me, warms me, makes my rosebud bloom, and suddenly Hank's slippery knob overcomes my resistance and pushes into me.

I let out a wordless, keening howl, cheeks pressed against Gavin's chest and fingers squeezing hard on his shoulders, as Hank slides into me until I feel his balls swing against my perineum. He's roaring, too, a triumphant shout with his fingers digging into my hips, and I feel like I might faint.

Pinned between Gavin and Hank, I'm unable to move an inch. But I don't need to move: they find the perfect seesaw rhythm, an alternating back and forth of gentle thrusts and insistent pushes. I can feel their cocks sliding against each other, separated by the thinnest of walls inside me, scraping me with the most delicious abrasion, and the pressure in my belly builds and builds until I think I'm going to burst like an over-filled balloon.

I hear someone chanting "fuck fuck fuck" and then realize it's me, a filthy incantation on my lips as my pair of wizards work their wands inside my cauldron. My nipples scrape against Gavin's shirt and his fingers tug at my throbbing nub. When I close my eyes, I see stars, and when I open my eyes, I see stars. I am blind with passionate pleasure and deaf to all sounds except the wet slide of cock in cunt and the ragged, gasping breath rattling in my chest.

"I'm coming I'm coming I'm coming," I chant, feeling like I've grabbed onto a live wire and am being hurled from side to side by an electric current. Blood roars in my ears.

Gavin comes next, suddenly lifting his hips and making me almost slide off Hank's slippery shaft. Hank grabs my hips as Gavin's seed fills my cunt, hot and slippery; Gavin closes his eyes and hums with delight.

"Me, too," Hank grunts behind me, his fingers digging into my buttocks, and I feel his cock shiver and a hot stream of jizz shoot into my ass. My climax is still roaring, lifting me past the clouds passing through the blue sky above us, and I'm torn apart by an atomic blast of perfect joy as I melt into a puddle between my lovers, legs convulsing with the overwhelming sensations of being fucked so thoroughly.



They cuddle me after fucking me, fondling my heaving body between them, and I doze a bit in the warm sun, but as the shadows start to lengthen I reluctantly pull myself away from their embrace and search for my dress. I have to stand on my pedals on my short ride back to the farmhouse because my ass and pussy are so sore from the hammering they received from Gavin and Hank. When I get home, I'm still walking bowlegged, and my disheveled hair and stained dress certainly give some hints of how I spent my afternoon, even if they can't begin to tell the full story.

Calvin is sitting at the kitchen table, bent over his laptop, when I stagger through the door. He looks up, an expression of surprise briefly crossing his face, replaced quickly by one of delight.

"Well, look who's home," he says, closing the lid of his laptop and sliding off the stool.

He crosses the kitchen in a few steps and takes me in his arms, spinning me toward the table and suddenly pressing me against it, his mouth hot on mine. I try to close my lips against his questing tongue and push at his chest, certain that my mouth must reek of Hank's musky cum, but Calvin overpowers me and is quickly exploring every nook and cranny, his tongue sliding along my teeth. His hands move from my breasts to my ass, and I'm sure he can feel the dampness where the two hot loads of jizz have leaked from me as I pedaled home. My face burns with shame, but also arousal.

"You taste like you had fun," he whispers, then nips at my earlobe as his fingers probe my tender rosebud. I wince at his touch, and he laughs. "I think you had a lot of fun ..."

"Maybe I did," I say, sliding my hands down his back to rest at the top of his ass. "What's it to you? You were working all day."

"I was slaving away while you were gallivanting about on that bicycle of yours," he says, pulling the back of my dress up over my bare ass. "But I'm ready to play now if you are."

"I don't know, baby," I say, giggling. The images of my afternoon flash through my head — sharing Hank's cock with Gavin, riding Gavin's dick, getting my rosebud pried open around Hank's shaft — and I swoon against Calvin, shocked and delighted by my reckless ways. "I might need to have a little time out."

Calvin grabs my ass and lifts me up onto the table, then pushes his shoulder against me and boosts me against his chest. I flop over him and he staggers back a step, not as assured as Lee was when he carried me from the kitchen but still sure of what he wants to claim. I don't have the energy to resist, nor do I have the desire to.

"You can just lie back and think of your day," he says as he stumbles out of the kitchen to the living room, aiming for the couch. "And I'll imagine all the filthy things you've been up to."

"Your imagination will have to be pretty fucking filthy, then," I say with a laugh as he drops me onto the couch and I bounce on the cushions, my dress sliding up my thighs.

Calvin pushes my dress past my hips, exposing my cum-drenched cunt and sticky bush, and says, "How could it be anything but, with a wife like you?"
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Let the Dough Rest

I wake with aching thighs and a sore ass, with the sunlight already bright across the sheets. After Calvin cleaned me up on the couch with his fingers and tongue, making little humming noises into my cunt as he sucked the juices out of me, he took me upstairs and lay me face down on the bed. Kneeling naked between my thighs, he fucked me prone, his fingers gently kneading my burning rosebud, and I had to bite my pillow and dig my fingers into the sheets to keep from crying out at the sharp but delicious sting.

With a groan, I roll over, finding myself alone in the bed. My phone is sitting on the nightstand, where I had left it before heading out on my bike yesterday. Back in the city, I couldn't have imagined a whole day without it, but at the farmhouse I can go for long stretches away from its insidious lure. It has a job to do now, though, before it can go back to sleep.

I flip through Lucky Fierce Vibe's online store, pausing to admire the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator and its compatriots. That toy hasn't come out since Lee banged me with it, though — I'm finding more than enough fleshy cock to satisfy me. Then there are the lubes, the cuffs, the cute little plugs with furry or feathery tales, a cornucopia of sensual riches. When I find what I need and fill my virtual cart, I send in my order with one change from the last time: instead of putting in the farmhouse's address, I ask that my purchase be sent in care of the postmaster in Milhawket. And then I climb out of bed and go to wash off the traces of my last adventure with a long, hot shower.



Calvin's office door is closed when I finish my shower, and I put my ear to it. I can hear the occasional clack of his keyboard and the shuffling of papers inside.

"Hey, babe," I call after knocking gently, "I'm going to make some coffee and catch up on some baking. Do you need anything?"

"I'm good, baby, thank you," he calls back, his voice muffled. "There's a guy coming later to do an estimate for the windows, otherwise it should be pretty quiet today."

"Quiet is good," I say, thinking that I can use a little rest. I towel myself off, grab a fresh green checkered sundress, and head downstairs.

The two loaves I set to rise in their mixing bowls before my bike ride yesterday look like a potential disaster. One has puffed to a comical size, with a round bubble-like dome that threatens to engulf the entire bowl; the other must have had a dome like that at one point, but now it's collapsed, a shrunken, shriveled pile of dough. I'm about to scrape the bowls clean when I remember there was a scribbled note in the old binder that showed a sketch similar to the giant dome on the kitchen counter. I flip through the yellowing pages and find a step-by-step for shaping the dough into a boule with generous slashes across the top, and "use cast iron oven" scrawled beneath it.

I scowl at the oven, my hands on my hips, quite certain that it's made of steel and not cast iron. Then I remember that there's a heavy iron pot at the back of one of the low cupboards — could that be what my long-dead tutor is suggesting? I hitch up my dress, squat by the cupboard, and dig around until I find the hulking Dutch oven. It's heavy and dusty, and I grunt a little as I stand and set it with a clang on the countertop.

And then I let out a gasp when I see a shape passing through the door to the back yard. There's a man in the doorway — tall, with wavy black hair and a neatly trimmed beard on his cheeks, his black t-shirt stretched tightly across a broad chest and his narrow hips barely holding up a pair of faded jeans. He has a tape measure and square in one hand and a notebook in the other, and he seems just as surprised to see me as I am to see him.

"Sorry to startle you, ma'am," he says, his voice a syrupy rumble. "I'm Deacon Ross, the carpenter Mr. Warren hired for the windows, I'm just getting some measurements. Don't mind me, I won't be long."

"Oh, I don't mind you at all," I say, letting my eyes run up and down his body. His shirt is untucked, one edge lifted to show a hint of hard abdomen, and his arms must be as big around as my waist, with bulging muscles visible when he reaches a hand toward me.

"I'm Dorothy," I say, taking his hand in mine. It's a broad hand, but the fingers are long and nimble, and I have to tamp down an image of them exploring the secret spaces of my body. "I'm the lady of the house. Let me know if you need anything."

"Shouldn't be more than a few minutes," Deacon says. His blue eyes sparkle under dark brows. Then he drops my hand with a nod and starts toward the windows that look out on the side yard.

"Take all the time you need," I whisper, my eyes fixed on the curve of his ass in his jeans.

While Deacon stretches out his tape measure across the windowsill, I turn reluctantly away from the view of his back and lift the heavy lid from the Dutch oven, and I get my second surprise of the morning: there's a book with a pale blue cover sitting inside. I lift it out and see that it's a diary, with "Belinda" written across it in a bold, looping hand that I recognize from some of the notes in the binder. When I slip loose the ribbon holding it closed and open it, I get another surprise: the pages are filled with what appear to be strings of numbers, crowded tightly across the soft paper. I wrinkle my brow, and then set it aside to address once I've got the bread baking.

I lug the Dutch oven to the sink for a quick scrub, and soon the smooth, black interior glistens. I dry it, give the inside a coating of oil, and drop the puffy dough into it. The bulging dome spreads under my fingers, spongy and soft, and I'm reminded of the feeling of Hank's cockhead between my lips as Gavin and I swapped it back and forth.

As I finish pressing the dough into the corners of the cast-iron pot, I catch a glimpse of Deacon passing by the kitchen window. I can just make out his broad back through the dusty glass — ugh, I've been spending so much of my domestic energy on baking that I've neglected quite a few housekeeping tasks — and I imagine my fingers squeezing his shoulders as he rides me. Sore as my pussy is from all the action it's seen over the last few days, I can't help but feel a tingle run through me.

I close the oven door with my hip after sliding the boule loaf inside, and step back with a sigh. My arms are sore from the kneading and the lugging — I didn't know baking was such a workout! — and I lean against the counter to rest.

"I think I've got the measurements I need," I hear Deacon say behind me, and I startle at his voice. When I turn around, he's standing in the doorway to the backyard, thumbs hooked into his belt loops and a friendly grin on his face.

"Oh!" I say, composing myself by sliding my hands down the front of my dress. "Well, great. Thanks for doing that."

"I'll send the estimate later today," he says. "I guess to Calvin, your husband?"

"Oh, that's fine," I say, "he's been taking charge of all the remodeling projects."

"Well, thanks for letting me give an estimate," he says, extending his hand again. "It was a pleasure to meet your Mrs. Warren."

I take his hand and say, "Dorothy," feeling the tingle increase.



I peek out the front window to watch Deacon walk to his truck, his tight ass rippling under his jeans, and then go back in the kitchen to look at the diary that I pulled out of the Dutch oven. I slip the ribbon off again, and page through its mysterious rows and columns of numbers. It must be a code, some sort of cypher. I'm good at puzzles, so I can probably figure this one out; I grab a notepad and pencil out of the drawer beside the refrigerator and sit on the living room couch to work at the problem.

The clue that starts unwinding the cipher is that the same number — "1948" — is repeated at the top of nearly every page in the book. And that there's string of five numbers, or pairs of numbers, followed by two digits, at the top of the first several pages: it looks like a date, "March" or "April", and I pretty quickly hit on the pattern: it's a basic "ROT13" cipher, except that instead of a number representing the 13th letter after the one intended, the distance from the intended letter to the resulting number varies with the date, so each day's cipher is different. When I sketch out a little wheel of numbers and letters on the notepad, I have a working key, and begin unlocking Belinda's secrets from almost sixty years ago.

The first couple entries are just a daily log: she gets up, she does some chores, she goes to the kitchen to bake. I've seen Belinda's notes in the binder, so I already know her baking secrets, and skip forward a few days.

On March 30th, Belinda writes, "Jack is gone again; for two weeks, he says. Sales circuit to the south, Omaha to KC to St. Louis. Last time he said he would be out for two weeks he was back in one. Damned well better be two this time."

Well, that's a little spicy! I think as I flip to the next day. I do the quick calculation for the offset based on the date, and start jotting the letters down on the notepad:

"Kenny came by and churned my butter. Perfect day for baking."

A little puzzling. Back to the kitchen secrets? The next day:

"Cream delivery from William. Double dose, actually, though the second was a bit thin. Both quite tangy, looking forward to more on Monday."

I crease my forehead and wonder if we're still talking about dairy products, or if we were ever talking about dairy products at all. That entry was on a Thursday, so I peak ahead at the following Monday and my jaw goes slack as I decipher the code:

"William delivered a more than sufficiently thick cream. Filled me full and I'm still gushing an hour later! Jack called to say he might stay on the road an extra few days and I hope he does — I need more churning than Kenny or William can deliver alone and my crock is absolutely tingling with the thought of two agitators plunging into it at the same time. Especially Kenny's, long and thick with a delightful kink in the middle."

Holy fuck! I think, feeling a warm flush in my throat. Belinda was clearly not receiving dairy product deliveries from Kenny and William, or at least not just dairy products. I think of Hank and Gavin, agitating my crock and churning my butter, and feel a sudden camaraderie with Calvin's Aunt Belinda. The tingle between my legs that I felt while watching Deacon at the window is back with a vengeance, and I hitch my dress up so I can slide a finger along my thigh and give my pussy lips a little tickle.

My pussy is still tender from all the use it's been receiving, and my asshole stings when I accidentally brush my finger against it. It's not a bad sting, exactly, and my curiosity brings my finger against it again, slick now with the juices that are flowing from my pussy. I alternate between my clit and my rosebud, thinking about Hank and Gavin, about Kenny and William; I try to picture the delightful kink in the middle of Kenny's cock and how that must have felt scraping against the wall of Belinda's cunt.

I'm riding a ridge of delight, my fingers keeping me right on the edge of climax, when I hear the doorbell and let out a gasp, quickly tugging my dress over my thighs. Face flushed and knees quivering, I stumble to the front door and stand on my toes to look through the little window at the top: Deacon is standing on the porch, hands in his pockets.

"Yes?" I say, pulling the door open so fast that Deacon takes a startled step backward.

"Oh, Mrs. Warren, sorry to bother you," he says. "I ... um ... well, I guess there's one window I didn't measure, the one over the kitchen sink, and I was wondering if ..."

There's suddenly a harsh buzzing sound from the kitchen — the little plastic timer on the stove telling me that the boule in the oven is ready — and I sigh. I'll have to get back to that more pleasant sort of buzz later.

"Come on in," I say, pulling Deacon through the doorway by his elbow. "You can help me take the bread out of the oven."



The warm, rich smell of fresh bread fills the kitchen when I lift the heavy lid of the Dutch oven and set it on the stove with a clang. Deacon stands behind me, close enough that I can feel his warmth against my back, having just pulled the cast-iron pot from the oven with a pair of heavy towels wrapped around his hands and forearms. Steam rises from the brown boule inside, the x-shaped wound I slashed in the top before putting it in the oven stretched with to reveal a lighter, softer texture below the crisp crust.

I tap the top with my knuckles, and smile when I hear the dull, hollow ring from inside the loaf. Belinda's tip came through and salvaged what I was afraid was a ruined mess of dough, and I wish there were some way I could reach across time to thank her. Then my mind flashes to her lovers, Kenny and William, reaching out with their own kind of embrace, and I smile even wider; I can't wait to get back to reading about how they churned her butter crock.

"That smells really nice," Deacon says, leaning his face out above my head and taking a deep breath.

"Go measure the window," I say, raising my eyes to look at him over my shoulder, "and you can have a taste when it cools."



Deacon is surprisingly receptive to my advances, almost like he knows that I have plans for him. I suppose I haven't been subtle about letting my eyes roam up and down his body while he leans over the kitchen sink with his tape measure and pencil, taking in the taper of his waist, the curve of his ass, and the bulge in his jeans. And there's nothing subtle in the way I brush past him with the empty Dutch oven tucked under my arm, letting my hand glide along the seat of his pant before I heft the cast-iron pot onto the counter beside the sink.

He offers to rinse and wipe down the Dutch oven, and I go to the refrigerator to fetch the pitcher of lemonade so I can pour him a glass and encourage him to stay a little longer. Deacon happily takes the glass, and I lick my lips as I watch him take deep gulps, his Adam's apple sliding up and down as he swallows. I take the glass from him, letting our fingers brush, and then fill the glass again and carry it to the living room as he follows. I can feel his eyes on my ass, and I make sure my green dress sways as I walk.

"It's great to see you guys getting this place fixed up," Deacon says when takes a seat on the chair across from the couch. "Miss Belinda was always really nice to us kids, she had the best Halloween candy and always brought out cookies and lemonade when she saw us playing out on the road."

"Really?" I say, sitting on the couch with my knees tucked underneath me, bare feet sticking out from under my short dress. "I found a binder of her recipes in the cupboard — the bread is hers. The lemonade is from a mix, though — I haven't seen it in her papers."

"Miss Belinda's might have been from a mix, too," Deacon says with a laugh. "It was always super sweet. But her cookies — boy howdy, were those chocolate chip cookies and snickerdoodles tasty!"

"I found a diary of hers, too," I say, taking the coded journal out from under the pillow on the end of the couch. "I was just reading some entries from 1948."

"Wow," says Deacon, "she must have been ... " He turns his eyes up to the ceiling and purses his lips. "Twenty-two? Twenty-three? She was almost a hundred when she died, a couple of years ago. Feisty to the end."

"So I've heard," I said. "You wouldn't have known anyone in her generation named Kenny? Or William?"

"I had a great-uncle Kenny," Deacon says. "A couple of years younger than Miss Belinda, but he died a long time ago. He delivered milk for the dairy in Milhawket until everyone switched to the grocery store."

I raise my eyebrows.

"Interesting," I say. "I suppose he made deliveries out here, then."

"Oh, for sure. He said that Miss Belinda was one of his favorite customers, and she always tipped really generously."

"Very interesting indeed," I say, uncurling myself from the couch and crossing the living room with a switch of my hips. I take his glass in one hand and slide the fingers of the other over his wrist, giving him a gentle tug. "Let's go see if that bread is ready to sample."



I don't know if penis shape is a heritable trait, but Deacon's cock certainly suggests that he could be related to Belinda's Kenny with the delightful kink. It's not a kink so much as a bend, but it's certainly delightful.

It starts innocently enough, with me cutting a slice of the still-warm bread for Deacon and dribbling a little honey on top of it. He takes a tentative nibble of the crust, and then a more assertive bite, and the honey drips from his lips to his chin. I laugh and push the honey toward his mouth with my finger, and he takes a gentle, playful nip with his teeth.

While Deacon chews, I tip the bear-shaped honey bottle and pour some of the golden liquid onto my finger. I lick at the sticky sweetness, stretching my tongue so Deacon is sure to get a good look at how dexterously I can twist it, and then reach up with my honey-covered digit to smear a little on his chin. He laughs and stretches his tongue to lick at the smear, and I certainly see that his tongue is a flexible muscle that could be put to better use than licking honey.

I turn to cut him another slice from the boule, and he inches a little closer to me. I smile over my shoulder at him as I set the knife down, and then face him again, leaning back against the table. Holding his eyes with mine, I extend the bread to him with one hand and begin working open the buttons on the front of my dress with the other. His jaw goes slack and his breathing quickens, but he stands firm, eyes fixed on the flesh between my breasts as my hand works its way toward my waist.

"Um ... Mrs. Warren," he mumbles as he takes the slice of bread, eyes darting away from my cleavage for just a moment to look over my shoulder. "Um ... is Mr. Warren ... ?"

I hold my finger to my lips to shush him, and then press my finger against his mouth. With my free hand, I finish unbuttoning my dress to my waist, and then slip one shoulder free, letting a breast fall into view. While Deacon stares, I dribble honey over the curve of my tit and then use my thumb to rub it in a circle around a stiffening nipple.

