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Author's Note


"Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise" takes place at the same time as "Dorothy's Filthy Fourth," with a few key events occurring in both books but from different perspectives. This is the first of the "Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings" stories where Candy, rather than Dorothy, is the main character.

If you haven't read the other "Farmhouse Flings" stories, here's a brief overview to give you a bit of a head start (though important things will be explained within the story, too); you don't have to read the rest of the books to enjoy this one, but if you enjoy this one, then you'll definitely enjoy the rest!

Dorothy Warren and her husband Calvin moved to the small town of Milhawket last year when Dorothy was caught in flagrente delecto with Brab the HR intern on the 23rd floor conference room table (see "Dorothy's Velvet Devil" and "Dorothy's Domestic Bliss"). Though she expected to reset her insatiable sexual appetites while living a simple life at an old farmhouse Calvin inherited from his Aunt Belinda, Dorothy quickly found ways to engage her need for wild and risky erotic encounters.

One of the people she brought into her orbit was Candy, a college student working at the deli counter at MacIntosh and Sons, the town's grocery store. Dorothy was instrumental in bringing Candy together with Conor and Jeff, two members of her lover Lee Randolph's landscaping crew, to fulfill a mutually enjoyable fantasy (see "Dorothy's Double Delight"). Later that summer, Lee enlisted Candy to help Dorothy have a fun and frustrating day at the county fair, including an encounter at the flower tent where Candy was working (see "Use Me at the Fair").

When Candy came back to town for Christmas break, she worked as an elf at Santa's Workshop at the Christmas market. Dorothy was smitten with Candy's sexy little elf costume, and exchanged some sensual delights for the green smock and red tights, with which Dorothy planned to surprise Calvin on Christmas Eve.

Now it's the Fourth of July in Dorothy's second summer in Milhawket, and the town is celebrating its sesquicentennial with a fireworks show delivered by Giuseppe Gallo, a pompous and imperious cad whom Dorothy intends to take down a few pegs. She engages Candy's help in her plot, though not without a bit of trepidation, as we shall see, on Candy's part ...


Chapter 1


Conor and Jeff are already waiting on the sidewalk outside the Bijou Theater when I arrive, hurrying and out of breath. My hair is still damp from my rushed shower, which did nothing to quell the wild thoughts running through my brain.

"Hey, Candy," Conor says, catching me in a big bear hug. I collapse against his broad chest, resting my chin on his Randolph Landscaping t-shirt. He runs his hands over my back, and I sigh, my muscles finally relaxing. "What's up?"

"Mrs. Warren, that's what," I say into his body, my voice muffled by his bulk. "She's ... she's got one of her schemes going again ..."

I hear Jeff laugh and feel his hand brush the back of my neck. I turn my head and see him grinning, his white teeth sparkling in his sun-bronzed face.

"She's always scheming," Jeff says. "And I seem to recall those schemes are usually a lot of fun. You didn't complain about how she managed to get the three of us together."

I sigh and can't help but smile. Last summer, Mrs. Warren — Dorothy — got wind of a particularly filthy fantasy that Conor and Jeff shared while they were doing landscaping at her farmhouse with Mr. Randolph's crew. It revolved around a video clip they had found of Zoe Chapelle, their favorite porn star, engaged in some very naughty behavior involving a pair of rollerskates, a big couch, and two well-endowed, sexy co-stars. Conor had been trying all summer to get me interested in trying it out with him and Jeff, dropping by the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter almost every day to ask me to watch the clip. I watched it, of course, out of curiosity, and even though I thought it was really hot — it haunted my dreams and fantasies for weeks — I didn't feel like I was ready for that kind of kink.

But then Dorothy led the way, taking a turn herself with Conor and Jeff to make sure they could give the gal joining them just as much fun as the guys, and it was her advice that finally convinced me to give them a go:

"I know it's frightening, I know you're more than a little scared, and you should be — but it's worth it, Candy, trust me. Say yes ..."

And she was right; it was the most amazing experience I've ever had, and I felt safe and cared for in Jeff's and Conor's arms, tangled in their sheets after the most mind-shattering climaxes. Thanks to Mrs. Warren, I've been looking forward to meeting up with Jeff and Conor every time I come back to Milhawket on break from college, and this summer has been a whirlwind of new experiments and delights with them. So I guess sometimes, at least, Mrs. Warren's dirty schemes are good for me — for us, since I know she's involved Jeff and Conor in a few of her other adventures — but this one ...

This one scares me a little.

"So, what's Mrs. Warren's plot this time?" Conor asks. They're both holding me now, their arms wrapped around each other's shoulders while I burrow between them, enjoying the rich, masculine scent of their bodies. I can tell they haven't bothered to shower before our movie date, after spending the day working outside cutting grass and watering lawns, but I don't mind; the mingled smells of cut grass and their musky perspiration remind me of lazy afternoons lying in their bed, delighting in the afterglow of the orgasms they expertly provide me.

"She's working on a new dessert recipe," I say, turning my face up to look into Conor's bright blue eyes, "and I'm the main ingredient."

#

"I don't know," Conor says as we climb the stairs toward the theater's balcony, the family size tub of popcorn looking almost small against his chest, "it sounds like fun to me."

"Would you like to be spread out on a table, naked, covered in pastries, while Dorothy's husband and Jessica Dixon, the town manager, plus some millionaire, lick sugar off your skin?" I say, scrunching my eyebrows at him.

Conor blushes, the color spreading from his forehead and over his cheeks and disappearing under his t-shirt collar. Jeff laughs and jabs Conor with his elbow, saying, "You would totally enjoy that, Conor, and you know it. I should talk to Dorothy about arranging for it ..."

I hide a giggle behind my hand. When I first got together with Conor and Jeff, they were a little shy around each other, even though their fantasy with me required them to be extremely intimate with each other. Over the last year, they've progressed quite a bit, and this summer our bedroom bouts have been a flurry of hands and mouths, cocks and cunt, everyone happy to lick and suck and stroke whatever exposed flesh wanders into range. Last week I watched Jeff give Conor a blowjob that left all of us breathless with its hunger and enthusiasm, and I joked that they must be practicing together when I'm not around; the color that spread across Jeff's cheeks suggested I had hit on a poorly concealed truth.

"Mr. Warren does appear to have an appetite," I say, "at least based on the way he was looking at me. Though I don't know if his tastes are quite as well-rounded as yours."

I give Conor's ass a smack, and he spills a few kernels of popcorn. Jeff catches a piece before it falls to the stairs and pops it in his mouth, grinning at us both as he slowly chews.

#

The balcony at the Bijou may not be the best place to watch a movie — the sight lines are awful, the ceiling is low, and the speakers always sound crackly and faint — but it's our favorite place, because it's almost entirely empty for most shows. That's the case tonight, for some action movie whose title I can't even recall: the poster has an exploding motorcycle flying over a skyscraper with helicopters in the background, which tells me that it will be loud and dumb and absolutely perfect for our purposes.

Our purposes do not, of course, involve watching a movie.

We slide down the narrow space between the top two rows of seats, me between Jeff and Conor, and take our spots in the far back corner. It's dark already, with the curtains just opening to reveal the first previews, and except for an older couple in the balcony's front row, we appear to have the whole space to ourselves. I sit with the giant tub of popcorn on my lap and kick off my shoes, dangling my bare feet over the seatback in front of me, well clear of the sticky floor.

Conor grabs a handful of popcorn and tosses it into his mouth. I give him a dirty look at his noisy chewing, but Jeff's fingers walking up my calf to rest on my knee distract me. I smile at Jeff, and he winks as he settles beside me, his thumb drawing lazy circles up and down my lower thigh, just below the hem of my skirt.

Conor reaches for more popcorn, but I raise my hand to block him. He gives me a puzzled look, then his bright eyes light up when I pull his fingers to my mouth and drag my tongue over his skin, tasting the salt and butter — real butter, the Bijou does a much better job serving concessions than choosing movies — and then popping his index finger between my lips and sucking it with a noisy smack.

Jeff plucks some popcorn from the tub and then rolls the puffy kernels across my chin and up to my lips. I push Conor's finger out with my tongue and open my mouth so Jeff can feed me. I let my head fall back and look up at the ceiling, feeling like a decadent queen being fed peeled grapes by her harem boys.

I let out a surprised gasp when I feel Conor's fingers sliding up under my skirt, dragging a warm trail of melted butter along my skin. The woman sitting a few rows below us turns her head to shush us, and I muffle a giggle into Jeff's shoulder. Then I muffle a moan, because Conor's fingers have kept sliding up my leg and have begun to dance playfully across my sensitive folds.

Of all the things I've learned from Dorothy Warren, the most useful lesson of all is to skip the underwear when you expect to get a little action. Dorothy, of course, expects to get a little action from the moment she wakes up until she finally falls asleep, and she almost always does — I don't believe that woman even owns any panties. I don't start my day with the same expectations, but I'm fairly certain that a movie date with Conor and Jeff is going to involve more than a little groping, so I left the panties behind after my shower tonight.

I let my knees fall apart, my heels bouncing against the seat in front of me, and Conor's fingers start working some magic between my legs. I spent the evening at Dorothy's house, testing some recipes for this catering gig at the town fireworks show that she's taking too intense an interest in, and her talk about serving me for dessert on this millionaire's boat in the middle of Saukwish Lake got me seriously revved up. When her husband Calvin came home and heard her plans, he practically devoured me with his eyes, and I'm pretty sure we could have done a test run of me as the sweet du jour if I'd wanted to, right there in Dorothy's kitchen.

And part of me did want to — I've been fooling around with Dorothy in the breakroom closet at MacIntosh and Sons after my shift this week, while she works through some drama over the Italian guy the town has brought in to run the fireworks show, and I'd be lying if I said I didn't like it. A lot. And the way Mr. Warren looked at me when Dorothy told him her idea, practically drooling with hunger, I'm pretty sure I would have been in for a good time.

But it was just a little too much right then. Dorothy's schemes usually have an air of danger about them, and this one feels even riskier than usual; I needed a taste of the familiar, the comfort of Conor and Jeff. A movie date felt a lot safer than diving into a new and scary situation.

And I've got to say, I made the right call, because my favorite guys are giving me exactly what I need. Conor's fingers are becoming more assertive, running up and down my slickening lips and grazing just past my clit, close enough to make me tremble but far enough away to make me ache. I sink lower in my seat and close my eyes.

