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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.


Chapter 1


"Ireally was trying to be good, Dr. Foster," I say, batting my eyelashes a little, even though I know that will in no way deflect her withering gaze. Calvin and I have sat on Dr. Elsie Foster's couch enough times over the last ten years, mostly discussing my inability — or reluctance? — to control my riskier desires, that she's practically a third member of our marriage, and she is utterly immune to my charms.

"Dorothy," she says after a long pause, letting out a sigh and leaning back in her chair, "I think you and I both know that your standards for 'good' are a little ... well, lax would be insufficient to describe your commitment to monogamy."

"Indifferent?" I suggest.

"Careless," says Calvin. I glance over at him, sitting on the black leather couch beside me with his arms folded across his chest, eyes narrowed and jaw sternly set.

I take a deep breath and swallow, feeling my cheeks flush hot. This is not the first time we've been here, discussing my penchant for infidelity and the consequences thereof, but this time, the consequences are a little more grave. This time, owing to an uncharacteristic lack of care, a dead battery, and the way the clouds were reflected in the building across the street from the 23rd floor conference room, the consequences have left me without a job and have prompted Calvin to suggest some pretty drastic steps to remedy the situation.

"Careless is ... pretty fair," I admit with a sigh. "It definitely wasn't my finest moment."

Calvin lets out a mirthless chuckle and says, "That's a very mild summary of Monica's report."

"Monica, Shmonica," I mumble. That bitch, I think, but don't say. I'm pretty sure John, who opened the conference room door first, would have just stepped out and quietly closed the door, happy to let Brad finish our little afternoon tryst — John and I had been in a near-compromising position ourselves a few times. But Monica, Brad's supervisor and an HR rules and regulations stickler, was right behind him, and she's never been one to let a transgression go unreported.

"Let's start from the top," Dr. Foster says, tapping her pen against her notepad and propping her chin on her hands. "Tell me how you ended up bent over the conference room table on Wednesday afternoon."

"Well," I say, scratching my chin, "I'm going to have to go back a little before Wednesday. It all really started about a month ago, when the new intern program started ..."

#

"So that's why you came home horny that evening," Calvin says. He's still got his arms crossed, glaring at me, but a little smile is starting to turn up the corners of his mouth.

"Baby," I say, batting my eyelashes at him, "I come home horny every evening, no matter what I've been up to."

I reach across the couch and squeeze his knee; his smile widens, but he glances away.

"How do you manage," he says, looking at a spot above Elsie's head, "to be both the world's worst wife, and the world's best, at the same time?"

I shrug and give his knee another squeeze.

"I am large," I say, giving him a wink. "I contain multitudes."


Chapter 2


When the COO announced the intern program at the monthly managers' meeting, I let out an audible groan — audible, at least, to John, the manager from accounting, who jabbed me in the ribs. I folded my arms across my chest and slumped lower in my chair, giving John a wicked side eye that only made him grin. If I hadn't promised my husband, Calvin, that I'd try to be a good girl this month, I'd have pulled John into the supply closet after the meeting and made him pay — deliciously — for that little jab.

The last time we had an internship program, I was assigned a high-strung, eager-to-please young woman who didn't appreciate the finer things in life, like an extra long lunch or a canceled conference call that you kept on your calendar just to block out the time. Working eight hours a day — minimum! — absolutely cramped my style. Don't get me wrong, I did my job — the marketing department more than earned our annual budget increases — but I believe in efficiency. By the time the two months with Darcy were done, I desperately needed a vacation.

Luckily, Monica from HR shot her hand into the air at the mention of interns. I rolled my eyes, unsurprised. Monica loves nothing more than reviewing the finer points of compliance, the nuances of a properly filed report, the delights of a newly revised employee handbook. Most of her department know how to dodge her tutelage and make themselves scarce when she launches into one of her lectures. An intern would be the perfect captive audience for Monica's lessons.

"Poor intern," I whispered to John, who covered his mouth with his hand to stifle a laugh.

That was, of course, before I caught my first sight of Brad, the "poor intern," the next morning and sorely regretted both my dodging the internship program and my promise to Calvin.

Brad was a senior at the state university: tall and slender, with a head of curly golden hair and piercing blue eyes. He was certainly a head-turner, with an easy charm and warm laugh and eager smile. But the thing that drew my attention — the kind of thing that always draws my attention — was a little white crescent-shaped scar at the edge of his lip.

My weakness is variety and subtle imperfection. It was his mismatched eyes — one brown, one green — that made me weak in the knees for John the first time I lured him into the supply closet, and the shock of white hair among Calvin's black curls that caught my attention when we met so long ago. Some people collect mugs or art, handbags or baseball cards; I collect intriguing people and, if the mood strikes (which it usually does), compelling lovers.

"Looks like Monica made the right move," John whispered in my ear as he brushed past me in the break room. He let his fingers slide across my ass as he reached for the coffeepot, and I gave his hand a playful slap.

"Monica has no idea what to do with a treasure like that," I grumbled. "What an absolute waste."

"And what would you do with that treasure, Mrs. Warren?" John purred in my ear. He pressed me against the wall beside the coffee maker, his fingers returning to my ass, dancing playfully over the fabric of my skirt. I push back against him and glance over my shoulder at the breakroom door, letting out a sigh when I'm sure the door is firmly closed.

"You know exactly what I'd do, John," I said, sliding a hand back to grasp his slacks and pull him against me. I could feel his bulge already, pressing into the small of my back. "I'd polish it until it shines, and show him things his body can do that he can't even imagine."

"You do have a good imagination," John said, his voice deep and warm against my ear. His fingers walked my skirt up, up, up, until my stocking-clad thighs were revealed and his hand could roam across the smooth silk panties that cover my ass. "Tell me more, Mrs. Warren."

I let out a groan and bite my lip when his thumb slipped beneath my panties and touched bare skin. I shifted my hips, urging his hand to move lower, to cup my ass and tease the sensitive skin between the cheeks, but he kept his hand tantalizingly high and just barely touching me.

"Have you noticed the little scar on the edge of his mouth?" I asked, keeping my voice low and soft. "A little white crescent just beside his lip. I want to run my tongue across it, feel the different textures, and taste his skin."

"What do you think he tastes like?" John asked. With one hand gently kneading my ass, he brought the other up the front of my skirt to my soft cotton blouse. He popped open a button below my breasts and slipped two fingers into the gap, sliding under the front clasp of my bra.

"Cinnamon," I whispered, "and honey."

I could hear John chuckling as he pulled me closer, his erection pulsing faintly through our clothes. He leaned down and nibbled my ear, then ran his tongue down the back of my neck.

"You taste like lemons and clove," he whispered. "Sharp and sweet. I want to lick every inch of you until you melt like an ice cream cone."

I shuddered and sighed. My hand walked behind my back and over the front of John's slacks, and then it was his turn to sigh when I squeezed his cock through the rough twill. The fingers that had been teasing my ass dipped lower, seeking the heat and moisture between my legs.

"I want to lick you, too," I gasped, "and then lick Brad, and tell you both about all the wonderful differences I detect while you take turns fucking me."

John made a guttural noise in his throat and slid his hand beneath me, cupping his fingers around my sex, pushing my panties aside so he could twirl the auburn curls between my legs. He popped another button of my blouse open and let his hand climb higher, tweaking one stiff nipple through my bra.

"And then I want you both in my mouth," I said, barely able to breathe when John's finger found the stiff button of my clit and pressed it like a doorbell. "I want you both in my mouth so I can wrap my tongue around your velvety soft heads and lap every salty drop that leaks out of you."

John grunted against my throat, his teeth nipping at my delicate skin, and pushed his cock into my back. I was pinned between him and the wall, powerless to prevent his hands from taking their liberties with my body, though I certainly was not interesting in putting a stop to his powerful touch and the sensations they were sending through my body.

"And when you come," I gasped, and then moaned because he was turning a forceful circle around my clit with his fingers, "when you come, I want to swallow it all, every hot, sticky pulse, one of you right after the other until it's leaking down my chin."

I was just on the verge of climax, my thighs shuddering and heart racing, when I heard footsteps on the other side of the door and the telltale squeal of the hinges. John spun away from me, dragging my skirt down over the back of my thighs, and I staggered toward the coffee machine, catching myself on the edge of the counter before I fell to my knees.

"Here's that creamer," I said, a little too loudly, trembling fingers reaching for a cardboard box of little plastic cups. One of them slipped free, tumbling to the floor, and I bent down to retrieve it, bringing my hand up along the front of my blouse to fasten the buttons again. In my haste, however, I mis-aligned them and left a bunched gap of fabric that exposes a glimpse of bare skin.

"Oh, um, thanks, Dorothy," John said, extending a shaking hand to take the creamer cup I plucked from the floor. I glanced over my shoulder and saw that he had angled himself away from the door, trying to hide the bulge between his legs.

"I wish they'd stock real cream," I heard a familiar voice say, and I looked up to see Monica stepping through the break room door, Brad following close behind. "We have a refrigerator, after all, we shouldn't have to put up with this room temperature stuff."

"I'll, um, put it on the next manager meeting agenda," John said, doing a crab walk around me and reaching toward a coffee cup on the far edge of the counter.

"I like real cream, too," I said, looking directly at Brad and winking. His cheeks turned red, and he glanced away, but not before his eyes ran down the front of my shirt and caught a glimpse of my disarrayed buttons.

#

"I think it's the scar at the edge of his mouth," I said to Ronda as we settled into the little room down the hall from the bar at Lucky Fierce Vibes. I had been trying to figure out my attraction to Brad by babbling at Ronda as we made our way from the bar, and so far that little scar was the most concrete thing I had landed on. "It's really noticeable when he smiles, makes him look lopsided and vulnerable. I can't stop thinking about how it would feel under my tongue."

Ronda sighed as she sat on the red couch under the woodblock print of a nude woman tangled in the tentacled embrace of a lecherous octopus, adjusting her green and silver wig. Lucky Fierce Vibes is a bar and sex toy shop, tucked away in an alley in the old warehouse district near the river, and Ronda is my favorite hostess and guide. At Lucky Fierce Vibes, you can get a curated flight of sake and a smorgasbord of erotic devices, all carefully selected for your particular proclivities. Ronda has come through for me time and again with the perfect accessory for a magical encounter — whether with Calvin, a temporary lover, or a little self-exploration — so of course I turned to her with my current conundrum: Brad, the HR intern.

"He sounds lovely," Ronda said, "but maybe ... a little young for you?"

"That's the allure, though," I said, picturing Brad's tangled golden hair, sparkling green eyes, and that little white crescent-shaped blemish that hovered beside his pale pink lip. "So young, so fresh, so ... corruptible."

"Then why not corrupt him?" asked Ronda. "Think of it as part of his education in the ways of modern business — you'd be giving him crucial insights into teamwork, and providing skills he can take with him to his next position."

"Mmmm," I sighed, a quick montage of positions I could teach Brad flashing through my imagination. "I really think I could be a very good mentor. So much better than Monica ..."

"Then take the lad in hand," Ronda said, "and give him the lesson of a lifetime."

I sighed and shook my head.

"Monica keeps him on such a short leash," I said. "She even eats lunch with him in the break room, picking at her dry little salads with a plastic fork while she grills him on policies and procedures."

"Maybe it's Monica you should be tutoring ..."

"How can anyone eat salad greens with no dressing? Does the woman even have taste buds? No, Monica's a lost cause — even you couldn't bring water to that desert."

"Don't underestimate my irrigation techniques," Ronda said with a wink, letting the pink tip of her tongue flick across her green-painted lips. That sent a quick little charge through me, even more so than my musings about Brad — I've encountered that tongue a few times myself, and I know it to be a highly effective irrigator.

"I would absolutely love to put Monica on a collision course with your wily ways," I said, "but I don't think that's the solution to my problem. On top of it all, I promised Cal that I'd ... behave myself. At least for a couple months, after that whole plumber incident."

Ronda rolled her eyes — I'm sure she remembered the plumber incident, even though I'd personally prefer to forget it myself.

"So what you need," she said, opening the drawer of the little wooden stand between the couch and the wall and reaching inside, "is a way to take the edge off when Brad's around and you can't act on your impulses."

"Exactly," I said. "That's why I come to you in my duress, Ronda."

"And I am very happy to offer you a lifeline," she said with a wink, taking a small black box out of the drawer and snapping it open in her long, nimble fingers.


Chapter 3


"So that should have been that, right?" says Calvin. I glance over and see that he hasn't uncrossed his arms or relaxed his jaw, because "that" clearly was not "that," or we wouldn't be sitting in Elsie's office.

"Probably. I guess. And it was, for a while."

"No crosstalk, Calvin," Elsie says, tapping her pencil against her notepad. "You know the rules — Dorothy has the floor."

Then she turns to me, a wicked grin flashing across her lips. I know from some off-the-record conversations with Ronda that Elsie has taken some of my confessions as product endorsements, and made a few purchases of her own at Lucky Fierce Vibes. All the layers of professional privilege prevent Ronda from spilling all the details of Elsie's growing collection, and Elsie from explicitly requesting toy tips from me, but it doesn't take a genius to piece together a general outline of her habits. Elsie was certainly in a much more forgiving mood, for example, in our session after I described how much I enjoyed having John from accounting apply his talented tongue with my new pulsing butt plug firmly in place.

"What was in the box, Dorothy?" Elsie asked, leaning across her desk with her pen poised to take down all the details.

#

Ronda's box contained the Kiwami Velvet Devil bullet vibrator, the wickedest little device I've ever seen. Barely bigger than her thumb, and so quiet I had to practically put my head in her lap to hear it when it was engaged, it was the kind of stealthy toy you'd give a secret agent, if the secret agent's mission was the get herself off in the enemy's covert lair. Which, honestly, is a secret agent movie I'd be happy to watch ...

The thing I like about Lucky Fierce Vibes is that when you buy the high end toys like the Kiwami Velvet Devil, you also get a demonstration with one of the shop's guides. Ronda is, of course, my go-to guide for all of my purchases, and her demonstration of the sleek little blue bullet certainly didn't disappoint.

With a sly smile, she kicked off her shiny green pumps, propped a foot on the couch, and slid her short silvery skirt up her thigh. I watched, mesmerized, as she slipped a finger into the waistband of her tiny green panties, pulling the fabric away just enough for me to get a quick glimpse of the smooth skin and tuft of auburn hair below her bell before her other hand moved between her legs with the bullet nestled between her fingers.

"The trick of enjoying the Velvet Devil," Ronda said, the sound of her voice drawing my eyes, reluctantly, back up to her face, "is to figure out if you're a rightie or a leftie. One side is almost always more sensitive than the other, and when you've figured that out you'll have a much more controlled experience. I'm a leftie."

"Rightie for me," I whispered, my voice already raspy with desire.

"Oh, I know," Ronda said with another wink and lightning fast flick of her pink tongue. I blushed harder, recalling the occasions she had gone above and beyond to help me get the most from my purchases.

Ronda bit her lip in concentration, then leaned back against the arm of the couch and said, "I usually start on the less sensitive side, just to get used to the vibrations — this little number punches way above its weight class, and you don't want to start off too hot and heavy."

Her thumb slid along the vibrator's length and engaged a hidden switch; I could see it shimmer in the dim light, and Ronda's breathy gasp told me that it was definitely hitting the spot, though I couldn't hear the device itself.

"It's so quiet," Ronda said, her voice breathy and soft, "that you could probably sit in a meeting with it tucked into your panties and no one would ever know — not Monica, not Brad ..."

When she closed her eyes and let out a moan, I was absolutely sold on what the Velvet Devil could do for me.


Chapter 4


"So that's why you came home every night for a week with your panties stuffed in your purse and demanded I fuck you the second you were through the door," Calvin says. He's no longer gritting his teeth and glaring at me; a sparkle has sprung to his eyes, and a grin is curling his lips.

"Twice before supper and once for dessert," I say. It's not just embarrassment that's burning my cheeks now; a flush of arousal has spread down my throat and across my chest, and I can feel my nipples stiffen inside my blouse.

I glance over at Elsie, who has just jotted something on her notepad, and she looks up at us with a little color in her cheeks, too. Her handwriting is always a challenge to read, but I'm pretty sure I see "Velvet Devil" scrawled across the page. In her years counseling us, I'm sure I've given Dr. Foster more than a few hot tips on good toys; Ronda would surely never spill the beans if Dr. Foster has visited, but part of me wishes I was getting a commission on my referrals to Lucky Fierce Vibes.

"Deflection can be a good strategy for dealing with unwelcome desires," Elsie says. I notice that her fingers are trembling, and she apparently notices that I notice because she quickly pulls her hands away from her desk and folds them in her lap, out of view. "At least for a while."

"Yeah," I say, "that's the problem. You can only sustain deflection for just so long ..."

#

The Velvet Devil was a lifesaver for about a week, just like Calvin remembers. I made sure it was fully charged overnight and slipped it into my purse before work the next morning, but it didn't stay there for long. On my way to my office, I passed Brad and Monica in the hallway, and when Brad smiled at me — the little white scar by his lip was especially bright that day — I felt my stomach lurch and hurried to close my door and slide into my chair behind my desk.

A quick glance at my calendar told me I had a conference call in thirty minutes, a couple of video chats later in the morning, and the weekly marketing brainstorming session on the 23rd floor after lunch. That gave me just enough time to master the basics of the Velvet Devil and even take it on a test drive or three before daring to risk it among my co-workers.

As Ronda concurred, the right side of my clit is the most sensitive, so I flicked the switch on the Velvet Devil to its lowest setting and tucked it into the left side of my panties. It immediately sent an electric tingle through my entire body, and I let out an involuntary groan, my hands pressed against the top of my desk. If this was the low setting ...

I squirmed and shifted in my chair, moving the buzzing bullet until I lodged it into the crease where the top of my thigh met my groin, and then settled back into the sensation. It was pleasant and arousing, but not too intense, and after a few minutes I got used to the gentle throb of the device as a delightful background sensation. The conference call — a weekly check-in with the global marketing team that was one of my least favorite tasks and tended to cast a foul shadow over the rest of the day — was surprisingly enjoyable, and my mood was definitely more chipper than usual.

I was too nervous to use the Velvet Devil during the first video call, with a vendor we were thinking of hiring for an upcoming campaign, so I flicked it off and tossed it in my desk drawer. But I kept nudging the drawer open and peeking inside, eyes drawn to the shiny blue finish on the vibrator's length. It was all I could do to keep my attention on the call, my fingers drumming nervously on my desk, wishing I could grab the device and tuck it back into my panties without anyone catching a glimpse of my movements in my webcam.

In the time before the next video call, I locked my office door, adjusted my camera so there was no chance of it capturing anything below my neck, and greedily grasped for the Velvet Devil. I was on the edge of ecstasy minutes into the call, the vibrator silently pulsing inches from my clit, and stayed on the brink of climax through the last fifteen minutes, almost hoping that someone on the other side of the screen would grow suspicious of my far-away look, parted lips, and glassy gaze. Everyone was too busy droning on and on in the lingo of the day — "brand awareness" this, "omnichannel bandwidth" that — to notice that I was dancing on the precipice and ready to fling myself into the wild void of orgasm.

The instant the call ended, I slammed my laptop lid closed, rolled my chair back, squeezed my knees together, and rode the crest of the wave that had been building power between my legs all morning. It was all I could do to hold back a scream when the orgasm took me. When I came to, my forehead resting on my desktop and my breath fast and ragged, the Velvet Devil had slipped free and was silently throbbing beside my foot.


Chapter 5


"And it worked pretty well for that first week," I say. "Brad's internship would be over soon, and I would be so proud of myself for resisting that particular temptation."

"So you spent a week doing that?" Calvin asks, shaking his head. As if he should be shocked by anything I do at this point ...

"More or less. I didn't get off every day — even most days. I got pretty good at positioning the vibrator so it felt good but not too good, just enough to keep me aroused but not quite satisfied."

"Surely your performance at work was suffering, Dorothy," Elsie says, a note of concern in her voice.

"Oh, hardly!" I say. "If anything, I think I was working better than usual. We were in the planning phases of the spring campaign, and I was wrangling the resources — making sure the creatives were talking to the product team, lining up ad buys and dealing with affiliate deals, constantly on conference and video calls. And the whole time the Velvet Devil was just buzzing away, my secret assistant, empowering my absolute best work."

"Fascinating," Elsie says, scribbling something in her notebook. "You never cease to amaze me, Dorothy."

"Thank you, I think."

"So if you had such a good thing going," says Calvin, "what went wrong?"

I let out a sigh and look down at my hands folded in my lap.

"I got careless," I say.

#

By the middle of the next week, I felt like an absolute goddess. I would stride into work with my head high and my heels clicking, my co-workers parting before me like peasants before their queen, my expression set with a haughty smile that exuded confidence and power. The Velvet Devil was waiting for me in my desk drawer, ready to spring into action, the secret weapon of my success. I had never felt so vigorous and capable as I felt with that device gently tucked into my panties.

I even dared to bring it out of my office. It accompanied me into the 23rd floor conference room, secretly tingling between my thigh and clit when I crossed my legs and leaned across the table, my attention hanging between the PowerPoint on the screen and the sensation in my panties. I strode into the break room with it massaging my delicate folds, and poured coffee with perfectly steady hands as I watched Monica stab her dry salad while Brad listened to her droning on and on about the history of the company's dress code. He smiled at me, the little scar by his lip glittering white under the fluorescent lights, and I returned a saucy wink that I hope he carried to his dreams that night.

On Wednesday morning, I settled in for my first call of the day, setting my coffee within easy reach as I took the Velvet Devil from my drawer, hitched my skirt up, and prepared to put my secret weapon to use. I slid my thumb along its slide and across the hidden button, expecting it to spring to life with its subtle, delightful buzz, and ... nothing.

Puzzled, I brushed my thumb over the button again. I felt the Velvet Devil quiver, once, and then fall silent, suddenly heavy in my hand. I took it in both hands and jabbed at the recessed switch on the side, thinking I must have jammed it.