"If we're quiet," I whisper, "Mr. Warren won't hear a thing. And call me Dorothy."

I reach a hand behind Deacon's head and pull his head toward me, guiding his lips to my nipple. His tongue is tentative at first, drawing a circle around my nipple and barely touching skin, but when I tighten my fingers in his hair, he brings his lips to my tit and begins to suck the honey. An electric jolt runs straight to my cunt and I arch my back and pull him close with both hands, moaning at the feeling of his teeth scraping flesh.

Deacon kisses across my body and nudges my other breast free, and soon he's squeezing my tits together, licking each nipple in turn with fast flicks of his tongue. He makes mewling sounds as he licks and sucks, and I pull him closer, burying him between my tits.

I reluctantly push his head away from my sticky tits and drop to my knees in front of him. He looks down at me, slack jawed and drooling, as I unbutton his jeans and yank them past his hips. His red checked boxers are tented with his stiffening pole, a wet spot forming where the head of his cock presses into the fabric. I press my cheek against soft cotton and hard cock, rubbing myself against him like a cat seeking pets. He reaches his hand down and strokes my auburn hair and I purr against his crotch, letting him feel the vibrations deep in my throat.

I lean back on my heels and look up at him; Deacon's eyes are glassy with want, his lips are parted with wordless hunger. I'm hungry, too, for the flesh that's pressing against his shorts. I reach up for the honey bottle on the table and then reach for the waistband of Deacon's boxers.

With slow, teasing movements, I slide them over his firm ass, keeping them snagged on the rising erection. I drizzle a little honey on the skin between his belly button and the waistband while he lifts the hem of his shirt, and I lick the golden liquid from his skin and the dark hairs that form a trail into his shorts. Deacon moans, and I feel his hidden cock throb against my chin as I lick lower.

I take the waistband in my teeth, tasting the honey that has dribbled onto the fabric, and pull slowly as I drizzle more sweetness onto his skin. His cock is pressing hard against my cheek, straining to be released, as I tug his shorts with my mouth. My fingers work the sticky honey into the dark hair revealed with each tug, making a sweet, gooey mess that dribbles down toward the base of his cock.

When I finally yank his boxers clear of his raging erection, I drop back on my heels and let out a delighted gasp. Deacon's cock is thick and hard, rising up from the sticky tangle of honey-drenched hair, but it's not straight — it has a delicious curve to it, like a strung bow at rest, the wide purple head pointing a bit to the side of the trajectory started at the base. I take it in my sticky hand, slathering honey all up and down its length, and straighten it as I slide my fist from base to tip; but as I move my hand back down toward Deacon's balls, his penis resumes its original crooked shape.

"It's beautiful," I whisper, staring at his shaft's bend as I move my hand along its length. The honey on my fingers leaves golden streaks along its tawny, veiny span.

Deacon moans, pushing his hips forward to meet my strokes. I twist my wrist as I tug his shaft, turning the velvety skin under my fingers and wrapping the tip with my palm as I reach the end of my pull. A shimmering droplet of pre-cum dribbles from the hole at the end of his cock, and I lean forward to lick it, rewarded with a delicious blend of salt and sweet on my tongue.

"Oh, fuck, Dorothy," he moans, weaving his fingers through my hair. His hands are sticky, too, but I don't care that he's smearing honey through my auburn locks. "Fuck, Dorothy, that's so good ..."

I spin my tongue in a long, lazy circle around the head of his cock, soaking the honey-smeared tip with my spit. When it's nice and wet, shining in the afternoon light streaming through the kitchen window, I take it into my mouth and swallow it as deep as it will go. The bend of his shaft makes his cock slide across the inside of my cheek on its way to the back of my throat, and I push against it with my tongue. It throbs against the roof of my mouth.

"Oh fuck," Deacon moans. I glance up as I slide his cock out of my mouth until just the head is lodged behind my teeth, and I see his face turned toward the ceiling, mouth open and eyes closed. I push my mouth down his length until my nose nestles against the sticky tangle of hair on his groin and he lets out a wordless groan.

Deacon's balls are tight and heavy in my hand, and I roll them between my fingers, delighting in the weight and fullness of the bulky globes. I push them up against the base of his cock and wrap my fingers around his thick shaft. His cock pulses against the back of my throat, and I splutter as spit dribbles down my chin.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," Deacon chants, hips moving back and forth as he fucks my mouth. "Oh fuck, Dorothy, I'm going to ..."

He tries to pull his cock clear of my mouth, but I dig my fingers into his ass and hold him firmly against my face. His cock quivers and throbs and erupts with a jet of musky spunk. I gasp, struggling to catch my breath as the thick seed splashes against the back of my throat. His balls tense in my fist as his cock spurts streams of jizz into my mouth, and I gulp it down as fast as I can.

"Holy fuck," Deacon gasps, stumbling backward as the last of his cum dribbles onto my tongue. His cock bounces free of my mouth, shiny and wet. I tilt my head back and smile up at him as the thick spend coats my throat on its way to my belly.

Deacon suddenly bends down, catches me under the arms with his hands, and lifts me onto the table. I spread my legs wide as he pushes my dress up past my hips, and I moan as his fingers drive into my sopping cunt. But I'm still a little sore from the pounding Hank and Gavin gave me yesterday, and I yelp when his thumb brushes my tender asshole.

I reach for the bottle of honey and send a long, sticky stream over my mound, coating my auburn bush. The sweet golden nectar drips over my folds and mixes with the juices that are swelling from my depths. I push Deacon's fingers away from my pussy and down my thighs, look into his bright blue eyes, and reach out to hook a finger behind his teeth.

"You should clean up this mess," I say, pulling his face toward me, "with your tongue ..."



Deacon gives a more-than-thorough cleaning to every nook and cranny of my cunt. His tongue slips and slides among my folds, eagerly lapping up both the honey dripping down from my belly and the nectar flowing from my channel. He holds my thighs in his hands and devours me with his entire mouth.

I hold his head, fingers gripping his wavy black hair, and beat my heels against his back in time with the waves of pleasure pulsing through my body. My belly tightens as I throw my head back and let out a howl of pure pleasure.

"Is everything okay down there?" Calvin's voice calls from the stairs.

Deacon and I freeze, his breath ragged against my sopping cunt. I glance down at his wide, terrified eyes and almost let out a laugh, and then I turn my head and call back, "It's okay, baby, I ... I thought I saw a mouse ..."

I hear Calvin's office door creak open, and footsteps coming down the hall toward the stairs. Deacon stumbles back, eyes wide and face shiny from his feast between my thighs, pants around his ankles. His half-hard cock swings as he struggles to his feet and tugs his jeans up.

"I think it's gone," I say, pulling my dress down over my crotch and pushing my tits back inside. My fingers are shaky on the buttons, and I give up after getting just half of them closed, leaving the honey-slick valley between my tits exposed.

I hear Calvin's feet on the creaky stairs, and I look over to Deacon, but Deacon is gone. The door to the back yard is open, and his tape measure lies abandoned on the floor. I stifle a laugh behind my hand and look over my shoulder to see Calvin, wearing an old sweatshirt and gym shorts, enter the kitchen.

"It ran toward the door," I say, motioning toward Deacon's escape route. "I think it's gone now."

"You hopped up on the table to escape the vicious rodent?" Calvin says, walking around the table to stand between my knees.

I nod and purse my lips, looking up into his smiling face. Calvin bends down to kiss me, gently on the forehead, then the nose, then the lips. His tongue slips out and prods my lips, which part at his invitation.

Can he taste Deacon's cum? I wonder. Or just the honey?

"Looks like you had an accident with the honey," he says, running a finger through the sticky mess that runs down my throat and between my tits. He cups a breast beneath my dress, thumb rough against my stiffening nipple.

"I was quite taken aback," I say, widening my knees so Calvin can move closer. I can feel his erection through the soft fabric of his shorts, pressing against my thigh.

"We should probably clean this up," he says, smearing the spit-slick honey that Deacon's tongue had smeared on my breast across my skin.

He undoes the buttons I had struggled to close and peels my dress off my shoulders and down to my waist, exposing my from hips to neck. His mouth works its way from my throat to my chest, licking and nipping, and then takes a tit between his lips, teeth scraping deliciously against my nipple. I groan and hold his head to me.

"You even got honey down here," he says, sliding a hand up my thigh and through the sticky hair on my mound.

I spread my legs wider, inviting his fingers to explore my slippery channel. His thumb on my asshole makes me wince, but I bite my lip and close my eyes, finding pleasure in the tingling pain.

"I'm a messy girl," I whisper, reaching my hands between his legs and squeezing his hard cock through his shorts. "Such a messy, messy girl ..."
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Churning Butter

"Have you ever churned butter?" I ask Lee.

We're lying in the tangled sheets in the back bedroom, sunlight streaming across our damp bodies and a cool breeze blowing through the windows. I'm lying on my belly, head to the foot of the bed and ass to the ceiling, while Lee lies against the headboard, lazily stroking my ass with his fingers.

"I told you, baby," he says, "I'm not a country boy. I'm a city kid, just like you."

I thought Calvin would be working from home again today, and that I'd have to be sneaky when Lee came over for his promised visit — Calvin knows, of course, that I've been fucking like a madwoman, but I still feel like I need to be somewhat subtle in my extracurricular activities. But Calvin was up this morning while I was still lying in bed, telling me he had to run into the city to take care of some business but would be on the early train this evening.

When Lee arrived before lunchtime, bearing flowers again, I dragged him into the bedroom and rode him with wild abandon, shouting out my climax at the top of my lungs while his fingers gripped my hips. He filled me to overflowing, but always the gentleman he also cleaned me up with his warm, wet tongue, leaving me in a dazed and sun-dappled bliss when he was finished.

"Do you think 'churning butter' could be a euphemism for sex?" I ask. "I found an old diary in the cupboard, and there are entries about churning butter with two men named Kenny and William."

"I don't know," Lee says. His fingers feel soft and warm on the curve of my ass, and I squirm a little under his touch. "That's a new one on me. But I suppose it could be — I see that stick or whatever going up and down, the cream getting thick with all the pumping. Your cream gets frothy when it's pumped ..."

He slides his finger between the cheeks of my ass, and I giggle at the ticklish feeling. His pinky grazes my folds, and my giggle turns into a sigh.

"So, do you have favorite euphemisms for the deed?" I ask when his fingers slide down along my thigh, leaving me hungry for more of his touch.

"Well, I'm usually pretty direct," Lee says. "I always liked 'knocking boots,' makes me think of getting it on with a sexy cowgirl ..."

"Hmmm," I sigh. "I might have some boots in my closet. Do you want to play dress up?"

"I much prefer you naked," he says, his fingers walking back up toward my ass. "Any costume you wear is coming off the second I get my hands on you."

"How about 'a roll in the hay'?" I ask.

"Too country," he says, laughing. "Isn't hay all dry and scratchy? I'd rather roll in the sheets with you, I don't want to be picking that itchy shit out of my privates. 'Bumping uglies'?"

I laugh and roll onto my back, letting my thighs part. Lee's fingers dance just below my folds, tantalizingly close.

"Do you think my pussy's ugly?" I ask, putting a pout on my lips. "Because I think your cock is absolutely beautiful, so thick and silky with that purple crown."

I prop myself up on my elbows and watch Lee's cock, which had been lying in repose against his thigh, give an appreciative little stir. His cock has certainly earned its rest after the glorious ride it gave me, but I like that it still responds to praise.

"No, baby," he says, running a feather-light finger across my pussy lips and then through my thatch of hair. "You've got the prettiest pussy I've ever seen. I like how soft and pink it is, how it shines in the light when you're wet and how your lips curl around your hole. I love looking at it after we've fucked, when your cream is clinging to these pretty red hairs, it makes me want to fuck it again and again and again ..."

My belly tightens at his words, and I feel a warm tingle flowing through me. My pussy definitely responds to praise, too.

"I'd rather have your hands on me than your eyes," I say, scooting up the bed toward Lee.

He grins and continues his gentle, teasing touches, carefully avoiding my most sensitive places with his nimble fingers. He parts my hair and runs his nails across my mound, then drags a finger in a long, slow stroke along the outside of my lips, making me moan with desire. The juices are streaming again, and I can see the shine and curl Lee described; when I'm aroused, my pussy smiles and drools, the lips growing pink and thick and the nectar flowing slick and warm.

His fingers tease my curling lips apart, and his pinky makes a tentative probe at my channel. I want to pull it into me, draw that nimble digit inside, but he just circles the hole and strokes my folds. Lee is smiling, eyes shining; he knows exactly what he's doing to me.

"The little nub up here is beautiful, too," he says, his thumb just barely grazing my clit, sending a shock through me that makes my skin tingle. "When you're really turned on, it sticks up like a little dick, and I love how it feels between my lips. I could just suck it all day long, run my tongue up and down the sides and stroke it with my lips, nibble at the tip for a while, then push it down with my whole tongue until you're purring like a race car."

"I think I'm ready for you to drive me around the track," I say, sliding closer. Lee's fingers gently pull my lips apart and I arch my back, desperate to be filled.

"My gear shift still needs a little recovery time, baby," he says. His thumb brushes my clit and I groan.

"I the nightstand," I say, "top drawer ... battery's charged ..."

Lee laughs, fondling my cunt with one hand while he leans across the bed. His cock lies heavy and soft against his thigh. In a moment he sits up, the Kiwami in his hand and a grin on his lips.

"You want me to use this big nasty thing on your pretty little pussy?" he asks. He gives the button on the base of the vibrator a tap and it makes a whirring sound that makes my belly tighten.

"Oh yes," I say, "yes, very, very much ..."



Lee is an artist, and the Kiwami is his brush. I thought I wanted him to hammer me with it, fuck me hard and leave me gasping, but it turns out that isn't what I want at all. Or at least, once Lee starts his slow and gentle lovemaking with the vibrator, buzzing it up and down my thighs and across my belly, using it to tease my nipples into straining peaks and then playfully tickling my armpits with the barest of touches, it's not what I want anymore. If I had known that having Lee work me over with the Kiwami was the path to a full body orgasm that leaves me a shattered pile of shaking pieces, and he didn't even have to penetrate me, I don't think I would have asked for a mere fuck. I may never want a mere fuck again!

While Lee caresses me with the Kiwami, my mind wanders to Belinda's journal. I've decoded a few more pages about her trysts with Kenny and William, meeting them one at a time while running errands around Milhawket when her husband is home, and then inviting both over to the farmhouse when he's away. In a lot of ways, Belinda's life at the farmhouse feels a lot like mine.

But in a lot of ways it doesn't. I've got my Kenny and William, I suppose, with Lee and Deacon (and Hank and Gavin), but Calvin is so different from Jack, Belinda's husband. Calvin knows, more or less, what I'm up to, but he understands what makes me tick and he accepts my need for variety. I'm more than happy to tell him about all of my lovers if he asks, and when he asks, it's with a mixture of desire and curiosity that makes me love him that much more.

Belinda's husband, though, doesn't seem to have had the faintest idea what his wife was up to when she ran out to get eggs from William's stand or order a special delivery of "cream" from Kenny. And the sneakiness, the duplicity, the cheating seems to have been a big part of the turn-on for Belinda.

I can't imagine how much effort Belinda must have put into keeping up the level of activity implied in the few pages I've decoded. Part of me wonders if her husband knew more than he let on and turned a wilfully blind eye to her escapades; Calvin certainly knew what was happening in the kitchen with Deacon, even though he never said as much, and he was well aware of my rendezvous in the city even if I didn't disclose all of the details. But Calvin is also perceptive and attuned to my moods, and I suspect as excited by at least some of my adventures as I am; if Jack was truly as dense as Belinda's journal suggests — "a block of unchiseled granite," she calls him at one point — maybe Belinda really did keep her secrets. I'm sure I couldn't keep half the secrets she must have, and I'm glad that I don't have to try.

One secret I'm certainly not able to keep at the moment is how close I am to another climax. I'm on my hands and knees, tits against the mattress, cheek on the pillow, with my ass raised high. Lee kneels beside me, one hand running up and down my back and buttocks and the other guiding the Kiwami in ever tighter circles around my pussy. He has it turned to its lowest possible setting, barely a whisper of vibration moving the toy's shaft, and his delicate touch has me squirming with need. The tip taps my clit, and I let out a moan, pushing back against it. Lee lets the toy rumble over my mound to tickle my belly before bringing it back along my throbbing nub. He gently parts my folds and teases my entrance, and the hum of the toy rises through my body and escapes my mouth as a long, low sigh.

I look up at Lee kneeling beside me, and see that his cock, once hanging limply as he worked me with the Kiwami, has resumed its earlier rampant state. Lee seems completely unaware of his erection, though, and is completely focused on what he's doing to my body.

"Oh fuck, Lee," I gasp, reaching my hand toward his cock. "You're hard again."

He looks down at his cock, then at me, and grins.

"So I am," he says, taking his hand from my back just long enough to give himself a long, firm stroke. "But I'm having a whole lot of fun with your little friend here."

With that, he slips the Kiwami into my channel, gives it a twist with his wrist, and hits the button on the base to send it into overdrive. It feels like a live electric wire is running through my body, and I arch my back and gasp in delight. Lee turns the dial down to a low buzz again, but keeps the Kiwami inside me, fucking me with slow, deliberate strokes.

"Give me your dick," I say. "Oh fuck, give me your dick, Lee ..."

He laughs, continuing his steady rhythm, but moves his hips closer to me. I grasp his cock with both hands and bring it to my mouth, swallowing it hard and fast. Lee lets out a groan of his own and increases his pace, fucking me harder and deeper as I suck his cock with all my might.

"That's it, baby," Lee says, moving his hips in time with the Kiwami, fucking my mouth with his cock while he fucks my pussy with my toy. I swirl my tongue around the swollen head, spit dribbling over my lips. "Oh fuck, that's it ..."

My toes curl and my legs shake and my belly tightens as my climax hits me, my cunt spasming around the Kiwami's pulsing shaft. Lee's first jet of cum fills my mouth, and I splutter in surprise, letting his dick slip from my lips. Another jet splashes against my cheek, then another on my throat, but I'm beyond caring where Lee's cum lands. I throw my head back, raise my ass to the toy's continued thrusting, and howl with delight.



Calvin comes through the door just as I'm lowering the heat on the pot of ravioli. The sauce, a rich bolognese made from half-wild tomatoes that ripened on the vines beside the house, is bubbling in another pot, filling the kitchen with sweet and tangy aromas. He's on his way to the stairs, but I intercept him before he gets past the kitchen door, throwing my arms around his neck.

"I missed you, baby," I say, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

Calvin's hands are full — he has his briefcase in one hand, a paper shopping bag in the other — and he tries to put his arms around my waist without dropping either. He fumbles the shopping bag and lets it drop to the floor as he embraces me, lifting me onto my toes for a deep kiss on my lips.

"I missed you, too," he says when he pulls back, letting me back down but keeping his hands on my hips. "But why this sudden affection?"

"I'm always affectionate!" I say, striking my palm lightly against his chest.

"Well, you're affectionate, but not usually this effusive about it," he says, laughing.

"I just missed you," I say, "and I was thinking how lucky I am to have a husband like you."

"What, one who's blind and deaf and takes the train to the city every day?"

"That's not it at all!" I say, playfully hitting him again. "I'm lucky I don't have to hide who I am from you, and you don't have to hide, either."

"An open book, that's what I am," Calvin says with a laugh.

He squeezes me in his arms, then bends down to pick up the bag he dropped. I catch a glimpse inside of a couple of shirts, what looks like a necktie, and ... a box wrapped in the same pink paper Lucky Fierce Vibes uses? Before I can get a closer look, though, Calvin has slung the bag over his shoulder and started toward the stairs again.

"Dinner smells marvelous," he says as starts to climb, looking back at me. "I'm famished, and I can't wait to start the weekend with my farmhouse wife."