"Hey," I hear Jeff say beside me, and startle out of my reverie to see him looking at Conor in the glow of the movie screen. His hand has slid higher up my thigh, apparently unaware of Conor's dancing fingers, and when he finds Conor already taking up residence at his intended target, his eyes narrow in a possessive glare.

I glance over at Conor, who's smiling like the cat who ate the canary — or maybe the canary who's diddling the pussy? — and shrug.

"I'm sure you can share like good boys," I say. I hear the shushing killjoy again from the front row, but I don't care.

#

And share they can, and then some! Conor and Jeff have some secret, psychic way of communicating with each other when they're working me over; I don't know how they do it, but they almost immediately fall into sync, and it feels like far more than just a hand apiece exploring the warm, wet space between my legs.

One of them — Conor, I think, judging by what feels like a very large thumb — gently flicks my pulsing clit, while the other slips one finger, then two, then three, into my channel. I throw my thighs as wide as I can, my skirt hiking up past my ass while I scoot to the edge of my seat, and let my head fall back as they propel me quickly toward the apex of bliss. Within minutes, my legs are shaking hard enough to make the seat in front of me rattle, and Jeff is pushing popcorn into my mouth to muffle my groans.

There's a loud explosion that makes the tinny speakers crackle with static, and then a sudden burst of light from the movie screen illuminates my wiggling knees; something spectacular has happened in the movie, stunning enough to make the audience below us gasp and clap, and I take advantage of the noise to let a low, throaty moan escape my lips. Jeff pushes more popcorn into my mouth with one hand while the fingers of the other continue to stroke and fondle me. I splutter and giggle along the crest of my climax, completely oblivious to the annoyed shushing sound from the couple at the front of the balcony.

I let one trembling hand slide off the popcorn tub balanced precariously on my tummy and into Jeff's lap. He shudders when my fingers slide along the bulge stretching his jeans. Together, we pull at the buttons holding his jeans closed, and he lifts his ass to slide them toward his thighs while I push his briefs down to free the pillar of flesh that springs from his lap.

My hand is a little slippery from the popcorn's butter, and it slides easily up and down his rigid length. His thick cock pulses against my palm, warm and hard, and when I brush my thumb across its spongy head, I feel a sticky dribble of pre-cum. Jeff lets out a sigh and settles into his seat, staring up at the balcony's low ceiling.

I hear a rustling noise on the other side of me, and glance over to see Conor's bright eyes glimmering in the movie screen's glow. A playful grin stretches across his lips, and when I look down, I see that his jeans are already pooled around his ankles, his fist wrapped around his thick erection, slowly stroking as he watches me run my hand up and down Jeff's shaft.

When I reach for Conor's cock, the popcorn tub starts to tip; Conor catches it before it spills and sets it on the floor by his feet, then relaxes into his seat when my hand joins his at the base of his shaft. I settle into a slow, steady rhythm, a cock in each hand and a happy glow in my belly. On the screen, the hero — I think it's the hero? I haven't been paying attention ... — is riding a motorcycle along a twisting desert highway, the camera swooping along behind him. I lean with the motorcyclist's motions, imagining my knees pressing into the bike's humming engine, Jeff and Conor's cocks the throttle that I twist and tug to drive my machine faster and faster through this barren landscape.

They make low, gasping sounds in the dark, and I grin to myself. The anxious flutter that I felt in Dorothy's kitchen, feeling Calvin's hungry eyes roaming over me as he imagined me on helpless display, has subsided. If I can master these two big, lovely men with my little hands, bend them to my will with a mere touch, then I am more than ready for the challenge that Dorothy is setting for me with her crazy fireworks cruise scheme.


Chapter 2


"That tickles!" Conor gasps, squirming naked on the kitchen floor as I spread honey along the crease of his thigh. We're in Jeff and Conor's apartment, the day before Dorothy's fireworks cruise, and I've convinced the guys to help me with a rehearsal of the planned dessert.

"Quit wiggling," I say, narrowing my eyes at Conor as I press a sticky palm against his honey-drizzled belly. I've already spread a thin layer of the golden syrup over his chest and shoulders, and I'm holding the plastic bottle upside down above his thighs.

Conor grits his teeth, and I can see the strain in his face as he tries to hold still under my fingertips. His half-hard cock flops against his groin, picking up some of the honey as it moves against him. According to Dorothy's plan, I'm going to be lying on a serving cart when she prepares me for dessert; I had considered having Conor lie on the kitchen table, but one look at the table's spindly legs and Conor's muscular bulk told me that was a recipe for disaster.

"Those don't look like cannolis," Jeff says with a laugh. He's sitting cross-legged on a kitchen chair behind me, bare-chested in his boxers, watching me kneel on the floor wearing only a MacIntosh and Sons apron. I set a chocolate snack cake on Conor's belly.

"Cannolis are expensive," I say, looking over my shoulder at him. "Dorothy is having the bakery department make them special for tomorrow, so we're going to make do with these tonight."

"These" are a box of assorted pre-packaged snack cakes that I bought on the way home with my employee discount. A little pile of cellophane wrappers sits next to my knee and the empty cardboard box with the smiling face of the brand's mascot in the corner: a red-headed, freckled young woman wearing a white straw hat. The woman reminds me a little bit of Dorothy.

Conor gives me a lot more space to work with than Dorothy will have tomorrow night, using my body as a canvas. I could probably scatter a half dozen golden sponge cakes and chocolate Swiss rolls across his chest, and make a trail of pink and yellow cupcakes down his belly toward his stiffening shaft. Maybe I should have bought two boxes.

"And people are going to eat pastries off your body?" Jeff asks. He props his elbows on his knees and leans closer as I set a cupcake on Conor's thigh.

"That's what Dorothy's planning," I say. "She called it a nyota-something, I guess she saw it once in the city, but they used sushi instead of pastries."

"Weird," Jeff says. "That's the big city for you, I guess."

I look back over my shoulder and give him a wicked grin.

"Like small-town people aren't kinky, too," I say. "You and Conor and me definitely get up to some filthy fun."

Jeff blushes and smiles back.

"I guess we are a nasty trio," he says. "And I've heard some stories about Frank Green at the post office, and Jessica Dixon is ..." He blushes harder. "I told you what Dorothy and I saw at her place, right?"

I shake my head, then turn back to drizzling honey down Conor's leg.

"She wanted to spy on Jessica and that fireworks guy, Giuseppe," Jeff continues, "so we snuck out to her place on Marishenawega Street. We found her on the back patio, stretched out on Giuseppe's lap, bare ass pointed at the sky, getting the spanking of a lifetime."

Now it's my turn to blush. Spanking has been the main appetizer lately when Dorothy meets up with me after my shift and MacIntosh and Sons, ever since Giuseppe Gallo threatened to bend me over his knee because the deli's prosciutto wasn't up to his standards. I was shocked at first, but now the warm sting of Dorothy's palm smacking my rump is one of my favorite sensations in the world, as is the cooling relief she gives me afterward with gentle fingers rubbing a balm into my glowing red cheeks.

"She was moaning and wiggling while he spanked her," Jeff says, "just going to town, whack, whack, whack. Then he stood up, and he had the biggest schlong, just hard as a rock and pointing straight up."

"Gosh," I whisper. A tingle of arousal shoots up my spine, and my fingers tremble as I place a chocolate brownie on Conor's right knee. I've completely run out of snack cakes, and his whole other leg is totally bare.

"Jessica took that monster in her mouth," Jeff says, "and gave him the wettest, sloppiest blowjob I've ever seen." I hear the chair scrape on the floor, and sense Jeff leaning over me as he continues his story. "The spit was dribbling down her chin onto her tits — did I mention Jessica Dixon has a nice rack? — and she was practically choking on that rod."

I shiver and sit back on my heels to survey my work, but the image of Jessica Dixon sucking Giuseppe Gallo's cock is all that fills my mind. Whenever I've seen Ms. Dixon around town, I've always found her intimidating: tailored suits, icy gaze, her brown hair cut into a neat, no-nonsense bob. I close my eyes, imagining her full lips wrapped around Giuseppe's shaft, drooling with lust, her hair messy and ass glowing red from the spanking ...

Conor is apparently imagining something similar, because his cock — now fully erect — makes a sudden lurch, sending a Swiss roll on his belly sliding toward the floor. I catch the snack cake before it falls, my arm brushing his pulsing shaft, and he lets out a little gasp at my touch. His body is warm, and I can see the tension in his belly as he tries to hold himself still.

The chair scrapes behind me again, and I look back over my shoulder. Jeff has slid down to the floor and is walking toward me on his knees, his boxers tented by his erection. He places his hands on my hips and peers over my shoulder; I hear a sound that's halfway between a chuckle and a sigh, and Conor's cock twitches again.

"I fucked Dorothy in the front seat of Mr. Randolph's truck after we saw that," Jeff whispers in my ear. He brings a finger up to trace a line from my jaw and down my neck, then slips his hand under the front of my apron to gently brush my breast. My nipple is stiff against the rough canvas. "We were both so turned on by watching Jessica Dixon take that cock ..."

"I'm kind of turned on from hearing about it," I say. I push my hips back and feel my bare ass brush Jeff's erection through the thin fabric of his boxers. "You should tell me stories like that more often."

Jeff laughs and brings his hands down to the apron strings at my waist. His fingers tug at the knot until it comes undone, then he lifts the apron over my head, tossing it to the floor beside Conor. Conor lets out a groan at the sight of my naked body, and Jeff's hands roaming over my breasts, my belly, my thighs ... he struggles to stay still, his body glistening with the honey as the snack cakes arrayed over his flesh quiver.

"I'll have to tell you about the landscaping job I did in Dorothy's yard a couple days later," Jeff purrs into my ear as his fingers tug at the blonde thatch between my legs. I can feel him hard and hot against my back. "But after dessert — I'm feeling a little hungry right now."

#

"Quit wiggling," I say with a laugh, pushing one hand against Conor's chest as I pluck a cupcake from his belly with the other. I can feel his heart pounding, and the honey I smeared on his skin is warm and sticky with the heat rising off him.

Jeff kneels across Conor from me, his erection hovering between us, his boxers discarded beside my apron. He has chocolate crumbs on his lips and chin from the Swiss roll I fed him while Conor looked up at us with a hungry, desperate look in his eyes. Jeff runs a finger through the sticky honey that glazes Conor's belly and lifts his hand so he can suck it clean with a noisy, wet smack of his lips. Conor lets out a groan and his raging erection pulses above his stomach.

"Does Dorothy have any rules for how your guests are going to eat the dessert?" Jeff asks.