Nothing.

"Oh, shit," I muttered when my finger brushed the little rubber flap that covered the Velvet Devil's charging port. The tiny light beneath the flap that had glowed green all week long was a dull and lifeless black.

My pussy, meanwhile, trained on the constant trickle of delight I had been feeding it since I brought the Velvet Devil to work, gave a hungry shiver. I squeezed my thighs together, hoping to quell the pulsing need building between my legs, but that only made it worse. My clit had grown to expect its gentle massage throughout the day, and it was not at all happy to be denied.

I glanced at the clock on my laptop and let out an exasperated sigh — the call was starting, and there was nothing to do but dial in and hope for the best. While the voices on the other end droned on and on about the return on investment of last month's campaigns and the market share metrics we expected our next campaign to hit, I rifled through my drawers and purse looking for the Velvet Devil's charging cable.

I found a few cables — the things must breed when left alone in the dark, making little baby cables with their twisting and tangling — but none fit into the charging port. I groaned in frustration, making a mental note to dock the Velvet Devil a star or two when I got around to reviewing it on the Lucky Fierce Vibes website — why would you use a proprietary changing cable for such a crucial piece of technology? Ronda was definitely going to hear about this on my next visit.

If, that is, I acquired the power of speech again. My frustration was so intense, the dull ache I felt from the lack of arousal so numbing, that I could barely form words. When questions came up for me on the call, I could barely muster monosyllabic grunts and sighs, reduced as I was to a primitive state of desperate need. The power and eloquence I had been cultivating all week was gone in a flash, crashing around me all because the Velvet Devil was dead.


Chapter 6


"That's the thing with habituation," Dr. Foster says, her lips curling into a smile that is almost cruel before she puts her fingers over her mouth and looks down at her notes. "You're often unaware of the dependency you've developed until the stimulus is withdrawn."

"Yeah, well, the stimulus was definitely withdrawn," I say, the frustration of that morning coming back to me in a flash. "I was almost shaking with need, absolutely desperate for stimulation, and that damned little blue toy just lay on my desk like a lump. I thought we had a good thing going — we did have a good thing going! — and it just conked out when I needed it most."

I shift on the couch, knees together, and reach a hand toward Calvin without looking up. His fingers lace through mine, and I let out a sigh, soothed by my husband's grounding touch.

"I was planning to take an early lunch," I say, "hurry home to get the charging cable — I could picture it sitting right by the bed — and get back up on my throne as soon as the Velvet Devil was awake again. But I guess that's not exactly what happened ..."

#

My legs were unsteady as I stumbled down the hall from my office, my head bent down as I watched my feet shuffling on the beige carpet. A heavy fog filled my mind, and an ache throbbed in my belly. If anyone saw me making my way toward the elevators, they would probably have thought I was seized with a horrible case of food poisoning or suddenly stricken by a debilitating flu. All I could think about was getting home to the charging cable, which is why I didn't see Brad until I slammed right into him.

"Oh, shit, sorry, Ms. Warren!" he stammered, reaching out a hand to steady me. His fingers brushed my neck as he took hold of my shoulder, and the throbbing in my belly suddenly turned into a bright tingle.

"Oh, that's okay, Brad," I said, taking a step back and turning my eyes up to take him in.

He was tall and slim, his white shirt hanging loose on his shoulders with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. A blue tie with gold flecks in the fabric lay against his chest, echoing the golden curls on his head and the sparkling blue eyes in his face. He smiled, and that little white crescent by his lip seemed to sparkle at me. The tingle in my belly grew warmer.

"You can call me Dorothy," I said, my voice dropping in volume and pitch as I stepped closer to him.

He had just closed Monica's office door and appeared to be heading toward the break room. I brushed my hand along the smooth poplin of his shirt, smoothing down his necktie. Color flashed in his cheeks and his smile took a slightly puzzled shape.

"Well, um ... Dorothy ... I ... sorry, I wasn't watching where I was going ..."

"Neither was I," I said. I took his tie between my fingers. "I was a little preoccupied, I guess. Are you on your way to lunch?"

"Um ... yeah, I ..."

"Where's Monica?"

"She ... um, has a call, and I ..."

"You won't be lonely having lunch by yourself? You're always having lunch with Monica ..."

"Oh, I'll be fine, Ms. Warr — er, Dorothy ..."

"You could have lunch with me. Maybe I could tell you a little about the marketing department? You've spent so much time with Monica, you should probably get some other perspectives ..."

"Oh, sure, that would be great ..."

When he started toward the break room, I grabbed his elbow and said, "Let's go up to the conference room — the view is so much better than that drab little room where Monica eats her salad. I've got some other meal plans in mind."


Chapter 7


"Why do I think that might be a double entendre?" Elsie says, a smirk on her lips.

I shrug and smirk back.

"Really, Dr. Foster, you know me better than that," I say. "Double entendres are far too subtle."

#

If I'd known how hungry Brad was, I'd have offered him a meal a lot sooner, Velvet Devil be damned. The poor boy was absolutely starving by the time I offered him a look at the meal on offer, my skirt hiked up to my waist as I lay back on the conference room table.

But that's jumping to dessert before we've touched the appetizer. The appetizer, of course, was the little scar on the edge of Brad's lip.

"How did this happen?" I asked, putting my fingertip against the raised white crescent.

We were in the elevator, riding up to the 23rd floor. Brad stood in the corner, hands folded and a nervous look on his face, while I intentionally crowded him, my hip against his. The warm tingle in my belly had spread throughout my core and grown even warmer.

"Oh, that?" he said, his eyes flitting between me and the ceiling. My finger pulsed with the vibration of his words. "Um, I fell off my bike. When I was a kid."

"It must have hurt," I said, gently tracing the edge of the scar.

"Um, I guess ... yeah, I had to have stitches ..."

"Poor thing."

I stood on my toes so I could plant a quick kiss on the scar. Brad let out a surprised gasp, but he didn't pull away. Maybe because I had him trapped in the corner of the elevator ...

There was a little trick I knew about the elevator, a quick little sequence of taps on the lighted panel that would bring it to a shuddering halt between floors. I had discovered it one evening when Dave from IT backed me up against it with his big hands gripping my ass, and I had put it to use on a few occasions when the opportunity for a between-floors quickie offered itself. While I ran my tongue across the scar beside Brad's lip, I brought my fingers to the buttons and made time, or at least the elevator, stop.

"Mrs. Warren," Brad gasped when I dropped my heels to the floor and brought my hands to his belt.

"Dorothy," I corrected him, dropping to my knees as I pulled his belt open. He was already hard, straining against his slacks, and his cock sprang free like a coiled spring when I pulled down his fly.

"Oh god, Dorothy," he groaned when I ran my tongue from the base to the tip and then swallowed him into my mouth. He tasted like lavender soap and musky sweat, with just a hint of bitter salt when I flicked my tongue across the velvety head.

I had nothing in particular to say, so I put my mouth to work in other ways, working his shaft against my lips and scraping my teeth gently along his length. He tangled his fingers in my hair and shivered, completely at my mercy.


Chapter 8


"You'd think the maintenance crew would have fixed that problem with the elevator," Calvin says. He's moved a little closer to me on the couch, our thighs almost touching, and his fingers dance across my knuckles as he holds my hand.

"It's not really a problem, exactly," I say, "just a quirk. Like I have quirks that make me ... unique. Also, Ron from building management has benefited from that little quirk ..."

Calvin lets out a long sigh, but he moves a little closer and continues to stroke my hand.

"I don't suppose Ron makes an appearance in this story, too," he says.

"Alas, no," I say, glancing up at the ceiling a little wistfully. Ron doesn't look like an erotic powerhouse, which I suppose is his secret power; that and his extremely flexible tongue.

#

The way Brad was shivering, I was afraid that things would end far too quickly in the elevator. What the younger conquests lack in stamina they often make up for in recovery time, but I didn't want to gamble on Brad springing back into action quickly enough to address the burning need I was feeling. So when his breathing became especially quick and shallow, I pulled my mouth away from his cock, taking a moment to admire how slick and shiny I had made it, and pressed it flat to his belly before pulling up his fly, careful not to catch his delicate skin in the zipper.

"Oh god, Dorothy," he gasped, barely coherent. I stood and pressed him against the wall with my hands on his chest, then reached down to the elevator's control panel.

The elevator made a buzzing sound and then lurched into motion. While it crawled up toward the 23rd floor, I spent a few more moments enjoying the taste of Brad's lips and the feeling of his trembling hands on my ass. When the doors opened, I leaned out and glanced up and down the hallway, making sure the path to the conference room was clear, and then grabbed Brad by the hand. He stumbled after me, his steps made awkward by the throbbing erection peeking above his slacks' waistband, eyes glassy.

The conference room was empty, just like the calendar system promised it would be. I pulled Brad into the room and kicked the door shut behind us, then sat on the edge of the big conference table, hiking my skirt up to my thighs.

"Reciprocity is a core value of our company," I said, shifting my hips as I slid higher onto the table.

Brad had a blank look on his face, to go with the glassy stare he left the elevator wearing, but when I tugged my skirt a little higher, giving him a glimpse of my panties, he suddenly understood. He stumbled forward and dropped to his knees in front of me, mouth falling open, and when I reached down to slide my sopping panties to the side, a trickle of drool slid down his chin.

He required more than a little guidance — are the young ladies not training these men in the finer things in life, like giving a needy pussy the kind of attention it requires? — but once he got into his groove, Brad did a pretty good job. It helped that I was absolutely desperate for friction and vibration, having been deprived all afternoon of my little Velvet Devil, so even an amateur tongue lashing was hitting the spot. I had to grab his ears in my hands and use my knees against his cheeks to direct his lips, but then he stumbled upon my pulsing clit — how he could have missed it, I don't know, it was practically in flames — and sent me roaring into the ecstasy I had been so desperately craving.

When I recovered enough to focus my eyes, I looked down to see Brad staring up at me with a mix of fear and arousal on his face, his lips and chin drenched with my juices. I nearly laughed, realizing that poor Brad had probably never had a woman explode against his face like that. My cunt quivered as the final waves of my climax surged through me, and I let out a moan and fell back against the table.

And then Brad surprised me by seizing the initiative. He suddenly stood, hands on my hips, and flipped me onto my belly. I let out a cry of surprise as he pushed my skirt up to my waist, baring my ass, and roughly pulled my panties down until they tangled on the heels of my shoes. He dragged me closer to him so my feet dangled above the floor, and I gasped when I felt his hands reaching clumsily but passionately between my legs.

"Mrs. Warren," Brad groaned with a finger deep in my channel, "I really want to ..."

I heard a catch in his voice and my heart melted a little. After all of this, he was still too shy to say what he wanted. So I said it for him.

"I want you to fuck me, Brad," I said, looking over my shoulder at him. His face was red, but he was pushing his slacks down, letting his cock spring free.

He made some sort of sound that might have been intended as words, but came out as a guttural grunt, and the blunt end of his cock began prodding against my entrance. I raised my ass toward him, pressing my tits against the table, hoping to help with his aim. It took a few more jabs, despite the absolutely drenched state of my pussy, before he entered me and began vigorously but erratically thrusting against me.

I was already satisfied with the work that Brad's tongue had done, and I was finding his rhythm — really, his lack of rhythm — to be a little less than arousing, but I didn't think it would last too much longer, so I settled against the table and let my mind wander. The sunlight played across the windows of the building across the street, the clouds reflecting white and gold in the glass, and the conference table felt smooth and warm against my cheek. Brad grunted and cursed behind me, his fingers digging into my ass, and I drifted in a blissful swoon.

Until I simultaneously felt Brad wrench in cock free and send a hot stream of jizz against my ass, and heard the conference room door swing open. I gasped, dragged from my quiet euphoria, and looked over my shoulder to see John step through the door and stop. Monica crashed into him with a little shout, dropping the clipboard she held in the crook of her arm, and when she realized what she was seeing — her red-faced intern struggling to stuff his still-pulsing cock into his slacks, and me lying bare-assed and wide open on the conference room table — she let out a shrill, piercing scream.


Chapter 9


"I'm glad we've found a possible path forward for you two," Elsie says, walking with us to her office door. "It sounds like the perfect opportunity for a reset."

As we were winding down our discussion of the inauspicious end to my promising afternoon, Calvin had suggested that maybe leaving the city and making a clean break was a way to set us on the right track again. His Aunt Belinda's house near Milhawket, a little town just outside the city, had been empty for years, and now might be just the time to move in and fix it up.

"And what am I going to do in Milhawket?" I asked, glowering at him the way he had been glowering at me when I started my tale.

"Crafts, maybe? Take up ... canning?"

"Unlikely."

"You could try meditation," Elsie suggested. I guffawed; if only she could see the images that romp through my brain every time I close my eyes ...

But in the end, I had no more resistance left. Monica had made certain that I was never going back to my office on the 20th floor, much less the conference room on the 23rd. And as big as the city is, the marketing world is small — I'm sure my grand exit is already circulating among my peers, probably getting filthier with each retelling. My career is sunk, so I might as well move to a farmhouse in Milhawket and learn to bake bread.

"It's going to be a challenge," Calvin says, taking my hand as we step through the door and into the waiting room. "But I'm sure we'll figure things out."

Just as Elsa's door closes, I hear the elevator beyond the receptionist ding, and something like a Pavlovian urge courses through me. I'm sure there are no elevators in Milhawket but grain elevators, and I've got no interest in seeing the inside of one of those; this might be my last chance.

"Hurry up," I whisper in Calvin's ear, tugging him toward the door. "I've got something I need to do."

#

I'm about to drop to my knees in front of Calvin the second the elevator doors close, but he catches me under the arms and turns me around so I'm facing into the corner, his breath hot on my neck. I push back against him, feeling him already straining against his slacks, and let out a gasp when his hands grasp my blouse and pull, careless of the buttons that clatter to the floor.

"Are you going to sew those back on?" I ask, trying to turn my head to look at him.

"No," he says, grasping my chin and yanking my lips to his. His kiss is hot and urgent, almost angry, and leaves me gasping for air when he pulls away. "You are — when you're spending all your time mending and baking in our little farmhouse in Milhawket."

I open my mouth to protest, but his hand presses against my lips, cutting me off with his firm grip.

"Besides," he hisses into my ear, "I don't think there's going to be much call for business clothes at Aunt Belinda's farmhouse. You'll want to invest in calico and gingham, and tie satin ribbons in your hair."

His hands are on my breasts now, pulling the cups of my bra down so his fingers can find my stiff nipples. He tweaks them hard, making me cry out, and he stifles my sounds again with his mouth. His tongue pushes past my lips, pinning my tongue like a wrestler conquering his opponent. I arch my back, pushing my breasts into his hands.

The elevator lurches, and I throw a panicked glance at the control panel. Calvin has pushed the top button — only twelve floors in this building, so I won't be able to ascent the 23rd in my farewell to the city — but there's no telling if anyone else has called the elevator above Elsie's floor. This is a different model than the elevator in my old office building, so I don't know if the trick I learned to freeze it between floors will work, not that I can reach the panel anyway with Calvin pinning my arms behind my back as he kisses roughly up and down my neck.

"Calvin," I gasp, "the doors ..."

"Fuck the doors," Calvin says. He's found the zipper at the back of my skirt, and before I can raise a protest he has it open and nearly sliding off my body. I spread my legs to stop my skirt's descent, and Calvin takes advantage by reaching his hands between my thighs and cupping my sopping sex in his hand.

"You're wet," he growls. "Did telling your story turn you on?"

"Of course it turned me on," I say, breathless, "but not as much as this ..."

"Good," he says, pushing the wet silk to the side and running his fingers between my delicate lips. I make no effort to hide my arousal or mute my gasps. "Because it turned me on, too."

For just a moment, the hand that is fondling my breasts moves away from my body, and then I feel Calvin's hardness against my ass. His first thrust lifts me off my feet, pinning me against the hard metal wall, and I groan with surprise and delight.

"You're the world's worst wife," he grunts, grinding himself against me as he thrusts again, and again, "and the world's best. You're amazing, Dorothy, fucking amazing ..."

I'd like to have a clever retort, but at the moment, with his cock hammering inside my pussy and his fingers slapping a rhythm against my clit, all I can do is make mewling sounds. He pushes me relentlessly into the wall, so hard that my toes dangle above the floor when he lifts me, and I'm starting to see stars spinning in front of my eyes.

The elevator suddenly lurches to a stop, and I hear the bell ding. In horror, I see that we're only on the 8th floor, and the doors are starting to open.

"Cal," I gasp, "Cal, the door ..."

Calvin's hand leaves my clit for just a moment and slaps the "door close" button on the panel. Of course, it does nothing — I think those are just decorative — and the door continues to open. I catch a flash of a startled face on the other side of the opening doors, wide eyes behind round glasses, a mouth formed into a gaping ring, and I would scream if I could get enough air into my lungs.

"Sorry, this one's occupied," Calvin says, slamming into me again. "You should probably take the stairs."

After a moment, the doors slide closed again, the person in the lobby no longer visible — probably having fled in horror — and the elevator lurches into motion again. Calvin uses the sudden bump to crash even harder into me, making my bones ring against the wall. The flashing stars behind my eyelids are spinning faster now, and I can feel my belly tighten as my climax approaches.

"Oh, fuck, Cal," I gasp. I've got one hand free now, and I'm slapping my palm against the cold metal wall. "Oh, fuck, I'm ..."

The bell dings again, and I stiffen in fear. Calvin doesn't pause for an instant, though; he thrusts into me as the doors open on the twelfth floor, revealing an empty lobby. He grunts into my ear, his breath hot and ragged, and as the doors begin to close again, I feel my body release its tension as a flood of pleasure courses through me. Calvin lets out a cry of his own, and I feel his warm seed flood my womb as he shudders behind me.

I reach for the buttons when Calvin's grip on me relaxes, and with trembling fingers I find the ground floor. The elevator lurches again, and I can hear the cables groan as it begins its descent.

"There probably aren't any elevators in Milhawket," Calvin whispers. His cock is softening inside me, and I clench my muscles tight, trying to hold him just a little longer. "You'll have to find someplace else for your risky play."

"I'll manage," I say, finding my voice again as my pulse slows and Calvin lowers me so I can stand again on wobbly legs. He holds me up with an arm around my waist and turns me to face him. His mouth presses against mine again, more tenderly now, and I can feel his smile turning his lips up.

"You always do, Dorothy," he says. "Somehow, you always do."
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Laundry Day


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

Alas, I am not most women.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Dorothy, please."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Um, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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


Special Delivery


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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

"That's right," I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You're using Lee Randolph for that?"

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

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

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

"That he does," I agree.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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


Rolling It Out


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

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

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

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

I laugh and return to my dough.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Until now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Honestly?"

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

"Honestly," I say.

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

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

"Show you?" he asks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

I run my finger over the scribbled signature and sigh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'll try not to get in your way," he says. Then he leans over me, his dangling tie brushing my breasts, and says in a gravelly growl, "I love the way you taste."


Roadside Service


Idon't bring up the encounter with Frank that night, or the next. I'm starting to suspect that Calvin had something to do with it, but I can't say how. The purchase was made with my own credit card, through my private account with Lucky Fierce Vibes; so far as I know, Calvin doesn't have access to my phone or my email. He's been working longer hours than usual, out of the house at dawn and back well after sunset, so I know he's not snooping around when I'm out.

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and precious life?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

"No shit," I answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Let the Dough Rest


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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I raise my eyebrows.

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Churning Butter


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


In the Grip


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Also for you," I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Can you take them off?" he croaks.

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

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

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

"Kiwami ...?"

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

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

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

"Story ...?"

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

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

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

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

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

"Bullshit."

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

"But somebody told you."

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

"In use?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Steel Joy


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

"Holy fuck," I whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Company? Who? How many?"

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

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

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

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

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


Home Cooking


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

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

"Just trust me," he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Dorothy," I say.

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

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

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

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

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

She shrugs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

He stumbles after me, knuckles white around the bottle in his hands. I take the wine from him and lead him to the kitchen, where Lee is lifting the vase of flowers from the sink. Lee turns and looks at Deacon, a broad smile crossing his face.

"Hey, man," Lee says, reaching out a hand to Deacon. Deacon takes it, and I can see his fingers tremble as Lee's hand swallows Deacon's. Deacon nods, and his lips move, but no sound comes out.

"I think he's a little shy," I say, going up on my toes to kiss Lee's cheek. Then I turn and kiss Deacon's, and I feel his skin grow hot under my lips. His face is crimson when I step back, and I can't help but laugh.

"I'm ..." Deacon croaks, his chin quivering. "I'm ... um ... thanks so much for inviting me, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Call me Dorothy," I say. "And I didn't invite you, I had no idea who would be here — that was Calvin's doing." Then I flash him a grin and a wink. "But I'm very happy with his choice of guests."

"I think Mr. Warren — Calvin — has fine taste in who he invites into his house," Lee says. "He certainly knows what he's doing with young Mr. Ross here." Then Lee moves a little closer to Deacon and whispers, "I've heard some tales from the ladies of Milhawket, Deacon, no need to play shy here."

I laugh into my elbow when Deacon turns a shade darker red, then I take the flowers from Lee and carry them to the dining room. While I'm setting the vase on the table, the buzzer rings again, and I hurry to the door with happy anticipation rather than fearful trepidation.

#

Frank looks a little like an undertaker in his black jacket and slacks over a white shirt, his tall, thin frame appearing gaunt under the severe clothing. His smile is anything but an undertaker's rictus grin, though; there's a devilish twist to his lip and a sparkle in his eye, and he's presenting a long black box to me. It looks quite familiar.

"You left this behind at your last visit," he says as I take the box from him, a teasing lilt in his voice.

I flip open the lid and see the pewter butterflies lying on crushed green velvet. I lift one out, smiling at its silver chain trailing behind it. There's something under the velvet, and I pull at the edge with my finger, revealing a long, slender glass shaft with a slight curve in the middle and a small globe on either end.