"Neither can I," I say, watching his back ascending the stairs and biting my lip. "Neither can I ..."
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In the Grip

On Monday I wake up to a tracking email on my phone from the post office: my package has arrived in Milhawket. Calvin is still asleep beside me, a look of repose on his face — Sunday had been a quiet day of lounging and cuddling, and I fell asleep to his gentle caresses — but I am anything but serene myself. My whole body tingles at the thought of that little box from Lucky Fierce Vibes sitting in a canvas hopper, just waiting for Frank's trembling fingers to lift and open.

I slip out of the bed, careful not to disturb Calvin, and tiptoe downstairs in my nightgown. It's only six o'clock, and the post office doesn't open until nine; I don't know if I can contain myself for three hours.

Half of the boule from Thursday is still on the countertop, wrapped in a linen towel but starting to dry out. The crust is hard and dense, but inside it's still soft. My knife rasps against it, sending crumbs scattering as I slice. Soon I have a nice little stack of bread sitting on the cutting board, and visions of creamy French toast — a rich pain perdu with cinnamon and vanilla — start to crowd out the images of my special box at the post office that have been driving me to distraction.

By the time I have the griddle warm, my bread soaking in a creamy bath of milk and eggs, I hear Calvin's feet padding across the floor upstairs toward the bathroom. I set a slice of the soggy bread in the bubbling butter, filling the kitchen with a sizzling sound and a dense and aromatic steam. While the bread turns a golden brown, I pour some cream into a bowl with a dash of vanilla and look in the drawer for the whisk. Two months ago, I was not the sort of woman who would even consider hand whipping cream; if a craving for pain perdu hit me, I'd have called for a reservation at La Table de Campagne and ordered some with a mimosa and side of kiwi and fresh strawberries.

There's a tarnished silver tray on the shelf beneath the sink that I wipe down with a kitchen towel, and a mismatched pair of little pewter pitchers that I fill with syrup and whipped cream. With two cups of coffee and two plates of warm French toast, my little farmhouse breakfast looks just as decadent as anything La Table de Campagne could whip up.

The pitchers and plates clatter on the tray as I carry it up the stairs, and I bump the bedroom door open without spilling too much of the coffee. Calvin has returned to bed, and is sitting up with his back against the headboard, bare chested, his phone in his hand. When he sees me, he sets the phone aside and slides over.

I climb up onto the bed on my knees and set the tray between us, then lean over my breakfast feast to give Calvin a kiss. His hair is still tousled from sleep, but his eyes are bright and awake.

"Breakfast in bed?" he says when I pull my lips away from his. "On a Monday morning? What's the occasion?"

"Oh, no occasion," I say, settling beside him against the headboard. "Don't you think breakfast in bed should be one of the perks of having your very own farm wife?"

"I'm very happy to have my own farm wife," he says, taking a plate of French toast and balancing it on his knees. "Though I'm probably going to gain twenty pounds if you keep feeding me like this."

I lean across him and laugh as I slide my hand down his belly. My fingers slide under the covers, and where I expect to find his pajama bottoms, I find bare skin. I let my hand move a little lower, brushing the tangle of hair below his belly, before running it back up and over his chest.

"I like a substantial man," I say, teasing my fingers across his nipples. "And I like to keep him exercised."

He kisses me, tasting of eggs and maple syrup, then pushes a forkful of the warm, fluffy toast against my lips. I take it and chew, enjoying the sweet, rich flavor, and fall back against the headboard. Calvin alternates between feeding himself and feeding me until his plate is empty, and then he leans across me and kisses my maple-glazed lips, his hand sliding along my side and cupping my breast through my nightgown.

"Speaking of exercise," he whispers in my ear, tweaking my stiffening nipple through the thin fabric. "Maybe we should do a lap or two to work off this rich breakfast?"

"Don't you have to go to work today?" I ask with a laugh, parting my thighs as his hand slides across my belly.

"I'm taking the day off to take care of a few things around the house," he says, sliding closer to me. The sheet has slid down his body, and I see the velvety head of his hard cock in the shadows made by the bedding.

"I have some errands to run in town," I say, thinking of my package at the post office.

"Nothing is open until nine," he says. His hip is against mine, his cock fully exposed now and glistening with a pearly drop of desire. "It's not even seven o'clock yet."

"It takes me half an hour to bike to Milhawket," I say, reaching my hand down to gently fondle Calvin's smooth shaft and tight balls.

"You can take the car today," he says, nipping my ear as he bunches my nightgown in his fist, sliding it high on my thighs.

"I prefer to bike," I say, thinking of the way the supple leather feels against my bare skin. I've started to think of the bicycle as another of my stable of lovers — Lee, Frank, Gavin, Hank, Deacon — a secret affair that I have on the dusty gravel roads.

"You should limber up before your ride, then," he says. My nightgown is at my waist now, and he's plucking at the auburn hair on my mound, sending tingles through my body.

"I suppose a little extra exercise wouldn't hurt," I whisper. Calvin plants kisses across my throat and gently strokes my belly as he slides over me. His cock hovers above me, and I take it in both hands, feeling the power of his desire in its throbbing length.

He suddenly grabs my knees and pushes them toward my belly, making my nightgown slide down my thighs. One hand moves between my legs and he strokes my sensitive folds, making me gasp in surprise and delight. I'm soaking wet in seconds, my cunt hungry to be fed by his raging length, and when he pushes into me, I let out a long, breathy sigh, hugging my knees to my breasts as Calvin's thrusts send delicious shockwaves through my body.



Calvin is asleep on his side in a warm beam of sunlight, snoring softly, and I'm snuggled against him, mind hazy and unfocused. The urgency I felt to get to the post office dissipated while Calvin was plowing me, and after coming twice on his throbbing staff, I feel like I can take my time collecting my package from Frank. I'm luxuriating in the glowing warmth that runs from my toes to my belly when I hear Calvin's phone ping.

Calvin doesn't stir, so I very carefully lean across him and take his phone from the nightstand. The lock screen is one, but there's a visible preview of the message that just came in:

"R: Don't forget your training! Friday is sooner than ..."

There's no contact avatar with the text, just the letter "R" in a blue circle. I lie back on the pillow with Calvin's phone in my hands, puzzling over who it could be. Lee Randolph, maybe? Could Lee be texting him about landscaping? The training doesn't make sense. Someone from work? But Calvin has a separate work phone that he keeps in his office, and he's very disciplined about not checking it after hours. Another text comes in while I'm holding the phone:

"R: [donut emoji] [eggplant emoji] [black heart emoji]"

I let out a little gasp and quickly cover my mouth. I'm not that young, but I get the gist of the emojis to be clearly sexual — I've sent a few eggplant emojis in my time — and, if I'm not mistaken, anal in nature. I look down at Calvin's ass, which is nicely rounded and perfect for gripping when he's riding me. He's never expressed any homoerotic or bisexual tendencies to me; is the text inviting him to top, then, or could my Calvin possibly be a bottom?

I tap the screen and enter a guess at his pass code, the four digits of his birthdate. When that fails, I try my birthdate. Then our anniversary. I don't want to lock him out and risk letting him know I was prying, so I quickly lean over my sleeping husband and set the phone back on the nightstand, then lie back on the pillow and stare at the ceiling.

I'm surprised at the feelings of jealousy and possessiveness that suddenly rage through me. How could I, the very definition of infidelity, be bothered in the least bit at the thought of my husband having an affair? I've fucked dozens, maybe even hundreds, of men since we've been married, and Calvin probably only knows about a third of them or less. We came to our agreement early on — that I can explore my inquisitive nature and desire for variety so long as I'm aware of the consequences and always come back to the man who loves me the most — and it's been good for us. And I suppose I should be willing to extend the same freedoms to Calvin, and be as happy for him when he finds a fulfilling fuck outside our marriage as he obviously is for me, but this possibility is new and strange. I try to picture Calvin with another woman — or maybe a man? — and the thought terrifies me. As sure as I am that I will always come back to Calvin, desperate for his love, am I just as certain that he will come back to me after finding bliss in another's bed? I am not, in fact, certain of that at all.

Then I hear my own phone ding, and scramble through the bedclothes to find it. When I have it in my hands, I see that it's labeled "USPS"; I open it to a picture of a pink package with the Lucky Fierce Vibes logo. Under it is a simple message: "???? Frank"

I laugh against my palm. I'm sure Frank is using United States Postal Service resources in an entirely inappropriate way. But that's his problem to solve, not mine.

I unlock my phone and respond: "I'll see you in 45 minutes," then look again at Calvin, sleeping blissfully beside me. Whoever "R" is, and whatever they're offering my beloved for a delightful diversion, I am suddenly perfectly happy to accept, because I'm about to exact a thoroughly delectable revenge.



"I was surprised to see this package arrive," Frank says.

He already has the box from Lucky Fierce Vibes on the counter when I walk into the post office, flushed from my vigorous ride into town. The bicycle seat was slippery wet when I slid myself from it and straightened my short green skirt over my bare ass.

"I thought it would be more efficient this way," I say, leaning on the counter.

My yellow blouse is unbuttoned perilously low, and I'm sure that Frank can see at least one stiff nipple lurking in the shadows. The valley between my tits is shiny with sweat, and my skin is warm and rosy.

"After all," I continue, wetting my lip with a flick of my tongue, "you'd probably just pluck it out and hold it anyway. I might as well just send it right to you."

Frank's hands are shaking as he holds the box, drumming his fingers lightly against it. His eyes dart from my tits to the Lucky Fierce Vibes logo and back again. I'm sure his mind is filled with images of the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator plunging in and out of my wet pussy, my tits heaving as I crested my climax, his hot jizz splashing against my skin as he stroked his cock. I imagine that scene has played out again and again in Frank's mind as he holds his cock late at night; I've certainly returned to it in my nocturnal fumblings a time or two.

"What's in it?" he whispers, his voice cracking.

"Just some things I thought we might enjoy together," I say, leaning forward so my breasts are resting directly on the counter. "The vibrator was so much fun for me, I thought you might like a toy or two of your own."

"How generous," Frank says, his eyes clearly fixed on my tits.

"Do you want to try them now?" I ask, reaching a finger out to touch his trembling hands.

Frank answers by leaning across the counter and grabbing the back of my head with one firm hand and pressing my lips to his for a hungry, desperate kiss that leaves me gasping.



Frank closes and locks the office door behind us, then stands over the desk with the box in his trembling hands. I sit in the chair facing him, a bare foot lifted onto the seat between my legs so the tent of my skirt casts a shadow over my crotch. While Frank watches me, I lick my lips and slowly unbutton my blouse. I let the blouse hang loose on my shoulders, the fabric barely covering my nipples.

"Are you going to open the box?" I ask, raising my eyebrows.

Frank fumbles, unable to pull his eyes away from me, his fingers tugging at the clear tape on the box's end. His face is red with frustration as he pulls, finally tearing away a strip of tape and a little of the paper covering. He works a finger under the flap and with a grunt he gets the end open, then turns the box upside down over the desk and reaches inside.

He pulls out a wad of crumpled brown paper, and suddenly pieces are falling out on the desk with a metallic clang. I let out a laugh when Frank startles at the sudden noise. The objects glisten brightly under the harsh fluorescent light.

"What is this?" Frank asks, picking up a stainless steel object made of three rings, each about two inches across, leaning into each other to form a low pyramid. He holds it near his face, turning over between his fingers.

"That's for you to wear," I say, pushing myself up out of the chair and crossing the room to stand behind Frank.

I lean against him so my tits brush his back and my belly molds to the curve of his ass, and I reach around his hips to pick up another item. It's a circular ring, about an inch and a half across, but open, with two little balls on the curved ends. The balls spin smoothly in my fingers. I turn it around in my hands and then slip it over my thumb, sliding it loosely up and down.

"Also for you," I say.

Then I pick up what appears to be a pewter butterfly on a short silver chain. When I turn it over in my palm, it reveals steal prongs capped with black rubber.

"For me," I say, opening the prongs and letting the spring between them close and tighten them on the skin between my thumb and forefinger. The pinch is firm and makes my nerves tingle.

The butterfly has a twin lying on the desk, and I lean against Frank and pick it up, then take his hand in mine and snap the prongs onto his pinkie. He lets out a little gasp of surprise, then brings my butterfly-clipped hand to his mouth and kisses the palm. Frank runs his tongue around the prongs pinching my skin, then licks the thumb that's wearing the steel ring, letting his tongue spin the balls as it slips along my flesh.

"These are interesting little implements," Frank whispers as he kisses his way down my arm.

I raise my arm so he can kiss my ticklish, freshly-shaved pit, his tongue flicking across smooth skin, and I giggle at the shivers that run through me. He turns to face me, bending his lips to my bare breasts, and nips gently with his teeth. I start unbuttoning his shirt, letting my fingernails dance across his chest, feeling his nipples stiffen under my touch. His mouth is warm and wet and insistent, moving from tit to tit, and he makes hungry noises against my breasts.

I unclip the butterfly from my hand and slide its smooth edge across Frank's shoulder as I push his shirt down. He lets the sleeve slip down and off, bringing his bare arm around my back to pull my breasts closer to his mouth. I work the other sleeve off so his shirt hangs down his back, still tucked into his slacks, and slide the pewter butterfly across his collarbone. Frank slides his hands down my back to my skirt, bunching the fabric in his fingers until it rides up over my naked ass. I moan as he touches bare skin with curious fingers. The butterfly still clipped to his pinky feels cool and smooth as it rides along my curves.

Frank suddenly cups my ass with both hands and lifts me off my feet, and I let out a surprised cry. He sets me on the desk, his hips between my knees, and leans into me for a hard, hot kiss, his tongue pushing into my mouth and claiming it as his own.

I slide my hands over his chest, feeling his nipples hard against my palms. I take one between finger and thumb and give it a gentle tug; Frank gasps into my mouth and slides my skirt up my thighs, pressing his body against me. I can feel his erection through his slacks against my naked pussy. His nipple throbs against my hand.

When I suddenly snap the butterfly on to Frank's nipple, he lets out a cry and pulls back from me, but I'm holding the silver chain that dangles from the pewter clip and he can't move far. He looks into my face with wide eyes, and I see a sparkle of tears in their corners, though the shape of his lips is definitely a smile.

"What the fuck, Dorothy," he gasps. The hands on my hips slide down and over my mound, his fingers twirling through my auburn thatch.

"It looks pretty on you," I say with a grin, giving the chain a gentle tug. Frank lets out a moan.

He dropped the butterfly that he was holding in his surprise at being clipped, and I retrieve it from the surface of the desk. While I tighten and loosen, tighten and loosen, the silver chain that connects Frank's nipple to my hands, I clip the other butterfly to my own nipple. I let out a long sigh at the delightful pinch, feeling the flow of blood cut off to the delicate skin and the weight of the heavy pewter pulling down at my tit.

Frank grasps the chain dangling from my breast and pulls it sharply upward, and I yelp at the sensation that rides the edge of pain. His other hand parts my folds and pushes its way into my sopping channel, his fingers scraping the wall of my pussy as they open me. My vision blurs at the contrasting sensations and I lean back, making the chain in Frank's fingers pull harder.

"It looks pretty on you, too," Frank says, giving the chain another tug. I feel my nipple stretch as the butterfly follows Frank's command like a puppet on a string. I pull the chain I'm holding and make him gasp.

He takes the chain between his teeth and, with his eyes locked on mine, brings both hands between my legs. With one thumb he strokes and twirls my stiffening clit, while his other hand fucks me, two fingers pushing in and out of my channel. Frank pulls with his teeth, pushes with his hands, and sends me hurtling over the precipice of climax. I give the chain attached to his nipple a firm jerk as I come, causing Frank's fingers to shudder in the depths of my cunt.

My vision is blurred and my breath ragged; my plan today had been to be the one in control, to use the box of toys to bring Frank to heel and get some answers from him. I was not expecting him to take the initiative the way he did, to seize my body in his powerful grip. The way he had been with the Kiwami, tentative and nervous, led me to believe he would be putty in my hands. Instead, he's turned me into a quivering mass of jelly under his fingers' spell.

Frank leans in to kiss me, and I pull back, propping myself with one elbow on the desk while I fumble across its hard surface, looking for the other toys and the nearly-empty box. My fingers find the pyramid of rings, and I hold it in front of me like I'm wielding a crucifix to ward off a vampire.

"Wait," I gasp, "you need to put this on."

"Put it on what?" he asks, taking it from me and turning it curiously in the fingers of one hand while the fingers of the other continue to stroke and prod my soaking cunt.

"On your cock," I say, sitting up and grasping him by the belt loops.

I pull him toward me and reach for his belt and fly. He laughs and removes his fingers from their nest, helping his slacks slide over his hips, letting his shirt fall free to the floor. I grasp his boxers and tug, and his cock springs free like it's on a spring, the velvety head glistening with pre-cum. He tries to slide his cock into one of the rings, but the crown of his glas is too thick to go through it.

Before he can push with frustration against the little contraption, I grab his wrist and then find the Lucky Fierce Vibes box lying on its side next to me. I tip the box and a little plastic vial tumbles out — Lucky Fierce is always good about packing a little lube with all of its toys. While Frank looks down at me with parted lips and fiery eyes, I use his cock to pull him closer to me and pour a generous stream of silk liquid over the head and shaft.

Calvin and I have used this toy a few times, but I've always put it on him when he's only half hard. Frank's erection is so strong his cock feels like hot iron in my hand, firm and unyielding. The lube helps me get it past the head, and he lets out a groan as I slide it down his shaft, pushing his cock through two rings that lean together with an open ring making its way down toward his balls.

When I reach his balls, I smear another dollop of lube on my palms and rub them together until my hands are slippery and dripping. Then I rub them over his sack, rolling the hard testicles while Frank moans, and push one up against his shaft and through the remaining hole. He lets out a gasp and tenses, staring down at his cock with one ball pushed through the ring and the other pressed against the base in what looks like an uncomfortable angle.

"Holy fuck," he says, his hands trembling as he reaches for my wrist. "What are you doing?"

"Trust me," I say, leaning down to plant a kiss on the tip of his dick. His shaft jumps against my lips. "You might feel a little pinch, though ..."

I press my thumb against the testicle that's outside the ring, pushing it hard against the base of his cock while working a finger into the tight gap between the ring and his shaft. With a firm movement, I push the ring down and the testicle up and pull it through; Frank lets out a whistling breath, his cock trembling as I push the contraption as far down his shaft as it will go, making sure it's seated firmly and holding shaft and balls at a jaunty angle from his groin. I lean back, knees wide, and admire my handiwork.

"It looks so nice like that," I say, licking my lips. "How does it feel?"

Frank closes his eyes and pushes his hips forward, a blissful grin on his face.

"Nice," he whispers, "it feels really nice. Tight, but nice ..."

"Good," I say, leaning forward and reaching out my hand to give his dick a playful slap. It swings from side to side like a pendulum, then settles into place again, rising just a little higher. With a second slap, it swings a little less and points toward my tits.

Frank reaches down and grabs my hips, sliding me to the edge of the desk. His cock hovers above my mound, its weeping head aimed at my belly. He presses his fingers against the top of his shaft, angling it toward my sopping channel. I want it in me so badly, I want it to fill me end to end and side to side ...

"Wait," I croak as the tip brushes my clit. I put a protective hand over my pussy and feel around on the desk, finally finding the silver ring with the two spinning balls. "You're still a little under-dressed."

Holding his shaft with one hand, I smear the lube I used to apply the ring around the ridge at the back of the crown. Then I press the open gap in the ring over his shaft and pull it up tight against the ridge so the two balls cradle the wrinkled skin of his frenulum. I give his cock a long, firm stroke, and watch with delight as his skin moves under the little rolling silver balls. His cock swells into the ring, and I'm unable to move it at all along his shaft — just the way I want it.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," he gasps, his hands sliding high on my thighs and pushing them apart.