"Rules?" I ask. I take a bite from the cupcake I've lifted off Conor's body, letting the crumbs tumble messily.

"Like, can they use their hands to pick up the treats? Or just their mouths?"

Jeff clasps his hands behind his back and leans down so he can run his tongue along Conor's collarbone. Conor moans, hands twitching by his sides. Jeff puts a hand on Conor's chest as he lifts his face and trails his sticky tongue up my belly, over my breast, and finishes with a sweet, messy kiss that carries the honey from his tongue to mine.

"I like that idea," I sigh. I run a finger around my lips, capturing the honey that's dribbling down my chin. That will be me tomorrow night, I think, looking down at Conor, already messy with crumbs and struggling to stay still. Experiencing the delicious frustration of being a dessert tray ...

Jeff has already bent back down to continue playfully licking Conor's sticky skin. He runs his tongue around each of Conor's nipples, making them stand stiff and wet, then kisses his way toward Conor's belly, grabbing a golden, cream-filled sponge cake with his teeth. Cake pieces rain down on Conor while Jeff chews.

I join Jeff in licking and kissing my way across Conor's body, savoring the blend of sweet honey and salty sweat that coats my tongue. Conor groans as I nibble at his hip and flick my tongue over his groin, his thick shaft straining into the air.

"This is fun," Jeff says as he swallows a bite of the cake. He looks up from Conor's belly with a twinkle in his eye. "Are you having fun, Conor?"

Conor groans in response, his hips lifting off the floor. A cupcake slips from his thigh and I try to catch it with my teeth before it falls, but all I manage to do is smash it against Conor's leg. Pink frosting smears across his skin, and he wiggles when I lick at the too-sweet frosting.

Jeff carries a Swiss roll in his teeth from Conor's chest to his mouth. Conor opens his lips as Jeff presses the cake to him, and they both laugh as the chocolate and cream smears between them. Soon the cake is nothing but crumbs, but their kiss continues, growing harder and hungrier as their lips and tongues tangle. My belly tingles with desire: I love watching Jeff and Conor kiss almost as much as I enjoy being kissed by them. They're firmer with each other than they are with me, less gentle, more greedy, as if kissing is a sort of contest, a struggle for dominance.

I lie between Conor's thighs, my chin resting on his belly, and watch as their kiss turns to playful nips, lips tugged and stretched between teeth, chocolate morsels coating both their cheeks. Conor raises a hand to run his fingers through Jeff's dark blond curls; I don't correct my dessert tray's movement, though, transfixed as I am by watching them. Conor pulls Jeff closer, and soon Jeff is running honey covered fingers through Conor's hair.

Conor's cock pulses against my cheek, and I reach a sticky hand to it. When I run my fingers up its length, he lets out a moan that Jeff swallows hungrily, and when I wrap my hand around his shaft, barely able to close my fingers around its girth, he shakes under my touch. I start a slow, lazy stroke, my grip loose and gentle.

#

The kitchen floor is an absolute shambles of honey and cream, frosting and cake, the carefully arranged snacks crushed and mangled by our writhing bodies. We're a mess, too, of course: I have chocolate and cream all over my belly and thighs, my hair stiff with frosting; Jeff's cock is sticky with honey and slick with spit, and a smear of chocolate runs from his neck to his chest; and Conor, poor Conor, is coated with honey and cream and cum, panting between us, his still heavy cock dribbling the last of the seed that Jeff and I coaxed from it with our tongues.

"Holy fuck," Conor gasps. His eyes are clear and glassy, a satisfied smile on his lips. "Holy fuck, Candy, that was wild ..."

I laugh and rest my head on his chest, feeling his heart pounding steady and hard against my cheek. I'm floating on a cloud of bliss myself, still tingling all over from the way Jeff's lips and tongue found every nerve ending on my body while Conor wrapped me in his arms. My body is sticky from being crushed against Conor as he lay on the floor, holding me tightly while Jeff took turns tasting us both.

"I think you're going to have a good time tomorrow night," Jeff says. He leans across Conor and plants a sticky kiss on my lips.

I shiver and press closer to Conor's chest. I know I'm going to have a good time — Conor certainly had a good time when Jeff and I ran our tongues up the length of his shaft, teasing him to the edge of ecstasy — but I'm still nervous. According to Dorothy's plan, she'll be gone when dessert begins, leaving me alone with Jessica, Calvin, and the mysterious Andrew Wainwright, the tech millionaire who's hosting this fireworks cruise on Saukwish Lake.

Alone, and on display, a helpless morsel for their tasting ...


Chapter 3


Conor and Jeff cleaned me up in their shower, buffing my skin to a rosy glow, and offered to let me spend the night at their apartment, tucked between them. As tempting as the offer was, though, I turned them down.

"I'll take a rain check on it," I said while Conor wrapped a towel around my damp hair and Jeff made sure the last of the honey had been rinsed from my belly, testing for sweetness with his tongue on my skin until I was giggling. "I've got some things to take care of before tomorrow."

What I needed to take care of was a little personal grooming, a little internet stalking, and a nice long sleep that I definitely wouldn't get in Conor and Jeff's bed.

The stalking comes first, and I settle onto the bathroom floor with my phone while I run a bath at my apartment across the street from MacIntosh and Sons. Keeping up on the little dramas of the tech bro aristocracy is not one of my regular interests, and I needed to figure out who this "Andrew Wainwright" is before the fireworks cruise on his boat.

He doesn't appear to be one of the top tier tech bros, but it's not hard to find a few news stories about his various acquisitions and tech ventures. A few of the stories are even accompanied by pictures of him: younger than I expected, maybe not even thirty, with wavy black hair and a spray of freckles across his nose that makes me think of a mischievous frat boy rather than a titan of industry. He's always wearing tailored, expensive suits that drape casually but elegantly across graceful shoulders, and in a little video clip I find of him walking across the tarmac toward a private jet, he has a supple, lithesome gait that seems somewhere between that of a dancer and a tiger on the prowl. If I need to be at the mercy of a millionaire, I suppose I could do quite a bit worse than Andrew Wainwright ...

When I stalk a little deeper, though, I discover a tangle of rumor and innuendo that gives me pause. It seems that Andrew Wainwright has a dark side, a taste for power that extends from the boardroom and into the bedroom. His East Coast mansion, situated on a secluded peninsula jutting into the Atlantic, is rumored to be fitted out with a well-appointed dungeon, and there are gossipy little tales of the decadent parties and orgies he hosts there, with infamous celebrities and renowned hedonists jetting in for weekends of debauchery.

"Exclusive Photos of Wicked Wainwright's Dungeon of Delight!" one headline screams, though the photos are very blurry and could just as easily be a poorly lit exercise room. "Secret Tales of Sinful Times at Andrew Wainwright's Estate," another promises, but all the sources are anonymous, and the only sinfulness I discover before hitting the paywall involves skinny-dipping and expensive cocktails.

But then I stumble on a Reddit post that purports to be a photograph of Andrew Wainwright in the all-together, posing on the edge of a blue swimming pool with a pair of topless models, and that gets my attention. The face of the man in the picture is obscured in shadow, but the waves of black hair and the slender but powerful shoulders and hips certainly look right. And not obscured, not even a little bit, is something else that looks even more right: if this is in fact Andrew Wainwright in the picture, then my mysterious millionaire is packing quite the piece of equipment. Even at rest, nestled against a slim thigh, his cock looks heavy and thick and ... well, beautiful. I trace a finger along the image on the screen, stretching it to get a better look; it takes the splash of water overflowing the tub and onto my foot to pull me out of my drooling reverie.

#

I give my thigh one last scrape with the razor, then let it drop from my fingers with a clatter onto the bathroom floor and settle back into the tub. Water sloshes over my belly and breasts, starting to get a little lukewarm — the thorough shaving I've given myself in preparation for being a dessert tray tomorrow night took longer than I expected. With a sigh, I sit up to pull the plug, and then turn the tap on again to let more hot water into the tub to balance the temperature and clear the brackish suds.

When Jeff and I covered Conor with honey earlier tonight, I saw right away that a smooth surface was going to be necessary for a proper presentation of dessert. The honey caught in the dark tangle of hair on Conor's chest, and in the thick nest at the base of his cock, making stiff peaks and tangled mats. When Jeff and I licked him clean, some of the hair came away on our tongues, which definitely damped the mood a bit. Proper presentation is an important aspect of catering — the plating, the lighting, the arrangement of the table — and I need to look as delicious as the cannolis and slices of tiramisu that will be balanced on my body.

As the water warms, I relax into the tub again and slide my hands over my body. I'm certainly not as hairy as Conor, and I usually keep my legs and pits smooth with a weekly or so shave, but I rarely do more than tidy things up between my legs. I prefer having a lush carpet, or at least a playful little tuft on my mound if I'm going to be wearing a smaller bikini, and my lovers have never complained about my thatch. Dorothy likes to run her fingers through it while her tongue teases my delicate folds, and I'm envious of her tangle of auburn hair. At last year's county fair, when she visited me at the Blooming Bundles tent where I was working, and I threaded a bouquet of baby's breath and forget-me-nots into that tangle of soft, coppery hair.

That memory warms my belly — the feeling of Dorothy's body under my fingers, the soft warmth and dewy moisture I drew from her with my touches, the scents of flowers and musk mingling in the air. I run my hand over my bare mound, startled at the smoothness; it's such an alien sensation, my shaved skin beneath my fingers, that it's almost like I'm touching a stranger.

Or being touched by a stranger, I think as I prop my foot against the foot of the tub and slide closer to the faucet. The swirling water sloshes against my skin. Tomorrow night, after the crostini and penne and sweet baked figs, Dorothy will wheel me out on the cart before our surprised and delighted guests, and it will be nothing but strangers touching me.

Mostly strangers, at least. Calvin will be there to chaperone, Dorothy had promised when she introduced me to her husband earlier today, when I was doing a final test of the recipes for tomorrow. I've known about Calvin for as long as I've known Dorothy, but I was startled to meet him in person: he's more handsome than I had imagined, the darkness of his hair accented by a curl of shocking white at his forehead, his eyes bright and playful, his lips full and pulled into a hungry smile. I suppose he's known about me, too — Dorothy says she tells him about most of her lovers, and that he especially enjoys stories about me — but he didn't look startled to meet me. He looked ... voracious.

And I've seen Jessica Dixon around town, tailored and aloof, more than a little intimidating. She, of course, has no idea who I am: I'm just the girl behind the deli counter at MacIntosh and Sons, one of dozens of the little people she interacts with occasionally as she goes about her important business.