"I saw it on the Lucky Fierce Vibes website," Frank says as I lift the delicate glass dildo from the box, "and I thought you might enjoy it."

"It's beautiful," I say, turning it over in my hand. "It's so graceful and long, it reminds me of your cock."

A blush briefly crosses Frank's face, but it passes quickly — he's not as easily embarrassed as Deacon, it seems, especially after the two sessions we've shared already. I kiss his cheek and guide him by his shoulder into the kitchen, where Deacon and Lee are talking and laughing, sipping from glasses of the wine Deacon brought.

Frank greets the others, and Lee quickly pours him a glass. The red liquid sparkles in the late afternoon sun streaming into the kitchen. Seeing three of my lovers together, smiling and laughing, makes my heart race. Part of me wants to lead them down the hall to the back bedroom — I'd like to try out the new dildo from Frank, but I'd also like to be worked over by their mouths and tongues and cocks. But a glance at the clock tells me there isn't time — Calvin will be back home in twenty minutes or so, which is barely enough time to get started with what I have in mind, and it would probably be awkward to have my husband and our fourth dinner guest arrive while I'm in the middle of fucking these three gorgeous men. Awkward, but also a little exhilarating.

"Make yourselves comfortable," I say, dragging my hand across each of their waists in turn. "Calvin will be home any minute with mystery guest number four. I'm just going to run upstairs and freshen up a little."

I see Deacon blush at the mention of Calvin. Lee and Frank nod and raise their glasses in salute to me, and I look over my shoulder as I leave the kitchen to confirm that there are six eyes fixed on my swaying ass.

#

I'm still a little sweaty from my day in the kitchen, and when I look in the bathroom mirror, I see that I have streaks of flour on my cheeks and neck. I don't have time to wash my hair, but I can take a quick shower. With my hair pulled back with a clip, I turn on the showerhead over the old clawfoot tub, hang my dress on the hook on the door, and climb in to let the hot water sluice over my skin. My nipples pucker at the steamy heat, and stiffen when I run soapy hands all around my breasts and over my belly.

I don't know what Calvin has planned for this dinner, but I have some definite suspicions that it's going to be something delightful. He certainly knows about Lee's visits — I'm sure he's noticed my anticipation before Randolph Landscaping comes to work on the yard. And I suspect that Deacon's flustered return to take more measurements had something to do with Calvin — it feels like the sort of prank he might pull, either on me or on the young carpenter. Does he know about Frank, though? He knows I had to go to the post office a couple of times, and he's seen and used the Kiwami — was that enough for Calvin to make the connection to Frank?

As much as I would like to stand in the hot stream of water and contemplate the mysteries of my tangled love life, I have guests to attend to (who I certainly hope will be attending to me a little later ...). I shut off the water and reach for the plush white towel that still smells of sunshine and wildflowers from its time on the line outside, and dry myself off, making sure to fluff my auburn bush a bit.

The bottle of moisturizer on the sink lets out a sad burping sound when I squeeze it, and I get only a few drops of the cream to come out. With a sigh, I open the fogged mirror door on the medicine cabinet to see if there's another bottle. What I find instead is surprising indeed.

Lined up on the top shelf, behind Calvin's razors and shaving soap, are three little black objects, pointed at the top and flaring out with wide shoulders, standing on circular bases and lined up shortest to tallest. I take one down and turn it over in my hands, laughing — it's a butt plug, a nice, simple model made of silky smooth latex, but it's not my butt plug. Mine are brightly colored, a little larger, and split between the upstairs and downstairs bedroom.

Why does Calvin have a butt plug collection? I wonder as I swap the plug for a fresh bottle of lotion. I smear the creamy balm over my arms and shoulders, then apply it to my breasts and belly, working it into my skin. It feels soothing and cool on my thighs and calves, and I spread an ample dollop across my ass.

As I put the lotion away, I notice a small pink tube with the Lucky Fierce Vibes clover logo stamped on it. I pop the lid and hold it up to my nose: it gives off a sweet lavender scent, just like the lube I keep downstairs. Curiouser and curiouser, I think.

Then I hear the front door open, and Calvin's shouted greeting. I yank the dress off the hook and pull it over my head, and check my hair in the mirror, giving it a shake to make sure there's no flour clinging to my auburn curls. Then I hurry for the stairs, not bothering to put on shoes, and rush barefoot to learn who Calvin's final guest will be.


Delightful Repartee


As I hurry to the kitchen, my mind races, wondering who the fourth guest could be. Did Calvin locate Hank or Gavin, my afternoon cyclist lovers? Is Brad the HR Intern going to get a chance to redeem his last performance, or could he have found John from Accounting? Or maybe Holly from IT? Or some new and mysterious stranger, an unknown and unsampled cock of Calvin's acquaintance, lured to the wilds of Milhawket for my delight?

I turn the corner and see Calvin standing with Lee, Deacon, and Frank, grinning and talking quietly. Calvin catches my eye and winks at me, his mouth turning up in a playful smile. I take a step closer and look through the doorway and see a woman standing near the table with her back to me: lustrous black hair and wide hips, sheathed in an elegant backless black dress. I bite my lip, suddenly aware of my country bumpkin appearance — hair tied back with loose strands around my neck, dressed in a simple yellow dress with white polka dots, standing barefoot on the kitchen floor.

Part of me wants to turn and run, flee back upstairs and hide from this elegant creature. Then she turns and smiles at me across a glass of wine, her green eyes sparkling and her blue-painted lips curved into a smile.

"Ronda?" I gasp, clutching at my pounding heart, and then run to embrace her.

#

"As soon as I saw that order come through," Ronda says, "I knew there was only one person it could be for. But to Milhawket of all places? I was completely stumped as to why Dorothy would be having our most notorious vibrator shipped to hell and gone."

We're seated around the dining room table: Calvin, Deacon, and Ronda on one side, Lee, Frank, and me on the other. Calvin's chicken, rice, and vegetables were absolutely delicious, as evidenced by the empty plates between us, and the yeasty, sweet biscuits are almost depleted, having gone to sopping up the creamy sauce that flavored the rice.

"No offense," Ronda says, motioning with her fork toward Frank, "but I've never thought of Milhawket as a hotbed of sexual liberation and kinky experimentation. Well, at least not until I met you."

Frank blushes — he's apparently much more sensitive to Ronda's teasing than mine. He reaches for the napkin on his lap and dabs at his lips, hiding a chagrinned smile.

"I wasn't all that aware of the experimentation myself," Frank says, "until I got that text from you."

"What?" I ask, looking wide-eyed at Ronda. "Did you introduce yourself to Frank with those pictures?"

"Oh, you've seen them?" Ronda says with a laugh. "Aren't they just the filthiest things? No, even I'm not that bold. It was a simple question for the town's postmaster, about whether they had any local prohibitions against sending objects of illicit pleasure through the mail."

"And I assured her there were no such rules," Frank says, "and that as long as it's securely packaged, we'll deliver anything with the appropriate postage."

"And that's when you sent the pictures?" I ask.

"Dorothy, what kind of girl do you think I am?" Ronda says, feigning shock. "I need to flirt a little before I give up the goods."

"You never flirted with me before breaking out the toys," I say, batting my eyelashes at her.

"That was in a professional setting. This was ... personal."

She reaches across the table and touches Frank's hand, and I see him stiffen and glance away, face red.

"I just asked him to be on the lookout for a certain package," Ronda says, "and that if he would intercept it for me there might be something good in store for both of us. For all of, if Frank's story is to be believed."

"Oh, it's to be believed, all right," I say, leaning my head on Frank's shoulder. "He's got a filthy mind, but I don't think he could have made up half of what we did." I turn to him and run a finger along his chest. "Do you still have the rings, Frank?"

Frank looks down at me with a wicked smile and says, "I'm wearing one of them right now."

It's my turn to blush as Ronda and Frank both laugh, and I picture the silver ring nestled against the crown of Frank's cock.

#

Calvin clears away the dirty dishes while I go into the kitchen to get the pies. While Calvin stacks the plates in the sink, I step up behind him and put my arms around his waist, resting my head against his back.

"I found something of yours in the medicine cabinet," I say.

"Oh, did you? And what did you find?"

"I'm not certain," I say, "but they looked a lot like butt plugs."

Calvin guffaws and turns around, resting his hands on my hips.

"How many did you see?" he asks.

"There were three."

"They came in a set of four," he says, kissing me on the top of the head. "I wonder where the other one went?"

"Yes," I say, going up on my toes to kiss his lips. "I wonder ..."

#

Deacon is reaching for a third piece of pie when Ronda puts a hand across his plate.

"Careful there, young man," she says, "I don't want you taking a nap after eating too much — there's a second dessert coming up soon, and I'm going to need your help preparing it."

"Second dessert?" I ask. "I baked two pies, I'm sure that's enough ..."

"Baby," Lee says, leaning across Frank and gesturing with his fork, "I think you are the dessert."

I look across the table at Calvin, who smiles as he carries a bite of pie to his mouth on the tines of his fork. His eyes sparkle mischievously.

"And a tasty dessert at that," says Ronda. "Rich and creamy."

"Is there enough to go around, though?" asks Frank, his shoulder pressing against mine. "I'm awfully hungry and I always want an extra big slice of this treat."

"I think we can share," says Ronda, resting her elbows on the table and her chin on her hands. "We're all grownups here; we can take turns."

"Who gets the first turn?" Calvin asks, winking at me.

"Well, it's your house," says Lee.

"But you're my guests," says Calvin.

"I'd be happy to go first," says Frank.

His hand under the table is squeezing my knee and working its way up my thigh. All of this banter about taking turns with me has my body humming, and I part my legs to give his fingers access under the hem of my dress. He tickles up my thigh and across the space between my legs, and he gives me a wink when his fingers graze the thatch of hair nestling there.

"I think you should wait your turn," Ronda says to Frank, pointing the tines of her fork at him, "we don't want you damaging anything important with your kinky tricks."

"Deacon's awfully quiet," Calvin says. "Maybe he should go first?"

"Oh, really, Mr. Warren," Deacon says, his voice rasp and his face burning red. "It's okay, I mean, I can just watch ..."

"You can call me Calvin," says Calvin. "I mean, you're about to fuck my wife, I think we can be on a first name basis."

Deacon turns from red to pale and suddenly begins studying his empty plate very closely. Meanwhile, Frank's fingers have moved well up my dress and are now boldly exploring my folds, drawing the nectar down from my core. I bite my lip and try to hide my arousal, but the smile Calvin gives me lets me know he's well aware of what's going on. In that moment, I realize that Calvin has always been very well aware of all that goes on, and has probably been as much a ringleader of my encounters as Ronda.

"Calvin," I say, trying unsuccessfully to keep my voice steady when Frank's thumb grazes my clit, "did you tell Deacon to come back and measure the window over the sink that day?"

"What day was that?" Calvin asks. "The day you sucked Deacon's cock in the kitchen?"

Deacon and I both let out a gasp at the same time, Deacon probably from surprise and embarrassment, and me because Frank has worked a finger into my slippery channel and has begun slowly, gently, and steadily fingerfucking me under the table.

"Yes," I say breathily, shifting on my chair to give Deacon better access to my cunt. "That was the day."

"I could taste it on your lips," Calvin says, leaning forward, "and it wasn't quite the same tang as Lee's."

"I ... I didn't know you noticed that kind of thing," I say. I lift my hips so Frank's finger can slide deeper into me, and I close my eyes when he grazes my most sensitive pleasure spots.

"Baby, after all these years, I'm a connoisseur of your dalliances," Calvin says with a laugh. "I've cleaned enough cum out of your snatch that I can guess the height, weight, and favorite food of the guy who deposited it."

"I like potato salad," Lee says, "with extra vinegar."

"Don't I know it," Calvin says, grinning at Lee. "You've got a very distinctive flavor, Mr. Randolph, I'd know it anyplace."

"You can call me Lee," says Lee. "After all, we're about to fuck the same wonderful gal, I think we can be informal."

"Not until after Deacon has had his turn," says Ronda, pushing her chair back from the table, "and Frank has pulled his fingers out of her pussy."

Frank grins impishly at Ronda, then pulls his hand out from between my legs and above the table. He puts the finger that was just in my cunt into his mouth and licks it clean, the sight of which makes me nearly melt in a steaming puddle onto the floor.


A Full Menu


"This could get pretty intense," Ronda says as she takes me by the hand and leads me from the dining room to the living room. My knees feel weak and my head is spinning. "We host private gangbangs now and then at Lucky Fierce Vibes, and they take a lot of planning."

"Gangbang?" I gasp. I know the concept, of course, I've even stroked off a few times at the thought of being at the center of one, but never in a million years have I imagined one as a reality.

"What else would you call it?" asks Ronda. "You're about to get fucked by five people, I'd say that's a classic gangbang."

"Five?"

"You think I'm going to sit this out?"

Ronda is a little shorter than me, and has to stretch for her lips to reach mine. When they do, they're soft and warm and sweet, and she tangles her fingers in my hair as her tongue explores my mouth. My hands slide from her hips to her ass, and I squeeze her against me, feeling her plump breasts press against mine.

While Ronda and I kiss, Calvin and Lee are a flurry of activity. Calvin sprinted up the stairs while Lee ran to the back bedroom, and soon they've returned with their arms filled with blankets and sheets and pillows. Frank and Deacon move the couch and chairs back to give Calvin and Lee space to scatter the bedding and form a nest in the middle of the floor.

My knees nearly buckle when Ronda steps back from me, but Calvin is right behind me, his arms around my waist and his face pressing against my neck. His lips are soft on my skin, his breath is hot, and he wraps me in a tight embrace.

"A gangbang, Calvin," I whisper, my eyes closed. My nipples press stiff and hard against my dress, and I feel an empty, burning ache where Frank's fingers were playing. "Am I going to have a gangbang, Calvin?"

"Baby, your life has been a slow-motion gangbang for years," Calvin says, his fingers slowly pulling my dress up above my knees. "Might as well see if you like it when we speed things up."

"I think she's going to like it just fine," says Lee.

He stands in front of me so I'm sandwiched between him and Calvin, and he helps Calvin raise my dress higher. Soon it's bunched at my waist, my bare ass pressed against Calvin's crotch, and Lee reaches a hand between my legs as he leans down to kiss me. My tongue pushes into his mouth as his fingers push into my pussy, and I groan in delight.

"We need to set the ground rules before things get too hot and heavy," I hear Ronda say. I look around Lee's shoulder and see that she has shucked off her dress and is standing near the nest of blankets and pillows wearing sheer black stockings held up with a black lace-fringed garter belt that frames a tiny pair of red panties. Her breasts are free and full, red nipples standing firm from the soft round globes.

"First," she says, "this is Dorothy's show, and she sets the pace and holds the off switch. If she doesn't want it done to her, it doesn't get done, got it? Dorothy, I need a safe word."

"A safe ..."

"A word you can say," Ronda says, "that will stop the action in its tracks. It should be something you wouldn't normally say so there's no confusion."

"So, not 'give me more cock'?" I ask with a giggle, reaching for Lee's belt buckle.

"That would be a singularly bad safe word," Ronda says, "especially for someone like you. How about ... 'rhubarb'?"

"Rhubarb is good," I say. "I didn't use any in the dessert, and I don't think I'm going to be giving any baking tips while I'm getting plowed."

"You never know what will come out of your mouth in the middle of a gangbang," Ronda says.

"Or what will go into your mouth, either," Calvin whispers in my ear.

"Oh, I know exactly what's going to go into my mouth," I say. I've got Lee's belt undone and I'm pulling at his fly, desperate to liberate the bulge I feel throbbing inside his slacks.

Calvin pulls my dress up over my head, and I shake my hair out. He cups my breasts and presses himself against my back; I can feel his cock pulse through his slacks. I've got Lee's pants open now, and I can feel his cock pulse in my hands when I reach inside to grasp his shaft. Lee's fingers probe my pussy, dipping in and out.

I glance at the couch and see that Frank is already pulling off his clothes and folding them into a neat pile on the floor. When he sits and slides off his boxers, his long, thin cock springs free, and I see the ring around the glans sparkle. He leans back on the cushions with his cock in his hand and strokes it while watching Lee and Calvin work their hands all over me; Frank's thumb brushes the little silver balls that meet around the wrinkled skin of his frenulum, and I quiver remembering how they felt sliding against the walls of my pussy.

Deacon is sitting on the plush chair beside the couch, his eyes wide and his hands folded in his lap. His face is red and his tongue keeps flicking past his lips, nervously moving in and out. I remember how that tongue felt when he was cleaning the spilled honey from my folds, seeking every sweet drop of nectar, and I lean hard onto Lee's fingers.

"You should get your clothes off, Deacon," I say as I push Lee's slacks down over his ass. With a tug, I free his thick mahogany cock and run my hand along its silk length.

"Oh, that's okay, Mrs. Warren ... um, Dorothy," Deacon stammers. "I can just watch, I'm fine."

"Nonsense," I say. "You're going first, Deacon, remember? I've seen what you're packing, and you've got nothing to be embarrassed about."

Deacon's tongue flicks and his eyes blink, but he sits frozen. With a harrumph, I reluctantly pull away from Lee and Calvin, walk over to Deacon, and fall on my knees in front of him. When I put my hands on his knees, he pulls away, and I think if he wasn't in the chair, he might try to run away.

"Let me see it," I say, running my hands up and down his thighs. "I think about it all the time, about that little kink in the middle, about how it tasted covered in honey, how you shot your load down my throat ..."

"Mrs ... Dorothy," he gasps, but he moves his hands away so I can open his belt and pull at his clothes.

He lifts his ass as I slide his slacks over his hips and past his knees, and then grasp the waistband of his boxers and yank. His cock bounces up, rising out of a tangle of curly black hair, curving toward his hip. I press my cheek against it and delight in its steady pulse against my skin. Deacon moans and puts a hand on my head, gently stroking my hair as I nuzzle against his cock.

I feel something wet and warm against my ass, and look back over my shoulder to see Frank is kneeling behind me, his face pressing against me. His tongue runs over my haunches and up my thigh and then across my folds, and I close my eyes and sigh at the delicious sensation. Deacon is fumbling with the buttons of his shirt as I return my attention to his cock, taking it into my mouth and sliding my lips up and down his shaft.

There's a movement off to the side, and I turn my eyes, keeping my mouth on Deacon's shaft. Calvin has stripped off his clothes and taken Frank's place on the couch, watching intently as I suck Deacon's cock and Frank eats my ass. His erection pulses against his belly as he leans back. Then he props one heel up on the cushion and raises his ass, and I almost let Deacon's cock slip from my mouth in surprise: a wide black disk glistens below Calvin's balls, emerging from his puckered hole.

"This is where the fourth plug went," Calvin says with a grin, and reaches down to give the disk a turn. His eyelids flutter and he lets out a sharp breath, and his cock throbs.

"Holy shit," Ronda says, kneeling down below Calvin and looking up at his ass. She taps the plug's base with her finger and Calvin gasps. "When did you put that in?"

"Before I went to get you at the station," Calvin says. "I've had it in for a couple of hours. It's the fourth in the set."

"Amazing," she says. "You've come so far in such a short time ..."

I take Calvin's cock from my mouth and turn my head to face Calvin and Ronda. Ronda must see the puzzled look on my face, because she bursts out laughing.

"It's supposed to be a surprise for you," Ronda says. "Calvin's idea. He came by Lucky Fierce Vibes with a lot of questions, and we've been working on a remote learning program."

"You ... you went to Lucky Fierce Vibes without me?" I ask, not sure if I should be angry or delighted.

"I wanted to do something special for us," Calvin says, "and I knew Ronda was just the person to help me out. I hope you don't mind."

"I ... I don't know what to think," I say. "There have been so many surprises tonight ..."

Ronda gives the plug in Calvin's rectum another turn and then playfully tugs his balls. Calvin lets out a gasp and tilts his head up toward the ceiling.

"Your husband wants to give you a special night full of surprises," Ronda says, crawling over to me on her hands and knees. She pushes my head back toward Deacon's erection, which has been quivering in its owner's hand while we were talking. "Let's keep things rolling so you can see what other surprises we have in store for you."

#

Ronda adjusts the pillows under my hips to angle me toward Deacon's thrusting hips as I lay back in the nest of blankets. Once I had my fill of sucking Deacon while Frank licked me from behind, I rolled onto my back on the floor, threw my legs wide, and beckoned Deacon to take me for a ride. And riding is exactly what he's doing now, his palms on my knees and his head thrown back as he pushes into me. The curve of his cock feels delicious; my tight channel forces it to straighten as he drives himself deep, and then it slides against my walls when he pulls back. I'm already on the verge of climax after only a few thrusts, thanks to Frank's talented tongue and my heightened state of arousal.

My arms reach out and my hand brushes Frank's cock hovering above me. He moves closer as I wrap my fingers around its length and pull, and when my thumb finds the silver ring against the ridge of his glans, he moans and moves his hips within my fist, fucking my hand with a steady rhythm.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," I hear Deacon gasp, and I turn my attention back to the young man pounding away above me. His hair is wild and his face is flushed, and he has his eyes turned toward the ceiling. His cock shivers inside me.

"Are you going to come, Deacon?" I pant, reaching a hand up to touch his chest.

"Yes," he gasps with ragged breath. "Oh fuck, yes, Dorothy, where ...?"

"On my tits," I say. "Pull it out and come on my tits."

Deacon lets out a cry and pulls free, staggering up my body with his slippery cock in his fist. The bend in his cock makes the first blast shoot wild, splashing against my arm, but he takes aim for the second, third, and fourth eruptions, sending jets of hot, creamy jizz against my breasts. He stumbles on his knees and drops beside me, breathing hard, and rests a palm on one sticky breast.

I have no time to catch my breath, though, because Frank is scrambling to take Deacon's place, sliding between my thighs and guiding his cock into my cunt. His silver ring slides along my channel, and I surrender to the waves of climax that sweep through my body.