My pussy gapes at him, inviting his cock to enter. I wrap the silver chain still dangling from his nipple around a finger and pull as I slide back on the desk. The metal top is cold against my bare back, but Frank's cock is hot against my belly as he climbs onto the desk on his knees, sliding over me with his lips, over my tits to my throat and up to my mouth. His tongue slips past my teeth just as his cock slips into my cunt, and I feel the barest hint of the steel balls as they roll along the wall of my pussy.

I use firm tugs of the chain attached to his nipple to guide Frank's pace and depth, training him with subtle tension. The steel ring around the base of his shaft grazes my folds at his deepest, giving me a delicious tingle, and when he moves his ass from side to side with his thrusts the ring around his cockhead touches sensitive nerves deep inside me. My body wants to ride another wave of orgasm, surrendering to the steady thrusts Frank hammers against me, but I need to stay in control.

"I want to ride you," I whisper in Frank's ear as I pull him close to me, the pewter butterfly on his nipple grazing my tit. I give the chain a tug, and Frank gasps, rolling off me as I throw my leg across him.

I pivot so I'm facing his knees, his feet dangling off the edge of the desk and my ass toward his face. His hands grip my waist as I lift my hips and slide down onto his shaft, my pussy engulfing his cock right to the ring that cradles his testicles. The balls on the ring around his crown roll across the most sensitive spot on the front wall of my pussy, and I press my palms against his thighs and raise my hips, seeking the perfect contact with the steel that's rapidly turning from cold to hot in my depths.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," he gasps, and I feel his shaft pulse inside me. "Oh fuck that's good ..."

I lean forward, knees against the desktop, and fuck him with long, firm strokes. I can control the pressure of the ring and its balls in my channel by moving my hips and rolling my ass, and I quickly find the steady rhythm that holds me right on the knife's edge of climax. The world melts away, and there's nothing but Frank's iron shaft and steel rings filling the soft, hot core of my cunt. With my lube-slick hands on his thighs I hover on the precipice of orgasm.

Frank's fingers dig into my hips and he struggles to thrust up into me. I can hear the desperation in his panting, the struggle to hold back his seed, and I grin to myself, knowing how that desperation is about to take a turn. I reach between my legs and find his balls, tight and heavy within the confines of the steel ring, and run my finger along the sensitive seam between his testicles. Frank bucks his hips, gasping and groaning, and I let myself fly off the cliff and into the exhilarating flight of orgasm. With a groan, I double over, forehead almost touching his knees, and shake so hard on top of Frank that I can hear the desk rattling against the concrete floor.

With the last ripples of climax still shaking my body, I glance over my shoulder. Frank's face is contorted and strained, eyes squeezed shut and lips drawn back. Sweat beads his forehead and his cheeks burn a crimson red.

"Come for me," I say, giving a playful flick of my hips. "Fill me up."

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," he gasps, making me laugh — Frank's repertoire of words seems to have dwindled to three. "Oh fuck ..."

"Give me that hot jizz," I say, sliding myself up and down his length slowly but firmly. "Give it all to me ..."

"Oh fuck," he moans. The veins in his neck stand out and his chest heaves with effort.

"Come on, Frank," I say, wiggling my hips. "Isn't my pussy good enough for your hot load?"

He gasps, face glowing with effort. His cock pulses inside me, threatening to send me into another shuddering orgasm. Reluctantly, I lift my hips so his cock slips free, and turn myself to face him.

"Oh god I want to come," he gasps, still bucking his hip. His slippery shaft slides against my ass.

"I'll bet you do," I say.

I lock my knees against his hips and grab his hands, pulling them up above his head. My breasts press against his chest, and the pewter butterflies still clipped to us knock together with a heavy thud.

"It's probably the rings," I whisper in his ear. "They constrict the flow of semen, makes it hard to come ..."

He groans and lifts his groin higher, making me slide against his hot, slippery skin.

"Can you take them off?" he croaks.

"Maybe," I say, running a finger along his jaw as I lick his cheek and nip his lips. "But first ... let's talk."

"Talk?" he groans. He tries to lift his hands, but I hold him fast, pressing all of my weight against him.

"About mail delivery," I say. "Specifically, my Kiwami package."

"Kiwami ...?"

"The vibrator," I say. "Surely you remember?"

"Oh fuck," he says with a groan. "I remember ..."

"Your story was bullshit, wasn't it?" I ask, trying to make my voice as honey sweet as possible.

"Story ...?"

"No one was too sick to deliver my package," I say. "You plucked it out and held it so I'd come get it. Why? Who told you?"

He groans in frustration, shifting his hips from side to side beneath me.

"Who ... told ...?" His words are breathy and strained.

"How did you know what was in the package?" I ask. "Who told you to hold it here?"

"I ... I don't know ..."

"Bullshit."

"No, seriously, I don't know who it was!"

"But somebody told you."

"They sent pictures. Of the vibrator. In use ..."

"In use?"

"Let me come and I'll show you," Frank says, his voice ragged. "Let me come and I'll tell you everything I know."

"You must want to come really badly," I say, "to be making up a bullshit cover story like that."

"No, no, it's true! I swear it's true! I'll show you if you let me come!"

I stare into his eyes, looking for signs of deception. His pupils are dilated and his breath comes out in sharp bursts. I reluctantly lift myself off his erection and slide back along Frank's belly, resting my thighs on either side of his chest. His cock shines with the juices my pussy gushed as I came, and it pulses with his heartbeat, pointing at the ceiling. The ring around the crown is shiny and bright, and the rings at the base look tight and firm.

I take his shaft in both hands and pull it back toward my mouth. My tongue circles the crown, tasting the tangy musk of my cunt and the salty flavors leaking from the slit at the tip. Frank groans behind me, his voice a mixture of pleasure and pain, and I slide my ass along him until my folds hover above his chin. I can feel his breath on my pussy, hot and wet.

The ring around the base and balls is tight and resists my fingers when I turn it. I've never tried to take one off an erect cock before, especially one this hard — Calvin always managed to either power through to an orgasm, or finally go limp in exhaustion. Frank's balls are tight and heavy, splayed wide on either side of the bottom ring. I run my tongue along the steel, eliciting more groans from behind me.

With both hands, I push up on Frank's balls, mashing them against the base of his cock, and he lets out a short, sharp cry. I relax the pressure and his balls expand in my hands, fully filling the ring again. His shaft throbs under my fingers when I stroke the silky skin, and I hear Frank whimpering against my thighs.

"This might pinch a little, baby," I say over my shoulder. "The only way out is through."

I push up again on his balls with all the might I can muster in my fingers, and Frank lets out a howl. His fingers dig into my ass and his voice vibrates against my pussy. I ignore his cries and manage to get one testicle up and out; his other testicle dangles through the ring, swollen and red.

I circle the freed ball with my tongue, and then suck the one still trapped in the ring with my lips, spreading frothy spit around the swollen globe. Frank pulls my ass closer to his face and suddenly his tongue is probing my folds, flicking across my sensitive clit. I get his trapped testicle as wet as I can, making it shine in the fluorescent light, and then, while one hand dances up and down the shaft of his pulsing cock, I push with the flat of my palm.

Frank howls into my cunt, burying his face in my core, as the ring around the base of his shaft spins freely. His swollen balls are heavy in my hands, and I squeeze them as I pull his shaft back toward my mouth and take the swollen head past my lips. The steel ring still lodged around the ridge clicks against my teeth, and I run my tongue between the spinning balls and along the puckered skin between them.

He erupts in my mouth with a mighty roar, sending a stream of spunk shooting at the back of my throat. I gasp and swallow as fast as I can, jizz and spit dribbling from my lips as his throbbing cock empties itself into me. Frank gasps and moans into my pussy, his tongue flat against my swollen bud. His feet beat against the side of the desk in time with his pulsing cock. I push my ass as hard against his face as I can and slurp at his cock until ribbons of pearly liquid pour down his shaft and coat his bulging balls.
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Steel Joy

True to his word, Frank shares the pictures on his phone with me, and I can understand why he was tempted to lure me to the post office. There are four of them. The first shows the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator cradled in a pair of well-manicured feminine hands; I zoom in with my thumb and forefinger, and see that it is not, in fact, my Kiwami Ten — this one has yellow and green stripes, mine is pink and purple — but it's the same model. The second shows the vibrator at rest against a woman's thigh, her hip turned provocatively; when I zoom in, I can just make out a little tuft of red hair lurking in the shadows cast by her belly. The third picture is provocative, too, but not at all coy — that is, indeed, a tuft of red hair, perched above an engorged pink clit and a pair of wet pussy lips, with only half of the Kiwami visible, the rest of its smooth shaft deep inside the pictured pussy. My belly tightens at the sight and I can't help but lick my lips. The final picture is of the Kiwami in repose again, but slick and shiny now, lying across the well-fucked cunt from the previous shot, that manicured hand resting next to the still-swollen pink clit.

"Holy fuck," I whisper.

I swipe past the last picture and discover a fifth, quite different but equally provocative, photograph. In this picture, a man's hand holds a clear latex sleeve covered with ridges and bumps, from which extends the swollen head of an erect penis. And I recognize the penis — just minutes ago it was emptying jets of hot jizz down my throat, and now it's lying against Frank's thigh as he reclines on top of the desk where we fucked.

He snatches the phone from my hands, red faced, and tosses it onto his discarded clothes on the floor. I laugh and reach for his soft cock, running a finger gently around his balls. They're still red and a little bruised from their confinement and not-too-gentle release from the cage of the three-ringed cock holder, and he flinches at my touch.

"I thought I deleted that one after I sent it," he says, looking away from me.

"It would be a shame to throw away such a lovely portrait," I say. His cock stirs under my fingertips. "Who did you send it to?"

"The person who sent the other pictures to me," he says. "It was an exchange — a trade. They gave me that sleeve after I told them about our ... encounter."

"Interesting," I say, tenderly running a finger over his glans. The ring with spinning balls is still on his shaft, but it slid down from the head as his cock softened. I push it back to the ridge behind the crown. "And who is this mysterious person?"

"I don't know," he says. "I tried calling the number the texts and pictures came from, but there was no answer. And when I called it today, it was out of service. They called themselves 'R'."

I think back to the text I saw on Calvin's phone from "R", and the pink box in his shopping bag that looked like one from Lucky Fierce Vibes. And then I think of that tuft of red hair in the pictures, those delicate folds and the lovely hands with perfectly shaped nails painted pale lavender. I can't help but laugh.

"Frank," I say, running a thumb up the underside of his cock, delighting in the swelling of the head, "I think I know who your mysterious 'R' is ..."

When I take his cock in my mouth, running a soothing tongue down the shaft as he lengthens and stiffens toward my throat, I begin piecing together the puzzle that has been troubling me ever since my first trip to the post office.



On my ride back home, the taste of Frank's cum still salty and thick in my mouth, I think of my first visit to Lucky Fierce Vibes. The store had opened just a month or so before, to little fanfare but a curious buzz among people who leaned toward the fun and unusual in their bedroom antics. It was modeled after a notorious sex toy store and bar in Tokyo, and gave off a playful, decadent vibe.

The shop is downtown, about a mile from where Calvin and I lived at the time, but its entrance is tucked into an alley behind an old warehouse. You might not even notice it's there if you're not looking for it. Above the door is a small neon sign — a pink four-leaf clover with "Lucky Fierce Vibes" in a curving script below — and beside the door is a little alcove, wider at the bottom than the top, curving to a point and reminiscent of a vulva. Tucked at the top of the alcove is a little pink button that, when pushed, elicits a moaning sound and flashing lights before the locked door swings open, inviting you into a small stone room with a staircase leading up toward a glowing red bulb.

At the top of the stairs is a frosted glass door, behind which are more neon lights, a long chrome and glass bar displaying fanciful dildos and bottles of sake on the mirrored shelves, and a hallway of brightly colored doors with little round porthole windows. Visitors are greeted by a hostess in a tight latex dress and colorful wig, and presented with an etched aluminum menu offering a delectable variety of experiences, from samplers of some of the bar's rare liquors to a full "tasting menu" in one of the private rooms with a knowledgeable and experienced guide.

On my first visit to Lucky Fierce Vibes, I selected the tasting menu that consisted of three light sakes, two lubes, and a shiny metal bullet vibe. I stood at the bar, nervously sipping a soda water with bitters, while I waited for my guide. There were three giggling young women at the other end of the bar, drinking from wide-rimmed glasses decked out with umbrellas and passing some of the more artistic-looking dildos back and forth. A young couple sat at a shadowed table behind me, holding hands and not sipping their drinks at all, looking even more nervous than I felt. If I were here with Calvin, I thought, I probably wouldn't be nervous at all; he always displays such an air of certainty and control, even in the strangest of situations, and waiting for a private demonstration in a sexy toy bar was certainly one of the strangest situations I've been in.

I saw my guide in the chrome-framed mirror behind the bar as she approached me. She was a petite woman, a little shorter than me, with wide hips and full breasts barely contained inside a shiny blue latex dress, the hem of which barely fell to her thighs. Her bob-cut wig matched the shine and shimmer of the dress, with threads of sea green and deep violet run through it. Her full, soft lips were painted a foamy green, and hints of coral pink and gauzy orchid flashed when she blinked her eyes. The effect was stunning, a bit like being approached by an alien mermaid, and I almost swooned when her fingers brushed my shoulder.

"You must be Dorothy," she said. I could only nod, struck dumb by her scintillating presence. "My name is Ronda, and I'll be your guide. Will you follow me?"

She smiled over her shoulder as she turned toward the hallway of colorful doors and gently took my fingers in hers; I would follow her absolutely anywhere in that moment.



The room behind the green door that Ronda led me to was lit by a tube of pink neon circling the walls, casting strange and sensuous shadows in the little space. Ronda motioned toward a black leather couch in the corner, and I took a seat and smoothed my skirt over my knees, feeling my heart pound in my chest.

In front of my knees was a low black table, holding a trio of small stoneware cups, two narrow glass bottles, a little iron pot sitting above a tea light, two plastic vials, and a long, narrow black case with "JOY" printed on it in pink flowing script. Ronda circled the table, brushing my knees with her fingertips as she passed me, and knelt across from me. From where I sat, I could see ample cleavage where her blue latex dress bound her curves, and she grinned wickedly when she lifted her chin to meet my gaze.

"I'm picking up a feeling from you," Ronda said as she reached for one of the cups, "that while you're new to Lucky Fierce Vibes, you're not at all new to the concepts of pleasure."

I felt my face flush, and I squirmed a little on my seat.

"That's probably accurate," I said, running my tongue over my dry lips. My voice sounded scratchy and halting in my ears. "That doesn't mean I don't get some ... nerves every now and then."

"Oh, indeed!" said Ronda, leaning across the low table to put her fingers on my bare knee. I felt a tingle run up my leg at her touch. "What would be the point of even having nerves, if they didn't sometimes get over-excited?"

I smiled and sighed, trying to relax. Ronda removed her fingers from my knee and reached for the iron pot, tipping it over the cup in her other hand to pour a clear stream of liquid. A warm, malty aroma rose from the cup.

"This is a nice junmai to start with," she said, handing the cup to me, "not too spicy and quite gentle on the nerves."

I lifted the cup to my nose and took in the scent; a light orange zest seemed to cling to the cup. When I raised it to my lips and sipped, I tasted almonds and caramel, and the sake warmed my throat on its path to my belly.

"I like to pair it," Ronda said, reaching for one of the vials, "with this lube — it's a little spicier than the sake, and is very nice for warming things up quickly."

She reached for my free hand and pulled it gently toward her, turning it palm up. Ronda tipped the vial over and let a long dribble of a pearly liquid that glowed pink in the neon light fall onto my hand. With her thumb, she spread the liquid across my skin, and I immediately felt a warm glow surrounding me. A slightly cinnamon aroma lifted from my skin as Ronda stroked my palm, and the glow quickly spread throughout my body and especially between my legs.

"Isn't that nice?" said Ronda, a beatific smile glowing on her sea-green lips.

I nodded and closed my eyes so I could savor the warmth on my skin and the warmth filling my belly. I imagined what the warming, tingling lube would feel like spread across my delicate folds, circling my clit, dribbling into my channel. When I felt the couch cushion move beside me, I jerked my eyes open and gasped.

"I hope you don't mind," Ronda said as she settled onto the other end of the couch. "Kneeling by the table kills my knees after a few minutes."

"Not at all," I said, trying to sound cool and nonchalant. I was anything but, with this magical creature in her tight latex dress settling onto the couch beside me.

She gave me a wicked grin as she sat back against the arm of the couch and slowly eased the hem of her dress above her thighs. The light shimmered off the places her slippery fingers came in contact with the smooth, stretchy material, throwing little rainbow arcs that only made Ronda that much more magical. As the dress rose, I saw that she was pantiless: smooth coral lips lurked in the shadows between her legs, and as the dress rose higher still I saw a delightful tuft of tawny red hair, a more coppery shade than mine.

"So this particular lube," Ronda said, dribbling a little more onto her finger, "is just the thing when you need to get ready for a quickie. It takes care of the basics right off the bat, making you feel all tingly and excited, so you can get down to business a lot faster."

"I see," I said, my jaw practically resting on my chest.

What I saw were Ronda's fingers, long and nimble, spreading the shimmering gel all around her coral lips, making them glisten in the warm neon glow. She threw her head back and let out a long sigh, her fingertips coaxing the firm little bud sitting beneath the tuft of fur to rise up from the shadows and shine wetly under her touch. My own little bud was throbbing, and I crossed my legs, squeezing my thighs together, desperate to touch my own clit. My mouth tingled when I pressed a lube-slick finger to my lips, and I could imagine even more clearly how it would feel against my pussy.

Ronda's head suddenly snapped back down, and she blinked as she squirmed on the couch, straightening her dress but not pulling it down to hide the beautiful sight of her glistening cunt. She smiled, lips parted, and said, "Sorry about that ... I almost got carried away."

"Not at all," I choked out, eyes locked on the slippery flesh between Ronda's legs. "I don't mind one bit ..."

"Well, I need to keep my head about me," she said, brushing a palm across her pussy, "because there's more on your sampler menu. Up next I have a junmai ginjo that I think you'll love as a palette cleanser after the warm sake."

Ronda reached below the table for a plush white towel and wiped her hands, then reached for one of the glass bottles, a slender flask made of sea-green glass. She poured a clear liquid into the next little cup and handed it to me. Her fingers brushed mine when I took it from her, and it was all I could do to resist grasping her hand and pulling it between my legs where I was sure she could work some of that magic I had seen her cast on her own pussy.

The second cup was cool and refreshing, fruity and soft, and it felt like silk pouring down my throat. It didn't quench the fire in my belly, but it soothed it, made it into a delicious ache rather than a sharp pang. While I sipped, Ronda sat up and retrieved the black case from the table. I heard the springs of its clasps open, and she lifted the lid to reveal a slender, silvery cylinder.

"This is the Joy Wand," Ronda said, putting a finger at either end of the object and lifting it up. "It's quite the work of art."

And it was. About eight inches long, it curved slightly between a broad round bulb on end and a rounded arrowhead on the other. Near the narrower end there were rounded bumps like the humps on a sea serpent's back. It shone in the dim neon, its flawless surface reflecting the colors of Ronda's dress.

"There are so many things I love about this toy," she said, turning it over in her hands. "It's made of stainless medical-grade steel, and pretty nearly indestructible. It warms up nicely in her hands, but you can also chill it or heat it if you want to experiment with temperature play. These bumps" — she ran her finger over the ridges — "touch just the right spots, and the curve is perfect for locating those hard-to-find places deep inside. You can insert either end — warm up with the narrow end, go for broke with the wide. It's probably our most versatile dildo; and, alas, our most expensive ..."

Ronda held the Joy Wand toward me, balanced on two fingers, and I tentatively touched its shiny surface. It had taken on some of the warmth of Ronda's hands in her handling of it, but was still mostly cool to the touch, and impossibly smooth. My fingers slid over the bumps, and I imagined them riding in and out of my channel, massaging the places so seldom touched by even the most attentive lover's cock.