The spit was dribbling down her chin onto her tits — did I mention Jessica Dixon has a nice rack? — and she was practically choking on that rod.

It's impossible to square my image of Jessica with Jeff's story, to picture her kneeling in front of Giuseppe Gallo, slobbering on his throbbing cock. My thumb flicks across my clit, and I let out a gasp; without the buffer of my bush, my skin feels tingly and too sensitive, as if the slightest touch could send me over the edge. What will she think of me, I wonder, when she sees me revealed, stripped bare and laid out at her mercy?

And then there's Andrew Wainwright — "Wicked Wainwright," "Sinful Andrew," the millionaire with the secret (or not so secret?) dungeon and the poolside orgies and the esoteric tastes in sensual delights. Andrew Wainwright with that beautiful cock, heavy and smooth, the bulb at the tip a velvet delicacy, the powerful shaft an iron rod cloaked in velour. Little Milhawket doesn't get a lot of millionaire visitors, much less debauched and wicked millionaires; what will he think of a small town girl, presented to him on a platter? As a platter?

I inch myself closer to the running faucet, heels on the edge of the tub, and lift my hips. The water splashes between my legs, hot and hard, making my pussy throb and pulse. I close my eyes and tremble, parting my lower lips with one hand so the stream can pound against my most sensitive flesh, merciless and unrelenting. As merciless and unrelenting as I expect tomorrow's guests will be when Dorothy wheels me out and then leaves me to their cruel devices. Water splashes over the side of the tub as my climax seizes me, and my shouts echo off the tiled walls of my tiny bathroom.


Chapter 4


Ireach the fairgrounds by Saukwish Lake before noon, my little hatchback groaning under the load of the trays I picked up from the MacIntosh and Sons kitchen. I woke up sweaty, tangled in my sheets, my nightgown hiked up past my hips and my hands tucked between my thighs; sleep was no relief, filled with dreams that swung wildly between arousing and terrifying and sometimes a heady mix of the two. If I'd stayed at Jeff and Conor's, I probably wouldn't have slept much more, but I think I would have slept better, lulled into blissful oblivion by their caresses. But now here I am, jittery and yawning, dressed in a black skirt and a MacIntosh and Sons polo, driving toward an appointment with a fate that I feel suddenly ill-equipped to handle.

The Milhawket Sesquicentennial Celebration is already under way. The festivities stretch down to the lake's shore, with carnival rides, food trucks, and displays for all of the town's businesses. I make my way through the parking lot and toward the dock at the far end of the lake, scanning the shore for Andrew Wainwright's boat.

When I see it, I slam the brakes and lean over the steering wheel, my jaw slack. I'm not sure what I was expecting, but it's definitely not what I'm seeing.

For one thing, it's not at the dock, nor on the shore. It's a massive vessel, rising three stories above the water, and it's floating at least a hundred yards out in the lake, clearly far too big to come in any closer. How it got into the water to begin with is a mystery to me; I've always thought of Saukwish Lake as big, teeming with sailboats and kayaks, canoes and paddleboards, in the summer, and large enough to have a dozen pond hockey rinks on the winter ice. But this boat makes it seem tiny, as if an ocean liner was dropped into a bathtub.

The boat has large windows circling the center level and appears to have a broad deck at the top. I can see people scurrying around on the deck, setting up tables and chairs and hanging red, white, and blue bunting over the railings. An American flag flaps in the breeze on a pole at the top of the boat, and below it a blue and white banner with a big cursive "W" on it. Of course he has his own flag, I think to myself, rolling my eyes.

A smaller boat is cutting across the water from the ship toward the dock. I start toward the dock again, watching as the small boat pulls alongside the pier. That's when I notice that Jeff and Conor are waiting at the foot of the dock, looking out toward Andrew Wainwright's boat.

At least I think it's Jeff and Conor. It's Jeff for sure, his sun-kissed face and neck shining in the warm light, the breeze off the lake tousling his golden brown hair. Standing beside him, though, is a broad-chested, hair-covered beast with huge feet and a massive mane about its head. When Jeff hears my car approaching, he nudges the beast with his shoulder, and the hairy monster raises a hand toward me in salute.

I park the car and hop out, running over to give Jeff a hug, then look up at the beast.

"Conor?" I ask, furrowing my brow.

The beast makes a muffled growling noise, raising its hands to show its claws, then suddenly grabs its head and giving it a sharp tug. It twists its head around on its neck and then tucks it under its arm, revealing Conor's face, a little red with sweat-slick hair stuck to his forehead.

"Hey, Candy," Conor says, bending down to give me a kiss. He swats at my ass with his hairy gloved hand. "Want to come back to my cavernous lair?"

I reach out a hand to run it through the hair on his chest. It feels more like an old carpet than fur, and a cloud of dust rises into the air when I muss my fingers through it.

"Only if it's to give you a good grooming," I say, wrinkling my nose. "What are you supposed to be?"

"The Milhawket Ape of the Woods," Conor says proudly, standing a little taller. "I'm volunteering for the park department. You can get a picture taken with me for the SASQUATCH-centennial."

"I'll pass on that, thanks," I say with a laugh. I'd heard a few stories about the Ape of the Woods when I was a kid — they were mostly used to keep kids out of the forest, I think, and to give fishermen something to talk about when they were drinking by the lakes outside of town. "I've got to load up the food for tonight."

"Then I've got to run off to scare the townsfolk," says Conor. He settles the bigfoot head back on his shoulders, throws his head back to let out a primal roar while he pounds his chest with his fists, and then lopes off toward the carnival, his huge feet raising clouds of dust.

"Are you nervous?" Jeff asks after Conor has disappeared. He puts an arm around my shoulder, and I collapse against him.

"A little bit," I admit, taking in a deep breath of his scent. Jeff smells a lot better than Conor's musty bigfoot costume.

"Do you want a hand loading your stuff?"

"Please," I say with a sigh.

#

It takes us four trips to get all of the food across from the dock to the ship on the little aluminum boat, driven by a man in a white polo and blue shorts who introduces himself as Keith. There's a blue "W" embroidered on the polo, matching the "W" on the ship's flag.

The ship has a little freight elevator that we load with the trays and bowls from my car, and then Jeff and I climb the stairs from the lower deck to the upper to meet it in a large galley at the front of the ship. The galley has shelves along the walls and a couple of wheeled steel carts; I shiver a little when I see the carts, because I know I'm going to be presented to the guests on one of them later tonight.

"This thing is amazing," Jeff says, looking around the upper deck in awe after we've moved the food from the elevator to the shelves. "How did they get this boat on little Saukwish Lake?"

I shrug. "Millionaire magic, I guess. If you've got enough money, you can do just about anything."

"Absolutely amazing." He shakes his head. "Conor and I are planning to watch the fireworks with Mr. Randolph on the beach, and I thought we were going to be having a fancy time drinking his beer ..."

"Maybe I'd rather be on the beach with you guys," I say. I look at the carts and shiver again, then turn to Jeff and run my finger across his chest. "And then we could go back to your place for dessert ..."

Jeff catches my hand in his and raises it to his lips, gently kissing each fingertip.

"We'll have plenty of opportunities for dessert," he says. "But catering a millionaire's fireworks cruise? That's pretty rare ..."

I sigh. Of course Jeff is right. I've been working at the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter since high school, which is why Brian MacIntosh brought me into the catering side line he's been working on. After helping out with a few weddings and parties, I've become almost an equal partner in the venture; it's something I'm good at, and something I enjoy doing. Brian was pretty excited to get this gig, which could be the ticket for the catering service to finally spin off from the grocery story.

But Brian doesn't know about Dorothy's special dessert menu ...

"I'm just ... really nervous," I say. Jeff takes one of my fingers between his lips and sucks, then slides his tongue down its length. I tremble, as if there's a wire that runs straight from my hand to my clit. "Even without the dessert thing, this would be pretty nerve-wracking ..."

"You just need something to take the edge off," Jeff says, his voice low and smooth. He pulls me closer, running a hand down my back and over my ass.

"Maybe so," I whisper. His fingers walk down my ass, lifting my skirt as they go. They brush my panties — Would Dorothy be disappointed that I wore panties? I wonder — and I let out a little hum of delight.

#

"So smooth," Jeff whispers, kneeling on the galley floor in front of me. His breath is warm and wet against my skin, his lips hovering above my bare mound. My panties are tangled around one ankle, freeing my other leg to rest on his shoulder while I lean back into the metal shelves on the wall. "I like it."

"Thank you," I gasp. I run my fingers through his wavy golden hair, urging his mouth to move closer. "I wanted to be nice and tidy for dessert."

"The honey is going to drip right off this beautiful cunt," he says. His nose grazes my skin, sending a shudder through my body. "You're going to have the sweetest pussy ever."

"Do you think so?" I shiver when his hot breath blows across my weeping folds. "I want the guests to be pleased ..."

"They'll be so fucking pleased, Candy," Jeff says. He teases me with the tip of his finger, opening me gently so his eyes can take in every inch of me. "They're going to eat you right the fuck up."

He drags his tongue up my pussy, lingering at the tip of my pulsing clit, and my leg almost buckles. He laughs, his lips rumbling against me and sending more shivers up my body, and grasps my ass in both hands to steady me. I let him take my weight, balancing on the toes of one foot while the other heel taps against his back, urging him closer.

My nervousness yields under Jeff's tongue, melting with the nectar he draws out of me with his expert, playful licking. He teases the tip of his tongue over my clit, then uses it to nudge my folds apart, circling my entrance. He makes happy, humming sounds as he delves deeper, making a meal of me.

Just like Calvin, Jessica, and Andrew Wainwright will tonight, I think, but with eager anticipation now rather than dread. Jeff squeezes my ass, lifting my foot off the floor so I'm resting now on his shoulders, my back braced against the shelves. He presses his whole mouth into my pussy, tongue and lips and teeth touching all my tingling nerves, and I imagine what overwhelming delight will be mine tonight with three mouths to lick and nip and devour me ...

I have to bite my lip to keep from crying out as I ride Jeff's tongue toward my climax. His fingers pulse against my ass, his tongue circles my throbbing, buzzing clit, and I come completely undone against his hungry mouth.

"Miss Welch?" a woman's voice calls from the other side of the galley door, accompanied by a sharp knock. "Miss Welch, are you in there?"

"Oh, fuck," I whisper, legs still trembling. Jeff chuckles against my well-licked pussy, making me shake all over as he lowers my feet to the floor.