#

Deacon and Frank kneel in front of me and caress my breasts and stroke my hair as Lee pounds me from behind. Frank's cock dangles soft and wet between his thighs, but Deacon's is already recovering from discharging its load on my tits. Lee's hips against my ass push me against Deacon's belly, and I kiss my way down to the base of his shaft.

"She looks hungry," I hear Ronda say, and I look up to see her kneeling behind Deacon, her hands playing over his chest and her lips close to his ear. "Why don't you feed her?"

A smile crosses Deacon's lips, and he takes his cock in his hand and lifts it toward my mouth. He guides it to my lips and I take it deep, groaning around his crooked length. I am hungry, hungry for the salty tang of his sweat and the musk of my cunt that clings to his shaft, and I devour him as Lee pumps, his fingers digging into my ass.

"Oh fuck, baby," I hear Lee gasp behind me. "Fuck, I'm gonna come soon ..."

"Then come, big boy," Ronda says, and I roll my eyes so I can see her stand and strut past Deacon, dragging her fingertips across his shoulders, walking toward Lee.

I can't see her, but from the way Lee moans and tightens his grip on my ass I can picture her behind him, fingers playing with his stiff nipples and roaming over his sweat-slick scalp, urging him to fuck me harder. I raise my hips so Lee's cock slides against the wall of my channel and groan around Deacon's erection.

"Fill her up," I hear Ronda say. "I need that cunt extra slippery for what I'm going to give her next. Flood her pussy with your cum."

"Oh fuuuck," Lee groans, and then lets out a howl as jet after jet of searing jizz pours into me. His fingers dig into my flesh so hard it almost hurts, but a delicious, tingling hurt, and I want more of it. I flex my ass and push back against him, taking him deep, while Deacon fucks my mouth with long, steady strokes.

Lee's cock suddenly slips out of me, and I feel the warm drizzle of his cum dribbling down my thigh. I let out an exasperated sigh, then suck Deacon's cock that much harder to make up for the emptiness I feel between my legs. Deacon tangles his fingers in my hair and pushes his crotch against my face, forcing the head of his cock to brush the back of my throat.

Then I feel a hand against my pussy, pressing through the cum dribbling out of me, and another hand comes down hard against my ass with a resounding smack. I gasp and raise my head from Deacon's cock, looking back over my shoulder. Ronda has taken the spot that Lee vacated, kneeling behind me, and is pushing her fingers into my cunt as she spanks me with the flat of her hand.

"On your back," she demands, pushing two fingers deep inside me and twisting her wrist to spread the sensations through my whole channel. "It's my turn now."

Deacon's cock brushes my cheek, but I push it away, curious to find out what Ronda is offering. My knees are weak and wobbly as I lower myself onto my belly and then roll onto my back, thighs falling open. When a get a good look at Ronda, I let out a whimper of delight and trepidation.

She kneels between my feet, a wicked glimmer in her eyes and a curl twist on her lips, with both hands wrapped around a long, block dong that juts up from her crotch, suspended by the black straps that wrap her thighs and belly. I immediately recognize King Dong from the Lucky Fierce Vibes website — ten inches of dense but pliable latex, its girth surrounded by ridges and veins, its head a bulbous monstrosity. The giant dildo shines in the dim light, lube dripping between Ronda's fingers as she strokes it, from the leather harness on her belly to the rounded end.

"Holy shit," I gasp, eyes wide.

"What's your safe word, Dorothy?" Ronda says as she moves closer, the dong hovering above my belly. "You might need to use it."

"Oh, I think I'm up to the challenge," I say, narrowing my eyes and licking my lips. "Give me your best."

#

Ronda's dong stretches me as it pushes past my folds, forcing my thighs out and up, and I grit my teeth against the pressure. Her face is close to mine when she has the dong as deep as it will go, the head nestled uncomfortably against my cervix, and she smiles down at me, flashing ivory white teeth.

"How does that feel, Dorothy?" she asks. Her breath is warm and sweet.

"Incredible," I gasp, pulling my knees toward my chest with my hands to open my cunt wider to the invading shaft. "So fucking good."

"I've wanted to fuck you for a long time," she says, reaching a hand up to stroke my cheek. "Ever since that first visit, I've wanted to fill your juicy cunt and make you come until you scream."

I want to tell Ronda that I've wanted to fuck her, too, that after every session at Lucky Fierce Vibes, where she showed me all the delights on offer from their amazing collection of toys, I would rush home to get myself off, or beg Calvin to fuck me silly. Sometimes I didn't even make it all the way home — once I bought a sneaky little battery-powered bullet that I lodged against my clit for the cab ride home, and sat in dazzling bliss as I directed the driver to circle our condo again and again, the lights of the city flashing brighter as my climax rushed through me.

But with her dong hammering my pussy, her sparkling eyes gleaming above me, her tits swaying with her thrusts, all I can do is groan.

I'm vaguely aware of my audience. In the corner of my eye, I can see Deacon's hand slipping over the head of his cock, still shiny from my spit. Lee is kneeling beside me, staring at the slippery black dong as it moves in and out of my pussy, his cock thickening. Frank's cock is pressed against my hip as he stretches next to me, his breath warm on my throat and his hand cupping my breast. And Calvin is ... where is Calvin?

He was on the couch when Deacon first plunged into me, one foot propped on the cushion so I could see the shiny black plug nestled in his puckered hole while he stroked his cock, a cheeky grin on his face. And I caught a glimpse of him when Lee flipped me onto my knees, leaning close to get a good look at that thick, dark cock pounding my cunt. But now, as I look around the room, I can't see him.

And then suddenly I see his face beside Ronda's, looking over her shoulder, one hand at her hip and the other gripping her breast. He smiles at me, teeth flashing, as he tweaks Ronda's nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and she leans back into his arm as she pushes her hips forward, driving the dong deep inside my pussy.

"Do you need some help fucking my wife, Ronda?" I hear Calvin whisper in her ear, and my pussy clenches around Ronda's black dong.

"I don't need your help," she says, wrapping an arm around the back of his head and pulling his face to hers. I watch them kiss, Ronda's long, nimble tongue snaking out to invade Calvin's mouth, Calvin's lips soft and wide as he takes her in, and something stirs in my belly.

"But I want your help," Ronda says when she breaks off their kiss.

She pulls her hips back, drawing the dong out so just the tip nestles between my folds, and drops down with a hand on either side of me. Calvin moves behind her, a hand on her hips and one moving between her legs, and I can hear the slickness of his fingers probing Ronda's pussy. Ronda pants above me, eyes closed, and I can feel the dong shifting against me as her hips twitch as Calvin's touch. I know what those fingers feel like between my legs when Calvin explores my cunt, his delicate touches becoming firmer and bolder as my slickness grows, and I'm sure Ronda is having a good time under my husband's caresses.

And then suddenly she lets out a moan, the dong pushing into me again, and over her shoulder I see Calvin pushing hard against Ronda, his lips parted in pleasure. She drops onto her elbows, nestling her face against my shoulder, and I watch in wonder as Calvin begins to fuck Ronda from behind with long, steady strokes, his eyes locked on mine.

In all our wild years together, I've never known Calvin to fuck another woman. We've talked about it a few times, when I've told him about some of my dalliances with the ladies, but it's never progressed beyond dirty talk in the bedroom while he fucks me and I describe other pussies I've explored. At least not that he's ever told me, though now I'm questioning how many of Calvin's secrets I've actually uncovered ...

The dong leaps back to life as Ronda raises and lowers her hips, and now it's as if Calvin is fucking me through Ronda, using his cock in her cunt and his hands on her hips to guide the dildo's movements. Ronda moans and gasps against me, reaching her hands up to tangle her fingers in my hair. Her belly brushes mine with Calvin's thrusts and I raise my hips to pull her deeper, throwing my legs across her back. Ronda's breathing is hard and gasping against me, Frank's fingers roam up and down my body, Lee and Deacon kneel on either side of me with their hard cocks in their fists, and Calvin slams his hips against Ronda's raised ass with a relentless rhythm. My head spins as waves of delight drag me down.

Ronda lets out a sharp cry, pulling my hair as she shivers against me. I pull her lips to mine and swallow her gasping shout. Calvin's thrusts drive her against me, and I look past Ronda's shoulder to see his face slack with pleasure, as though he's transported to another world by the sensation of Ronda's cunt quivering around his shaft.

He pulls back suddenly, eyes wide, and slaps Ronda's ass. The sound echoes in the darkening room like a gunshot. Ronda lets out a startled cry and looks back over her shoulder.

"It's my turn," Calvin says, reaching down to grasp Ronda's breasts and yank her roughly up onto her knees.

Her dong slips from my pussy and dangles from its harness between her legs, slick and shining. Calvin reaches around her waist and grasps the black shaft in both hands, running his hand up and down its slippery length. Ronda sighs and stretches her arms behind Calvin's head, pulling him to her for another rough kiss.

"Are you sure?" Ronda asks, her voice breathy.

"I've never been more sure of anything in my life," Calvin says, drawing the dong up until it points at Ronda's chin. His fingers glisten with the juices coating the shaft.

"Then let's do this," Ronda says, swinging a shaking leg over me as she moves behind Calvin, swapping their positions so now she kneels behind my husband with her hands around his cunt-slick cock, thumbs pressed against the weeping purple head.

Ronda pushes Calvin toward me, and I lift my hips to welcome him into an embrace. He guides his erection to my core, pushing easily past the folds and into the channel Ronda opened with her dong, and I groan in delight. Calvin nips at my throat and squeezes my tits, fucking me with long, steady strokes.

Then suddenly he stops and gasps, eyes wide and lips parted. I look past his shoulder and see Ronda behind him, her lips curled wickedly, her black wig askew, her eyes glimmering. She's kneeling low, a hand on Calvin's ass, and she's pushing her hips forward against him.

"Oh fuck," Calvin gasps, "fuck, Ronda, take it slow, please ..."

"You can take it," Ronda says. "You can take it all ..."

"Fuck!" Calvin shouts through clenched teeth. His eyes squeeze shut, his face glows read, and the tendons in his neck tighten as if he's lifting a heavy weight.

"Oh my god," I gasp, trying to prop myself up on my elbows so I can look over Calvin's shoulder. "Oh my god, baby, is she fucking you?"

"Yes I am," Ronda says, licking her lips. Her nipples stand out firm and dark from her tits. "I'm fucking your husband, Dorothy, and I'm going to fuck him hard."

#

Now it's Ronda's turn to guide Calvin's cock with the slippery dong pushing into his rectum. Calvin is Ronda's puppet, his cock an extension of her harness-hung dildo. She moves him with a twitch of her hips, making him gasp and cry out when she pushes hard against him, filling him. His cock throbs and stiffens inside me, touching me wall to wall.

Calvin's face is crimson, and I see tears at the corners of his tight-shut eyes. His lips are pulled back to show his teeth, and every muscle in his body tenses as Ronda pushes against him.

"Relax, damn it," Ronda hisses. "Loosen your asshole for me."

"Fuck fuck fuck," Calvin gasps, his back arched and arms shaking on either side of me. I touch his belly and feel the tension that's straining through him.

"Relax, baby," I whisper, gently raking my fingernails over his skin, circling his nipples and scraping his stomach. "Open up for her ..."

Calvin's breath is coming out in ragged gasps, and I can see a trickle of perspiration traveling toward the tip of his nose. I hold his face between my hands, and his skin is hot and damp.

"Relax, baby," I whisper again, pulling his face down to me as I raise my hips, urging his cock to slip deeper into me. "Relax ... just breathe ..."

I drag my fingers up and down his back, tickling the curve of his ass as I pull him toward me. Ronda leans into him, and I can feel her weight pressing his chest against my breasts. I gently stroke his skin, pulling him into me and opening myself to him the way I wish he would open himself to Ronda.

Ronda suddenly lets out a grunt, and Calvin lets out a cry, his eyes flying open. I hear a hushed gasp at my side, and glance up to see Lee watching intently, thick cock in his hand, as Ronda pushes her dong deep into my husband's ass. She gives a shout of victory, forcing Calvin hard against me, and suddenly she's slamming her hips against Calvin's ass, sending shockwaves through me with each collision.

Calvin grunts and gasps against my ear with every thrust, and I feel his cock lurch deep in my channel. Ronda's wig has come loose, revealing her close-cropped red hair, wet with sweat, and she wears a look of giddy joy as she pounds Calvin's ass. Her tits swing with every thrust.

"Oh fuck, baby," Calvin huffs. He wraps his arms across the top of my head, squeezing me tight, his hips spreading my thighs as wide as they will go. "Fuck, I'm going to come ..."

All I can do is cry out my own climax as Calvin floods my cunt and I vibrate like an plucked string, my vision fading to a dim and dark blur.


Dessert


I'm gasping like a fish plucked from a lake, stretched out on the blankets and pillows strewn about the floor like a mermaid washed up on shore, my body slippery with sweat and spit and cum. Calvin stretches out beside me, a laughing twinkle in his eye as he pushes back my hair and runs his tongue along my throat. I twist at his gentle touch, shivers running through me.

"Oh fuck, Calvin," I whisper, my voice thin and hoarse. "That was amazing ..."

Ronda is kneeling on the other side of me, her lube-slick dong bouncing against my tits as she brushes the hair from my eyes. I reach my fingers out to touch the long, black shaft that hangs from the strap around her belly, sliding my hand up and down its veiny length and circling its bulbous head with my thumb.

"I can't believe you took this thing in your ass, baby," I say, looking up at Calvin with my eyes wide with wonder. "It's massive!"

"I had a good teacher," Calvin says, looking across me at Ronda. "She's been training me."

"And I have a good student," Ronda says, leaning across me to plant a kiss on Calvin's forehead. "He always does his homework."

The room has grown darker as the evening deepens to night, and my eyes are a little unfocused after the wave of orgasms Calvin and Ronda gave me, but I can see that Frank, Lee, and Deacon are still here, sitting around the three of us. Deacon's beautifully crooked cock is hard again, and I can see the glimmer of pearly pre-cum on the velvety tip. I should be exhausted, but my belly clenches at the sight of his arousal and I feel my nipples stiffen.

"Are you ready for round two, baby?" Calvin whispers into my ear. He strokes a hand gently up my tummy to my tits, and flicks my hardening nipples with his thumb. I groan and stretch.

"Do you remember your word?" Ronda asks, bending down to kiss me. Her lips are wet and firm and taste like peppermint.

"Yes," I sigh, nodding. "But I don't think I'm going to use it."

"We'll see about that," Ronda says with a laugh as she stretches out beside me and starts to kiss her way down my body, sucking my nipples and biting my hips.

She throws my leg over her shoulder and lies between my thighs, her lips tugging at my sodden folds. Her tongue flicks across my clit, butterfly-light, and I shiver. Calvin bends to my tit and circles my nipple with his tongue, sending electric waves coursing through my body.

Ronda cups a hand under my ass, lifting my to her mouth like I'm a bowl of musky soup, and after she's had a long drink of my nectar I feel her fingers prodding my puckered rosebud. I feel slickness on her hands, and realize that she's spreading a cooling, soothing lube all around my asshole. My mind flashes back to my afternoon with Gavin and Hank, Hank's cock balls deep in my ass while I rode Gavin's cock, and when Ronda's finger pushes against the tight ring of my sphincter I relax and welcome her in. She lets out a little gasp of surprise at how easily she penetrates me, then presses her face to my cunt.

I sense movement beside me, and I look over to see Deacon kneeling beside me, his cock near my head. I reach up and take it in my hand, lightly grazing the soft, slick skin, and he moans, thrusting his hips forward. While Calvin sucks my breasts, teeth gently grazing my nipples, I take Deacon into my mouth, tasting the warm, musky flavor of the juices he collected from my pussy. He moans as I suck, his fingers tangling gently in my hair.

"Do you have room for two?" I hear a voice on the other side ask.

I roll my eyes and see Frank kneeling next to me, his cock half hard but stiffening in his fist. He strokes the slender shaft, letting the peach-colored head brush my cheek. I cup his balls, feeling them tighten on my palm, and pull him closer. I swap my mouth from Deacon to Frank and back, my tongue swirling around the swollen heads and my hands sliding up and down their lengths.

Ronda, meanwhile, has opened both of my holes with her expert attention, fingers and tongue prodding and teasing, making me spread my legs wide and tilt my hips toward her soft, warm, wet mouth. Between her gentle nibbles at my clit and Calvin's sucking at my tips, I'm on the verge of climax already. I moan around the cocks that fill my mouth, losing myself in sensation.

And then, abruptly, Ronda lifts her head and kneels between my legs, though she keeps one finger in my asshole, slowly moving in and out. I want her lips back where they were, and I raise my crotch toward her, but she presses a hand against my wet, tangled bush and smiles down at me.

"Not yet, Dorothy," she says. "We have yet more delights to present you."

She pulls her finger free and reaches behind herself, coming back with the bottle of lube she was spreading over me. Ronda drizzles a long, silvery stream from the bottle onto Calvin's cock, which is pressing against my thigh, and begins to stroke it, bringing it back to stiff and throbbing erection. He groans against my breasts when she spreads a generous handful of lube all over his shaft and balls. Then she wipes the excess liquid on my belly and stands, stepping over me with a sway of her hips. I watch her firm ass moving away from, framed by the leather straps of the harness that still holds the thick vinyl dong, and then turn my attention back to Frank and Deacon.

"Shoo, you two," I hear Ronda say after a few moments, and I crane my head back to see her kneeling behind me, a long black strip of fabric in her hand. While Frank and Deacon slide reluctantly away, grasping their rampant shafts in their hands, Ronda lifts the back of my head with one hand and lays the fabric across my eyes.

"Let's play a game," Ronda says as she ties the blindfold behind my head, pulling it tight enough that she can't work a finger under it. "I need you to identify your lovers without seeing them. Every time you get it right, you get a little tickle ..." and I feel a feathery light touch flash across my swollen clit, making me catch my breath ... "and every time you get it wrong, you get a little pinch."

A sharp pain runs through my left nipple, and I let out a gasp. The pressure on my tit recedes but doesn't completely disappear, and I reach a hand out to feel a heavy metal clip attached to me, a long chain leading from it and over my head. The chain goes taut and the clamp tightens, and I let out a cry.

"Does that sound like fun?" Ronda asks, her mouth close to mine. I seek her lips with my outstretched tongue, and I sense her dodging me with a little laugh.

"Yes," I gasp, squirming on the blankets.

"We'll make it easy for you with a free point," Ronda says. "Calvin, are you ready?"

I feel hands lifting me and I flail my arms in the darkness. Then I find myself settling with my back resting on Calvin's chest, my legs dangling over his hip. His cock bounces against my thigh as he adjusts himself, and then he takes my tits in both hands and kneads them while licking and kissing my neck. Fingers caress my rosebud — clearly not Calvin's, possibly Ronda's? — and I feel the spongy tip of Calvin's cock pressing at my opening. He raises his hips, causing me to slide down his chest, and then there are more hands on me, steadying, guiding, pushing. I let out a groan as the slippery knob pushes past my pulsing sphincter, and I breathe deeply, willing every muscle to go limp and my anus to open to Calvin's throbbing cock.

Calvin lets out a long, low moan and squeezes my tits hard. I shudder as I settle onto him, his cock firmly secured in my rectum. Hands roam between my legs — Ronda's? — spreading more lube until I feel like I'm swimming in the slippery liquid. Her finger grazes my clit and I gasp, desperate for her touch but unable to move with Calvin's cock pinning me in place.

But then the hands between my legs are replaced by a thick, velvety knob pressing against my entrance, and I feel strong, warm hips against my thighs. The unseen cock pushes against me, but Calvin's cock is making my channel tight and constricted. I hear grunts of frustration as the knob parts my folds but can move no further.

Then more lube drizzles between my legs, and I feel a firm hand spreading the liquid over my belly and thighs and between my delicate lips. I hear a satisfied sigh — that hand must be applying the soothing, slippery balm to the cock that's knocking at my door — and then suddenly I'm filled with the dense, throbbing shaft, the head scraping softly yet firmly along my walls. I let out a wail of delight, legs shaking, as I'm impaled and pinned between my lovers.

The cock in my cunt starts to move, slowly at first and then with a rapid, steady pace, while Calvin remains still beneath me, hands still on my tits, one finger flicking the clamp that Ronda attached to me. I can feel his heartbeat against my back, strong and hard, and the pulsing throb of Calvin's cock.

"Who's fucking you, Dorothy?" Ronda whispers in my ear. I feel fingers walking up and down my belly, tickling the tiny hairs that lead to my bush.

I let out a wordless groan, trying to pull sensible sounds to my lips. My mind is swimming in delight, lost in a timeless sea of sensation.

"Lee," I gasp at last, certain that no cock could fill me so completely but his dark serpent. "Oh fuck, it's Lee ..."

"Oh fuck, Dorothy, you're so tight," Lee growls as he breaks his silence. He grips my hips in his strong hands as he hammers himself against me. "So fucking tight ..."

The feather-light tickle that Ronda promised for a correct answer grazes my clit, and my body stiffens, the contrast between the delicate buzz and the vigorous thrusts making my head spin. I try to lift my hips, wanting firmer contact, but the gentle touch pulls away and I'm left breathless and vexed.

Calvin's lips brush my neck and his fingers knead my breasts as Lee pounds his cock into me. My legs are thrown as wide as they'll go, my thighs burning with the strain of opening myself to Lee. I have never been this full, even with Gavin and Hank, every nerve singing with joy. Fingers brush my cheeks, my lips, and lick them, tasting the slippery lube that coats them, sweet and faintly floral. I take a finger between my lips and suck, moaning as a hand tugs gently at my lips.

And then as suddenly as he was there, Lee is gone, leaving my cunt achingly empty. I cry out in surprise, flailing my arms, trying to find that beautiful shaft that had opened me to such pleasure. In the darkness, I hear Lee panting and gasping, and then a broad, gentle hand on my thigh. I make mewling, desperate sounds, shifting my hips against Calvin, desperate to be filled again.

"Sorry, baby," Lee says, his voice raspy, and I feel his fingers squeezing my thigh. "It's too much for me, I need a breather."