She took the dildo in one hand, leaned back against the arm of the couch with her skirt hiked high, and ran its length along her folds. I watched wide-eyed as she teased and tickled herself, first with the thick bulb and then with the narrow point, and then ever so slowly parted her lips with it and eased it slowly into her channel. She kept her eyes on my face as she fucked herself with a gentle, steady rhythm, turning her wrist as she moved so the dildo rotated inside her, touching every interior surface with its steely perfection. I stifled a groan and squeezed my thighs tighter together.

"Oh fuck," Ronda moaned, her eyes fluttering, and then let out a long, slow sigh. Her hand trembled as she pulled the Joy Wand from her pussy, slick and shiny with her nectar and the spicy lube, and I wanted to drop to my knees in front of her and lick up every drop. Instead, I tipped the sake cup back and let the last drops pour down my throat.

Ronda stretched her legs, pressing her bare feet against my thigh. I cautiously reached down to touch her toes, which curled against my hand. She rested the dildo on her belly and stretched her arms back over her head, then rolled herself back up to a seat. Her green and blue wig had gone a little askew, revealing a few strands of coppery hair.

"Finally," Ronda said, her voice breathy and hushed, "we have Yuki-Onna, named for the Snow Maiden of legend."

She reached for the last bottle, an opaque white flask with a black-haired woman sketched on its belly, and for the last cup. The sake gave off a cool, fruity aroma, almost like melon. Ronda handed me the cup, and I sipped, feeling a soothing coolness fill my mouth.

"This is brewed in the mountains," she said, "and aged for three years in barrels covered in snow. The flavors mingle and mellow in that time, resulting in the most calming sake I've ever tasted."

Then she set the shiny dildo on the towel she had used to wipe her hands and picked up the other plastic vial. When she uncapped it, a whiff of aloe and melon met my nose, and she tipped a little out onto her finger. Then she gently touched my hand with the slippery digit, and I smiled at the cool, pleasant sensation.

"After a more ... intense session," Ronda said, "it's nice to relax a bit with something soothing. I like this lube for how thick it is, how it coats all the surfaces and has a real staying power — it doesn't wear off nearly as quickly as most lubes. If you have a hankering for a slow fuck after getting pounded — " she winked at me, and I felt my pussy clench — "this is just what you need to ease into a long, steady grind ..."

Ronda poured a thick helping of the shimmering gel onto her hand and then spread it over her pink and trembling folds. I leaned forward and watched intently as she stroked and teased.

Then, abruptly, she sat up and tugged the hem of her dress down past her thighs. I blinked and sat back, disappointed to have the delicious view of her cunt taken away from my eyes.

"And there you have it," she said, pushing herself to her feet. Her steps were a little unsteady as she moved around the table. "A lovely sample of sensations, just the thing to bring home for a long, special evening."

"Oh yes," I whispered, biting my lip, "so very special ..."

I bought both lubes and the Joy Wand that night, and a bottle of the Yuki-Onna for Calvin to taste after he put my new toy to good use. It wasn't an inexpensive outing, that first visit to Lucky Fierce Vibes, but it was worth every penny.

And there would be many more visits before we moved to the farmhouse. I always called ahead to make sure Ronda would be available — her tours of the world of sensuality were always magical, transporting me to places beyond my filthiest dreams.



I'm flustered and flushed when I get home, still buzzing from Frank's tongue and ring-bound cock, and now all worked up from my memories of Ronda. It makes sense that Ronda would have intercepted my order of the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator; but I don't have any idea how she would have connected with Frank. And after Frank filled my mouth with his spunk the second time, I left him in no condition for further interrogation — I snuck out the back of the post office as he lay limp and spent on the metal desk.

And what about that text that Calvin received? Calvin did join me once at Lucky Fierce Vibes, but he met Ronda only in passing as she led me to a room for a demonstration of the new grinding saddle that had just arrived. He sat at the bar discussing the finer points of sake and gyoza with the bartender while I watched Ronda ride a vibrating blue pillow until her silver and gold wig almost fell off her head. Could it be mere coincidence that Calvin's mysterious correspondent shares an initial with Ronda?

After parking my bicycle in the shed and giving the seat a quick wipe with the hem of my dress, I hurry into the house, intent on going to the back bedroom for a quick session with the Kiwami. I hear movement in the kitchen, though, and tiptoe to the back of the house, peering around the corner to see Calvin unpacking groceries from two canvas totes.

"Hey, baby," I whisper, putting my arms around his chest and pressing my tits against his back. "Do you still have that steel ring I bought for you?"

He chuckles as he lifts some cans into the cupboard, then turns to face me, putting his hands on my hips as he bends down to kiss me. His hands slide down over my ass, and when he pulls me against his body, I can feel his erection pressing through his jeans.

"Maybe I need to take that bike away from you," he says when he lifts his mouth from mine. "You're always so randy when you get back from a ride."

"Is that a problem?" I ask, putting a pout on my lips. I run a finger along the thick ridge bulging the front of his pants.

"Well, there are worse problems to have, I suppose." He squeezes my ass, then turns back to the groceries, taking a bag of rice from the tote.

"We're going to have company on Friday," he says as he puts the rice on the shelf. "I'll make dinner if you supply dessert."

"Company? Who? How many?"

We seldom entertained back in the city. Calvin and I were too busy to cook, and with so many restaurants and bars, we preferred to meet people out, where someone else could take care of cooking and cleaning.

"Four," he says, taking a jar of chicken stock out of the bag, "plus us. So maybe a couple of pies?"

"I can do pie," I say, flashing on the image of Lee bending me over the table while I rolled out the crust.

"Perfect," Calvin says, turning back to me and pulling me close. "We never had company back in the city; it will be fun to try something new."

"New is good," I say, going up on my toes and pressing my lips to his cheek. "I like a little adventure."
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Home Cooking

All week, I'm beside myself with anticipation. I don't mention my suspicions to Calvin, though I am highly attuned to his texting habits when he's at home. A few times I catch a glimpse over his shoulder of the "R." in its blue circle, but I'm never able to see what messages are being sent before he slips his phone back into his pocket.

I try to get him to tell me who he's invited for dinner, but Calvin refuses to divulge any details. He gives me a playful grin whenever I ask, followed by a slap on the ass.

"Just trust me," he says.

Calvin goes back to his regular schedule starting Tuesday, driving the train station early in the morning and returning home in the early evening. I try to get Lee to come relieve my stress, but he tells me he's busy all week.

"It's the peak season, baby," he explains, "I'm out and about all week. I might be able to pay you a visit on Friday, though, I sure wouldn't mind a little time with my favorite farm gal ..."

"Friday won't work," I say with a sigh, "we're having company."

I try to get Deacon's attention — I find his contact information in the folder where Calvin is tracking the work being done on the house.

"Maybe you could measure some of my upstairs windows?" I purr into the phone. "Calvin is going to be at work all week, and I'm so lonely here ..."

"I'm really sorry, Mrs. Warren," he says.

"Dorothy," I say.

"Dorothy ... it's just ... the hardware for the windows I'm doing for your downstairs came in, and it's going to be a couple days before I can bring them over, and I don't want to start on a new set before we get these in ..."

"Just to measure, though ... just bring your yardstick, if you know what I mean ..."

"I really don't think I should right now, Mrs. Wa — Dorothy. Not that I don't want to, but ..."

I bike down to the post office on Wednesday, determined to have my way with Frank — he's sure to be game for a little back office tangle! — but when I get there, I find an older woman behind the counter who tells me that Frank is on vacation this week.

"All week long?" I ask, unable to keep the desperate edge from my voice.

She shrugs.

"He hardly ever uses his vacation," she says. "He was looking a little ragged, so I think it's good he's getting some rest."

"Ragged ..." I mutter, picturing him lying on the desk in the back office, skin flushed and cock going limp against his thigh. He did indeed look ragged in that moment ...

"Just between us," she says, leaning over the counter with a conspiratorial smile, "I think he needs to have a little fun — he's so tightly wound! I hope he's going a little wild, if that's something he's even capable of."

Oh, he's capable, I think, but say, "Well, I hope he comes back rested and renewed."

There's work to do to get the house in order for company, and that consumes some of my nervous energy. We never bothered to do anything with the dining room that sits off to the side of the living room, and I find it to be a dusty, dingy space in much need of sunlight and air.

I pull down the drapes, knocking years' worth of cobwebs loose, and scrub the grime from the windows until light pours into the shadowy room. I climb up on the little foot ladder from the kitchen and swipe at the corners of the ceiling with a feather duster, raising a cloud of dust that makes me sneeze so hard I almost lose my balance. The carpet under the heavy oak table — a crimson and gold Persian-style rug — throws up clouds of dust when I step on it, and with much heaving and grunting I'm able to walk the table across the room and drag the carpet out on the porch where I can give it a serious thrashing.

By the time Calvin gets home, I'm a sore and sweaty mess, but I've wrangled the dining room into order, or close to it. The woodwork still needs to be polished, and I'll wash the outside of the windows tomorrow, but it's far closer to presentable.



"You've absolutely transformed this room," Calvin says, dropping his keys and briefcase by the door as he enters the dining room. He looks around the room, wide-eyed and smiling. "I didn't even know there were windows here."

"It's a nice enough dining room," I say, wiping a sweaty strand of hair away from my eyes. "I wish we had time to get new curtains, though, and the rug really needs to go out to be cleaned, I can't wash it here."

"The table is nice, though," Calvin says, walking around the heavy oak table in the center of the room. It's long, with three chairs to a side and one at each end, and though there are nicks and scratches that show years of use, the wood glistens where I took rags and polish to its dusty top. My elbow still aches from the effort.

"It should be plenty big enough," I say. "You said four guests?"

"Four plus us," he says, "so six. More than enough chairs."

"And who are these four guests again?" I ask. "Do I know them?"

"It's a surprise, baby," he says, suddenly taking me in his arms and pulling me in for a kiss.

His hands slide over my ass and he pushes me back against the table, his mouth hot and hungry. He grips my ass and lifts me up onto the table, knocking over one of the chairs in his haste, and leans into me, mouth working its way down my throat.

"This is a surprise," I say with a laugh, running my fingers through Calvin's hair as he kisses my breasts through my blouse. His lips circle each stiffening nipple in turn while his fingers seek the buttons that hold my blouse closed.

"A good surprise, I hope," he says as he finishes with the buttons, pulling my blouse open and pressing his lips to my belly. I sigh and arch my back.

"Very good," I say when he kisses his way up to a bare breast, circling the globe with his tongue while his fingers dance around my nipple, sending tingles coursing through me.

"I want you to be the first meal I eat on this table," he says, then takes the nipple he's been teasing into his mouth and sucks. A jolt of electricity makes every nerve stretch and sing, and I moan in delight.

Calvin suckles and nips at my breasts until they shine wetly in the dim light pouring through the still-dusty window panes. My pussy clenches and I feel the nectar flowing, already drenching my channel. Calvin kisses his way down my bare skin, scraping teeth across my belly while his hands fondle my tits.

When he's kneeling before me, he reaches his hands up the insides of my thighs under my skirt, and I lift my hips so he can push the fabric past my ass. My pussy is bare before him, the pink folds already glistening, and he stares between my legs for a long time, his tongue playing across his lips. I feel my clit stiffen, imagining that tongue circling my throbbing bud and exploring my delicate flesh.

"You look delicious," he says, his voice a throaty growl, his eyes hungry and hot.

"Then eat me," I whisper, letting my legs fall apart a little wider to beckon him closer.

He leans toward me, and I feel his breath warm on my cunt. He kisses my thighs, gently nipping with his teeth, while his fingers circle my mound, tugging at my auburn bush. I push my hips forward, desperate for his touch, but he teases me, pulling away to kiss his way down to my knees and back up while his fingers dance across my belly. My pussy is a chasm of need, and I groan with desire.

Calvin's mouth begins a long, slow journey up my leg and then over my belly, his chin pressing into my mound as he nips and sucks and kisses every inch of me but the inches that feel a desperate longing for his touch. His fingers tease and taunt, feather light on my skin, grazing the delicate folds and throbbing button. I shiver under his touch and push my hips toward him, but he pulls away as I move closer, and I groan with frustration.

"You smell delicious," Calvin says, and lets a finger slip gently between my folds, parting them as it moves up toward my clit. But just as his finger is about to press against that quivering bundle of nerves, it veers away, walking back down over the fold of my thigh.

"Oh fuck, Calvin," I gasp, glaring down at him through a veil of sweat-slick hair, my breasts heaving. "Would you just fucking eat me?"

He laughs, but leans forward to plant a delicate kiss right above my stiff clit. And then another. And another. Soon he's circling my mound with his lips, and his tongue slips across my folds, and when his teeth graze the tip of my nub, I let out a gasp and fall back against the table.

And then his mouth is on me, hot and hungry, devouring my pussy with ferocious delight. A finger slips into my channel, the tip pressing the spot just inside the entrance, and I lift my ass and gasp. Calvin's lips and tongue are everywhere all at once, licking and nipping and sucking, and I'm gasping for air as I stretch across the tabletop.

When I come, I press my thighs hard against Calvin's head and let out a cry that I'm sure shakes loose the dust on the ceiling that I couldn't reach from my little step ladder. My shout echoes against the woodwork and rings through the dining room, and Calvin feasts on me like I'm the most exquisite of meals.



I'm a bundle of nerves when Friday finally arrives. The dining room is clean and polished, a new gold-colored runner lying across the tabletop and the curtains washed and mended. I spent Thursday washing the windows and polishing the woodwork throughout the house, and I'm a little sore but pleased with the effort. Back in the city, we had a cleaning service to do most of the housework, and I had forgotten how satisfying it can be to lose yourself in the repetitive rhythms of scrubbing and sweeping and polishing.

Calvin and I spend the afternoon together in the kitchen. He's at the stove cooking rice and steaming vegetables, while I'm at the table rolling out the crusts for two berry pies. The small oven under the stove has a pan of chicken breasts baking inside, filling the kitchen with a savory aroma, with a tray of biscuits cooling on the countertop.

I'm surprised at Calvin's confidence in the kitchen; he handles the knife with surety and juggles the tasks of stirring the rice and seasoning the carrots, broccoli, and cauliflower with grace. Our condo kitchen had been idle most of the time, a place to store leftovers from restaurants and snacks from the delivery service — if not for the cleaners, the stove would have been thick with dust most weeks. I don't know the origin of Calvin's deftness, but I'm delighted to see him so in command.

We have to dance around each other as I move to the cupboard for flour and he reaches over me for salt, and I giggle when our hips brush. He kisses my head as he passes me, and then runs a hand across my ass when he returns to the stove. His touch makes me tingle, and I think back to him devouring me on the dining room table, to Lee taking me over the kitchen table, to the taste of Deacon's cock beside the oven. Food and sex mingle in my mind, and I feel all of my appetites clamouring for attention.

I stand behind Calvin while he stirs the pot, slowly turning the creamy white rice, and rest my cheek against his back. He relaxes into me, letting me wrap my arms around his chest.

"I'm the luckiest gal in Milhawket," I sigh, "with a man who attends to all of my hungers."

"And I'm the luckiest guy," he says, turning to face me, bending down for a kiss, "with a woman who makes my mouth water."



I'm almost ready to pull the pies out of the oven when Calvin wipes his hands on a dishtowel and steps away from the stove. The rich aroma of seasoned rice rises from the pot that Calvin was stirring, and I'm suddenly aware of how hungry I am.

"I need to run to the train station," Calvin says, putting his arms around me and pressing his lips to my forehead. "One of our guests will be arriving there shortly."

"And who is that?" I ask, looping my thumbs in his belt to keep him close.

"You'll see soon enough," he says with a laugh, gently pulling away. "The others will be coming soon, though, so you should go put on something nice."

I wipe my hands down the front of my apron; it's dusted with flour and stained purple from the berries in the pies. I brush my bangs out of my eyes and sigh.

"How nice?" I ask. "I don't even know who's coming, how can I decide what to wear?"

"One of your dresses would be fine," he says over his shoulder as he walks out of the kitchen. "Something bright? I like that yellow one with the white dots; it makes your ass look nice."

I sigh and make a huffing sound, my hands on my hips, but Calvin's only response is to close the front door behind himself.



I'm standing in front of the mirror in the bedroom, holding the yellow polka dot dress up to my naked body, then the blue gingham, wrinkling my nose in indecision, when I hear the doorbell buzz. I startle and almost rush down the stairs with nothing on at all, then catch myself and pull the yellow dress over my head, straightening it as I call, "Coming!"

The mystery of our guests is about to be revealed, and I'm both excited and terrified. My heart is pounding and my hands are shaking when I reach the front door. The doorknob feels slippery, and I realize it's because my palms are sweating. I use both hands to turn it, taking and deep breath as I pull the door open and step back.

"Baby," Lee says, his voice a velvety purr that goes right to my core and sends warm pulses through my body, "that dress looks so good on you ..."

I let out a laugh and lean against the doorjamb, holding my hand against my drumming heart. Lee is holding a bouquet of flowers — burgundy and berry zinnias nestled among delicate daisies — in one hand and uses the other to circle my waist and pull me close. I press my hands against his broad chest and go up on my toes to kiss his lips. His fingers slide over the curve of my ass as he holds me against his body.

"Are you my guest?" I ask as I step back, looking him up and down.

He's dressed better than on his usual visits, when he arrives from working outside all day, clothes dusty and skin smelling of rich, clean sweat: his blue shirt is pressed and fits nicely across his shoulders, and his tan slacks have a sharp crease with cuffs that fall on leather loafers. I know what these clothes conceal, though, and I can't help but picture his mahogany skin and rippling muscles underneath the smooth cotton fabric.

"I suppose I am," he says, letting his fingers linger on my hip as I take the flowers from him and hold them to my face. "I've got to say, I'm just a little nervous at the prospect of sitting down to dinner with you and your husband, but he says he's invited quite a crowd, so maybe I'll just blend in."

"Who else did he invite?" I ask as I turn into the house, beckoning Lee to follow.

"He didn't say," says Lee. He follows me into the kitchen and takes a deep, appreciative breath. "Damn, the food smells good, baby!"

"Mostly Calvin's doing," I say as I reach for a vase from the cupboard over the sink. "I just made the dessert."

Lee is right behind me as I set the vase in the sink and pour a little water into it, his hands on my hips and his face in my hair. I lean back into him and feel his erection through the thin cotton of my dress. His hands slide up and down my sides, bunching the dress in his fingers, and I let out a sigh.

"I love your desserts, baby," he whispers, his breath hot on my skin. "I could eat your juicy desserts all day long."

I let out a long sigh and close my eyes. My nervousness is being rapidly replaced by horniness, desire filling up the spaces that were jumbled with jitters before I opened the front door. His fingers slide across my belly and dance lower, grazing the tops of my thighs and sliding the fabric slowly up.

"No dessert until after supper, baby," I say, dropping the flowers into the vase and then reaching my arms up behind me to touch his silky smooth head. "But I might offer you an appetizer ..."

"My mouth is watering already," he says. His hands slide up to cup my breasts through my dress, and I lean back against him, tilting my head to welcome his hot mouth and questing tongue.

And then the doorbell sounds with a harsh and insistent buzz, and I let out a frustrated gasp. Lee chuckles and steps back to let me turn away from the sink, and he gives my ass a playful slap as I hurry toward the door.



Deacon is standing on the porch, fidgeting in a suit coat that's a little too small for his wide shoulders, clutching a bottle of wine. I let out a laugh at his nervous demeanor, and I'm afraid he's going to bolt and disappear when he sees me, just like he did after our tryst in the kitchen.

"Come in, come in," I say, taking him by the elbow.

He stumbles after me, knuckles white around the bottle in his hands. I take the wine from him and lead him to the kitchen, where Lee is lifting the vase of flowers from the sink. Lee turns and looks at Deacon, a broad smile crossing his face.