"Miss Welch, Mr. Wainwright would like to speak with you ..."

"Yes," I gasp, though I'm not sure if I'm responding to the woman on the other side of the door, or to Jeff's tongue, which makes one last circuit around my clit before he stands. He presses me against the wall and nuzzles my throat; I can smell my musk on his cheeks. "Yes, I'll ... I'll be right out ..."


Chapter 5


"Miss Welch?"

Jeff wipes the back of his hand across his shiny lips and gives me a wink as he steps into the freight elevator at the back of the galley. The elevator's gears hum as I tug my panties back up to my waist and smooth my skirt over my legs, the heat of my climax still tingling in my veins.

"Yes," I say, tugging at the door. "I'm here!"

A young woman is standing on the other side of the door, tall and slender, her black hair pulled back in a tight bun and her lips painted a blazing red. She's wearing a white blouse, open at the throat, and a black pencil skirt that makes her seem even taller.

"I'm Stephanie," she says, extending a hand to me.

"Candy," I say, taking her hand. Her skin is smooth and cool to the touch.

"We'll be helping you with the service tonight," Stephanie says, cocking her head toward another woman standing near the railing around the deck. "This is Maria."

The second woman takes a step forward and stops next to Stephanie. The pair of them are identically dressed, distinguishable only by Maria's darker eyes and the slightly narrower shape of Stephanie's face. Maria extends a hand as well, similarly smooth and cool, and gives me a smile that reveals a dimple in her left cheek.

"Gosh, thanks," I say, biting my lip. I hadn't expected any help with the catering; with just four guests — Dorothy, Calvin, Jessica, and Andrew — I don't expect a lot of work. But I certainly won't turn down any assistance.

"We are at your complete command this evening," says Maria, nodding her head at me. Her eyes twinkle in the summer sunlight. I feel my cheeks grow warm; I don't think they know about the special treat Dorothy has planned for dessert, but there's something about the gleam in Maria's eyes that makes me think they'll be more than happy to help make sure it's an event to remember.

"Ms. Welch," says a man's voice behind Stephanie, and I startle, suddenly realizing I was losing myself in Maria's gaze. I look up to see Andrew Wainwright, dressed in a silk lilac shirt and black slacks, stepping toward me. His black tasseled leather loafers make no sound on the wooden deck.

"Please, you can call me Candy," I say, tucking a stray hair behind my ear before extending a hand to him. He takes it in both of his and lifts my fingers to his lips for a quick, light kiss.

"Candy," he whispers, peering down at me with dark, piercing eyes. "You look as sweet as your name."

#

"And this," Andrew says as he pushes open a door, his hand resting in the small of my back, "is the stateroom."

He's given me a whirlwind tour of the ship — "She's called 'The Golden Princess,' after my mother," he explained as he guided me from the galley and across the upper deck — showing me the navigation center, a lounge room that looks like something from a Gilded Age mansion with its wood panels and leather couches, a health center and spa with exercise equipment and sauna rooms (Could any of this be subtly disguised BDSM gear? I wondered, giving myself a little tingle of delight), the crews' quarters below the water line ("Maria and Stephanie, of course," he explained, "and Keith, the pilot for this cruise, plus a general deckhand and a navigator; really, a skeleton crew this weekend — my other yachts tend to have larger staffs on board."). I get the sense that he wants to impress me, of course, but also that he's like a little boy showing off his train set or rock collection.

Behind the door to the stateroom is the most sumptuous bedroom I've ever seen. Narrow windows circle the top of the room, letting a dim, warm light illuminate the space. The walls are covered with red velvet woven through with golden flowers, and my feet sink into a dense purple pile carpet when he guides me inside. At the center of the room is a four-poster bed, the embroidered canopy raised on one side to show sheets as smooth as silk and a mountain of tasseled pillows. The bed must be as big as my apartment's bedroom, maybe even bigger. I immediately imagine myself on it with Jeff and Conor, roaming widely across its expanse in all manner of acrobatic positions.

Or with Andrew Wainwright, I suddenly think, recalling that blurry photograph I found last night of him lounging naked on the edge of his pool, his gorgeous cock on display.

"You ... sleep in that bed?" I ask, my voice cracking a little.

"Sleep, and so on," he says. His hand rises from the small of my back to my shoulder, giving me a gentle squeeze. "Some of the best rest I've ever had, actually — like sleeping on a cloud. Why don't you have a seat on it."

"Oh, I couldn't ..."

"Please," he says, his hand drifting to my elbow and giving me a gentle nudge. "Please, I insist. Just for a minute."

I glance up at him, giving my lip a shy bite, and walk to the edge of the bed. He stands a few feet behind me and nods when I look back over my shoulder at him. His eyes sparkle in the room's dim light.

"Oh, it is nice!" I say when I take a seat on the edge of the bed. I give it a little bounce; the mattress yields to my weight, but immediately springs back, cradling my ass as if it was custom built for my body.

"Lie down," he says, "so you can feel the full effect."

"Oh, no, really ..."

"Again," Andrew says, stepping to the edge of the bed and then kneeling in front of me, "I insist."

He grasps my left foot in one hand and gently pulls off my black flat, and then does the same with the right, placing my shoes side by side on the purple carpet. Then he brushes a finger down the length of my stocking-covered arch, sending an electric spark through my body, and stands to swing my feet up onto the bed. With a giggle, I lie back among the pillows, throwing my arms wide, and then let out a contented sigh that must sound absolutely pre-orgasmic.

"Oh my god," I gasp, "it really is like lying on a cloud!"

I close my eyes and let the bed embrace me, holding me the way Conor and Jeff do sometimes after we've tumbled around in one of their much smaller beds. That blurry picture comes back to my mind's eye again, except now Andrew is kneeling above me, his knees between mine, that lovely half-hard cock now stiffening and stretching, rising toward his belly and glistening with pre-cum in a shaft of light from the high windows. I could just lie here, spread wide on this beautiful bed, and simply receive the bounty Andrew is offering. A purring noise rumbles in my chest as I surrender myself to Andrew's imagined embrace.

"Mr. Wainwright, sir," a voice from the doorway says, snapping me out of my fantasy. I sit up, blinking, and see the ship's pilot — Keith — standing beside the doorjamb, his hands folded in front of him. "Your guests will be arriving soon, sir; shall I bring you over to shore?"

Andrew stands slowly, sighing, and he makes no effort to hide his eyes' slow progress from my feet to my face. I wonder if he's entertaining the same fantasies that have been dancing through my mind? I suppose "Wicked Wainwright" would add a few whips and crops and handcuffs to the scene. I could go for handcuffs, maybe, I muse to myself.

"I suppose the tour has to end here," Andrew says, putting his hand at my waist and guiding me toward the door, my shoes dangling from his fingertips. "At least for now."


Chapter 6


Stephanie and Maria move quickly and gracefully between the galley and the guests' table, seeming almost to float above the deck. I wonder if they've served the guests at Wicked Wainwright's orgy parties; I can picture them dressed in leather corsets, or wearing black feathered masks, or tight, shiny black rubber trousers that accentuate their long legs. Stephanie — or is it Maria? — winks at me as she takes a plate of farfalle salad from the cart by the galley door, and my heart races at the imagined scene of her balancing a tray of dainty hors d'oeuvres on one hand, dressed in a lacey bra and tight black panties, as she weaves among Andrew's orgy guests.

What would it be like to cater a millionaire's poolside orgy? I wonder, biting my lip as I watch Maria's — or is it Stephanie's? — graceful back as she bends to fill Jessica's wine glass.

Andrew gave the guests — Jessica, dressed in a ridiculous blue and white nautical costume complete with a little hat pinned to her head; Dorothy, wearing a simple red and white dress with spaghetti straps and necklace of chunky white beads; and Calvin, in dark slacks and a pale green polo shirt — a tour of the Golden Princess while I readied the dinner in the galley. The trays of food — penne with a spicy red sauce, crisp crostini, baked figs, farfalle with roasted vegetables — survived the journey from the dock to the ship intact, and all I had to do was assemble each course.

I hear snatches of conversation from the table on the deck. Jessica, not surprisingly, isn't entirely happy with the menu. She had given Brian a handwritten list of dishes, which Dorothy adjusted to make spicier, sweeter, and more sensuous. The capsaicin in the peppers boosts blood flow, Dorothy told me the other night in her kitchen when we ran through a sample of the modified recipes, and you know how important that is ...

"I don't think this is the recipe I gave you," I hear Jessica say. She's dabbing her napkin at a trickle of sweat on her brow, balancing a forkful of penne on her fingertips.

"Oh, don't be such a lightweight, Jessica," Andrew says with a roll of his eyes. "It's not that spicy."

"Well, it's a lot spicier than I intended," she says. "It was supposed to be a traditional sweet tomato sauce with just a hint of garlic; this is a five alarm fire!"

"One alarm, I think," Calvin says. "Two at the most if you get a bigger piece of the chili."

I grin to myself as Jessica lets her fork drop onto her plate with a clatter and glares at Dorothy, who innocently dabs her lips with her napkin and lifts her glass for one of the servers to fill.

"This is your doing, isn't it, Dorothy?" Jessica hisses. "I saw you talking to that girl at the deli —" she waves her hand in my general direction, and I duck back into the galley, peering sneakily around the doorframe — "whispering some devious plan ..."

"I believe Mrs. Warren's only plan," Andrew says, setting his elbows on the table and resting his chin on his hands, "was to add a little flavor to a rather bland menu. I think these interpretations of Italian cuisine are quite delightful, and I can't wait to see what comes next to our table."

Then he throws a glance over his shoulder toward me, his lips curling into a wicked grin, and I feel my pulse quicken. Surely he doesn't know anything about the dessert plans? According to Dorothy's scheme, I'm supposed to be such a gigantic distraction that no one will notice her slipping away from the table so she can make her way to the fireworks barge where Giuseppe Gallo, the famous pyrotechnician, is orchestrating the fireworks show. Something about that grin, though, and the way his eyes sparkle in the setting sun, makes me think that he's already decided that I'm going to be a special course on his menu that he looks forward to devouring.

And I want to be devoured ...

#

"It tickles!" I squeal, shivering under Dorothy's fingers. I'm lying naked on the rolling cart, a white tablecloth under my back, while she smears honey across my hip.

"Hush," Dorothy whispers, looking up at the closed galley door. "You don't want to spoil the surprise."