I moan in frustration, unable to form words. Calvin slides a hand from my tit to my mound, his fingers gently stroking my swollen clit, and it feels good, so good, but it's not what I want, not what I need. What I need is a hard cock filling my cunt, right now, its velvety knob scraping my walls and pulsing in my channel.

Then I feel a tentative finger prodding my slippery channel, slipping inside just far enough to tease my pulsing need. A second finger joins it and I groan, coaxing it deeper, pulling my knees back. Calvin's hands hold me firmly by the hips and he lifts his ass, pushing his cock deeper into me.

The fingers retreat, replaced by the thicker, softer feeling of a cock, and I feel tears welling up behind my blindfold. I am a hungry, empty void of need, and I am being offered a taste of relief. The new cock follows the path the Lee's opened, making a swift and easy entrance that causes me to sigh long and loud. Its movements are short and fast, and I feel the cock's owner's hips strike against my thighs with each thrust.

"Who is it?" Ronda asks, tickling her fingers up my belly. "Who's fucking you now?"

I lift my hips to meet my lover's thrusts. This is a stupid game, I think, I don't care who's fucking me, I only care that I'm being fucked ...

"Who?" Ronda asks again, sharply, teeth grazing my ear.

Suddenly I feel a sharp jolt of pain surge from my nipple to my neck as Ronda tightens the chain connected to the clamp, and I let out a short scream before she relents, relaxing the tension. Calvin's hand cups my breast and I let out a sobbing gasp. When Ronda releases the tension on the chain, I feel a rush of blood flowing back to my pinched nipple, sending a shivering jolt of pleasure through my body.

"Who's fucking you now?" Ronda repeats, and I feel a slight tension on the clamp. The cock inside me jolts forward, brushing my cervix, making me whimper. Calvin's cock throbs, tightening my channel.

I know very well who's fucking me with the head of his long, thin cock knocking at my cervix; the last time it was in me, though, Frank's cock was wearing those delightful steel rings with the little balls that rolled against the walls of my cunt as he thrust.

I want Ronda to yank the chain again, though, so instead of answering her I raise my legs, my heel brushing Frank's sweat-slick chest. Hands grab my ankle and pull my foot higher, and then teeth nip at my toes. A tongue snakes between my toes and then along the sole of my foot, the sudden tickle heightening the buzz caused by the shaft sliding in and out of my cunt. I whimper and rub my ass against Calvin's crotch, making his cock slide inside my rectum. Ronda pulls, harder, and I squeal with the fiery pain that engulfs my breast.

My cry, and the sudden flutter of my pussy, seems to have been too much for my lover, because I hear a gasp, then a roar, and then feel hot seed flooding my depths. He tries to pull out, but I hook the foot he hasn't been kissing behind his hip and pull him closer, forcing him to empty himself inside me.

"It was Frank," I gasp as I allow my lover's cock to slip free. I feel the warm seed slide down my ass, no doubt coating Calvin's balls.

"Good girl," Ronda coos, and the feathery tickler brushes my clit, making me gasp and writhe. She seems to think that the clamp is a punishment and the tickle a reward, but Ronda has it completely backwards. Unless, of course, that's her wicked intent.

I barely have time to consider what Ronda's devilish motivation might be before a third cock slams into me without so much as a greeting. Obviously it's Deacon's — his urgency betrays his youth and the bend in his shaft betrays his identity. Deacon's thrusts are jackrabbit fast and jackhammer hard, and I throw my arms backward as he pounds himself into me, surrendering to his joyful onslaught. I can feel my tits sway with the force of his body hitting mine, and I feel Calvin's arms wrap around my belly in his effort to keep his cock planted in my ass.

"Pull!" I yell, flailing my arms until I come in contact with Ronda's shoulder. "Pull, damn it!"

And she does. Ronda gives the chain attached to my nipple clamp a sharp tug, sending a searing jolt through my body that spreads up my arms when she releases the tension. She pulls again, holding the chain so it yanks my whole tit toward my chin, and then she pulses, releasing and tightening, releasing and tightening, in time with Deacon's thrusts.

Calvin pinches my other nipple, pulling down on it with thumb and fingers, and then pumps his hips in counterpoint to Deacon's strokes. I feel like my insides are being torn and twisted in the most delightful ways, stretching and probed and filled. My belly tightens and my thighs shake.

I feel something brush my lips, and I open my mouth to invite the musky, salty head of a cock past my teeth. My tongue tells me it's Lee's cock, thick and slick, and I wrap my tongue around the head and suck.

Deacon's thrusts are becoming erratic, his breathing heavy; his hands dig into my thighs, holding my legs high, and I feel his cheek pressed against my foot. Calvin's fingers stray from my belly and over mound, and he finds the throbbing nub of my clit with his thumb, pinching and rolling the hard, sensitive button. Lee's cock pulses against my tongue and he fucks my mouth with long, smooth, steady strokes, his fingers tangled in my hair while he chants, "Oh baby, take my cock, oh baby, suck me hard ..."

Deacon suddenly lets out a grunt and pulls away from me, and I feel a warm stream strike my belly. Calvin's fingers slide inside my cunt, pushing at my walls, and he begins to fuck me with short, fast strokes, flicking my clit with his thumb. I moan around Lee's cock, sucking harder, hands grasping for shaft and balls. Lee's voice is hoarse and urgent as he lets out a gasp of, "Oh fuck, Dorothy, oh fuck oh fuck ..." and suddenly my mouth is full of his thick cum, which I greedily swallow, making gurgling sounds as the viscous seed bubbles on my lips.

Ronda pulls harder on the chain attached to my tit, and I feel more fingers pushing between my legs, joining Calvin's fingers. Fingers fuck me, fingers stroke me, fingers drive me up a rising wave of climax and my body hums and jerks as I lose control.

"Rhubarb!" I shout, jizz dribbling down my chin and sublime pain shooting from my nipple to my cunt. My pussy clenches around a hand — how many fingers are in me? — and I squeeze my thighs together. "Rhubarb! Rhubarb!"

The tension immediately goes slack on the clamp chain, and I hear a wet pop as Calvin's cock slips free of my ass; his wet cock, softening, falls against my thigh as I roll off his and collapse onto the blankets, shaking and gasping. I hear someone laughing, a high, piercing, mad shriek of a laugh, and I wonder who could be mocking me before I realize it's my own laugh exploding from my mouth.

#

I wake parched and sore, my legs weak and my tits aching. It's dark except for a sliver of moonlight through the lace curtains beside the bed and a dim glow from the hall light beneath the closed door. I slowly orient myself, remembering how Calvin and Lee lifted me from the blankets, how Ronda rubbed a soothing balm into my red and pulsing nipples, how Deacon and Frank guided me to the couch and brought me glasses of water.

While Lee, Deacon, and Frank retrieved their clothes, chatting and laughing quietly among themselves, Calvin and Ronda guided me to the stairs and carried me to the bath. The last thing I remember is reclining in a warm, soapy tub, steam rising around me, while Ronda sluiced water over me with a wooden ladle. Now I'm in my own bed upstairs, and my skin feels scrubbed, my hair still a little damp, my head dizzy.

The bed shifts beside me, and I roll over, groaning at my stiffness. I'm expecting to see Calvin on the pillow next to me, but instead it's Ronda's face that I see in the dim light, turned toward me, lips parted and eyes half-lidded. I'm about to speak when I hear a soft groan escape her lips, and I look down along her body to see the top of Calvin's head, brown hair tousled, nestled between her legs.

Moving slowly, as if in a dream, I reach out my hand to touch Ronda's belly, and then to run my fingers over Calvin's hair. He looks up, eyes bright, lips and cheeks shiny, and smiles at me, then ducks his face back to Ronda's core. The soft, wet sounds of his tongue and lips against Ronda's folds make my juices flow despite the exhaustion that numbs me from the waist down.

Ronda's hands join mine in Calvin's hair, and she gives him a little tug, coaxing him to slide himself up her naked body. He cups her breasts in his hands, tonguing her nipples until she lets out a long, low sigh, then continues his climb until his face hovers above hers. When they kiss, I reach between their bodies, feeling their heat, their desire, their rising passion. Calvin's cock brushes against my hand, and I take hold of his shaft, giving it a long, tender stroke before guiding it toward Ronda's channel.

She arches her back and groans as he enters her, and I take her face between my hands and turn her mouth toward mine, covering her lips and cheeks with kisses. Calvin holds himself above Ronda's body on strong, solid arms, his shoulders straining as he fucks her with long, steady strokes.

All these years of chasing my own desires, my own burning lusts, I never imagined what hungers might be lurking within Calvin. He was always my anchor, just as he was tonight, as I lay on top of him while Lee, Frank, and Deacon fucked me into oblivion. My climax stronger, my release more complete, because Calvin was there to support me, just as I always knew he would be a safe and certain port to take me in after a stormy night at sea.

But now I realize that Calvin has mad and daring passions of his own, dark and beautiful desires I never imagined. Just as I'm grateful to him for giving me the freedom to satisfy my cravings, I'm grateful to Ronda for giving Calvin the courage to satisfy his. And I'm grateful to Calvin for inviting her into our bed and returning the favor, gifting Ronda with the passion she deserves.

I gently stroke her breasts and belly as Calvin fucks her, tingling at the waves of pleasure I feel rippling through her flesh. Her breath is sharp, her eyes closed, her lips full, and I can see the glow spreading up her throat as her climax approaches. When it washes over her in a great wave, making her throw her head back and cry out into the darkness, I look up to see Calvin looking down at me, his face warm and soft with love.
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Chapter 1


"Summer is almost over," I say with a sigh, curling my naked body closer to Lee's. There's a crisp snap of autumn in the air this morning, and the breeze waving the curtains in the back bedroom is much cooler than a late August wind should be.

"Plenty of summer left, baby," Lee mutters. His strong but gentle hand runs down my back and cups my ass, pulling me tight.

His voice sounds sleepy, as well it should: he's just given me one of his most delightful Friday Fuckings since I started getting them on the regular when Calvin and I moved to Milhawket. He rode me like he was a dressage master and I was his pony, putting me through all the positions, making me dance on the sheets until my flanks were steaming and my pussy was begging for relief. Sweat poured down his straining neck and heaving chest when he finally emptied himself into me and collapsed in a trembling heap on top of me, his fingers tangled in my auburn hair.

"Only a few weeks," I say, and my chin trembles at the thought of summer coming to an end. "And then nothing but cold and snow ..."

"A long time before it snows, too, baby," Lee mumbles. His fingers squeeze the flesh of my ass and he shifts so I can rest my head on his shoulder. "I feel like maybe you didn't get much exposure to the seasons in the city."

And he's probably right at that. When Calvin and I lived in the city, I had a mostly indoor existence: I'd catch the bus downtown from the stop right outside our apartment, so even on the coldest winter days I would only catch a small, bitter taste of the wind and snow between home and work. And most of my non-work activities were inside: eating out at the trendy restaurants with Calvin, visiting Ronda at Lucky Fierce Vibes to sample the newest toys, the occasional tumble in the sheets with a new lover at a hotel.

Summer in the city brought occasional pleasant days when we would visit the parks around the lakes, but then the heat would rise off the blacktop in shimmering waves and the hot wind blowing between tall buildings felt like it was coming straight from the pits of Hell. I retreated into air-conditioned comfort whenever I could.

Summer in Milhawket, on the other hand, has drawn me outside. I've explored the town on the old bicycle I found in the shed, having adventures I never imagined possible back in the city: visiting the postmaster, Frank, to test out nipple clamps and vibrators; an impromptu threesome on the side of a dirt road with a pair of cyclists when my bike blew a tire; numerous, delightful poundings by the town carpenter, Deacon, on our porch and at his shop. The country living that Calvin thought would cure me of my wanton ways has only brought me more sensuous escapades than I ever dreamed of.

Not that poor "cuckolded" Calvin has suffered for it. When he comes home on the train from the city every night, he's excited to hear my latest story, and disappointed if all I've done with my day is bake a pie or can some beans. Luckily, most of my days have some exploit or other, and Calvin rewards me with some bedtime loving that sends me to sleep satisfied if never quite satiated, ready to prowl the countryside in the morning for my next endeavor.

But when summer ends, what will I do? Will my carefree summer days be replaced by long, dark winter nights, spent huddled under a blanket by the fireplace? Will I still get my Friday Fucking when Lee's lawn care season comes to an end, and he doesn't have an excuse to bring his truck out to the old farmhouse for a tumble? If I can't ride my bicycle on the icy roads, how will I get into town to drag Frank into the post office's back room so we can thrash and tickle and fuck each other with whatever delight Ronda has sent him from Lucky Fierce Vibes?

"I just don't want summer to end," I say, feeling my lip tremble. I know it's silly to cry about the changing seasons, but I can't help it.

"Summer ain't near over yet, baby," Lee says. He wipes a tear away from my eye. "The county fair hasn't even happened yet."

"County fair? What's that?"

"Only the biggest event in Milhawket every year. There's food and rides and animals and art, more blue ribbon pies than you've ever tasted, and everyone in Milhawket and every town around will be there. Summer ain't over until the fireworks show on the last night of the county fair."

"Well, it sounds like a nice way to end the summer, at least," I say. The way Lee's fingers feel on my ass has started revving me up again. "Will you take me?"

"I'll be there every day," Lee says. "I have a booth up on Enterprise Drive, I get some of my best business for the season from giving away sunflower seed packs with 'Randolph Landscaping' printed on them."

I let my hand drift over his chest, still slick with cooling sweat, to his tight belly. The late morning light makes his mahogany skin shine. I see his cock, resting heavy and thick on his thigh, twitch a little at my touch.

"Will you be too busy to show me the sights?" I ask.

"I always make time for you, darlin'," he says. His fingers dance across my ass and then dip lower to tickle the sensitive skin between the cheeks. "I'll make sure you get your mandatory corn dog and fries, and get a spin on the Ferris wheel."

"There's a Ferris wheel?"

"There is indeed," he says, "the tallest Ferris wheel north of the city."

"I've always wanted to fuck on a Ferris wheel ..."

Lee chuckles and tugs at my flesh until I roll on top of him, pressing my breasts against his chest. I feel his cock stir against my thigh and press my lips to his, my tongue slipping quickly into his warm mouth; his cock stirs a little more, stiffening like my nipples pressed into his body.

"You're a nasty, nasty girl," Lee says with a rumbling laugh. He runs his fingers through my hair and down my back, tickling along my spine.

"And you wouldn't have me any other way."

I kiss him again, long and deep, our tongues tangling. He reaches down to cup my ass, and I grind against his belly, feeling the nectar flowing again between my legs. His cock is hard again despite its earlier exertions, and I can feel the velvety head, sticky with cum, pulsing against my ass.

"Will you?" I ask, propping one hand on his chest while I reach back to run a finger around the ridge of his cock's swollen head.

"Will I what?" Lee's voice is smooth and deep, and my belly trembles at the sound.

"Will you fuck me on the Ferris wheel?"

"Baby, I'll fuck you so hard on the Ferris wheel that we'll roll that thing right into the next county."

"You'd better," I say, easing myself backward along Lee's body until I'm straddling his erection. I take it in both hands and guide the weeping tip toward my pussy; we both let out a groan as I lower myself onto his shaft. "I want you to use me at the fair."


Chapter 2


The first morning of the fair, I'm up early — even before Calvin, who leaves for the train by seven o'clock most days. For the last week, Lee has been sending me little texts that have me all in a tizzy:

"I can't wait to show you all the secrets of the fair! I know some cozy places no one ever goes ..."

"Do you think we can make the Ferris wheel seat flip upside down if I fuck you hard enough?"

"I wonder how the fresh cream from the dairy barn will taste when I lick it off your tits?"

"I've got a great idea for a new kind of fun at the fair ..."

"Don't bother wearing panties tomorrow, they won't stay on long anyway!"

I'm in the kitchen finishing my second cup of coffee when Calvin comes downstairs, still in his pajamas, his hair tousled. He raises an eyebrow when he sees me perched on the stool in my yellow sundress; I respond with a wink as I pour him a cup and reach across the counter for the plate of bacon and eggs I made for him while he was sleeping.

"You're up awfully early," he says as he sits down across the counter for me and reaches for the salt shaker. "What's the occasion?"

"I'm going to the fair," I say, trying and failing to hide a grin behind my coffee cup.

"Why do I suspect you're not going there to sample the new corn varieties or take in the seed art?"

"Seed art?"

"It's where people paste different colored seeds to make little mosaic pictures. There are ribbons and prizes in different categories. It's a whole thing."

"Will wonders never cease," I say, taking a sip of my coffee. "Perhaps I will check out the seed art ..."

"I'm sure you will. I assume Lee will be there?"

I shrug.

"Maybe," I say. "He has a booth. I think Deacon does, too — the whole town will be there. You should come!"

Calvin takes a bite of his breakfast and shakes his head.

"I'd love to, baby, but the lure of the office can't be denied today." Then he leans back and grins. "Of course, you'll tell me all about your day at the fair tonight, won't you?"

"Oh, don't you know it!" I say, making no pretense now of hiding my smile. "But don't wait up, I'll probably be late."

#

Milhawket seems quiet even for an early Thursday morning when I roll down the hill into town on my bicycle. I glance toward the post office, hoping to catch a glimpse of the postmaster (and my adult toy partner ...) Frank, but I see a big sign in the window: "CLOSED TODAY - GONE TO THE FAIR"

If even the post office can be closed for the county fair, it must be quite the event!

The fairgrounds are on the opposite side of the town. As I bike through the empty streets, I feel like I'm in some sort of post-apocalyptic movie: the people have all disappeared, eaten by zombies or hoovered up by alien spaceships, and the only human left is a horny woman in a yellow sundress on a rickety old bicycle. It wouldn't make a very good movie, I don't think — my character really demands an ensemble cast to bring out her best assets.

When I've come out this way before, the fairgrounds are mostly an empty field. There's a farmer's market on the weekend, but it just takes up a corner of the grounds; sometimes I see kids playing soccer or baseball, but usually if there's any sort of activity, it's just one of those big red riding lawnmowers looping across the green, cutting the dandelions and clover down to size.

But today, the field has been absolutely transformed. I hear it before I see it, a hum and din of the crowds making their way through the gate that faces the town and past the little white ticket booth. A chain-link fence surrounds the grounds now, and there are big white canvas tents and brightly painted clapboard sheds organized into rows like small criss-crossing streets. The promised Ferris wheel rises high into the sky, slowly turning already.

The smells hit me next as I approach, a mix of fried food, sweet baked goods, and barnyard animals — it's not unpleasant, exactly, but it's certainly pungent, and I let out a sneeze as I step off my bike and roll up to a rack along the side of the rode that's already crowded with bicycles. I pull my purse out of the straw basket on the front of the bike and make my way toward the queue that stretches down the street.

#

"Be at Jenson's Nook at 8:00," says Lee's last text, sent while I was biking into town from our farmhouse on the outskirts. I tuck my phone in my purse, sling my purse over my shoulder, and look at the little paper map that came with my ticket. There's a row of white buildings just past the gate, all with signs above them with letters shaped from old lightbulbs that blink dimly in the morning light: "Bob's Breakfasts," "Egg In Yer Eye," "Flapjack Frannie's," and, above the last building, "Jenson's Nook."

Lee is impossible to miss standing outside Jenson's Nook in his green Randolph Landscaping LLC polo shirt, a matching ball cap perched on his clean-shaven head. He's the tallest, broadest, darkest-skinned man at the fair, and sports the biggest, brightest smile with eyes that sparkle when he catches sight of me approaching. He salutes me with a raised blue porcelain mug and wraps his free arm around my waist and pulls me in for a kiss when I reach him.

"I'm glad you made it," Lee says, his hand rising to press against the small of my back. "You've got a busy day ahead of you! We should get some breakfast in your belly."

My stomach growls and I stifle a laugh. I was nervous and excited at home, and only nibbled at a little toast with my coffee; now, after a long bike ride and surrounded by the smells of fried eggs, crackling bacon, and fresh bread, I feel absolutely famished.

"Is this whole area nothing but breakfast?" I say, waving my arm to indicate the line of buildings.

"Nothing but," says Lee. "One of the fair's traditions — folks who work the fair and early rising guests load up on coffee and carbs before they hit the main event. Some of these shacks are pushing a hundred years old — they spend all year in pieces in barns and sheds around the county and get dragged out here for one glorious week. Jenson's has the best damn egg and cheese sandwich you've ever eaten, that's why I always start here."

He takes me by the elbow and guides me toward the shack, which I see now has a big window with a counter hanging under it. Lee waves two fingers in the air toward the window and nods; I see the shadow of movement inside the shed.

Then Lee suddenly pulls me by the shoulder into the space between Jenson's Nook and Flapjack Frannie's and pushes me against the wall, almost lifting me off my feet. His coffee mug clatters to the ground as one big hand grasps my tit through my dress and the other squeezes my ass. Lee's lips press hard against mine, sucking the breath out of me, and I gasp, reaching for his shoulders.

"Are you ready for your day at the fair, Dorothy?" he asks when he pulls away, his fingers twisting my stiff nipple through the thin cotton of my dress.

"I'm more than ready," I say. "I've been waiting all week! Where are you taking me first?"

"Oh, I'm not taking you anywhere," Lee says, looking down at me with smouldering eyes.

His hand slides from my breast and down my waist, hovering on my hip for a moment before suddenly reaching between my legs. I stifle a cry at the feeling of his strong fingers lifting me and pressing into my sensitive folds while his other hand grasps my ass. I'm standing on my toes, head falling back against the side of the shed, hot arousal spreading through my body.

"Are you going to take me right here?" I ask, panting. I slide my hands from his shoulders to his firm buttocks and pull him closer; I can feel the bulge in his jeans against my belly.

"Nope," he says. Lee bunches the fabric of my dress in his hand, sliding it up my thighs until his fingers brush my bare skin. "I've got to get back to my booth, I've got lots of seed packets to give out. But don't worry, you're getting a queen's tour of the fair today."