"Hey, man," Lee says, reaching out a hand to Deacon. Deacon takes it, and I can see his fingers tremble as Lee's hand swallows Deacon's. Deacon nods, and his lips move, but no sound comes out.

"I think he's a little shy," I say, going up on my toes to kiss Lee's cheek. Then I turn and kiss Deacon's, and I feel his skin grow hot under my lips. His face is crimson when I step back, and I can't help but laugh.

"I'm ..." Deacon croaks, his chin quivering. "I'm ... um ... thanks so much for inviting me, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Call me Dorothy," I say. "And I didn't invite you, I had no idea who would be here — that was Calvin's doing." Then I flash him a grin and a wink. "But I'm very happy with his choice of guests."

"I think Mr. Warren — Calvin — has fine taste in who he invites into his house," Lee says. "He certainly knows what he's doing with young Mr. Ross here." Then Lee moves a little closer to Deacon and whispers, "I've heard some tales from the ladies of Milhawket, Deacon, no need to play shy here."

I laugh into my elbow when Deacon turns a shade darker red, then I take the flowers from Lee and carry them to the dining room. While I'm setting the vase on the table, the buzzer rings again, and I hurry to the door with happy anticipation rather than fearful trepidation.



Frank looks a little like an undertaker in his black jacket and slacks over a white shirt, his tall, thin frame appearing gaunt under the severe clothing. His smile is anything but an undertaker's rictus grin, though; there's a devilish twist to his lip and a sparkle in his eye, and he's presenting a long black box to me. It looks quite familiar.

"You left this behind at your last visit," he says as I take the box from him, a teasing lilt in his voice.

I flip open the lid and see the pewter butterflies lying on crushed green velvet. I lift one out, smiling at its silver chain trailing behind it. There's something under the velvet, and I pull at the edge with my finger, revealing a long, slender glass shaft with a slight curve in the middle and a small globe on either end.

"I saw it on the Lucky Fierce Vibes website," Frank says as I lift the delicate glass dildo from the box, "and I thought you might enjoy it."

"It's beautiful," I say, turning it over in my hand. "It's so graceful and long, it reminds me of your cock."

A blush briefly crosses Frank's face, but it passes quickly — he's not as easily embarrassed as Deacon, it seems, especially after the two sessions we've shared already. I kiss his cheek and guide him by his shoulder into the kitchen, where Deacon and Lee are talking and laughing, sipping from glasses of the wine Deacon brought.

Frank greets the others, and Lee quickly pours him a glass. The red liquid sparkles in the late afternoon sun streaming into the kitchen. Seeing three of my lovers together, smiling and laughing, makes my heart race. Part of me wants to lead them down the hall to the back bedroom — I'd like to try out the new dildo from Frank, but I'd also like to be worked over by their mouths and tongues and cocks. But a glance at the clock tells me there isn't time — Calvin will be back home in twenty minutes or so, which is barely enough time to get started with what I have in mind, and it would probably be awkward to have my husband and our fourth dinner guest arrive while I'm in the middle of fucking these three gorgeous men. Awkward, but also a little exhilarating.

"Make yourselves comfortable," I say, dragging my hand across each of their waists in turn. "Calvin will be home any minute with mystery guest number four. I'm just going to run upstairs and freshen up a little."

I see Deacon blush at the mention of Calvin. Lee and Frank nod and raise their glasses in salute to me, and I look over my shoulder as I leave the kitchen to confirm that there are six eyes fixed on my swaying ass.



I'm still a little sweaty from my day in the kitchen, and when I look in the bathroom mirror, I see that I have streaks of flour on my cheeks and neck. I don't have time to wash my hair, but I can take a quick shower. With my hair pulled back with a clip, I turn on the showerhead over the old clawfoot tub, hang my dress on the hook on the door, and climb in to let the hot water sluice over my skin. My nipples pucker at the steamy heat, and stiffen when I run soapy hands all around my breasts and over my belly.

I don't know what Calvin has planned for this dinner, but I have some definite suspicions that it's going to be something delightful. He certainly knows about Lee's visits — I'm sure he's noticed my anticipation before Randolph Landscaping comes to work on the yard. And I suspect that Deacon's flustered return to take more measurements had something to do with Calvin — it feels like the sort of prank he might pull, either on me or on the young carpenter. Does he know about Frank, though? He knows I had to go to the post office a couple of times, and he's seen and used the Kiwami — was that enough for Calvin to make the connection to Frank?

As much as I would like to stand in the hot stream of water and contemplate the mysteries of my tangled love life, I have guests to attend to (who I certainly hope will be attending to me a little later ...). I shut off the water and reach for the plush white towel that still smells of sunshine and wildflowers from its time on the line outside, and dry myself off, making sure to fluff my auburn bush a bit.

The bottle of moisturizer on the sink lets out a sad burping sound when I squeeze it, and I get only a few drops of the cream to come out. With a sigh, I open the fogged mirror door on the medicine cabinet to see if there's another bottle. What I find instead is surprising indeed.

Lined up on the top shelf, behind Calvin's razors and shaving soap, are three little black objects, pointed at the top and flaring out with wide shoulders, standing on circular bases and lined up shortest to tallest. I take one down and turn it over in my hands, laughing — it's a butt plug, a nice, simple model made of silky smooth latex, but it's not my butt plug. Mine are brightly colored, a little larger, and split between the upstairs and downstairs bedroom.

Why does Calvin have a butt plug collection? I wonder as I swap the plug for a fresh bottle of lotion. I smear the creamy balm over my arms and shoulders, then apply it to my breasts and belly, working it into my skin. It feels soothing and cool on my thighs and calves, and I spread an ample dollop across my ass.

As I put the lotion away, I notice a small pink tube with the Lucky Fierce Vibes clover logo stamped on it. I pop the lid and hold it up to my nose: it gives off a sweet lavender scent, just like the lube I keep downstairs. Curiouser and curiouser, I think.

Then I hear the front door open, and Calvin's shouted greeting. I yank the dress off the hook and pull it over my head, and check my hair in the mirror, giving it a shake to make sure there's no flour clinging to my auburn curls. Then I hurry for the stairs, not bothering to put on shoes, and rush barefoot to learn who Calvin's final guest will be.
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Delightful Repartee

As I hurry to the kitchen, my mind races, wondering who the fourth guest could be. Did Calvin locate Hank or Gavin, my afternoon cyclist lovers? Is Brad the HR Intern going to get a chance to redeem his last performance, or could he have found John from Accounting? Or maybe Holly from IT? Or some new and mysterious stranger, an unknown and unsampled cock of Calvin's acquaintance, lured to the wilds of Milhawket for my delight?

I turn the corner and see Calvin standing with Lee, Deacon, and Frank, grinning and talking quietly. Calvin catches my eye and winks at me, his mouth turning up in a playful smile. I take a step closer and look through the doorway and see a woman standing near the table with her back to me: lustrous black hair and wide hips, sheathed in an elegant backless black dress. I bite my lip, suddenly aware of my country bumpkin appearance — hair tied back with loose strands around my neck, dressed in a simple yellow dress with white polka dots, standing barefoot on the kitchen floor.

Part of me wants to turn and run, flee back upstairs and hide from this elegant creature. Then she turns and smiles at me across a glass of wine, her green eyes sparkling and her blue-painted lips curved into a smile.

"Ronda?" I gasp, clutching at my pounding heart, and then run to embrace her.



"As soon as I saw that order come through," Ronda says, "I knew there was only one person it could be for. But to Milhawket of all places? I was completely stumped as to why Dorothy would be having our most notorious vibrator shipped to hell and gone."

We're seated around the dining room table: Calvin, Deacon, and Ronda on one side, Lee, Frank, and me on the other. Calvin's chicken, rice, and vegetables were absolutely delicious, as evidenced by the empty plates between us, and the yeasty, sweet biscuits are almost depleted, having gone to sopping up the creamy sauce that flavored the rice.

"No offense," Ronda says, motioning with her fork toward Frank, "but I've never thought of Milhawket as a hotbed of sexual liberation and kinky experimentation. Well, at least not until I met you."

Frank blushes — he's apparently much more sensitive to Ronda's teasing than mine. He reaches for the napkin on his lap and dabs at his lips, hiding a chagrinned smile.

"I wasn't all that aware of the experimentation myself," Frank says, "until I got that text from you."

"What?" I ask, looking wide-eyed at Ronda. "Did you introduce yourself to Frank with those pictures?"

"Oh, you've seen them?" Ronda says with a laugh. "Aren't they just the filthiest things? No, even I'm not that bold. It was a simple question for the town's postmaster, about whether they had any local prohibitions against sending objects of illicit pleasure through the mail."

"And I assured her there were no such rules," Frank says, "and that as long as it's securely packaged, we'll deliver anything with the appropriate postage."

"And that's when you sent the pictures?" I ask.

"Dorothy, what kind of girl do you think I am?" Ronda says, feigning shock. "I need to flirt a little before I give up the goods."

"You never flirted with me before breaking out the toys," I say, batting my eyelashes at her.

"That was in a professional setting. This was ... personal."

She reaches across the table and touches Frank's hand, and I see him stiffen and glance away, face red.

"I just asked him to be on the lookout for a certain package," Ronda says, "and that if he would intercept it for me there might be something good in store for both of us. For all of, if Frank's story is to be believed."

"Oh, it's to be believed, all right," I say, leaning my head on Frank's shoulder. "He's got a filthy mind, but I don't think he could have made up half of what we did." I turn to him and run a finger along his chest. "Do you still have the rings, Frank?"

Frank looks down at me with a wicked smile and says, "I'm wearing one of them right now."

It's my turn to blush as Ronda and Frank both laugh, and I picture the silver ring nestled against the crown of Frank's cock.



Calvin clears away the dirty dishes while I go into the kitchen to get the pies. While Calvin stacks the plates in the sink, I step up behind him and put my arms around his waist, resting my head against his back.

"I found something of yours in the medicine cabinet," I say.

"Oh, did you? And what did you find?"

"I'm not certain," I say, "but they looked a lot like butt plugs."

Calvin guffaws and turns around, resting his hands on my hips.

"How many did you see?" he asks.

"There were three."

"They came in a set of four," he says, kissing me on the top of the head. "I wonder where the other one went?"

"Yes," I say, going up on my toes to kiss his lips. "I wonder ..."



Deacon is reaching for a third piece of pie when Ronda puts a hand across his plate.

"Careful there, young man," she says, "I don't want you taking a nap after eating too much — there's a second dessert coming up soon, and I'm going to need your help preparing it."

"Second dessert?" I ask. "I baked two pies, I'm sure that's enough ..."

"Baby," Lee says, leaning across Frank and gesturing with his fork, "I think you are the dessert."

I look across the table at Calvin, who smiles as he carries a bite of pie to his mouth on the tines of his fork. His eyes sparkle mischievously.

"And a tasty dessert at that," says Ronda. "Rich and creamy."

"Is there enough to go around, though?" asks Frank, his shoulder pressing against mine. "I'm awfully hungry and I always want an extra big slice of this treat."

"I think we can share," says Ronda, resting her elbows on the table and her chin on her hands. "We're all grownups here; we can take turns."

"Who gets the first turn?" Calvin asks, winking at me.

"Well, it's your house," says Lee.

"But you're my guests," says Calvin.

"I'd be happy to go first," says Frank.

His hand under the table is squeezing my knee and working its way up my thigh. All of this banter about taking turns with me has my body humming, and I part my legs to give his fingers access under the hem of my dress. He tickles up my thigh and across the space between my legs, and he gives me a wink when his fingers graze the thatch of hair nestling there.

"I think you should wait your turn," Ronda says to Frank, pointing the tines of her fork at him, "we don't want you damaging anything important with your kinky tricks."

"Deacon's awfully quiet," Calvin says. "Maybe he should go first?"

"Oh, really, Mr. Warren," Deacon says, his voice rasp and his face burning red. "It's okay, I mean, I can just watch ..."

"You can call me Calvin," says Calvin. "I mean, you're about to fuck my wife, I think we can be on a first name basis."

Deacon turns from red to pale and suddenly begins studying his empty plate very closely. Meanwhile, Frank's fingers have moved well up my dress and are now boldly exploring my folds, drawing the nectar down from my core. I bite my lip and try to hide my arousal, but the smile Calvin gives me lets me know he's well aware of what's going on. In that moment, I realize that Calvin has always been very well aware of all that goes on, and has probably been as much a ringleader of my encounters as Ronda.

"Calvin," I say, trying unsuccessfully to keep my voice steady when Frank's thumb grazes my clit, "did you tell Deacon to come back and measure the window over the sink that day?"

"What day was that?" Calvin asks. "The day you sucked Deacon's cock in the kitchen?"

Deacon and I both let out a gasp at the same time, Deacon probably from surprise and embarrassment, and me because Frank has worked a finger into my slippery channel and has begun slowly, gently, and steadily fingerfucking me under the table.

"Yes," I say breathily, shifting on my chair to give Deacon better access to my cunt. "That was the day."

"I could taste it on your lips," Calvin says, leaning forward, "and it wasn't quite the same tang as Lee's."

"I ... I didn't know you noticed that kind of thing," I say. I lift my hips so Frank's finger can slide deeper into me, and I close my eyes when he grazes my most sensitive pleasure spots.

"Baby, after all these years, I'm a connoisseur of your dalliances," Calvin says with a laugh. "I've cleaned enough cum out of your snatch that I can guess the height, weight, and favorite food of the guy who deposited it."

"I like potato salad," Lee says, "with extra vinegar."

"Don't I know it," Calvin says, grinning at Lee. "You've got a very distinctive flavor, Mr. Randolph, I'd know it anyplace."

"You can call me Lee," says Lee. "After all, we're about to fuck the same wonderful gal, I think we can be informal."

"Not until after Deacon has had his turn," says Ronda, pushing her chair back from the table, "and Frank has pulled his fingers out of her pussy."

Frank grins impishly at Ronda, then pulls his hand out from between my legs and above the table. He puts the finger that was just in my cunt into his mouth and licks it clean, the sight of which makes me nearly melt in a steaming puddle onto the floor.
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"This could get pretty intense," Ronda says as she takes me by the hand and leads me from the dining room to the living room. My knees feel weak and my head is spinning. "We host private gangbangs now and then at Lucky Fierce Vibes, and they take a lot of planning."

"Gangbang?" I gasp. I know the concept, of course, I've even stroked off a few times at the thought of being at the center of one, but never in a million years have I imagined one as a reality.

"What else would you call it?" asks Ronda. "You're about to get fucked by five people, I'd say that's a classic gangbang."

"Five?"

"You think I'm going to sit this out?"

Ronda is a little shorter than me, and has to stretch for her lips to reach mine. When they do, they're soft and warm and sweet, and she tangles her fingers in my hair as her tongue explores my mouth. My hands slide from her hips to her ass, and I squeeze her against me, feeling her plump breasts press against mine.

While Ronda and I kiss, Calvin and Lee are a flurry of activity. Calvin sprinted up the stairs while Lee ran to the back bedroom, and soon they've returned with their arms filled with blankets and sheets and pillows. Frank and Deacon move the couch and chairs back to give Calvin and Lee space to scatter the bedding and form a nest in the middle of the floor.

My knees nearly buckle when Ronda steps back from me, but Calvin is right behind me, his arms around my waist and his face pressing against my neck. His lips are soft on my skin, his breath is hot, and he wraps me in a tight embrace.

"A gangbang, Calvin," I whisper, my eyes closed. My nipples press stiff and hard against my dress, and I feel an empty, burning ache where Frank's fingers were playing. "Am I going to have a gangbang, Calvin?"

"Baby, your life has been a slow-motion gangbang for years," Calvin says, his fingers slowly pulling my dress up above my knees. "Might as well see if you like it when we speed things up."

"I think she's going to like it just fine," says Lee.

He stands in front of me so I'm sandwiched between him and Calvin, and he helps Calvin raise my dress higher. Soon it's bunched at my waist, my bare ass pressed against Calvin's crotch, and Lee reaches a hand between my legs as he leans down to kiss me. My tongue pushes into his mouth as his fingers push into my pussy, and I groan in delight.

"We need to set the ground rules before things get too hot and heavy," I hear Ronda say. I look around Lee's shoulder and see that she has shucked off her dress and is standing near the nest of blankets and pillows wearing sheer black stockings held up with a black lace-fringed garter belt that frames a tiny pair of red panties. Her breasts are free and full, red nipples standing firm from the soft round globes.

"First," she says, "this is Dorothy's show, and she sets the pace and holds the off switch. If she doesn't want it done to her, it doesn't get done, got it? Dorothy, I need a safe word."

"A safe ..."

"A word you can say," Ronda says, "that will stop the action in its tracks. It should be something you wouldn't normally say so there's no confusion."

"So, not 'give me more cock'?" I ask with a giggle, reaching for Lee's belt buckle.

"That would be a singularly bad safe word," Ronda says, "especially for someone like you. How about ... 'rhubarb'?"

"Rhubarb is good," I say. "I didn't use any in the dessert, and I don't think I'm going to be giving any baking tips while I'm getting plowed."

"You never know what will come out of your mouth in the middle of a gangbang," Ronda says.

"Or what will go into your mouth, either," Calvin whispers in my ear.

"Oh, I know exactly what's going to go into my mouth," I say. I've got Lee's belt undone and I'm pulling at his fly, desperate to liberate the bulge I feel throbbing inside his slacks.

Calvin pulls my dress up over my head, and I shake my hair out. He cups my breasts and presses himself against my back; I can feel his cock pulse through his slacks. I've got Lee's pants open now, and I can feel his cock pulse in my hands when I reach inside to grasp his shaft. Lee's fingers probe my pussy, dipping in and out.

I glance at the couch and see that Frank is already pulling off his clothes and folding them into a neat pile on the floor. When he sits and slides off his boxers, his long, thin cock springs free, and I see the ring around the glans sparkle. He leans back on the cushions with his cock in his hand and strokes it while watching Lee and Calvin work their hands all over me; Frank's thumb brushes the little silver balls that meet around the wrinkled skin of his frenulum, and I quiver remembering how they felt sliding against the walls of my pussy.

Deacon is sitting on the plush chair beside the couch, his eyes wide and his hands folded in his lap. His face is red and his tongue keeps flicking past his lips, nervously moving in and out. I remember how that tongue felt when he was cleaning the spilled honey from my folds, seeking every sweet drop of nectar, and I lean hard onto Lee's fingers.

"You should get your clothes off, Deacon," I say as I push Lee's slacks down over his ass. With a tug, I free his thick mahogany cock and run my hand along its silk length.

"Oh, that's okay, Mrs. Warren ... um, Dorothy," Deacon stammers. "I can just watch, I'm fine."

"Nonsense," I say. "You're going first, Deacon, remember? I've seen what you're packing, and you've got nothing to be embarrassed about."

Deacon's tongue flicks and his eyes blink, but he sits frozen. With a harrumph, I reluctantly pull away from Lee and Calvin, walk over to Deacon, and fall on my knees in front of him. When I put my hands on his knees, he pulls away, and I think if he wasn't in the chair, he might try to run away.

"Let me see it," I say, running my hands up and down his thighs. "I think about it all the time, about that little kink in the middle, about how it tasted covered in honey, how you shot your load down my throat ..."

"Mrs ... Dorothy," he gasps, but he moves his hands away so I can open his belt and pull at his clothes.

He lifts his ass as I slide his slacks over his hips and past his knees, and then grasp the waistband of his boxers and yank. His cock bounces up, rising out of a tangle of curly black hair, curving toward his hip. I press my cheek against it and delight in its steady pulse against my skin. Deacon moans and puts a hand on my head, gently stroking my hair as I nuzzle against his cock.

I feel something wet and warm against my ass, and look back over my shoulder to see Frank is kneeling behind me, his face pressing against me. His tongue runs over my haunches and up my thigh and then across my folds, and I close my eyes and sigh at the delicious sensation. Deacon is fumbling with the buttons of his shirt as I return my attention to his cock, taking it into my mouth and sliding my lips up and down his shaft.