I clench the tablecloth in my fingers and squeeze my eyes shut. Dorothy is working quickly, smoothing the honey she's drizzled across my bare skin and then placing little cannolis and squares of tiramisu on my breasts and belly. When I shiver and almost send a cannoli tumbling off my thigh, Dorothy catches the wayward pastry and gives my hip a little slap.

"Lie still," she hisses, her face close to mine. "The initial presentation needs to be perfect to hold their attention. Once I'm gone, things can get messy, but I need you to hold it together for a few minutes."

I take a deep breath, glancing down my body to see the tiramisu rise and fall with my belly. When Jeff and I tested our makeshift version of this dessert on Conor last night, we didn't pay a lot of attention to the presentation; I think the snack cakes stayed still on Conor's body for about a minute or two before we were smearing him, and each other, with sticky sweetness. Of course, there was also no surprise involved: it was pure anticipation, Jeff and I looking at Conor glistening with honey, watching his cock stiffen as we kissed and licked our way around his body. Jessica is expecting little plates of the cannolis she ordered from the MacIntosh and Sons bakery, not a honey-slathered woman covered in confections.

"They're going to absolutely devour you," Dorothy says, settling a piece of tiramisu between my breasts. She brushes her lips against mine, drawing a gasp from me that threatens to topple all of the carefully arranged desserts. I can taste the desire in her — hot and salty, sticky and sweet — and I wonder if she can taste my longing as well. My longing and my fear, because I'm suddenly very aware of my helpless nudity.

In a few minutes, Dorothy is going to wheel me out and present me to Jessica, Calvin, and Andrew. And then she's going to disappear, leaving me at the mercy of the guests. I don't think I trust Calvin to be a good chaperone, not the way he eyed me in Dorothy's kitchen when we were tasting the spicy penne; I certainly don't trust Andrew, who looked ready to devour me when I was stretched out on his stateroom bed (though to be fair, I was ready to be devoured ...). And Jessica? Well, I've never really liked Jessica Dixon, and Jeff's story about her on her knees, slobbering on Giuseppe Gallo's rampant cock, doesn't reassure me of her restraint.

I'm not certain that Stephanie and Maria would come to my rescue if things move beyond the merely messy: they have an aloof, knowing air about them, surely having seen much worse than a sticky interpretation of nyotaimori. They've been under my command during dinner, but they are, after all, Andrew's employees; I'm sure their loyalty is to their wicked millionaire boss, and not to the helpless, naked girl covered in sweets.

"I wish I could stay to take a few bites myself!" Dorothy says, running her eyes up and down my body.

"Why don't you, then?" I croak. "You don't need to prove anything to that Giuseppe character. Stay here and show them how to enjoy me ..."

A tingle runs from my belly to my bare, honey-slathered pussy at the thought of Dorothy demonstrating the proper way to partake of my offerings. She has a very talented tongue, and an insatiable hunger for erotic sensation. I'm sure that with Dorothy in charge of the show, I would be guaranteed a night to remember.

"Don't think I don't want to," Dorothy says. She shapes a peak of freshly whipped cream on one stiff nipple, then gives the other nipple a gentle bite with her teeth. I wiggle at her touch, struggling to stay as still as possible. "But I've got an itch, Candy, a burning itch that I need to scratch first."

She ducks down to unlock the serving cart's casters, and I feel my platform roll with the gentle rocking of the Golden Princess on Saukwish Lake's waves. My stomach lurches and I squeeze my eyes even tighter, gripping the sides of the cart as Dorothy spins it and starts pushing me toward the galley door.

I open my eyes and see Dorothy smiling down at me, but I see a hint of something in her eyes: Anticipation? Apprehension? Surely not fear, not from Dorothy Warren ... She has an adventure of her own ahead of her tonight, and I feel a jolt of pride that she's including me as a part of it.

"Be careful, then," I say, blinking back a tear and letting out a long, stuttering breath. "And be prepared to spill all the details later!"


Chapter 7


"Dessert is served!" Dorothy calls, and I hear a gasp in the darkness as the cart clatters across the deck.

She's wheeling me toward the guests' table head first, and try as I might, I can't turn my head enough to see them. All I see are the stars twinkling high above Saukwish Lake, and Dorothy's silhouette against the light above the galley. Darkness has fallen fast while Dorothy was preparing me; the fireworks will be starting soon, as will my exercise in humiliation.

I hear the clatter of a glass falling to the deck, silverware hitting plates, a sudden delighted chuckle. I turn my head to the side as Dorothy wheels me next to the table, and finally I see the guests: Jessica holding a napkin to her lips, eyes wide, fingers trembling; Calvin grinning widely, his tongue tracing his lips in anticipation; and Andrew rising from his chair, glass in hand, approaching the cart with twinkling eyes and a hungry smile.

"This is an unexpected delight," Andrew says, raking his eyes up and down my body. I feel them linger on my cream-capped breasts, my trembling belly, the bare mound of my sex slathered with honey and topped with a square of tiramisu. I don't know if it's my own nectar wetting my delicate folds, or the pastry melting upon my heated skin, but the tingle between my thighs is almost unbearable.

"Unexpected," Andrew says, reaching out a finger to the cream piled upon one of my nipples, "but certainly more than welcome."

I watch him drag his tongue across the daub of cream he swiped from my skin, and I swear I can feel it all the way to my core. I can't help but groan, the sensations between my legs growing stronger as I imagine that tongue snaking its way across my body, gobbling up the sweetness that coats me and then devouring the heat and sweat it finds beneath the layers of confection.

"I ... what ... this isn't on the sheet I gave you!" Jessica cries. It looks like she spilled her wine on her blue sailor trousers, and is patting at a growing amber stain with her napkin. "I said tiramisu and coffee ..."

"There's tiramisu," Dorothy says, standing at my head. "And some torta barozzi, and these cute little zeppole ..." She runs a finger around three balls of fried dough, topped with dark berries and drizzled with sugary icing, that ring my belly button. "And cannoli," she says, indicating the crispy cream-filled tubes resting on the curve of my thigh, framing my bare pussy. I shudder, wanting desperately to cover myself with my hands, but also enjoying the way the guests' eyes consume me.

"It all looks so delicious," Andrew says. I turn my eyes to see him standing beside Dorothy, sipping at his glass of wine. "I hardly know where to begin ..."

I shiver again when Andrew's tongue swipes the remnants of the cream from his lips, and Dorothy has to reach down to catch a cannoli before it slips off my thigh. Andrew's fingers go to his shirt, and he begins unbuttoning it, slowly, steadily, his eyes never leaving my body. A wave of warmth rushes through me and I bite my trembling lip, eyes fixed on the skin that is slowly revealed as each button comes undone.

"What ... what are you doing?" I hear Jessica shriek.

Andrew untucks his shirt and shrugs it off his shoulders, then turns to drape it over his chair. I can see a black rose tattoo on his shoulder, with a green stem winding down his spine, red-tipped thorns disappearing below his belt.

"This is an expensive shirt," Andrew says, "and I don't want it to get sticky when I eat my dessert." He turns back to me, revealing a black heart with a red arrow through it inked on his left pectoral, and another rose on his tight, muscled abdomen, the leaves seeming to stretch and fold as he moves. "Because I intend to eat this confection quite messily."

#

"Where should we start?" I hear Calvin say, and I turn my head to see him standing on my other side, pulling his shirt over his head. He tosses it onto the deck without looking away from me, and he licks his lips as he contemplates my honey and cream coated tits.

I look around for Dorothy, but she's gone, escaping into the night while the others are focused entirely on me. My pulse quickens, and I feel very much exposed and helpless.

"I like the look of those little dainties on her tummy," Andrew says. He braces his hands on the cart and leans across my hip; I can feel his warm breath on my skin when he bends low, his lips hovering over the zeppole that ring my belly button. They were definitely not on Jessica's original menu, which was really quite boring as far as dessert goes.

"Perfectly bite sized," Calvin says. He leans over my breasts, his nose nearly brushing my nipples, which are stiffening under his gaze. "I like the look of this cream — sweet and a little tangy. Jessica, what do you want to taste first?"

I hear a harrumphing sound, and roll my eyes toward the table to see Jessica standing behind Andrew, her arms crossed over her chest. She's scowling, lips pursed and cheeks red.

"This is disgusting," Jessica says. "Absolutely disgusting. This is not how I planned this meal to end."

"Oh, don't be a prude, Jessica," Andrew says. He leans closer and picks up one of the little fried dough balls with his mouth, his lips brushing my skin. "You're hardly one to miss an opportunity to fill your mouth," he says as he chews and swallows the zeppole. "Or so I've heard, at least."

I hope my face doesn't betray my surprise at this little rejoinder. I thought that the story of Jessica gobbling Giuseppe Gallo's cock was a secret Jeff had shared just with Conor and me, though obviously Dorothy could have told Calvin, and maybe Calvin told Andrew? There are layers of deceptions and secrets here that I haven't seen before, and I feel suddenly very naïve.

"What I do and do not put in my mouth is no business of yours, Andrew Wainwright," Jessica hisses. "We aren't all wicked hedonists like you."

"I'm not sure that's entirely true, Jessica," Calvin says with a laugh. "There's a spectrum of hedonism, and I think we're all clustered at the far end of it."

Calvin leans close and swipes his tongue across my breast. I let out an involuntary gasp and arch my back, feeling a charge of arousal arc through me. He makes a smacking noise with his lips, licks again, and then takes my nipple between his teeth to give it a short, sharp bite. I gasp again, and then sigh when his mouth releases me.

Andrew, meanwhile, has finished off the zeppole and has begun lapping at my belly button, where the honey heated by my skin has dripped to create a glistening golden pool. He runs a finger down my belly, tickling as he goes, and scoops a dollop of honey into his mouth, letting it drip stickily down his chin. My skin tingles at his touch.

"Come on, Jessica," Calvin says. He lifts a cannoli from my chest and takes a bite; crumbs of the crisp pastry dot his lips. "Take a bite."

He holds the cannoli toward Jessica and wiggles it back and forth in the air. She glares at him, lips still pursed, but there's a sparkle in her eyes. The scowl on her face slowly melts into a grin, and then she lets out a breath.

"Fine," she says, stepping closer to Calvin. "A bite."

Her teeth crunch through the cannoli, and when her tongue circles her lips to taste the sweet cream that spills out, she lets out a little laugh. She wipes her hand across her mouth and says, "Oh, what the fuck."

With a quick, fluid motion, Jessica pulls off her striped sailor shirt, and then takes a step back to reach behind herself and unclasp the frilly white bra that cups her breasts.