I push my hips forward, trying to get his hand to slide further up my dress so I can show him that I'm not wearing any panties, just as instructed, but he holds me firmly in place, pinned against the wall. He laughs at my frustration and presses his hungry mouth to mine again. Then, just as suddenly as he pulled me into this space between sheds, he lets me drop back to my feet and pulls away.

"You've got a map, right?" he asks.

With wobbly fingers, I open my purse and pull out the paper map from the ticket booth. Lee takes it from me and taps a white square with his finger.

"You'll start here," he says, "and you'll finish here."

His finger moves to the Ferris wheel at the other end of the map. I feel a tingle up my spine at the thought of the Ferris wheel.

"And in between?" I ask.

"Your guides will let you know," he says with a sly wink and a playful grin.

"Lee Randolph!" a voice calls from the front of the booth. "Lee, your sandwiches are ready!"

Lee takes me by the elbow again and guides me toward the window while I straighten my dress and tuck the folded map back into my purse.


Chapter 3


Lee was right about the egg sandwich from Jenson's. It's a perfectly poached egg dripping with cheese, nestled within a soft, flaky biscuit. I'm still licking my fingers clean and dabbing at my lips with the napkin — and one napkin seems wholly insufficient for this treat! — when I approach the first stop Lee pointed to on the map: the dairy barn.

The warm, pungent smell of cows hits me as I turn the corner toward the big red building, and then the almost musical sound of the cattle lowing. The big doors on the front of the barn are thrown open, and there's a line of people snaking through a smaller door on the side. I tuck the greasy napkin from my breakfast into my purse and walk toward the line.

Above the door, there's a chalkboard sign with prices: milk, cream, and butter are all listed, and there's a note that freshly churned ice cream will be available after noon. I'm certainly not hungry for ice cream after putting away that biscuit, but I make a mental note to swing by later to sample the ice cream. I take my place in the line, thinking that a glass of milk might be nice after the biscuit.

When I'm only a few places from the front of the line, I feel someone step up close behind me, and suddenly a pair of hands cover my eyes. I let out a little shriek, and hear a voice whisper close to my ear, "Guess who?"

I reach my hands up and pry the fingers away from my eyes, then turn and find myself looking into the plaid shirt of a very tall man. I tilt my head back and see that's Deacon, the young carpenter who fixed our kitchen windows at the beginning of the summer, and also attended to a few of my personal needs.

"Deacon!" I yell, putting my hands on my hips. "You scared me half to death!"

"Sorry," Deacon says with a sheepish smile. "I wanted to surprise you."

"And so you did! And despite your bad manners, it's good to see you. What have you been up to all summer?"

"Mostly work," he says. "I fixed up a nice camper van for some gals going on a road trip."

His cheeks flush a little red when he says that, and I wonder if he fixed up more than their van. Deacon has been shy around me ever since that fabulous dinner party at the beginning of the summer, when he, Lee, and Frank all had their way with me while Calvin and Ronda, the hostess from Lucky Fierce Vibes who instigated the whole chain of events, looked on. He really has nothing to be shy about — he did an amazing job that night! — but there's something about his youthful bashfulness that I find endearing and, honestly, arousing.

"I'll need to get Calvin to find some more work for you around our house," I say. "My hinges could use oiling, I think ..."

"I'm always happy to do projects at your place, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

"Dorothy, sorry ... but right now I'm doing a project for Lee Randolph."

"Really? Something for one of his clients?"

"Not exactly," Deacon says, and I see the light red in his cheek turn darker and spread to the tips of his ears. "It's ... um ... well, the thing is, he says ... I'm supposed to ..."

"Spit it out," I say, hands on my hips again and a stern look on my face.

"He says I should show you a good time at the dairy barn," he says in a rush. "A really good time, but ... not too good, if you know what I mean ..."

"I absolutely do not have any idea what you mean," I say, reaching my hand out so I can turn one of the buttons on his shirt over with my fingers. "But I'm full of anticipation to find out."

#

I buy my cup of milk at the counter behind the door, and then Deacon takes me by the elbow and guides me deeper into the barn. A little bit spills on the hem of my dress as I hurry to keep up with his long strides. There are people milling about in the barn, looking at the cows in their pens, and at the displays about milking machines; I follow Deacon away from the crowds, toward a darkened corner at the far end of the barn.

"Slow down!" I yell, dragging my feet in the hay strewn across the concrete floor to force Deacon to ease up. "Where are you taking me?"

"Sorry, Mrs. Warren — er, Dorothy," he says, coming to a stop beside a wooden pen holding a brown and white cow. The cow looks at us with impassive black eyes, its jaw moving back and forth as it chews its cud. "I guess I was getting a little excited."

"Well, I'm excited, too," I say, taking a sip from my cup. The milk is cold and sweet, and I can't help smacking my lips a little when I take the cup away. I wipe at my mouth with the back of my hand and take another sip. "I'm sure whatever Lee has put you up to, it's going to be good."

"Oh, it's good," Deacon says, fumbling in his pocket and producing a silver key. "It's very good."

He walks past the pen to a wooden door set in the wall and grasps a brass padlock. With a click, the lock opens, and he lifts it free to open a metal latch. Hinges squeak as he pushes the door open, and then Deacon disappears into the shadows behind it. I take a big swallow of my milk and follow.

#

I stumble in the dark, bumping into something hard and tall that isn't Deacon. I hear a click, and a lightbulb suspended from a low ceiling buzzes to life, casting dim light and quivering shadows. We're in a small, chilly room with a concrete floor and walls. The thing I bumped into is some sort of metal cabinet, and it buzzes against my hip. There are two other cabinets in the corners of the room.

Deacon steps up to the cabinet and pulls on the handle, letting out a blast of cold air that makes my nipples stiffen under the thin cotton of my dress. He reaches inside and pulls out a metal bowl covered with plastic wrap.

"What have you got there?" I ask, folding my arms across my breasts and shivering.

"Cream," Deacon says, pulling the plastic wrap off and tucking it into his jeans pocket. He dips a finger into the bowl, coming up with a thick white glob that he extends toward me. "Want a taste?"

I smile and lean toward his finger, stretching out my tongue to capture some of the cream on Deacon's finger. It's cold and smooth and sweet, and I smile at the taste and texture. I lean closer and open my mouth, taking his finger between my lips, and suck the rest of the cream off; Deacon lets out a little moan, no doubt remembering how my mouth feels around other parts of his body.

"It's delicious," I say, stepping closer to him. I put an arm around his waist and press my hip into the bulge in his jeans, grinning when I hear another moan escape Deacon's lips.

"Good," Deacon says, his voice breathy and thin. "I'm supposed to ... um, I need to taste it, too."

His fingers clumsily pull at the strap of my dress, and I shrug my shoulder, helping him slid it free. Deacon puts a little dollop of the cream on my shoulder and bends down to lick it from my skin; the cream is cold and his tongue is warm, and the contrast is simply delightful. I shiver, not just from the chilly air, and feel my nipples tighten.

Deacon puts little dabs of cream on my collarbones, and then on the tops of my breasts, licking those clean, too. I run my fingers through his wavy black hair, guiding his head lower. He slides my dress down, exposing more of my breast, and licks the cream that melts on my skin and drips toward my hard nipple.

"How does it taste, Deacon?" I ask.

"Delicious," he says, his voice muffled between my breasts.

His fingers smear a line of cream between my tits, and his tongue slowly laps it up. I slip the other shoulder strap down, and Deacon frees my breasts, holding each in turn, his thumb running circles around my nipples. He has a goofy grin on his face as he smears and licks, smears and licks, delighting in the sweet cream and my firm, round breasts. Tingles run through my body, and my pussy hums with anticipation.

"Your tits are fabulous, Mrs. Warren — er, Dorothy," Deacon whispers, sliding down my body with his mouth. He takes my nipples between his lips and sucks, drawing a deep moan out of me. My hand that's still holding my cup of milk shakes, spilling a little into Deacon's curly hair, but he doesn't waver from the attention he's lavishing on my breasts.

"Your mouth is pretty fabulous too, Deacon," I say.

He suddenly drops to his knees in front of me and kisses my belly through my dress. I let out another moan and pull at the back of his head, coaxing him closer and lower. Deacon sets the bowl of cream between his knees and starts to lift my dress past my knees, up my thighs, toward my waist ...

"Oh, Dorothy," he gasps, and I feel his warm breath against my thighs.

He smears cream on my leg and licks his way up, his tongue nearly reaching the crease where my thigh meets my hip, inches from my tingling mound. His hand slides under my dress from behind, fingers pressing into the firm flesh of my ass, and I push my hips forward. Deacon lifts my dress higher, and his face disappears beneath the fabric, his tongue sliding hot and firm across my skin.

When his lips graze my mound, I let out a moan, dropping my cup of milk. It splashes beside Deacon's foot, sending a white puddle across the floor. I lift my dress up, exposing my naked pussy to his hungry eyes and seeking lips, and Deacon moans, too, pulling me toward his warm mouth.

I lift a leg to drape over Deacon's shoulder, balancing on one foot with my hands pressed into his head. He smears more of the cold, slippery cream over my belly and through the auburn tangle of hair above my sex, then dutifully licks it clean. I look down at the wet glimmer across my mound and sigh.

"Oh god, Deacon," I gasp when his fingers gently spread my folds so his tongue can find the stiff nub of my clit. He licks and sucks, capturing all the cream melting down between my legs, making my body buzz. I tangle my fingers in his hair and guide his mouth toward the hot, tingling places that demand his attention. Just a little to the left, a little further, almost there, almost ...

Deacon sputters when he pulls his face away and looks up at me, melted cream and my slippery nectar coating his lips and chin. His blue eyes are wide and wild, and his breath is ragged.

"Did ... did you ..." he gasps.

"Did I come?" I ask, dropping the foot that was tapping against his backs just moments ago as I climbed toward climax. "No, Deacon Ross, I absolutely did not come, so get your mouth back where it was and finish the job!"

He lets out a nervous laugh and falls back on his heels. His eyes dart between my face and my sopping pussy, cream and spit and my tangy juices glistening in the dim light.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. — Dorothy," Deacon says, dabbing at his lips with his fingers. "Lee says ... Lee doesn't want you to."

"What's Lee got to do with anything?"

"This was Mr. Randolph's plan," Deacon says. "He says we should get you worked up, but not let you ... you know ... he wants to do that for you. On the Ferris wheel?"

I let out an exasperated sigh.

"Don't you want to make me come, Deacon?" I ask, tilting my hips toward him and raising my dress higher.

"Oh, yes, I do," he whispers, eyes locked on the wet tangle of my bush and my warm, pouting lips. "Very much."

"And we don't have to tell Lee if you happen to ... slip up a little?"

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Warren, but those were the instructions," Deacon says, reluctantly pulling his eyes away from my pussy and looking up at me. "You taste delicious, and there's nothing I'd like more than to just keep licking and sucking, but rules are rules."

"Do you always follow the rules, Deacon?" I ask, moving closer to him.

"Not always," says Deacon, "but I try."

He staggers to his feet, trembling hands picking up the bowl of cream. His smile is wistful and his eyes slide down my body, taking in my slippery bare breasts and glistening belly.

"Fine," I say, letting out an exasperated sigh.

I release the hem of my dress, and I have to admit that I feel a little vindication at the frown that tugs at Deacon's lips when my pussy disappears behind the yellow fabric. I snatch the metal bowl from his hands and reach for his belt.

"Did Lee have any rules about your orgasms?" I ask as I find the clasp of his belt and tug it free.

"No, ma'am," Deacon says, and his lips curve back toward a smile when I pull at the button of his jeans and lower myself toward the floor.


Chapter 4


I'm still wiping the cream from my lips — both the cold kind from the metal bowl and the hot kind I coaxed from Deacon's delightfully crooked cock — when I hear my phone ping in my purse. I exited the little cooler room in the dairy barn first, sneaking quietly through the shadows and leaving Deacon to mop up the spilled milk and cream and tuck his still-hard cock into his jeans, and now I'm crossing the fairgrounds in a bit of a daze, my eyes dazzled by the bright sun. I stop and fish my phone out of my purse.

"Did Deacon find you?" says the text from Lee.

"Yes," I respond.

"And did he follow the rules?"

"Stupid rules"

Lee sends back a winking emoji, and I feel a frustrated buzz between my legs. Deacon's tongue got me so close, I could feel the climax uncoiling in my belly, ready to flood his eager mouth with my nectar. And when he flooded my mouth with hot spunk a few minutes later, mixing with the sweet, cold cream I had slathered over his shaft before sucking him off, I felt a sympathetic tremor that almost sent me over the edge. If he had kept his tongue at work for just a minute more ...

"You must be hungry again" says Lee's next text.

"Not really — I had a tasty snack at the dairy barn"

I send my own winking emoji, thinking of how quickly I had drawn that snack out of Deacon. Frustration apparently sharpens my skills.

"Saucy minx," says Lee's response.

"Creamy sauce ... where do I go next?"

"Cooper's Corn Dogs — I've got someone waiting there for you right now"

#

The sign for Cooper's Corn Dogs is visible across the crowded path between tents selling various crafts — I see pottery laid out on tables, handmade clothing hanging from hooks, paintings of forests and lakes, loons and deer. I shoulder my way through the throngs and toward the square yellow trailer sitting under the shade of a spreading oak tree.

I glance at my phone to check the time before I tuck it back into my purse: almost ten o'clock. There's already a line in front of the stand, and I see people wandering away with golden corn dogs on wooden sticks. I stifle a giggle at the sight of strangers taking bites from the long, hot tubes — there's really no way to eat a corn dog and look dignified doing it, and after my little encounter with Deacon, there's no way I can't look at a corn dog without thinking of nibbling on his tasty cock.

Before I reach the end of the line, I feel a hand on my shoulder, and I look back to see another familiar face: Conor Nelson, the golden-haired, bronze-skinned young god who shared me with his step-brother Jeff in one of my most memorable trysts of this magical summer. My pussy tingles with anticipation at the sight of him.

"Conor," I say, walking my fingers up his broad t-shirt covered chest. "I suppose Lee sent you to torment me, too?"

Conor laughs and bends down to plant a kiss on the top of my head. I see that he's holding one hand aloft, with two corn dogs between his fingers, a streak of bright yellow mustard dripping down each one. The sight of the two golden shafts reminds me of my afternoon with the Nelson brothers, when they took turns bringing me intense joy with their delightful cocks before somehow, almost magically, filling me simultaneously. I couldn't walk straight for three days after that afternoon, and I didn't regret one second of it.

"I have very clear instructions, Mrs. Warren," he says, hooking an arm around my waist and steering me away from the line. "I'm to show you a good time, but not too good."

"I think you can call me Dorothy," I say, letting him lead me toward an alleyway between the tents and booths. "Is one of those corn dogs for me?"

"Both, if you think you can take them," he says with a wink and grin.

"Oh, you know I can take them, Conor," I say, reaching a hand up to take one of the sticks from him, "but I do like to share."

#

The contrast between the hot, sweet, tangy corn dog and the warm, musky, slick cock as I swap them back and forth in my mouth makes my body tingle. I lick the sweet and spicy mustard from my lips, and then swirl my tongue around the end of Conor's cock, coating the purple head with my slippery spit. He moans above me, one hand tangled in my auburn hair and the other shakily holding the other corn dog, which he's licking in sympathetic strokes with my motions on his shaft.

Conor offered no resistance when I tugged at his jeans and then dropped to my knees in front of him. Together we undid his belt and buttons, each of us holding a corn dog, and slid his jeans and boxers over his ass. He took one worried look around us, making sure we were hidden from the sight of the teeming crowds just yards away, and then let out a long sigh when I took his half-hard cock between my lips. It was soon pulsing in my mouth, the velvety head against the back of my throat, and his concern about our clandestine spot appeared to shrink as his erection grew.

I pop his cock out of my mouth, a strand of saliva stretching from my lips to the tip, and grin up at him, then take a big bite of the corn dog. He smiles down at me, eyes glassy, his own corn dog nibbled down to just a nub on the pointed stick. I shrug my shoulders to slip the top of my dress down, letting my tits fall free, and Conor groans, grasping his tight, heavy balls in his palms. I swallow the bite of corn dog in my mouth and then return to work on his cock, letting my teeth scrape gently along his shaft as I guide him toward my throat.

My pussy is tingling with need, remembering Deacon's probing tongue. I hike my dress up to my waist and slip a hand underneath, teasing apart my damp folds and pressing against my throbbing clit. I moan around Conor's shaft as my fingers dance between my legs.

"Hey," Conor gasps, pulling back until just the tip of his cock nestles between my lips, "none of that, Mrs. Warren ..."

"None of what?" I ask with an innocent smile as I hold his cock against my cheek. I can feel his pulse through the shaft and flick my bean in time with it.

"You know what," he says with a raspy voice. "Your hand."

"What about my hand?"

"Mrs. Warren, Lee says you can't ..."

"He said you can't make me come," I say. My thumb finds the ticklish spot on the side of my clit that always makes me squirm, and I let out a groan. "Can't I make myself come?"

"I don't ... I don't think ... that's got to be against the ... the rules, Mrs. Warren ..."

He stammers when I lick the sensitive underside of his shaft, which makes me smile almost as much as the little finger dance I'm doing between my thighs. To think that a big, strong man like Conor could be so completely under my control just by licking such a tiny patch of delicate flesh ... my eyes roll back in my head as I push myself closer to the precipice.

"No, Mrs. Warren, stop!" he gasps.

He suddenly reaches down and grabs my arm, pulling me to my feet. Then he throws an arm around my waist and turns me around so my ass is pressing into his erection, and he throws my dress up over my head. With one hand pressing my back, behind me double, he guides his erection to my gaping hole and with a single thrust he's inside me, making me gasp in a mixture of surprise and delight.

Conor makes one powerful thrust, then a second, and on the third he grips my hips with both hands and lets out a roar, heedless of the crowds passing by. I feel his hot seed burst into me and his cock convulse inside my tight channel. With my palms flat on the ground to hold my balance in a vulgar downward facing dog, I can't get a hand to my clit to help push myself over the edge before he pulls free, one last stream of cum splashing against my bare ass.

I drop to my knees, panting, while Conor falls beside me, pressing hot lips to my neck as he untangles my head from the fabric of my dress. His cock is still pulsing against my ass, but I can feel its vigor fading away, its rigidy softening. My pussy aches and throbs — I was so close! So close, and now I'm stranded on the beach as the great wave that was about to wash over me slowly pulls back out to sea.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Warren," Conor says, nibbling at my neck and ear, stroking my sweat-slick hair. "I'm really sorry, but Lee said ..."

"Oh fuck, Conor," I gasp, "I was so fucking close ..."

"I know, I'm really sorry, but Mr. Randolph says it will be worth it ..."

I let out a bitter laugh and struggle to my feet, Conor rising with me and helping to hold me up. I was so fucking close!

"Don't think you won't pay for this, Conor," I say, turning to face him. I pull at the back of his head and press needy, ravenous lips to his mouth. "The next time I get a chance, I'm going to edge you until your balls turn blue and your brain melts out of your ears."

"I hope that's a promise, Mrs. Warren," he says, pulling his jeans up and tucking his deflating cock away. "Because I'm going to hold you to it."


Chapter 5


Lee's next text makes my phone buzz while I'm straightening my dress and wiping up the warm trickle of cum slipping down my thigh with one of the napkins from the corn dogs. I'm in no rush to read it — let him wait for a response the way I'm waiting for relief. I ball up the jizz-soaked napkin in my fist, look up and down the crowd passing the space between booths where Conor fucked me to his release but not mine, and march toward the big green garbage can on the other side of the path, dodging fairgoers on my way.

"Having fun, baby?" reads the text, with a winking emoji.

"Oh it's a blast," I respond. "Having the time of my life"

"That's good, baby," he replies, proving that sarcasm does not transmit well over text messages. Or that he's enjoying the torment he's putting me through.

"Where are you sending me next?"

"I think you deserve something after all that excitement — head to Blooming Bundles over by the seed art show."

#

I stop by the seed art tent on my way to the Blooming Bundles stand. It's much more involved than I expected. There are lots of little mosaics of flowers, birds, and landscapes, but also celebrity portraits, samplers with witty phrases, and a few bitingly satirical political pieces. From a distance, I can't tell that they're all made of little seeds glued to boards; just thinking about working with all those tiny pieces makes me a little cross-eyed.

I'm leaning in close to an especially detailed cat portrait when my phone buzzes again. With a sigh, I pull it from my purse to find another text from Lee:

"You out at the flower place yet?"

"On my way," I reply, and drop my phone back in my purse with a sigh.

Blooming Bundles is a flower shop in town, not far from the library, run by Mazy Winkler. I've picked up a few bouquets from her when I'm doing errands around town, and she's always very friendly and free with the local gossip. But it's not Mazy running the shop's tent at the fair — it's the blonde gal from the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter, Candy, the one I've seen around town with Conor and Jeff, who's standing among the buckets of cut flowers and hanging baskets drooping with buds, wearing a green smock over her blouse and skirt.

"Oh, Mrs. Warren!" Candy says when I step into the tent. There's a pink glow to her cheeks, and she tucks a strand of her corn-silk-fine hair behind her ear with a nervous twitch. "I've ... um, I've been expecting you!"

"Oh, have you?" I say, plucking a long stem of purple gladiolus flowers from one of the buckets on the floor.

"Um ... Mr. Randolph said I should give this to you," she says, scurrying toward the back of the tent. She emerges with a big bouquet of pink and purple zinnias, white and gold dwarf sunflowers, and sprigs of bright green pennycress.

"It's lovely," I say, taking the bouquet from her and holding it up to my nose. It has a fresh, sweet scent, the perfect antidote to the smell of fried food wafting through the fair as the day heats up.

"I put it together myself," Candy says, looking shyly at her feet. "I've been training at Ms. Winkler's store on the weekends."

"Well, this is a very refreshing visit after the last two encounters I've had," I say.