There's a movement off to the side, and I turn my eyes, keeping my mouth on Deacon's shaft. Calvin has stripped off his clothes and taken Frank's place on the couch, watching intently as I suck Deacon's cock and Frank eats my ass. His erection pulses against his belly as he leans back. Then he props one heel up on the cushion and raises his ass, and I almost let Deacon's cock slip from my mouth in surprise: a wide black disk glistens below Calvin's balls, emerging from his puckered hole.

"This is where the fourth plug went," Calvin says with a grin, and reaches down to give the disk a turn. His eyelids flutter and he lets out a sharp breath, and his cock throbs.

"Holy shit," Ronda says, kneeling down below Calvin and looking up at his ass. She taps the plug's base with her finger and Calvin gasps. "When did you put that in?"

"Before I went to get you at the station," Calvin says. "I've had it in for a couple of hours. It's the fourth in the set."

"Amazing," she says. "You've come so far in such a short time ..."

I take Calvin's cock from my mouth and turn my head to face Calvin and Ronda. Ronda must see the puzzled look on my face, because she bursts out laughing.

"It's supposed to be a surprise for you," Ronda says. "Calvin's idea. He came by Lucky Fierce Vibes with a lot of questions, and we've been working on a remote learning program."

"You ... you went to Lucky Fierce Vibes without me?" I ask, not sure if I should be angry or delighted.

"I wanted to do something special for us," Calvin says, "and I knew Ronda was just the person to help me out. I hope you don't mind."

"I ... I don't know what to think," I say. "There have been so many surprises tonight ..."

Ronda gives the plug in Calvin's rectum another turn and then playfully tugs his balls. Calvin lets out a gasp and tilts his head up toward the ceiling.

"Your husband wants to give you a special night full of surprises," Ronda says, crawling over to me on her hands and knees. She pushes my head back toward Deacon's erection, which has been quivering in its owner's hand while we were talking. "Let's keep things rolling so you can see what other surprises we have in store for you."



Ronda adjusts the pillows under my hips to angle me toward Deacon's thrusting hips as I lay back in the nest of blankets. Once I had my fill of sucking Deacon while Frank licked me from behind, I rolled onto my back on the floor, threw my legs wide, and beckoned Deacon to take me for a ride. And riding is exactly what he's doing now, his palms on my knees and his head thrown back as he pushes into me. The curve of his cock feels delicious; my tight channel forces it to straighten as he drives himself deep, and then it slides against my walls when he pulls back. I'm already on the verge of climax after only a few thrusts, thanks to Frank's talented tongue and my heightened state of arousal.

My arms reach out and my hand brushes Frank's cock hovering above me. He moves closer as I wrap my fingers around its length and pull, and when my thumb finds the silver ring against the ridge of his glans, he moans and moves his hips within my fist, fucking my hand with a steady rhythm.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," I hear Deacon gasp, and I turn my attention back to the young man pounding away above me. His hair is wild and his face is flushed, and he has his eyes turned toward the ceiling. His cock shivers inside me.

"Are you going to come, Deacon?" I pant, reaching a hand up to touch his chest.

"Yes," he gasps with ragged breath. "Oh fuck, yes, Dorothy, where ...?"

"On my tits," I say. "Pull it out and come on my tits."

Deacon lets out a cry and pulls free, staggering up my body with his slippery cock in his fist. The bend in his cock makes the first blast shoot wild, splashing against my arm, but he takes aim for the second, third, and fourth eruptions, sending jets of hot, creamy jizz against my breasts. He stumbles on his knees and drops beside me, breathing hard, and rests a palm on one sticky breast.

I have no time to catch my breath, though, because Frank is scrambling to take Deacon's place, sliding between my thighs and guiding his cock into my cunt. His silver ring slides along my channel, and I surrender to the waves of climax that sweep through my body.



Deacon and Frank kneel in front of me and caress my breasts and stroke my hair as Lee pounds me from behind. Frank's cock dangles soft and wet between his thighs, but Deacon's is already recovering from discharging its load on my tits. Lee's hips against my ass push me against Deacon's belly, and I kiss my way down to the base of his shaft.

"She looks hungry," I hear Ronda say, and I look up to see her kneeling behind Deacon, her hands playing over his chest and her lips close to his ear. "Why don't you feed her?"

A smile crosses Deacon's lips, and he takes his cock in his hand and lifts it toward my mouth. He guides it to my lips and I take it deep, groaning around his crooked length. I am hungry, hungry for the salty tang of his sweat and the musk of my cunt that clings to his shaft, and I devour him as Lee pumps, his fingers digging into my ass.

"Oh fuck, baby," I hear Lee gasp behind me. "Fuck, I'm gonna come soon ..."

"Then come, big boy," Ronda says, and I roll my eyes so I can see her stand and strut past Deacon, dragging her fingertips across his shoulders, walking toward Lee.

I can't see her, but from the way Lee moans and tightens his grip on my ass I can picture her behind him, fingers playing with his stiff nipples and roaming over his sweat-slick scalp, urging him to fuck me harder. I raise my hips so Lee's cock slides against the wall of my channel and groan around Deacon's erection.

"Fill her up," I hear Ronda say. "I need that cunt extra slippery for what I'm going to give her next. Flood her pussy with your cum."

"Oh fuuuck," Lee groans, and then lets out a howl as jet after jet of searing jizz pours into me. His fingers dig into my flesh so hard it almost hurts, but a delicious, tingling hurt, and I want more of it. I flex my ass and push back against him, taking him deep, while Deacon fucks my mouth with long, steady strokes.

Lee's cock suddenly slips out of me, and I feel the warm drizzle of his cum dribbling down my thigh. I let out an exasperated sigh, then suck Deacon's cock that much harder to make up for the emptiness I feel between my legs. Deacon tangles his fingers in my hair and pushes his crotch against my face, forcing the head of his cock to brush the back of my throat.

Then I feel a hand against my pussy, pressing through the cum dribbling out of me, and another hand comes down hard against my ass with a resounding smack. I gasp and raise my head from Deacon's cock, looking back over my shoulder. Ronda has taken the spot that Lee vacated, kneeling behind me, and is pushing her fingers into my cunt as she spanks me with the flat of her hand.

"On your back," she demands, pushing two fingers deep inside me and twisting her wrist to spread the sensations through my whole channel. "It's my turn now."

Deacon's cock brushes my cheek, but I push it away, curious to find out what Ronda is offering. My knees are weak and wobbly as I lower myself onto my belly and then roll onto my back, thighs falling open. When a get a good look at Ronda, I let out a whimper of delight and trepidation.

She kneels between my feet, a wicked glimmer in her eyes and a curl twist on her lips, with both hands wrapped around a long, block dong that juts up from her crotch, suspended by the black straps that wrap her thighs and belly. I immediately recognize King Dong from the Lucky Fierce Vibes website — ten inches of dense but pliable latex, its girth surrounded by ridges and veins, its head a bulbous monstrosity. The giant dildo shines in the dim light, lube dripping between Ronda's fingers as she strokes it, from the leather harness on her belly to the rounded end.

"Holy shit," I gasp, eyes wide.

"What's your safe word, Dorothy?" Ronda says as she moves closer, the dong hovering above my belly. "You might need to use it."

"Oh, I think I'm up to the challenge," I say, narrowing my eyes and licking my lips. "Give me your best."



Ronda's dong stretches me as it pushes past my folds, forcing my thighs out and up, and I grit my teeth against the pressure. Her face is close to mine when she has the dong as deep as it will go, the head nestled uncomfortably against my cervix, and she smiles down at me, flashing ivory white teeth.

"How does that feel, Dorothy?" she asks. Her breath is warm and sweet.

"Incredible," I gasp, pulling my knees toward my chest with my hands to open my cunt wider to the invading shaft. "So fucking good."

"I've wanted to fuck you for a long time," she says, reaching a hand up to stroke my cheek. "Ever since that first visit, I've wanted to fill your juicy cunt and make you come until you scream."

I want to tell Ronda that I've wanted to fuck her, too, that after every session at Lucky Fierce Vibes, where she showed me all the delights on offer from their amazing collection of toys, I would rush home to get myself off, or beg Calvin to fuck me silly. Sometimes I didn't even make it all the way home — once I bought a sneaky little battery-powered bullet that I lodged against my clit for the cab ride home, and sat in dazzling bliss as I directed the driver to circle our condo again and again, the lights of the city flashing brighter as my climax rushed through me.

But with her dong hammering my pussy, her sparkling eyes gleaming above me, her tits swaying with her thrusts, all I can do is groan.

I'm vaguely aware of my audience. In the corner of my eye, I can see Deacon's hand slipping over the head of his cock, still shiny from my spit. Lee is kneeling beside me, staring at the slippery black dong as it moves in and out of my pussy, his cock thickening. Frank's cock is pressed against my hip as he stretches next to me, his breath warm on my throat and his hand cupping my breast. And Calvin is ... where is Calvin?

He was on the couch when Deacon first plunged into me, one foot propped on the cushion so I could see the shiny black plug nestled in his puckered hole while he stroked his cock, a cheeky grin on his face. And I caught a glimpse of him when Lee flipped me onto my knees, leaning close to get a good look at that thick, dark cock pounding my cunt. But now, as I look around the room, I can't see him.

And then suddenly I see his face beside Ronda's, looking over her shoulder, one hand at her hip and the other gripping her breast. He smiles at me, teeth flashing, as he tweaks Ronda's nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and she leans back into his arm as she pushes her hips forward, driving the dong deep inside my pussy.

"Do you need some help fucking my wife, Ronda?" I hear Calvin whisper in her ear, and my pussy clenches around Ronda's black dong.

"I don't need your help," she says, wrapping an arm around the back of his head and pulling his face to hers. I watch them kiss, Ronda's long, nimble tongue snaking out to invade Calvin's mouth, Calvin's lips soft and wide as he takes her in, and something stirs in my belly.

"But I want your help," Ronda says when she breaks off their kiss.

She pulls her hips back, drawing the dong out so just the tip nestles between my folds, and drops down with a hand on either side of me. Calvin moves behind her, a hand on her hips and one moving between her legs, and I can hear the slickness of his fingers probing Ronda's pussy. Ronda pants above me, eyes closed, and I can feel the dong shifting against me as her hips twitch as Calvin's touch. I know what those fingers feel like between my legs when Calvin explores my cunt, his delicate touches becoming firmer and bolder as my slickness grows, and I'm sure Ronda is having a good time under my husband's caresses.

And then suddenly she lets out a moan, the dong pushing into me again, and over her shoulder I see Calvin pushing hard against Ronda, his lips parted in pleasure. She drops onto her elbows, nestling her face against my shoulder, and I watch in wonder as Calvin begins to fuck Ronda from behind with long, steady strokes, his eyes locked on mine.

In all our wild years together, I've never known Calvin to fuck another woman. We've talked about it a few times, when I've told him about some of my dalliances with the ladies, but it's never progressed beyond dirty talk in the bedroom while he fucks me and I describe other pussies I've explored. At least not that he's ever told me, though now I'm questioning how many of Calvin's secrets I've actually uncovered ...

The dong leaps back to life as Ronda raises and lowers her hips, and now it's as if Calvin is fucking me through Ronda, using his cock in her cunt and his hands on her hips to guide the dildo's movements. Ronda moans and gasps against me, reaching her hands up to tangle her fingers in my hair. Her belly brushes mine with Calvin's thrusts and I raise my hips to pull her deeper, throwing my legs across her back. Ronda's breathing is hard and gasping against me, Frank's fingers roam up and down my body, Lee and Deacon kneel on either side of me with their hard cocks in their fists, and Calvin slams his hips against Ronda's raised ass with a relentless rhythm. My head spins as waves of delight drag me down.

Ronda lets out a sharp cry, pulling my hair as she shivers against me. I pull her lips to mine and swallow her gasping shout. Calvin's thrusts drive her against me, and I look past Ronda's shoulder to see his face slack with pleasure, as though he's transported to another world by the sensation of Ronda's cunt quivering around his shaft.

He pulls back suddenly, eyes wide, and slaps Ronda's ass. The sound echoes in the darkening room like a gunshot. Ronda lets out a startled cry and looks back over her shoulder.

"It's my turn," Calvin says, reaching down to grasp Ronda's breasts and yank her roughly up onto her knees.

Her dong slips from my pussy and dangles from its harness between her legs, slick and shining. Calvin reaches around her waist and grasps the black shaft in both hands, running his hand up and down its slippery length. Ronda sighs and stretches her arms behind Calvin's head, pulling him to her for another rough kiss.

"Are you sure?" Ronda asks, her voice breathy.

"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," Calvin says, drawing the dong up until it points at Ronda's chin. His fingers glisten with the juices coating the shaft.

"Then let's do this," Ronda says, swinging a shaking leg over me as she moves behind Calvin, swapping their positions so now she kneels behind my husband with her hands around his cunt-slick cock, thumbs pressed against the weeping purple head.

Ronda pushes Calvin toward me, and I lift my hips to welcome him into an embrace. He guides his erection to my core, pushing easily past the folds and into the channel Ronda opened with her dong, and I groan in delight. Calvin nips at my throat and squeezes my tits, fucking me with long, steady strokes.

Then suddenly he stops and gasps, eyes wide and lips parted. I look past his shoulder and see Ronda behind him, her lips curled wickedly, her black wig askew, her eyes glimmering. She's kneeling low, a hand on Calvin's ass, and she's pushing her hips forward against him.

"Oh fuck," Calvin gasps, "fuck, Ronda, take it slow, please ..."

"You can take it," Ronda says. "You can take it all ..."

"Fuck!" Calvin shouts through clenched teeth. His eyes squeeze shut, his face glows read, and the tendons in his neck tighten as if he's lifting a heavy weight.

"Oh my god," I gasp, trying to prop myself up on my elbows so I can look over Calvin's shoulder. "Oh my god, baby, is she fucking you?"

"Yes I am," Ronda says, licking her lips. Her nipples stand out firm and dark from her tits. "I'm fucking your husband, Dorothy, and I'm going to fuck him hard."



Now it's Ronda's turn to guide Calvin's cock with the slippery dong pushing into his rectum. Calvin is Ronda's puppet, his cock an extension of her harness-hung dildo. She moves him with a twitch of her hips, making him gasp and cry out when she pushes hard against him, filling him. His cock throbs and stiffens inside me, touching me wall to wall.

Calvin's face is crimson, and I see tears at the corners of his tight-shut eyes. His lips are pulled back to show his teeth, and every muscle in his body tenses as Ronda pushes against him.

"Relax, damn it," Ronda hisses. "Loosen your asshole for me."

"Fuck fuck fuck," Calvin gasps, his back arched and arms shaking on either side of me. I touch his belly and feel the tension that's straining through him.

"Relax, baby," I whisper, gently raking my fingernails over his skin, circling his nipples and scraping his stomach. "Open up for her ..."

Calvin's breath is coming out in ragged gasps, and I can see a trickle of perspiration traveling toward the tip of his nose. I hold his face between my hands, and his skin is hot and damp.

"Relax, baby," I whisper again, pulling his face down to me as I raise my hips, urging his cock to slip deeper into me. "Relax ... just breathe ..."

I drag my fingers up and down his back, tickling the curve of his ass as I pull him toward me. Ronda leans into him, and I can feel her weight pressing his chest against my breasts. I gently stroke his skin, pulling him into me and opening myself to him the way I wish he would open himself to Ronda.

Ronda suddenly lets out a grunt, and Calvin lets out a cry, his eyes flying open. I hear a hushed gasp at my side, and glance up to see Lee watching intently, thick cock in his hand, as Ronda pushes her dong deep into my husband's ass. She gives a shout of victory, forcing Calvin hard against me, and suddenly she's slamming her hips against Calvin's ass, sending shockwaves through me with each collision.

Calvin grunts and gasps against my ear with every thrust, and I feel his cock lurch deep in my channel. Ronda's wig has come loose, revealing her close-cropped red hair, wet with sweat, and she wears a look of giddy joy as she pounds Calvin's ass. Her tits swing with every thrust.

"Oh fuck, baby," Calvin huffs. He wraps his arms across the top of my head, squeezing me tight, his hips spreading my thighs as wide as they will go. "Fuck, I'm going to come ..."

All I can do is cry out my own climax as Calvin floods my cunt and I vibrate like an plucked string, my vision fading to a dim and dark blur.
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Dessert

I'm gasping like a fish plucked from a lake, stretched out on the blankets and pillows strewn about the floor like a mermaid washed up on shore, my body slippery with sweat and spit and cum. Calvin stretches out beside me, a laughing twinkle in his eye as he pushes back my hair and runs his tongue along my throat. I twist at his gentle touch, shivers running through me.

"Oh fuck, Calvin," I whisper, my voice thin and hoarse. "That was amazing ..."

Ronda is kneeling on the other side of me, her lube-slick dong bouncing against my tits as she brushes the hair from my eyes. I reach my fingers out to touch the long, black shaft that hangs from the strap around her belly, sliding my hand up and down its veiny length and circling its bulbous head with my thumb.

"I can't believe you took this thing in your ass, baby," I say, looking up at Calvin with my eyes wide with wonder. "It's massive!"

"I had a good teacher," Calvin says, looking across me at Ronda. "She's been training me."

"And I have a good student," Ronda says, leaning across me to plant a kiss on Calvin's forehead. "He always does his homework."

The room has grown darker as the evening deepens to night, and my eyes are a little unfocused after the wave of orgasms Calvin and Ronda gave me, but I can see that Frank, Lee, and Deacon are still here, sitting around the three of us. Deacon's beautifully crooked cock is hard again, and I can see the glimmer of pearly pre-cum on the velvety tip. I should be exhausted, but my belly clenches at the sight of his arousal and I feel my nipples stiffen.

"Are you ready for round two, baby?" Calvin whispers into my ear. He strokes a hand gently up my tummy to my tits, and flicks my hardening nipples with his thumb. I groan and stretch.

"Do you remember your word?" Ronda asks, bending down to kiss me. Her lips are wet and firm and taste like peppermint.

"Yes," I sigh, nodding. "But I don't think I'm going to use it."

"We'll see about that," Ronda says with a laugh as she stretches out beside me and starts to kiss her way down my body, sucking my nipples and biting my hips.

She throws my leg over her shoulder and lies between my thighs, her lips tugging at my sodden folds. Her tongue flicks across my clit, butterfly-light, and I shiver. Calvin bends to my tit and circles my nipple with his tongue, sending electric waves coursing through my body.

Ronda cups a hand under my ass, lifting my to her mouth like I'm a bowl of musky soup, and after she's had a long drink of my nectar I feel her fingers prodding my puckered rosebud. I feel slickness on her hands, and realize that she's spreading a cooling, soothing lube all around my asshole. My mind flashes back to my afternoon with Gavin and Hank, Hank's cock balls deep in my ass while I rode Gavin's cock, and when Ronda's finger pushes against the tight ring of my sphincter I relax and welcome her in. She lets out a little gasp of surprise at how easily she penetrates me, then presses her face to my cunt.

I sense movement beside me, and I look over to see Deacon kneeling beside me, his cock near my head. I reach up and take it in my hand, lightly grazing the soft, slick skin, and he moans, thrusting his hips forward. While Calvin sucks my breasts, teeth gently grazing my nipples, I take Deacon into my mouth, tasting the warm, musky flavor of the juices he collected from my pussy. He moans as I suck, his fingers tangling gently in my hair.

"Do you have room for two?" I hear a voice on the other side ask.

I roll my eyes and see Frank kneeling next to me, his cock half hard but stiffening in his fist. He strokes the slender shaft, letting the peach-colored head brush my cheek. I cup his balls, feeling them tighten on my palm, and pull him closer. I swap my mouth from Deacon to Frank and back, my tongue swirling around the swollen heads and my hands sliding up and down their lengths.