Did I mention Jessica Dixon has a nice rack? I remember Jeff saying last night when he told me the story of the blowjob he and Dorothy watched Jessica deliver. And I've got to say, Jeff was right: Jessica has full, round, heavy breasts that bounce as she tosses her bra onto the table and then sway above my face as she bends down to join Calvin at suckling my tits.


Chapter 8


Calvin, Jessica, and Andrew are far more restrained diners than Jeff and I were last night when presented with Conor as our treat. Frustratingly restrained, in my opinion.

After they finished licking my breasts clean, Calvin and Jessica take turns scooping honey with their fingers from my clavicle to smear over each other's lips. I arch my back, trying to rise to meet their touches, but their fingers remain light against my skin, barely grazing my flesh. Andrew, meanwhile, has made his way to a piece of tiramisu on my hip, taking dainty nibbles of the spongy cake. He smiles at me when he smacks his lips, then picks a morsel free to drag teasingly across my mouth. I part my lips, inviting his fingers inside, but his hand hovers above my tongue before releasing the taste of tiramisu into my mouth.

"You seem hungry, Candy," Andrew says. He slides a finger down my flank, gathering sticky honey to smear over my chin, which he then licks off with a warm, lingering tongue. "I suppose you haven't partaken of our feast tonight. Did watching us eat your delicious meal whet your appetite?"

I groan and open my mouth, but I'm not able to form words. The sweet scents of the honey and pastries fill my nose and cloud my mind, and as if on cue, my tummy makes a rumbling noise, earning a chuckle from Andrew.

"You poor, poor thing," Andrew says.

He suddenly reaches across me and smears a sticky hand over one of Jessica's breasts. She lets out a gasp and starts to back away from me, but Calvin is too fast for her, blocking her retreat with his body and letting his hands settle on her hips.

"Jessica," Andrew says, his eyes narrowing, "why don't you feed our poor, hungry girl?"

Jessica mutters something, her cheeks burning. Calvin slides a hand up her belly, cradles her honey-smeared breast in his hand, and suddenly presses his mouth to her neck. She stiffens, then relaxes with a sigh, and relents when Calvin presses against her back and guides her breast to my mouth.

I lap hungrily at Jessica's tit, my tongue circling her nipple and collecting as much honey as I can reach. Her nipple stiffens, and I tug at it with my lips, pulling her closer. I hear Andrew laugh, and then feel his hand cup my spit-slick breast.

"Beautiful," Andrew whispers. "This is such a lovely treat."

A burst of light suddenly fills the sky above me — red and white sparks fly out and rain down toward the lake — and the air crackles with an explosive sound. I suck at Jessica's nipple, then stiffen and groan when Andrew sucks at mine. I feel lips — Calvin's? they must be Calvin's ... — dragging down my flank, across my belly, grazing my sticky mound — and then another explosion of light and noise splits the air.

Jessica's breast slips out of my mouth, and I look up to see her and Andrew sharing a sticky, sloppy kiss above me. Their tongues tangle and spar, spilling honey down onto my cheek. Calvin, meanwhile, is teasing the crease of my thigh with his tongue, sending out sparks of sensation that make me groan in frustration. I want his mouth on me, his lips around my clit and his tongue exploring my folds, I want relief from all this tension building to the boiling point between my thighs.

Another rocket bursts above us, illuminating Jessica and Andrew in a blaze of orange. She breaks their kiss, then takes a step back, panting. Her hands go to her waist and she begins unbuttoning her blue slacks, wiggling her hips as she slides them over her ass.

"It's ... hot," she gasps. "I feel overdressed ..."

"Then by all means," Andrew says with a smirk, "make yourself comfortable. Candy here shouldn't be the only one enjoying the breeze on her skin."

Jessica hops awkwardly up and down, pushing her trousers past her knees. I can see her wide hips, her curved belly, a sparse thatch of brown hair peeking up from the waistband of her panties, which are askew and slipping down one hip. Her eyes are fixed on me, wide and hungry, and she makes gasping sounds as she finishes slipping out of her clothes, her panties joining the jumble of her trousers on the deck. Another rocket explodes above us, making her tawny bush glisten in the sparkling light.

Calvin, meanwhile, has begun to move his tongue from my thigh and across my mound, hovering tantalizingly above my pulsing bud. I lift my head to look down along my spit-slick, honey-sticky body and watch his face move slowly lower. His warm breath tickles my wet folds, and I let out a moan of frustrated need.

Suddenly his lips are on me, his tongue dancing across my delicate skin, and I arch my back and groan in delight. Another firework's blast muffles my cry as Calvin's mouth seizes me. I raise my thighs against his cheeks, not caring if any of the remaining pastries fall to the deck, and shake from the tips of my toes to the crown of my head as waves of delight course through me.

"You're beautiful in your agony," Andrew whispers, his lips close to my ear. His fingers turn my face to him, and he drags his mouth over mine; I taste the sweetness on his lips, the heat of his tongue. Calvin's questing tongue finds my clit and I'm soaring over the edge of orgasm as more shells burst in the sky above us.

#

With each thrust of Calvin's hips, Jessica's face drives harder against my cunt. When she shoved Calvin aside, desperate to taste me, I heard the rustle of his slacks sliding down his legs, and the clatter of his belt hitting the deck. Calvin grasped Jessica's hips from behind, and I felt her moans all the way to my core as he pushed his way into her. Now the two of them have established a steady, pounding rhythm that shakes the cart and propels me up and up and up toward the pinnacle of another climax.

Something nudges my cheek, and I turn my head to see Andrew beside me, his fingers gently tracing a line from my jaw to my throat. His other hand holds his cock — that perfect cock I saw in the blurry picture last night, erect now, the velvety lavender head shiny with a smear of pre-cum, the heavy balls hidden in shadows between his legs.

"You've given us quite a feast tonight, Candy," Andrew says as he guides his cock toward my lips. "It seems only fair that I give you something to taste."

Jessica's tongue flicks across my clit, making my skin spark with delight. I part my lips and let Andrew brush the tip of his cock across my teeth and my tongue, and slide slowly into my mouth. I groan as he enters me, tasting the musky tang of his pre-cum, the warm salt of his shaft, a hint of sweetness where honey must have dripped from my body. His fingers play across my face, gently stroking my chin, my cheek, my throat, and he begins a gentle, steady rhythm with his hips, his cock sliding deeper into my mouth with each nudge.

There's nothing gentle about Calvin's rhythm, though, nor about Jessica's hungry mouth. Her fingers dig into my hips, clinging desperately to me as Calvin pounds himself into her. The metal cart rattles and rocks with every thrust. Jessica's tongue is moving erratically now, flicking fast and hard against my folds, dipping into my channel flowing with nectar, twisting itself around my throbbing clit. She grunts and pants, the sound muffled between my legs, and I hear Calvin's breath growing ragged and fast.

I reach a sticky, shaking hand to Andrew's shaft, wrapping my fingers around its silky smooth girth. It's hot against my skin, and pulsing with power. The veins along its length throb under my touch, and I feel the bulbous tip grow and tremble behind my teeth. I suck as I stroke, trying to match the rhythm Calvin is setting with his hips slamming against Jessica's ass. Andrew groans and reaches for one of my tits, shining with spit and cream and honey beneath another firework blast; my nipple presses into his palm. I've become one raw, aching, shivering nerve, throwing off sparks into the night.

I hear the sharp report of Calvin's palm slapping against Jessica's ass, answered by the low rumble of the fireworks. The rockets' bursts are coming closer together now, lighting the sky above us in shimmering waves of red and yellow and blazing orange, filling the air with a continuous roar of explosions. It's almost too loud for me to hear the roar that escapes from Andrew as he explodes into my mouth, jetting hot, thick bursts against my throat. I gag and sputter and then swallow, greedily lapping my tongue up and down his length, coaxing every drop.

Jessica's teeth graze my aching nub, and the wave I've been riding finally crests. My body convulses, thighs pressing hard against Jessica's cheeks, my back arching off the cart; the roar of blood in my ears drowns out the rumbling of the fireworks, and the bursting lights behind my eyelids are even brighter than the fiery glow above us.


Chapter 9


Something nudges my cheek again, and I let out a groan. The air on my skin feels cool, almost cold, and I shiver, nipples stiffening. I must have lost consciousness, my body falling into oblivion after my climax.

I turn my head, expecting to find Andrew's cock again, and am surprised by the gentle touch of Stephanie — or Maria? — against my cheek. She smiles down at me, a playful sparkle in her eyes, and guides me up until I'm sitting, my legs dangling off the sides of the cart. I look down my body and let out a gasping laugh: I'm an absolute wreck of honey and sugar, sweat and spit, with cream and crumbs smeared all over my skin. The fireworks have ended, leaving behind a faint odor of gunpowder on the lake breeze that mingles with the smells of pastries and sex.

I open my mouth to speak, but all that comes out is a dry croak. I can still taste Andrew's cum, salty and tangy, on my tongue. The woman places a hand against my back to support me and presses a plastic bottle to my lips; the cool water pours down my throat and dribbles over my chin as I gulp.

"You really are a mess," she says with a laugh. "Let's get you cleaned up."

Her gentle hands guide me down from the cart. My knees nearly buckle when my bare feet touch the deck, but she's quick with fingers at my hip and elbow. I lean against her, not caring if I'm smearing the sticky ruins of dessert on her immaculate white blouse, and stagger beside her toward the steps at the back of the Golden Princess.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Andrew, Jessica, and Calvin huddled by the railing. Jessica has a towel draped over her shoulders, and Calvin's shirt hangs unbuttoned over his back, but Andrew is still naked, the rose tattoo on his shoulder shimmering in the pale light. He turns to look at me, and a grin stretches his lips that makes me shiver.

#

Out of their uniforms, with their hair hanging loose over bare shoulders rather than tied into tight buns, it's much easier to tell Stephanie and Maria apart. Stephanie is the one who guided me below decks: she has chestnut eyes and rose-tinted skin, narrow hips and high, firm breasts, and moves with an almost ethereal grace. Maria has wider hips and heavier breasts, dark, sparkling eyes, and strong hands that hold me still while Stephanie runs a soft cloth over my tingling skin.

We're in a low-ceilinged shower room below deck, in the hall of crew quarters I saw on my tour of the ship with Andrew. Warm water courses down my body as I let myself fall back into Maria's arms, while Stephanie kneels in front of me. She wipes at the sticky mess on my skin, then follows her ablutions with warm kisses that make my skin tingle. Maria nuzzles my throat and runs her fingers over my breasts, washing away the crumbs and cream and then raising goosebumps with her delicate touch.