"Oh, I'm not done yet, Mrs. Warren," says Candy. She hurries to the entrance to the tent and starts untying the canvas flaps rolled up at the entrance. "Would you have a seat, please?"

#

I sit on a folding chair in the corner of the tent, behind a table of sunflower bouquets, and watch Candy tie the flaps closed. The tent is a dim without sunlight flooding through the entry, and the air feels close and warm with the breeze cut off. I hear the buzz of bees flitting about the bouquets and smell the sweet scent of cut flowers.

Candy throws a smile over her shoulder, her eyes sparkling, and scampers to the other side of the tent. I hold my bouquet up to my face, suddenly a little nervous — what does Candy have planned for me?

She returns with a black plastic pail in her hands. Little strands of flowers — baby's breath and feverfew, pink calcinia and purple delphinium — peek and tumble over the sides. Candy kneels at my feet and sets the pail on the floor beside her.

"I really want to thank you, Mrs. Warren," Candy says. She rests her hands on my knees and looks up at me.

"Oh? For what, Candy?"

The color rises in her cheeks, and she looks down at my feet.

"For Conor and Jeff," she says. "If you hadn't said what you said to me, and if you hadn't done ... what you did with them, well ... It was the most amazing day of my summer!"

I laugh, thinking back to my own afternoon with Conor and Jeff. They worked so well together, knowing even before I did what caresses and touches, licks and tickles, I needed, communicating wordlessly as they drove me to heights of pleasure I had never dreamed possible. I'm so lost in my thoughts that I don't notice Candy's hands rolling my dress up my legs until the hem is at my thighs.

"It was a pretty amazing day for me, too," I say, looking over my bouquet at Candy's face. The shyness seems to have dissolved, replaced by a bright-eyed and playful hunger. I let me knees fall apart as Candy moves between them, leaning into me with her hands pushing my dress higher.

"They learned a lot from you," Candy says. She gives the hem of my dress a tug, and I lift my ass so she can slide it past my waist, exposing my auburn bush. Her fingers slide gently over my mound and down my thighs, just the barest tickling brush, and I let out a long sigh at her touch.

"Well, they brought a lot of natural talent to the bedroom," I say. Candy's fingernails glide gently, slowly, up and down the inside of my thighs, tantalizingly close to my tingling folds. I let my legs part a little wider.

"They've been showing me all those talents almost every afternoon," Candy whispers, leaning closer to me. Her green apron brushes the bouquet in my hands as her face moves closer to mine. "I feel like the luckiest gal in Milhawket — maybe in the whole state! — and I owe it all to you, Mrs. Warren."

"I suspect you brought talents of your own to those sheets," I say, gasping when her thumb dances quickly across my folds. Tingling sensations surge up my body and I lean back as Candy moves closer, her breath warm and sweet on my face.

"I've been trying to learn," Candy says. "Conor and Jeff are very good teachers."

My breath catches when her thumb finds the buzzing tip of my clit and her lips find mine, her tongue darting quickly and urgently into my mouth. I tangle my fingers in her silky blonde hair and hold her face against mine for a long, hot kiss, before she pulls away and kneels between my legs. When I look down, I see that a creamy white drizzle from Conor's deposit behind the corn dog stand is making its way down the inside of my thigh, and I feel my cheeks flush in surprise and embarrassment.

"You're a little messy, Mrs. Warren," Candy says in a low, husky voice. "This is Conor's, isn't it? He said he gave you a little surprise."

"Yes," is all I can say, because suddenly Candy's soft, nimble tongue is traveling up my thigh, dancing over my sensitive skin. I can feel her breath on my pussy, hot and wet, and when she licks a circle through my folds I nearly drop my flowers to the floor.

"Let me clean this up a little," Candy says, turning her face up toward me. Her lips are wet from my nectar and Conor's cum, and she dabs at them with her finger. When she puts her face between my legs again, her tongue swirling to capture everything that's leaking from my quivering pussy, I moan and raise my legs, letting my feet rest on her shoulders.

Maybe if I'm quiet, I think, biting my lip and closing my eyes, Candy won't know when I'm about to come and I can ride her tongue to relief ...

But there's no way I can be quiet when her teeth scrape the sensitive sides of my clit; it's only by biting the side of my hand that I can prevent a howl of delight from escaping my lips. With only a few licks, Candy has brought me right to the edge of release, and if only she would nibble just a little harder, I would flood her pretty face with my climax.

"That looks much better," Candy says as she falls back on her heels. She's staring down at my wet and quivering cunt, gently parting my auburn bush with her fingers; I shiver, lifting my ass from the chair, desperate for her to finish her work. She laughs and takes a white cloth out of the pocket of her apron.

"Mr. Randolph had very firm instructions," Candy says with a wink. "I'm sure Deacon and Conor already explained his rules."

"Oh fuck, Candy," I gasp, reaching for her hair. I want to pull her face between my legs and thrust against her pretty mouth. "I'm so close ... I won't tell Mr. Randolph, I promise ..."

"Nope," Candy says with a grin. She dabs between my legs with the cloth, sending more tingles through my body. "Rules are rules, Mrs. Warren. Besides, I've got a different plan for you, and I think you'll like it."

Then she reaches into the pail beside her knee and takes out a tangled strand of baby's breath and begins snapping short, white-flowered twigs off from the woody stem.

#

"Perfect," Candy says, sitting back to admire her handiwork. "It's so pretty! I mean, not that it wasn't pretty before, but — well, it really pops now."

I look down over the bouquet in my arms to the second bouquet Candy has gifted me, woven into the soft hair of my mound. The white and pink and purple flowers glitter in my tangles, making the coppery color of my bush seem that much richer. Little buds peer up at me from the flowery crown that sits above my pussy, and I can't help but smile.

"That's ... quite the bouquet, Candy," I say, reaching out to touch her hair. She turns her head and nuzzles her face against my palm, her tongue darting out against my fingers. My pussy tingles, wishing her tongue was darting against my aching clit instead.

"Thank you," Candy says, standing up and brushing her hands down the front of her apron. "I've always wanted to do that."

"You don't decorate your own bush for Jeff and Conor?" I ask with a wink. I can picture Candy's young lovers staring in awe at her flower-strewn bush, plucking the stems free with their teeth and licking the petals with their talented tongues.

Candy laughs and says, "I can't, Mrs. Warren; I keep things trimmed tight downstairs."

She throws a glance over her shoulder at the closed tent flaps, then slowly lifts her apron and skirt to her waist. In the dim shadows, I can see her smooth, pale mound, and the naked pink lips between her thighs. There's a sheen of moisture on the folds — sweat or nectar, or both? — and my breath catches at the beautiful sight.

"It's gorgeous," I say, reaching out a hand toward Candy's naked charms. She tilts her hips toward me.

Just as my fingers are about to brush the delicate flesh, though, my phone buzzes in my purse resting on the table, and I pull my hand back. There's a look of disappointment on Candy's face as she takes a step back from me while I pull out my phone to see a new text from Lee:

"Can you swing by the lost and found for me, baby?"


Chapter 6


According to my map, Enterprise Drive — the location of Lee's landscaping company's booth — is between Blooming Bundles and the lost and found.

"Good," I say, tucking the map back into my purse. "It's time to pay Mr. Randolph a little visit."

A cool breeze has come up while I was in the Blooming Bundles tent with Candy, just enough of a wind to clear the stuffy air and lift the hem of my dress. I can feel the little buds Candy wove into my bush when the fabric brushes against me, and I can't help but smile. It is by far the most interesting bouquet I've ever received.

Enterprise Drive is a long line of booths and tents stretching between the bandstand on one end and the midway on the other. I glance over my shoulder at the Ferris wheel rising above the fairgrounds, feeling a shiver of anticipation — "I'll fuck you so hard on the Ferris wheel that we'll roll that thing right into the next county," Lee had promised, and I'm going to hold him to it. But first things first: Randolph Landscaping LLC and the lost and found.

Lee's booth is between a tent for a car dealership — there's an interesting old conversion van parked inside it that reminds me of the Scooby Doo Mystery Machine — and a tattoo parlor's booth, where they're giving away temporary tattoos. I grab a couple of the little plastic squares from the tattoo booth — a flaming skull and a bright red rose — and muse a bit about what kind of ink I'd get myself should the mood strike. A vixen, perhaps, would be nice, a lithe red fox perched on my hip with a grin on her mouth and a sparkle in her eyes. I tuck the tattoos into my purse and turn toward Lee's booth. It has a high table on which his brochures and promotional seed packets are arrayed, with a long green tablecloth hanging nearly to the ground.

Lee is talking to a prospective customer with his back turned to me, going over the different service plans he offers. None, I notice, include afternoon trysts as part of the usual menu; I suppose Calvin and I are on a special plan for that, and I'm definitely glad for it. Lee has kept my garden well-tended all summer, and the landscaping looks pretty good, too.

"Ahem," I say with a little cough when the prospective customer walks away with a seed packet and a brochure, "how much to trim my bush?"

Lee turns, and a grin spreads across his face when he sees me.

"Dorothy!" he says. "Are you having a good time at the fair so far?"

I set my bouquet of flowers down on the table and say, "You know damned well I'm having a good time, but I could be having a much, much better time if it wasn't for your stupid 'rules'."

"Oh, baby," Lee says, picking up the bouquet and holding it to his nose for a deep breath. "A game ain't a game if it's got no rules."

"I could think of better rules than 'don't let Dorothy come,'" I hiss in his ear as I lean across the table. "Couldn't we have a contest to see who can make Dorothy come the most?"

"But that wouldn't be as much fun for me," Lee says. "I like the thought of you getting all wound up and absolutely dripping with desire, and then me getting to bring you over the edge for the biggest, wettest orgasm of the summer."

"And I like the idea of a whole lot of little orgasms," I whisper, hooking a finger between his shirt buttons and drawing him closer, "and then you giving me one more big one on the Ferris wheel."

"Too each his own," he says with a laugh, winking at me through the bundle of flowers.

"Yeah, well — let's see how you like it," I say.

I look around, making sure no one is looking directly at us, and then drop to my knees and scurry under the table while Lee looks on with a bewildered expression on his face.

#

"Yes ma'am," Lee says, "we currently have two crews who work through the whole season, and I've got openings on ... "

His voice catches and I hear a stifled gasp; I stifle my own giggle as I lick slowly from Lee's balls to the tip of his cock, circling the weeping eye just the way he likes it.

"Tuesdays and Wednesdays," I hear Lee say, his voice a little more composed but not entirely steady. "We're just starting our fall jobs, mulching and raking and putting gardens to bed for the winter."

I'm hoping that once winter comes around, Lee will still be putting my garden to bed on a regular basis. Maybe we can treat the back bedroom of the farmhouse, where we have our weekly or more tumbles, as a sort of hothouse all winter long? I'd certainly like to steam up the windows when the nights get long and the winds get cold ...

"Damn it, Dorothy," I hear Lee hiss.

I look up from under the table and bat my eyelashes innocently. His face is flushed, and a bead of sweat trickles from under his green cap. He glances around and then reaches his hand down to stroke my cheek; I respond by popping his erection back into my mouth and sucking hard until he groans.

"You can't be doing that while I'm talking to customers," he says.

"You're not talking to anyone right now," I say, then give his shaft another lick.

"That's not the ... that's not the point, Dorothy ..."

Lee's eyes roll back in his head, pleasure slackening his face, and then he suddenly straightens and takes a step toward the table, almost knocking me over. I make sure my feet are tucked behind the cloth that hangs over the table and reach up to cradle Lee's balls as he starts talking to another prospective customer.

His balls tighten between my fingers and his shaft throbs, bouncing toward his belly when he speaks. From my hiding place under the table, I can see the glistening drop of pre-cum on the tip of his cock; as soon as Lee stops speaking, I reach up and pull his shaft down so I can lick the salty pearl.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," Lee gasps, looking down at me again. "You're a bad, bad girl ..."

"The absolute worst," I agree, giving his slippery shaft a long, slow stroke between my fingers. "And you deserve all the suffering I'm putting you through."

"Didn't ... didn't you have a good time with Deacon?" he asks. His fingers loop through my auburn hair.

"I had a lovely time," I say, "but it would have been better if his tongue had kept licking."

"And I'm sure Conor was a treat ..."

"A tasty, tasty treat," I agree, "but I didn't get to give him my own sweet honey as a reward. The poor loves to make me come, Lee, so we both suffered because of your rule."

"It seems likely a delightful kind of suffering," he says.

"You say that now. Will you still agree when I bring you right to the edge and then walk away?"

"Absolutely," Lee says, stroking my cheek and pushing his erection toward my lips. "I'm a very patient man, especially if I know I'm going to get my reward eventually."

"We'll see about that, Lee Randolph," I say, and then push my mouth down his length with such force that he staggers back a step.

#

Lee stammers and stumbles through three more prospects while I work his cock under the table. I have to admit, his control is impressive — it's one of his best qualities as a lover, this ability to stay on the edge of release without tipping over into the abyss of pleasure. But I know, from our long, hot summer together, the secret touches and hidden places on his cock that make his stamina waver.

Like the ridge of his cockhead, and the wrinkled skin on the underside of his shaft, and the sensitive flesh behind his balls that I'm gently prodding and probing now as my tongue wraps around his girth. I'm attuned to his movements, his sounds, the subtle changes in taste as his cock pulses and throbs and gets closer to the point of no return. I can tell by the ragged breath escaping his lips and the involuntary movements of his hips that Lee is approaching his climax at a rapid rate.

And so I stop. I not only stop, but I push his cock down along his thigh and pull his boxers and jeans back up to his waist. He groans with annoyance and tries to push my hands away as I tug his fly up and close the button at his waistband.

"Damn it, Dorothy," he whispers, eyes closed and fingers gripping the edge of the table.

"Were you close, baby?" I ask.

"You know I was close," he says. "I was about to fill your pretty little mouth with my hot cum."

"Aw, sorry, baby. But ... there are rules, right?"

"You're a cruel one, baby," Lee sighs. "When I get you on the top of that Ferris wheel ..."

"Yes? What will you do to me on the top of the Ferris wheel?"

"I'm going to make you come so hard you'll forget your name."

"I'm holding you to it," I say, sliding out from beneath the table and glancing around to make sure no one is watching. "But right now I need to run to the lost and found."


Chapter 7


Ileave my bouquet of flowers with Lee and start back down Enterprise Drive, feeling a little spring in my step. There's still a tingling dissatisfaction in my belly, but I'm glad to have passed some of the frustration back to Lee.

The lost and found is in a little blue shack about halfway to the bandstand. The counter window is shut, though, with a "We'll be right back!" sign hanging on it. I go to the door on the side and knock.

After a few seconds, the door opens a crack. I take a step back as it swings open a little wider, and then I see a familiar face and a welcoming cry of, "Dorothy! What took you so long?"

Standing in the doorway is Frank, the Milhawket postmaster and my frequent companion in the testing of sex toys. Our association started when he intercepted a package for me from Lucky Fierce Vibes, at the insistence of Ronda, my favorite sommelier of sexy gadgets, and subjected me to a delightfully wicked afternoon in the post office's back room with the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator. He came to my gangbang dinner party, equipped with nipple clamps, and since then I've made it a point to visit him regularly so we can experiment with devious new devices.

"I had some business to take care of," I say. "Lee needed a little ... instruction."

"Well, you know how I like your instructions," Frank says, winking and brushing back his wavy brown air. "I hope Lee benefited from your tutelage."

"In the long term, I think he will," I say. "In the short term, maybe not so much."

"You're a wicked one, Dorothy." Frank laughs and steps toward me, taking my hand in his. "Why don't you step inside and we'll see if there are any lessons I can give you today ..."

#

The little shack is cramped. There are shelves against the back wall containing plastic baskets, a table and chair in the center, and a sturdy black metal safe squatting in a corner. Frank closes the door behind us, throws the bolt to lock it, and steps to the safe.

"We keep anything valuable that people might lose in this safe," he says as he spins the dial. "Wallets, phones, jewelry, that sort of thing. It's amazing the stuff people lose at the fair."

Frank rattles around inside the safe, lets out a pleased "ah hah!", then stands, kicking the door closed as he turns. In his hands is long silver chain with a black metal clip at either end.

"I'm sure that's not something that was actually lost at the fair," I say, crossing my arms under my breasts. My nipples tingle in anticipation when I see Frank test the clips, making little snapping sounds when he flicks the metal levers.

"True enough," Frank says with a grin, "I put this in there for safekeeping when Lee asked me to help him out today. We wouldn't want one of the other volunteers stumbling accidentally onto my little toy. Now, would you be so good as to hop up on the table for me?"

"Are you just going to torment me, like Deacon, Conor, and Candy?" I ask. I stick out my lip in a pout.

"Oh, did Candy torment you, too? I was wondering if she'd have a go at you."

"She was delightful, actually," I say as I hop up onto the table. I roll the hem of my dress up past my thighs so Frank can get a glimpse of my secret bouquet. "She gave me this."

"Oh, that looks lovely!" Frank says, reaching out his fingers to gently touch the baby's breath woven into my coppery bush. My belly tingles and my pussy pulses, wanting more than just the light brush of his hand. "Lee's going to have a wonderful time picking your flowers."

"You could pick a few if you want," I say as I let my thighs fall open.

Frank laughs, dragging his thumb through my folds and then bringing it to his mouth to lick my nectar from his skin.

"Thanks for the invitation, Dorothy," Frank says, reaching for a shoulder strap and running his fingers over my chest. "But I've got other delights in mind."

#

While I enjoy having the nipple clamps put on, I especially like having them taken off. Frank gives the clamps a good, firm tug when he first attaches them, stretching my tits toward him, and then he strokes and nibbles at my breasts, making my trapped nipples ache. When he releases the clamps, the rush of blood into my nipples sends a buzz through my entire body that feels like electric fire.

And then he does it again.

And again.

I'm gasping for breath under Frank's delicious torture, craving the pinch and the release, trembling on the tabletop until it rattles against the concrete floor. Frank is methodical and relentless, tugging at the chain that connects the clamps until I feel tears in my eyes and then releasing the tension, making me groan with relief and delight.

"Oh, fuck, Frank," I whisper, tangling a shaky hand in his wavy brown hair and pulling him close. "You're a magician with these things."

"This magician wishes he had his wand," he says with a grin, walking his fingers over my belly and tickling my spread thighs. "Maybe that little purple bullet vibrator? Or the Kiwami Ten?"

I let out a moan at the thought of the Kiwami Ten Double Impact, the industrial strength vibrator that first brought us together and that still comes out now and then when Frank and I play together. Ronda, the Lucky Fierce Vibes hostess who introduced me to most of the best toys when we lived in the city, was wary of my interest in it — she thought it might be too much power, even for someone with my insatiable drive. And she wasn't wrong — that thing is incredibly powerful! — but I'm also glad I took the chance.

"The Kiwami would kill me," I gasp. "I'm so turned on right now, I'd probably explode."

"I can't think of a better way to go," Frank says with a chuckle, tickling the buds tangled in my bush while he gives the chain a tug.

"You could make me come, Frank," I say, my voice low and conspiratorial. "I wouldn't tell Lee, it would be our little secret. Just one little orgasm, that's all I want ..."

"One always leads to another with you," Frank says. He unclips one of the clamps, making me shake uncontrollably for a few seconds, and then sucks my liberated nipple with his soft, warm lips. "And then another," he says, "and another, and ..."

"Fine," I say. "Just a few little orgasms. I'm so close, Frank, I'm so fucking close ..."

"Are you trying to tempt me into breaking the rules, Dorothy?" Frank asks in a stern voice. My belly tightens at the change of his tone — I like this tone very much ...

"Yes."

"Don't you think that's naughty, Dorothy?"

"Yes. Very, very naughty." My breathing is sharp and fast in anticipation of receiving Frank's punishment.

"Naughty girls get spanked, Dorothy," Frank says, unclipping the other clamp and then smacking the side of my breast with the flat of his hand. I groan at the splendid agony. "Do you want to be spanked, Dorothy?"

"Yes," I gasp, my lips parted and flecked with saliva. "Yes, Frank, I think I deserve to be spanked."

#

The spanking, alas, was not enough to send me over the edge, as delightful as it was. While I bent over the table, my dress thrown above my waist to expose my bare ass, Frank paddled me first with his bare hand and then with a long wooden ruler from the lost and found bin. The ruler, I noted with some amusement, was advertising Deacon's carpentry shop. My stinging ass brought some relief to my buzzing pussy, though, if only by distraction.

After he felt I had learned my lesson, Frank soothed my stinging flesh with kisses and with a soft, creamy balm he produced from his pocket. It smelled of milk and mint and felt cool and refreshing on my burning skin. The hands that had been so rough and forceful while he meted out my punishment were tender and kind when Frank allayed my suffering.

"Will you come by the post office on Monday afternoon?" Frank asks after he straightens my dress and kisses my cheek.

"That depends," I say. "Will there be any silly 'rules' we have to follow?"

"No rules," Frank says. "Lady's prerogative."

"Then I shall mark my calendar," I say, tilting his chin toward me with my fingertips and placing a light kiss on his lips.

And then I open the door of the lost and found shack just a crack, look up and down Enterprise Drive, and step back out into the fair.


Chapter 8


"Do you feel like dancing?"

The text from Lee comes at a timely moment. I'm approaching the bandstand — a large white gazebo at the end of Enterprise Drive — and the air is filled with the bright, snappy sounds of a swing band. It's hard not to dance along to "It Don't Mean a Thing," even if you feel a little sting every time your cotton dress brushes your well-spanked ass.

"Maybe," I reply as I shimmy my way toward the band.

The area around the grandstand is full of people dancing, mostly in couples, though there are a few single people like me swaying to the beat, too. Some of the couples are really good, going through all the Lindy Hop moves, but even the ones who are stumbling clumsily and not quite on the beat are having a great time. The bandstand itself is packed with musicians in black tuxes, their instruments shining in the early afternoon sun.

I'm almost to the bandstand when I feel an arm slip around my waist and a voice whispers in my ear, "Can I have this dance, ma'am?"