Ronda, meanwhile, has opened both of my holes with her expert attention, fingers and tongue prodding and teasing, making me spread my legs wide and tilt my hips toward her soft, warm, wet mouth. Between her gentle nibbles at my clit and Calvin's sucking at my tips, I'm on the verge of climax already. I moan around the cocks that fill my mouth, losing myself in sensation.

And then, abruptly, Ronda lifts her head and kneels between my legs, though she keeps one finger in my asshole, slowly moving in and out. I want her lips back where they were, and I raise my crotch toward her, but she presses a hand against my wet, tangled bush and smiles down at me.

"Not yet, Dorothy," she says. "We have yet more delights to present you."

She pulls her finger free and reaches behind herself, coming back with the bottle of lube she was spreading over me. Ronda drizzles a long, silvery stream from the bottle onto Calvin's cock, which is pressing against my thigh, and begins to stroke it, bringing it back to stiff and throbbing erection. He groans against my breasts when she spreads a generous handful of lube all over his shaft and balls. Then she wipes the excess liquid on my belly and stands, stepping over me with a sway of her hips. I watch her firm ass moving away from, framed by the leather straps of the harness that still holds the thick vinyl dong, and then turn my attention back to Frank and Deacon.

"Shoo, you two," I hear Ronda say after a few moments, and I crane my head back to see her kneeling behind me, a long black strip of fabric in her hand. While Frank and Deacon slide reluctantly away, grasping their rampant shafts in their hands, Ronda lifts the back of my head with one hand and lays the fabric across my eyes.

"Let's play a game," Ronda says as she ties the blindfold behind my head, pulling it tight enough that she can't work a finger under it. "I need you to identify your lovers without seeing them. Every time you get it right, you get a little tickle ..." and I feel a feathery light touch flash across my swollen clit, making me catch my breath ... "and every time you get it wrong, you get a little pinch."

A sharp pain runs through my left nipple, and I let out a gasp. The pressure on my tit recedes but doesn't completely disappear, and I reach a hand out to feel a heavy metal clip attached to me, a long chain leading from it and over my head. The chain goes taut and the clamp tightens, and I let out a cry.

"Does that sound like fun?" Ronda asks, her mouth close to mine. I seek her lips with my outstretched tongue, and I sense her dodging me with a little laugh.

"Yes," I gasp, squirming on the blankets.

"We'll make it easy for you with a free point," Ronda says. "Calvin, are you ready?"

I feel hands lifting me and I flail my arms in the darkness. Then I find myself settling with my back resting on Calvin's chest, my legs dangling over his hip. His cock bounces against my thigh as he adjusts himself, and then he takes my tits in both hands and kneads them while licking and kissing my neck. Fingers caress my rosebud — clearly not Calvin's, possibly Ronda's? — and I feel the spongy tip of Calvin's cock pressing at my opening. He raises his hips, causing me to slide down his chest, and then there are more hands on me, steadying, guiding, pushing. I let out a groan as the slippery knob pushes past my pulsing sphincter, and I breathe deeply, willing every muscle to go limp and my anus to open to Calvin's throbbing cock.

Calvin lets out a long, low moan and squeezes my tits hard. I shudder as I settle onto him, his cock firmly secured in my rectum. Hands roam between my legs — Ronda's? — spreading more lube until I feel like I'm swimming in the slippery liquid. Her finger grazes my clit and I gasp, desperate for her touch but unable to move with Calvin's cock pinning me in place.

But then the hands between my legs are replaced by a thick, velvety knob pressing against my entrance, and I feel strong, warm hips against my thighs. The unseen cock pushes against me, but Calvin's cock is making my channel tight and constricted. I hear grunts of frustration as the knob parts my folds but can move no further.

Then more lube drizzles between my legs, and I feel a firm hand spreading the liquid over my belly and thighs and between my delicate lips. I hear a satisfied sigh — that hand must be applying the soothing, slippery balm to the cock that's knocking at my door — and then suddenly I'm filled with the dense, throbbing shaft, the head scraping softly yet firmly along my walls. I let out a wail of delight, legs shaking, as I'm impaled and pinned between my lovers.

The cock in my cunt starts to move, slowly at first and then with a rapid, steady pace, while Calvin remains still beneath me, hands still on my tits, one finger flicking the clamp that Ronda attached to me. I can feel his heartbeat against my back, strong and hard, and the pulsing throb of Calvin's cock.

"Who's fucking you, Dorothy?" Ronda whispers in my ear. I feel fingers walking up and down my belly, tickling the tiny hairs that lead to my bush.

I let out a wordless groan, trying to pull sensible sounds to my lips. My mind is swimming in delight, lost in a timeless sea of sensation.

"Lee," I gasp at last, certain that no cock could fill me so completely but his dark serpent. "Oh fuck, it's Lee ..."

"Oh fuck, Dorothy, you're so tight," Lee growls as he breaks his silence. He grips my hips in his strong hands as he hammers himself against me. "So fucking tight ..."

The feather-light tickle that Ronda promised for a correct answer grazes my clit, and my body stiffens, the contrast between the delicate buzz and the vigorous thrusts making my head spin. I try to lift my hips, wanting firmer contact, but the gentle touch pulls away and I'm left breathless and vexed.

Calvin's lips brush my neck and his fingers knead my breasts as Lee pounds his cock into me. My legs are thrown as wide as they'll go, my thighs burning with the strain of opening myself to Lee. I have never been this full, even with Gavin and Hank, every nerve singing with joy. Fingers brush my cheeks, my lips, and lick them, tasting the slippery lube that coats them, sweet and faintly floral. I take a finger between my lips and suck, moaning as a hand tugs gently at my lips.

And then as suddenly as he was there, Lee is gone, leaving my cunt achingly empty. I cry out in surprise, flailing my arms, trying to find that beautiful shaft that had opened me to such pleasure. In the darkness, I hear Lee panting and gasping, and then a broad, gentle hand on my thigh. I make mewling, desperate sounds, shifting my hips against Calvin, desperate to be filled again.

"Sorry, baby," Lee says, his voice raspy, and I feel his fingers squeezing my thigh. "It's too much for me, I need a breather."

I moan in frustration, unable to form words. Calvin slides a hand from my tit to my mound, his fingers gently stroking my swollen clit, and it feels good, so good, but it's not what I want, not what I need. What I need is a hard cock filling my cunt, right now, its velvety knob scraping my walls and pulsing in my channel.

Then I feel a tentative finger prodding my slippery channel, slipping inside just far enough to tease my pulsing need. A second finger joins it and I groan, coaxing it deeper, pulling my knees back. Calvin's hands hold me firmly by the hips and he lifts his ass, pushing his cock deeper into me.

The fingers retreat, replaced by the thicker, softer feeling of a cock, and I feel tears welling up behind my blindfold. I am a hungry, empty void of need, and I am being offered a taste of relief. The new cock follows the path the Lee's opened, making a swift and easy entrance that causes me to sigh long and loud. Its movements are short and fast, and I feel the cock's owner's hips strike against my thighs with each thrust.

"Who is it?" Ronda asks, tickling her fingers up my belly. "Who's fucking you now?"

I lift my hips to meet my lover's thrusts. This is a stupid game, I think, I don't care who's fucking me, I only care that I'm being fucked ...

"Who?" Ronda asks again, sharply, teeth grazing my ear.

Suddenly I feel a sharp jolt of pain surge from my nipple to my neck as Ronda tightens the chain connected to the clamp, and I let out a short scream before she relents, relaxing the tension. Calvin's hand cups my breast and I let out a sobbing gasp. When Ronda releases the tension on the chain, I feel a rush of blood flowing back to my pinched nipple, sending a shivering jolt of pleasure through my body.

"Who's fucking you now?" Ronda repeats, and I feel a slight tension on the clamp. The cock inside me jolts forward, brushing my cervix, making me whimper. Calvin's cock throbs, tightening my channel.

I know very well who's fucking me with the head of his long, thin cock knocking at my cervix; the last time it was in me, though, Frank's cock was wearing those delightful steel rings with the little balls that rolled against the walls of my cunt as he thrust.

I want Ronda to yank the chain again, though, so instead of answering her I raise my legs, my heel brushing Frank's sweat-slick chest. Hands grab my ankle and pull my foot higher, and then teeth nip at my toes. A tongue snakes between my toes and then along the sole of my foot, the sudden tickle heightening the buzz caused by the shaft sliding in and out of my cunt. I whimper and rub my ass against Calvin's crotch, making his cock slide inside my rectum. Ronda pulls, harder, and I squeal with the fiery pain that engulfs my breast.

My cry, and the sudden flutter of my pussy, seems to have been too much for my lover, because I hear a gasp, then a roar, and then feel hot seed flooding my depths. He tries to pull out, but I hook the foot he hasn't been kissing behind his hip and pull him closer, forcing him to empty himself inside me.

"It was Frank," I gasp as I allow my lover's cock to slip free. I feel the warm seed slide down my ass, no doubt coating Calvin's balls.

"Good girl," Ronda coos, and the feathery tickler brushes my clit, making me gasp and writhe. She seems to think that the clamp is a punishment and the tickle a reward, but Ronda has it completely backwards. Unless, of course, that's her wicked intent.

I barely have time to consider what Ronda's devilish motivation might be before a third cock slams into me without so much as a greeting. Obviously it's Deacon's — his urgency betrays his youth and the bend in his shaft betrays his identity. Deacon's thrusts are jackrabbit fast and jackhammer hard, and I throw my arms backward as he pounds himself into me, surrendering to his joyful onslaught. I can feel my tits sway with the force of his body hitting mine, and I feel Calvin's arms wrap around my belly in his effort to keep his cock planted in my ass.

"Pull!" I yell, flailing my arms until I come in contact with Ronda's shoulder. "Pull, damn it!"

And she does. Ronda gives the chain attached to my nipple clamp a sharp tug, sending a searing jolt through my body that spreads up my arms when she releases the tension. She pulls again, holding the chain so it yanks my whole tit toward my chin, and then she pulses, releasing and tightening, releasing and tightening, in time with Deacon's thrusts.

Calvin pinches my other nipple, pulling down on it with thumb and fingers, and then pumps his hips in counterpoint to Deacon's strokes. I feel like my insides are being torn and twisted in the most delightful ways, stretching and probed and filled. My belly tightens and my thighs shake.

I feel something brush my lips, and I open my mouth to invite the musky, salty head of a cock past my teeth. My tongue tells me it's Lee's cock, thick and slick, and I wrap my tongue around the head and suck.

Deacon's thrusts are becoming erratic, his breathing heavy; his hands dig into my thighs, holding my legs high, and I feel his cheek pressed against my foot. Calvin's fingers stray from my belly and over mound, and he finds the throbbing nub of my clit with his thumb, pinching and rolling the hard, sensitive button. Lee's cock pulses against my tongue and he fucks my mouth with long, smooth, steady strokes, his fingers tangled in my hair while he chants, "Oh baby, take my cock, oh baby, suck me hard ..."

Deacon suddenly lets out a grunt and pulls away from me, and I feel a warm stream strike my belly. Calvin's fingers slide inside my cunt, pushing at my walls, and he begins to fuck me with short, fast strokes, flicking my clit with his thumb. I moan around Lee's cock, sucking harder, hands grasping for shaft and balls. Lee's voice is hoarse and urgent as he lets out a gasp of, "Oh fuck, Dorothy, oh fuck oh fuck ..." and suddenly my mouth is full of his thick cum, which I greedily swallow, making gurgling sounds as the viscous seed bubbles on my lips.

Ronda pulls harder on the chain attached to my tit, and I feel more fingers pushing between my legs, joining Calvin's fingers. Fingers fuck me, fingers stroke me, fingers drive me up a rising wave of climax and my body hums and jerks as I lose control.

"Rhubarb!" I shout, jizz dribbling down my chin and sublime pain shooting from my nipple to my cunt. My pussy clenches around a hand — how many fingers are in me? — and I squeeze my thighs together. "Rhubarb! Rhubarb!"

The tension immediately goes slack on the clamp chain, and I hear a wet pop as Calvin's cock slips free of my ass; his wet cock, softening, falls against my thigh as I roll off his and collapse onto the blankets, shaking and gasping. I hear someone laughing, a high, piercing, mad shriek of a laugh, and I wonder who could be mocking me before I realize it's my own laugh exploding from my mouth.



I wake parched and sore, my legs weak and my tits aching. It's dark except for a sliver of moonlight through the lace curtains beside the bed and a dim glow from the hall light beneath the closed door. I slowly orient myself, remembering how Calvin and Lee lifted me from the blankets, how Ronda rubbed a soothing balm into my red and pulsing nipples, how Deacon and Frank guided me to the couch and brought me glasses of water.

While Lee, Deacon, and Frank retrieved their clothes, chatting and laughing quietly among themselves, Calvin and Ronda guided me to the stairs and carried me to the bath. The last thing I remember is reclining in a warm, soapy tub, steam rising around me, while Ronda sluiced water over me with a wooden ladle. Now I'm in my own bed upstairs, and my skin feels scrubbed, my hair still a little damp, my head dizzy.

The bed shifts beside me, and I roll over, groaning at my stiffness. I'm expecting to see Calvin on the pillow next to me, but instead it's Ronda's face that I see in the dim light, turned toward me, lips parted and eyes half-lidded. I'm about to speak when I hear a soft groan escape her lips, and I look down along her body to see the top of Calvin's head, brown hair tousled, nestled between her legs.

Moving slowly, as if in a dream, I reach out my hand to touch Ronda's belly, and then to run my fingers over Calvin's hair. He looks up, eyes bright, lips and cheeks shiny, and smiles at me, then ducks his face back to Ronda's core. The soft, wet sounds of his tongue and lips against Ronda's folds make my juices flow despite the exhaustion that numbs me from the waist down.

Ronda's hands join mine in Calvin's hair, and she gives him a little tug, coaxing him to slide himself up her naked body. He cups her breasts in his hands, tonguing her nipples until she lets out a long, low sigh, then continues his climb until his face hovers above hers. When they kiss, I reach between their bodies, feeling their heat, their desire, their rising passion. Calvin's cock brushes against my hand, and I take hold of his shaft, giving it a long, tender stroke before guiding it toward Ronda's channel.

She arches her back and groans as he enters her, and I take her face between my hands and turn her mouth toward mine, covering her lips and cheeks with kisses. Calvin holds himself above Ronda's body on strong, solid arms, his shoulders straining as he fucks her with long, steady strokes.

All these years of chasing my own desires, my own burning lusts, I never imagined what hungers might be lurking within Calvin. He was always my anchor, just as he was tonight, as I lay on top of him while Lee, Frank, and Deacon fucked me into oblivion. My climax stronger, my release more complete, because Calvin was there to support me, just as I always knew he would be a safe and certain port to take me in after a stormy night at sea.

But now I realize that Calvin has mad and daring passions of his own, dark and beautiful desires I never imagined. Just as I'm grateful to him for giving me the freedom to satisfy my cravings, I'm grateful to Ronda for giving Calvin the courage to satisfy his. And I'm grateful to Calvin for inviting her into our bed and returning the favor, gifting Ronda with the passion she deserves.

I gently stroke her breasts and belly as Calvin fucks her, tingling at the waves of pleasure I feel rippling through her flesh. Her breath is sharp, her eyes closed, her lips full, and I can see the glow spreading up her throat as her climax approaches. When it washes over her in a great wave, making her throw her head back and cry out into the darkness, I look up to see Calvin looking down at me, his face warm and soft with love.
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I hope you enjoyed this steamy, sexy romp! If you did, please leave a rating or review, it helps other readers find my particular brand of filthy fun.

Are you looking for more Cornelia Quick? I've got a bunch more stories you'd like if you enjoyed this one. And if you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.
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About the Author

I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all the fun and sexy stories I have coming out, and sign up for my free weekly newsletter of deals and new releases.

OceanofPDF.com


Thanks for reading my story!

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my blog for updates on all the fun and sexy stories I have coming out, and sign up for my free weekly newsletter of deals and new releases.

Mapping the Boundaries of Love

A Dip in the Lake - Can Phil and Jessie contain the forest fire that their passion ignites? Or will one erotic night burn the map to love that they thought they were following on their separate journeys?

Off the Leash - Their girls' weekend getaway turns steamy when Petra, Madeline, and Casey discover their hotel is hosting a swingers' convention; what boundaries are they willing to cross?

Madeline's Awakening - What is Madeline willing to risk to make her filthiest dreams come true?

Casey's Story - The wild weekend at the casino awakens memories and passions from Casey's past

The Contours of Desire - Petra, Phil, and Jessie come to terms on the icy shores of Lake Makanogin

The Fox Run Swingers Club

Mia's Patio Playtime - A bad batch of potato salad leads to a good time when Mia hosts a special cookout for four guests

The Betwixtmas Switch - Vanna and Roger learn the swinging way of life from Mia and Bobby and their friends

A Touch in the Dark - join the gang for a spooky, sexy haunted house experience

Winning With the Wildcats

Cassie Clears the Bases

Pitchers and Catchers Report

Designated Hitter

Cassie Keeps the Curfew

All For One and One For All

Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair - Vickie gets more than she bargained for when she takes over her sister's table at the holiday bazaar - Cade, Ben, Mitch, and Maria are expecting festivities!

Mashed on Moving Day - Nikki has a challenge for the movers: can they get her off faster than her favorite toy can?

Pounded at Pirate Land - Denise goes out with a (gang)bang when she gathers her summer crushes for one last party on the Sirens Grief.

Beach Volleyball Bump - Dani tries her hand at four on one volleyball, which quickly turns to four on one passion.

Beach Volleyball Rematch! - Dani is back, and she's bringing the whole team along!

Groped by the Garage Band - rock star Frankie Profane takes on a four man band whose talents are more than musical.

Shagged in the Bookshop - Penelope uses her deep knowledge of erotic literature to lure four lucky men into a sensuous night.

Crossing Swords with the Fencing Club - Renee is determined to win the competitive circle jerk with the saber crew, even if she has to cheat.

The Pinball Queens Debauch - its a sold out show when Olive takes on the Acid Queen table for an audience intent on distracting her.

The Center of Attention - three stories of women taking charge, featuring cowboys, strippers, and gym rats.

Fun for Four

	Throuple - Dave and Katie and Jim explore passions together that they could never reach in pairs
	Katie's Christmas Cracker - Jim and Susie find more than they bargained for when they go shopping for the perfect gift for Katie


Too Hot to Sleep

Too Hot to Sleep, Volume 1:

	Camp Makanogin: A dip in the cold lake on a hot night
	Midnight Snack: roommates share more than the fudge ripple ice cream
	Come Back to Bed: a little ice, a little self care, a lot of fun


Too Hot to Sleep, Volume 2:

	Caught in the Pool: an adult film actress sneaks into the swimming pool next door and is surprised by a fan.
	Bearskin & Cocoa: it gets hot in the winter, too! A too-hot furnace in the ski lodge leads to sexy times in front of the fire.
	Sea Legs: sleep is hard to come by when the sailboat is hot and rocky; luckily the new steward finds a couple of crew to help her relax.


Too Hot to Sleep, Volume 3:

	Vairaumati: a French painter in Tahiti creates a masterwork of passion in the waves with the help of the resort staff.
	Flying Lessons: defying gravity and soaring to climax in the big top with the help of the Flying Lombardos.
	Night Train to Malaga: just because the snack car is closed doesn't mean you can't find refreshment on the sleeper train to Malaga.


Standalone Stories

Dido Reclaimed - Dido Cook has it all, yet still she wants more ...

A Siren's Tales - a loving couple explore the limits of passion

Matin, Midi, Minuit - Jenny's heartbreak is cured by erotic Mardi Gras magic in the Big Easy

Beneath the Mask - Madame Diseur-de-Vérité has gifts to mend Ben and Olivia's broken hearts, if they can only find a way to connect on the crowded streets of the French Quarter.

How I Won Spring Break - Tiffany takes on a challenge to have the sexiest vacation ever!

The Night of the Storm - Three couples, two cabins, one night of passion ...
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