"You were amazing, Candy," Maria whispers into my ear. "I've never seen anything like it, and I've seen quite a lot in Andrew's employ."

I laugh, then sigh when Stephanie's cloth brushes over my mound, grazing my too-sensitive folds.

"I didn't really do anything," I say. "I was just ... lying there ..."

"And lying so still," Stephanie says. Her tongue circles my navel and I let out a sigh. "You were perfect, inviting them to feast on your flesh. You looked delicious!"

"I wanted to devour you myself," Maria says with a chuckle. "You were the perfect dessert."

Maria's lips slide over my shoulder, her teeth hard against my skin. I tremble in her arms, my knees still weak.

"And the way you took Andrew's cock," Stephanie says, her voice a husky whisper. "Your lips around the head, your hand on his shaft ..."

"It was beautiful," Maria whispers. "Just beautiful."

Stephanie is kissing her way across my body, from hip to hip, her tongue soft and warm on my skin. Her fingers climb up my thighs and grasp my ass, pressing firmly into my flesh. When she lifts my leg onto her shoulder and presses her mouth to my tender folds, I let out a rasping moan.

"Careful," I whisper, my fingers straying to Stephanie's head, tangling in her wet hair as the water falls on us. "I'm ... I'm a little tender ..."

"I'll bet," Maria says. She pinches my nipples between her fingers and presses her breasts into my back. "Jessica was more than a little enthusiastic!"

Stephanie's tongue swirls across my folds, careful to avoid pressing too hard against my pulsing clit. My belly flutters and my thighs shake, arousal sending sparks through my body despite my exhaustion. I thought, when they guided me to the shower, that I wanted to sleep; but now I am fully awake and afire.

I turn my head, seeking Maria's mouth with mine. When our lips touch, I feel the heat flow through me. She bites my lip and squeezes my breasts, and I gasp into her open mouth when Stephanie's lips circle my stiff clit and gently suck at my pulsing nub.

Maria reaches for the shower faucet, and I hear the pipes rumble as the water slows to a trickle. Stephanie stands, running her tongue up my body, then reaches for a plush white towel with a large blue "A" embroidered on its edge. Together, they wrap me in the towel, hands pressing firmly against me as they buff me until I must be glowing. And then, moving gracefully and deliberately, they guide me out of the shower room and across the hall, each holding one of my hands.


Chapter 10


Iwake slowly, feeling cool air and warm hands on my body, sensation tingling across my skin. Dreams and memories blur and blend in my mind: I'm lying on the deck of the Golden Princess, being devoured as fireworks explode above me; I'm tangled in the sheets between Conor and Jeff, cradled in their strong, warm arms; I'm stretched out between Stephanie and Maria, soothed and teased in equal part by their tongues and fingers, and hungry for the musky taste of them against my lips. My brain is on fire with arousal, over-stimulated yet aching for even more titillation.

"Hey, sleepyhead," I hear a familiar voice say, soft lips close to my ear.

I stretch and groan, opening my eyes slowly to find Dorothy lying beside me, both of us naked and half covered with a blanket. I blink and sigh, the memories slowly coalescing. After my shower, Stephanie and Maria made slow, lingering love to me in their shared bed, twining their bodies around me, kissing every inch of my skin. I can still taste their musk on my lips, feel their flesh under my fingers, see the delight in their eyes as we brought each other to the brink of pleasure and balanced on the precipice of orgasm before finally falling into blissful oblivion.

At some point — late in the night? early in the morning? — I recall being roused from sleep by Andrew's voice, and stumbling reluctantly from the bed and my lovers' tangled limbs. There was a plush robe involved, I think, and a small boat ferrying me to the dock across the lake; a drive on dark and twisting roads, the rosy light of dawn just breaking over the trees, and strong hands gently guiding me into another bed before wrapping me in blankets. And then sleep, deep and dreamless and satisfied sleep ...

"How does my little cannoli feel this morning?" Dorothy asks. Her fingers walk up and down my body and I sigh under her touch. I shouldn't be horny still, after everything that's happened since Jeff and I covered Conor in honey on the kitchen floor, but I am suddenly ravenous for Dorothy's touch.

"Cannoli is right," I say. I brush my tongue against my teeth, recalling the taste of Andrew's cock as it burst inside my mouth. "A very satisfied, cream-filled cannoli, if you know what I mean."

"So the guests were pleased with their dessert?" she asks. Dorothy peels the blanket away from me, exposing me to her roaming hands; I do nothing to dissuade her from running a finger up the seam of my cunt, drawing heat to the surface.

"They certainly seemed to be." Her thumb draws a lazy circle around my clit, making me gasp. "I know I was pleased with their appetites. Did you enjoy the fireworks show?"

"Oh, yes," she says, "and the pyrotechnician enjoyed my enjoyment."

"Did you spank him for me?" I ask, recalling the slap of Calvin's hand against Jessica's ass while he fucked her.

"I got some good, solid swats in before things ... got heated."

I reach a hand out to stroke Dorothy's belly and hip, pulling her on top of me. She parts my thighs with her knee, her fingers probing my slick, warm channel, while my hands run over her ass.

I hear a throat-clearing cough behind me, and look over Dorothy's shoulder to see Calvin, wearing a bathrobe and holding two mugs of coffee, standing at the foot of the bed. He grins at us and sits on the bed beside us, setting the mugs on the nightstand.

"Your ridiculous plan seems to have gone off without a hitch," Calvin says, shaking his head. "Which I suppose should come as no surprise."

"I usually get what I want," Dorothy says.

"You made quite an impression on Andrew Wainwright, Candy," says Calvin.

"I'm not surprised," Dorothy says. "He seems to have quite a sweet tooth."

Calvin reaches for a cream-colored envelope on the nightstand; I dimly remember him retrieving it from the pocket of my robe before he slid it off my body and eased me into the bed.

"He invited me to his mansion," I say, suddenly remembering the card.

"Really?" Dorothy asks.

"Not just an invitation," Calvin says. "An engraved invitation."

He hands the card to Dorothy, who rolls onto her back beside me to look at it.

"From the Desk of Andrew Wainwright," says the card in embossed, raised letters. Then, in a graceful hand in black ink, "Thank you for a wonderful evening, Candy; please present this card to my chauffeur when he arrives at your door next Friday for another catering opportunity ..."

"Goodness," she says. "I guess you gave him quite a nice taste."

"Oh, we all got a good taste of Candy," Calvin says. "I'll be going to her for all of my catering needs."

Calvin shucks off his robe and slides naked onto the bed between us. His cock stands at attention, rigid in the late morning light; it's just as beautiful as Andrew's, I think, full and thick and pulsing with desire. My hand is on it before I'm even aware that I'm reaching for it. Calvin lets out a sigh, his eyes closing in pleasure. I hear a gasp from Dorothy, and then a little chuckle.

"Oh," I say, blinking and looking across Calvin's chest at Dorothy. She cocks an eyebrow at me and grins. "Sorry, I should ask first ..."

"The answer is yes, Candy," Dorothy says, leaning over Calvin to brush her lips against mine. She reaches down to grasp his balls in her hand. "The answer is always yes."


Dorothy's Filthy Fourth
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Giuseppe Gallo, Italy’s premier fireworks artist, is in Milhawket for the town’s sesquicentennial celebration, and Dorothy finds herself equally enraged and enticed by his imperious ways. With the help of her husband Calvin and her friend Candy, she hatches a plot to make this year’s fireworks an event to remember …

Part of the Dorothy’s Farmhouse Flings series, “Dorothy’s Filthy Fourth” features everything you’ve come to expect from Dorothy Warren and her ever-growing stable of lovers.


About Cornelia Quick
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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 of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Dorothy's Velvet Devil
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Can a little devil keep Dorothy on the straight and narrow?

There’s something about Brad, the new HR intern, that sets Dorothy’s engines revving. With his golden locks and that cute little scar by his lip, he seems the perfect subject for Dorothy’s … instruction.

But she promised her husband Cal that she’d try to be good after an embarrassing incident with the plumber. What’s a gal to do when there’s a handsome six-foot tall distraction wandering around the office?

Ronda, Dorothy’s favorite guide at Lucky Fierce Vibes, thinks she has the solution: the Velvet Devil is a wicked little device that just might help Dorothy keep her edge in these challenging times. Will the plan preserve Dorothy’s modesty, or backfire in the most delightfully naughty way?

“Dorothy’s Velvet Devil” is a prequel to “Dorothy’s Domestic Bliss,” taking place just before she and Cal move to Milhawket.


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss
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When Dorothy is caught bent over the 23rd floor conference room table with Brad, the HR intern, behind her, her husband Calvin thinks that a change of scenery is in order and they move out of the city to a farmhouse in the country.

At first Dorothy is afraid that her impulsive pleasure seeking ways have come to an end. But when she throws herself into domesticity, she finds that chores like doing laundry, baking pies, and picking up packages at the Milhawket post office offer plenty of opportunities to connect with her neighbors and discover new kinds of pleasure.


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss is the fun and frolicsome story of a woman awakening into new and unexpected bliss, and the husband who helps her filthiest dreams come true.


Use Me At the Fair
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Dorothy's big day out is about to get extra spicy in Use Me At the Fair ...

Dorothy's first summer in Milhawket is coming to an end, and she feels a little melancholy. She's had so many adventures with her many lovers — Lee, Deacon, Frank, Jeff, and Conor, to name just a few, under the watchful eye of her husband Calvin — and the coming autumn weather makes her feel that a wonderful chapter is about to come to a close.

"But what about the county fair?" Lee asks, invoking the traditional celebration that sends summer off with a bang.

Yes, what about the fair, indeed? Lee has some ideas for making the fair extra fun for Dorothy, and with the return of her favorite Milhawket lovers and the introduction of some new playmates as well, this will be a festival to remember!


Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer
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Join Dorothy and her friends for a very merry Milhawket Christmas in Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer!

The first dusting of snow brings out the holiday cheer in Dorothy. She finds a box of vintage decorations in the attic of the old farmhouse on the outskirts of Milhawket, which sends her on a quest that brings her into delightfully intimate contact with a woodsman, a snowplow driver, and a frisky elf.

The big Christmas cheer, though, comes on a snowy night when a mysterious visitor appears with a very long list of Dorothy's indiscretions over the last year and a very kinky plan to bring a little discipline to Dorothy's life ...


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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