I look back and see Jeff, Conor's stepbrother, his handsome face split by a wide grin and his black, curly hair shining in the late summer sun. He's not as tall nor as broad as Conor, and has a quieter, softer demeanor than his Greek god stepbrother, but Jeff is certainly no wilting flower. When given the opportunity, he can be quite a dynamo indeed, and my belly flutters at the memory of the special afternoon we shared earlier this summer.

"Dance with you, sir? A lady like me?" I say, turning in his arms to face him. "Aren't you afraid of causing a scandal?"

"That's exactly what I'm hoping to cause, Mrs. Warren," Jeff says. His dark eyes flash as he pulls me closer.

"In that case," I say, "let's be outrageous."

#

Jeff is a surprisingly good dancer; indeed, he borders on great, confidently leading me around the patio in front of the bandstand with one hand resting lightly on my hip and the other holding my fingertips. He twirls and turns me, making my dress flare and my auburn hair sway. He's not flashy like a few of the men here — there's one decked out in a full zoot suit, a red feather in his slouch hat, who puts on quite a show — but he knows how to give a gal a thrill with his repertoire of tuck turns, fluid spins, and close cuddles. When he dips me at the end of the song, my cheeks are flushed and my heart is fluttering.

"I thought I knew all your tricks, Jeff Nelson," I say, panting a little as I lean into him and the next song starts up.

"Oh, you only sampled my horizontal moves before now," Jeff says with a wink, taking my elbow and sending me out in a twirl before pulling me back. "I'm no slouch when I'm vertical, too."

"I should say!"

He leads me around the patio again, weaving us through the other dancers, spinning me in tasteful little moves that set my heart racing. His moves that afternoon with Conor, tangled in the sheets, were tasteful, too, and I can't help but recall the way the two of them passed me back and forth, wordless in their choreography of my delight.

"Mind if I cut in?"

An unfamiliar voice snaps me out of my reveries, and I look over Jeff's shoulder at the taller, light-haired man standing behind him. It takes a moment for me to recognize him: it's Dave, another of Lee's crew who has worked on our grounds a few times this summer. He helped Jeff and Conor set up our sprinkler system, which I used to good effect to lure the Nelson stepbrothers to my lair where I helped them fulfill their filthiest fantasy. I hadn't had a chance to sample Dave's charms, though he certainly drew my eye when I was sitting on my porch watching the guys work.

Jeff gives a reluctant sigh, but then he smiles and says, "Sure, Dave, take Mrs. Warren for a spin."

#

I have to stifle a giggle when I see Dave's outfit. Unlike Jeff, who's wearing his green Randolph Landscaping t-shirt, jeans, and boots, Dave has come dressed to thrill: he has on a shiny white button-down shirt and silky, cream-colored parachute pants. On the pocket of the shirt is a martini glass holding a pinup girl, her bare legs dangling over the rim and a wicked smile on her crimson lips. He's wearing shiny black shoes that toss the sunlight in a swirling band of color when he steps around Jeff, takes me by the hands, and gives me a sudden overhead spin.

While the band plays a fast rendition of "Take the 'A' Train," Dave swings me through all the stations. He's lithe and quick and energetic, and I'm panting as I struggle to keep up with him.

"Take pity on me!" I gasp as he twirls me, my hand stretched high over my head and my dress fanning out around my thighs. "I've had a busy morning!"

"So I've heard," he says with a sly wink that makes me blush. And I don't often blush ...

He dips me deep on the closing chord, and I suddenly feel hands on my arms pulling me around and back to my feet. Jeff is there again, pulling me close and spinning me out, as the thundering beat of "Sing, Sing, Sing" starts up. He whisks me away across the pavement, and I catch sight of Dave hurrying after us.

Soon they're spinning me back and forth between them, twirling and catching and releasing and catching me again, making me dizzy and unsteady but perfectly delighted to be their plaything. I lose sight of the bandstand as they spin me into a space between tents and buildings, and suddenly their hands are grasping and groping me through my dress.

They're both close now, their hips pressing into me, their breath hot and sweet on my neck and throat as they lean in to kiss and caress me, taking turns at my lips and ears and cheeks. My hand brushes the smooth silk of Dave's pants, and I feel the distinctive bulge of his erection tenting the material. Jeff presses against my ass, and I feel his stiffness, too, through his jeans.

"It looks like you've got me trapped," I gasp, my breasts — nipples still a little tender from Frank's clamps — pressing against Dave's chest. "What do you intend to do to me?"

"Whatever me want to do," Jeff purrs in my ear. My belly tightens and I close my eyes, remembering how Jeff and Conor had their way with me earlier in the summer. Can I hope for similar treatment from Jeff and Dave?

"I suppose it's pointless for me to resist, then," I say. Resistance is the farthest thing from my mind; absolute surrender is far more appealing.

"You should definitely give in and let us drive," Dave says. His hands slide over my hip and tug at my dress while Jeff's hands reach around to cup my breasts. My nipples tingle against the thin cotton of my dress as they stiffen into his palms.

"Are you going to drive me someplace nice?" I ask. "Because I keep asking for a nice long ride to paradise, if you catch my drift ..."

Jeff laughs and pinches my nipples. "You know the rules," Jeff says.

Dave has lifted my dress above my hip and his fingers are gently tickling my bare, no-doubt-glowing ass. "We can make you feel good — but not too good ..."

I sigh in exasperation, but still relax into their caresses, my body trembling with anticipation that I know will lead to disappointment.

#

Lucky for them, I'm at the point now where I'm almost too turned on to come. I should have gone right over the edge when Jeff knelt behind me, his lips pressing against my ass and his fingers stroking the edge of my folds, while Dave knelt in front of me, his tongue tracing lazy circles around my throbbing nub. Any other day, being worshipped by these two eager young men would have me howling through a raging climax; but I'm so wound up, so tense from sitting on the edge for so long, that all I can do is whimper.

The same is certainly not true for Dave and Jeff, though. When I free one cock and then the other from its fabric prison, I'm treated immediately to their sticky, weeping tips leaking musky trails of pre-cum. I kneel between them, my dress hiked to my belly, and work on their cocks in turn, stroking and licking as they tremble under my caresses. Dave's eyes roll back as his face turns toward the sky, and Jeff pants and moans.

Dave comes first, his cum suddenly arcing across my cheek and splattering against my neck. I catch his next pulse in my mouth, taking his cock between my lips and cradling his balls as he shivers and groans. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Jeff stroking his shaft, his eyes fixed on his friend's quivering length as he empties himself down my throat, and I barely have time to release Dave and take Jeff into my mouth before his salty burst erupts.

My ears are filled with the roar of blood in my ears, and the last notes of "In the Mood" rising from the bandstand hidden from view behind the tents. I gulp down as much of Jeff's cum as I can, but some overflows past my lips and dribbles into the dusty ground between my knees.


Chapter 9


"You need to cool off, baby"

I laugh when I see Lee's text. He's right, of course: I do need to cool off. Sweat beads my forehead and makes my dress stick to my skin, and I'm starting to feel dehydrated — it seems that Dave's and Jeff's musky loads didn't go very far in quenching my thirst. I'm making way through the crowd on Enterprise Drive, heading toward the midway and, I hope, my ultimate release on the top of the Ferris wheel, though it's still just afternoon. There's a lemonade stand ahead that beckons to me with the promise of sweet and tangy relief, and I'm making my way toward it when Lee sends me another message, this one with a picture attached.

"Where's that?" I reply after looking at the photo of a squat yellow building with a black and white sign over a pair of white barn doors proclaiming "BUTTER" in tall block letters.

"Not far from the bandstand," he answers, "on the way to the Ferris wheel"

"Can't we just cut to the Ferris wheel?" I text, stepping into the lemonade stand's line. The pink strawberry lemonade looks especially enticing. "I'd like to get that part of the adventure started now please"

"Not yet baby — it's got to be dark," comes his text, with a moon emoji attached.

"Fine so I'm supposed to go to some butter building?"

"Ask for Jean-Claude, he'll be happy I sent you — and so will you!"

#

The pink strawberry lemonade is just as refreshing as I hoped it would be. While I certainly enjoyed Dave's and Jeff's releases when they happened, their thick, warm, salty cum coating my tongue as I swallowed them down, the aftertaste was far less pleasant. The lemonade has just the right mix of sweet and sour, and it pours icy cold down my throat as I sip at the straw.

The "BUTTER" building is a little more than halfway to the midway. In addition to the white doors and sign, it also has a big picture window facing the path. I step up to it to look inside, and I take in a surprised gasp at what I see on the other side of the glass. Arrayed like exhibitions in a museum are several statues that appear to carved from blocks of solid butter: a pair of cavorting satyrs, a stunning copy of the Venus de Milo, an exquisitely detailed Ferris wheel.

I push the doors open and am struck by a blast of chilly air that raises goosebumps on my bare arms and makes my nipples stiffen under my dress. It's like walking into a giant refrigerator, which I suppose makes sense: those beautiful butter sculptures would quickly turn to golden puddles on the floor if subjected to the noonday sun. What's comfortable for blocks of butter isn't necessarily comfortable for me, though, and I cross my arms over my chest and shiver as I walk toward the display area.

There's a woman in a white apron and paper hat standing near the entry to the exhibition, and I walk up to her as I glance back at the text Lee sent.

"Excuse me," I say, "I'm looking for ... Jean-Claude?"

The woman rolls her eyes and sighs.

"Everyone's looking for Jean-Claude," she says with an exasperated sigh. "Are you a reporter, or just a groupie?"

"Excuse me?"

"Jean-Claude is a very busy man," she says, "and he doesn't have time for interruptions. If you don't have an appointment, then I'll have to ask you to move along."

"An appointment? Um ... I don't ... Lee Randolph sent me," I say. "I'm Dorothy Warren?"

The woman lets out a long breath and fishes in her apron pocket for her phone. Her fingers tap the screen, and then she slips it back in her pocket and says, "If you have an appointment, he'll come out. If not ... well, you can just move along, please?"

No sooner has she spoken than a door on the opposite end of the gallery of butter sculptures swings open with a bang and a large, broad-shouldered, black-haired man in a white smock steps into the room. His hair is disheveled, and his smock is covered with greasy stains. He waves his hands as he marches toward us, and I see that they're shiny and slippery with some sort of grease.

"You are Madame Warren?" he exclaims with an almost comically thick French accent. "The one who is l'amoureuse of Monsier Randolph? I am Jean-Claude."

"I ... um ... oui?" I stammer, long dormant memories of high school French class clattering to life. Un, deux, trois ... j'habite à Milhawket, a crazy voice in my head announces.

"Come, come, come with me, Madame!" Jean-Claude cries as he reaches out a hand for my arm. His fingers are slippery on my skin, and the smell of fresh butter rises from him as he steps closer. "Come to my studio, Madame, we have not a moment to lose!"

#

The room Jean-Claude pulls me into is even colder than the gallery, and I let out a little cry when the chilly air caresses my bare skin. He drapes an arm over my shoulders and guides me to a stool in the corner, saying, "Asseyez-vous!"

I sit, hunched over and shivering, tucking my knees to my chest and pulling the hem of my dress down to my feet. Jean-Claude makes a clucking noise with his tongue and shakes his head, then crosses the room to retrieve a metal cart with a giant block of butter sitting on it. The top half of the block has been smoothed and shaped into what appears to be a mannequin's head and shoulders, the beginning of a buttery bust emerging from the creamy mass.

"It is you," says Jean-Claude, gesturing at the half-carved block, "or it will be soon. Please, your top, take it down."

I shake my head and pull my knees in tighter.

"It's too cold," I say through chattering teeth.

"Please — it is for the art."

I shake my head again and hug my knees.

"Your amoureux, Monsieur Randolph, he says you have the most beautiful — what is the word? — the most beautiful teats."

I almost snort my laugh.

"I think you mean tits," I say, "teats are on cows."

"Yes, yes, the tits," Jean-Claude says, "Monsieur Randolph is most impressed at the beauty of your tits. They would be a magnificent subject for my sculpture de beurre, n'est-ce pas?"

"You want to sculpt my tits in butter?"

"Oui! I thought to myself when I saw you in the gallery, Monsieur Randolph has impeccable taste, the curve of your tits beneath your dress, the flow of your hair over your shoulders, the regal shape of your — what is the word, your ass? Madame Warren, you were born to be carved in butter!"

"That's ... quite the compliment, I think," I say, smiling despite my trembling lips, "but it's too cold, Jean-Claude, my poor tits will freeze right off!"

"Nonsense!" he exclaims, his hands moving to the hem of his smock. "See, I shall undress first," he says as he lifts his smock over his head and tosses it on the floor.

His broad, olive-shaded chest has a shock of black hair stretching across its width and then dipping down in a trail to the waist of his loose white trousers. Jean-Claude's dark nipples stiffen in the cold, and I see his belly — softer than Lee's, the swell suggesting that Jean-Claude enjoys his butter for more than just sculpting — shiver for a moment. He places his hands on his hip and smiles down at me.

"And now you, Madame Warren," he says. "Let me see your tits."

I shake my head again, but I feel a desire to disrobe despite the cold. My nipples press almost uncomfortably against the cotton fabric of my dress.

"Please! The world needs a sumptuous butter carving of your magnificent tits, and I am the artist to bring it to fruition."

I laugh and say, "You have a very high opinion of your butter sculptures, Jean-Claude."

"The high opinion is earned, Madame Warren — I travel the world shaping the most glorious things in creamy butter, the greatest dairy sculptor who ever has lived. And to carve your tits, that would be a great honor for us both. Please, Madame, think of the art."

Jean-Claude takes a step toward me and places a slippery finger on the strap of my dress. His hand is warm despite the chilly air, and strong. It slips along the strap, pulling it over my shoulder.

"Alright," I say with a sigh, "I suppose there's no great art without great suffering."

"At last!" he exclaims, reaching with his other hand to slip the second strap over my shoulder and slowly peel the top of my dress down until my stiff nipples peek over the fabric.

His thumb brushes one as he pulls my dress down to my waist, and I have to bite my lip to keep myself from crying out. Jean-Claude circles me, his butter-slick fingers trailing over my shoulders and back. He cups my breasts in his palm as if testing their weight, then stretches my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers — gentler than Frank was with his nipple clamps, but still enough to send a rush of desire through my body.

"Monsieur Randolph was correct," says Jean-Claud, a smile curving his lips, "they are truly the most splendid tits I have seen or touched."

#

After a while, I get used to the cold. Jean-Claude works quickly, using a wooden knife and his bare fingers to scrape away butter from the block on the metal cart. His eyes are on me — well, on my breasts — the entire time, and I watch in wonder as my likeness emerges in creamy gold under his deft hands.

My nipples are almost achingly stiff, and I close my eyes, imagining Frank's clips opening and closing on them, Jean-Claude's hands feeling their shape, Deacon's warm mouth licking fresh cream from them. I want reach up and touch them, flick them with my thumbs, but when I move my hands, Jean-Claude shakes his head and gently pushes them to my lap.

"Please, mon chéri, do not move," he admonishes. His fingers circle my nipples and I let out a moan at his touch. "Your tits, they are so lovely."

I squirm on my stool, fists clenched in my lap. Jean-Claude's gentle touches make me tremble, and suddenly I want his hands all over my body. I want to feel his strong touch on my hips, I want to feel his fingers creeping over my ass, pushing my thighs apart, seeking the warmth of my core. My nipples glisten where his buttery hands left their slippery trail; I want to be bathed in butter and then licked clean ...

"The art, it excites you," Jean-Claude says with a wink. "As it does me."

"Touch me again," I gasp. "Please."

Jean-Claude laughs and steps back to the sculpture. He has carved the waves of my hair, the curve of my lip, the swell of my breasts; the nipples on the butter bust stand out just as hard and prominent as my own, and I can see an expression of frustrated desire on my likeness's face.

"There is no medium as sensual as le beurre," Jean-Claude says, "so soft and creamy, so sweet and rich."

He drags his pinky between the statues breasts, then steps back, his eyes darting between the sculpture and me. His smiles as he steps toward me, extending his buttery pinky toward my lips, and I reach out with my tongue to lick it clean — sweet and rich, but salty, too. I draw his finger between my lips and suck.

"Voilà!" Jean-Claude proclaims. "She is finished, the sculpture of your tits! Do you like?"

"I like very much," I say, releasing his pinky.

I lick down the side of his hand, tasting more creamy, sweet, salty butter. Jean-Claude steps closer and tangles his fingers in my hair, guiding my mouth past his wrist and up his arm. He bends down to lick my lips, pulling my face against his. I run my fingers along his bare chest, delighting in the tickle of the stiff black hairs on my palms and collecting slippery butter on my skin as they slide down over his belly and rest against his hips.

My hands leave greasy marks on Jean-Claude's white trousers as I run my hands down the front, feeling the throbbing erection inside. He fondles my breasts as I tug at the buttons and release his cock into the chilly air; it rises toward his belly, strong and pulsing, and he lets out a moan when I wrap my hands around his shaft.

"I'm a little bit of an artist myself, you know," I say as I run my thumb around the ridge of the head and squeeze my way up and down his length.

"Really?" Jean-Claude whispers. His thumb flicks against my stiff nipple.

"Anything can be done artistically if approached with attention to detail."

I pull him closer, letting his slippery shaft nestle between my bare breasts. He moves his hips, pushing his shaft against the soft swell of my tits as I press them together, encasing his cock in my flesh. He reaches down to gently twist my nipples, sending buzzing jolts through me.

When he releases his cum, Jean-Claude groans, head thrown back. His seed splashes hot and sticky against my cold skin and trickles down my breasts, running in a buttery mess between them.


Chapter 10


When I emerge into the fair, I'm surprised at how dark the sky has grown since I went into Jean-Claude's chilly studio. I fish my phone out of my purse and see that it's almost seven o'clock.

The warm breeze feels good on my skin after my time modeling for Jean-Claude. After he bathed my tits in his cum, he washed me with a soft, warm cloth and had his assistant bring me buttery croissants. He licked the crumbs from my lips as he pulled my dress top back up over my breasts, and thanked me for making his buttery masterpiece possible.

I'm making my way to the midway, drawn to the Ferris wheel's bright lights like a lustful moth, when the phone in my hand buzzes with a text from Lee. Maybe he's done, and ready to deliver on his promise of fucking me on the Ferris wheel? My pussy tingles in anticipation as I tap the screen.

"Boo"

"Boo yourself," I tap in reply. "Meet me at the Ferris wheel?"

"Not yet baby, still wrapping some stuff up — soon soon soon"

"Not soon enough," I answer with a frowny face emoji. "I need some serious attention"

"And you'll get it"

"So what do I do while I wait?"

"Boo"

"Not a useful answer"

"More useful than you know! Go to the Haunted Castle, I'll meet you on the other side"

#

The Haunted Castle is a tall, rickety-looking facade attached to a flat-roofed building on the edge of the midway. Plywood ghosts and bats hang on the turrets painted to look like stone, and a witch mannequin leans over the parapets with a green face and crooked hat. An old sound effects record plays from loudspeakers near the ticket booth: ghostly moans, rattling chains, cackling laughs, the occasional scream. It's silly and campy rather than scary, which is fine by me — I'm not a big haunted house fan.

A woman in a witch costume, the long, stringy green hair of her wig hanging over her shoulders, guides me to the door at the top of a ramp between the ticket booth and the haunted castle. A few other guests are shuffling through the entrance, and I hurry to fall in line.

Just before I cross the threshold, the witch grips my shoulder and leans in close enough for her long plastic nose to bump against my ear.

"When they turn left," the witch whispers, "you turn right. And don't peek!"

#

My eyes adjust slowly to the darkness inside the Haunted Castle. I bump into the man in front of me, apologize, and turn around to look behind me. The door to the fair outside is shut, and the faint glow of fading daylight creeping under the door is the only light. The air is stuffy and close, but I feel goosebumps rising up my arms.

Light suddenly flares in the darkness when a chandelier above our heads bursts to life, and a clap of thunder sounds through loudly. I jump, heart racing, and then giggle at myself. I can see that we're in a small room with a door at the far end, beside which stands a man in a skeleton costume holding a lantern beside his plastic skull face. There are a half-dozen people — teens for the most part, and a couple of middle-aged adults — standing in the space.

"Good evening," the skeleton intones, "and welcome to the Haunted Castle. I am Doctor Bones, and I will be your guide on our tour. Please step this way."

He pushes the door beside him open, revealing a hallway lit by flame-shaped sconces on the wall. We start toward the door, the teens giggling and whispering among themselves, with the skeleton standing watchfully beside it with his lantern held aloft.

I'm bringing up the rear, and about to step over the threshold, when the skeleton grabs me by the arm and holds the lantern over my head. I freeze in place, heart racing, and look into the dark eyes behind the mask.

"Are you Mrs. Warren?" he asks in a whisper.

"Yes," I croak. My throat is dry and my palms are sweating; I glance behind me, hoping to see a way out, but I can no longer see the exit door.

"You go this way," the skeleton says. He pushes open a door behind him and pulls me toward it. "We have a special tour planned for you."

#

The door slams shut behind me, plunging me again into darkness, and I gasp in surprise. I turn and rattle the knob, but it's locked; I push and pull, making the door shake, but it refuses to budge.

When I feel hands on the back of my neck, I open my mouth to scream, but a hand clamps down over my lips, stifling my cry. I try to turn around, but an arm wrapped across my chest holds me fast. When I kick backwards, I lose my balance, and whoever is holding me lifts me off my feet, bracing me against a broad, hard chest.

"Are you going to put up a fight all night?" a gravelly voice hisses in my ear. "Because we do like a good fight now and then, but it might be more fun for you if you just relax ..."

My heart is racing, and I squirm against the figure behind me, my feet flailing uselessly inches above the floor. His hand releases my mouth and wraps around my waist, squeezing my breath out in ragged gasps until I dangle limp in his grasp.

"Much better, Dorothy," the voice says, taking on a deeper, sweeter tone.

He lowers me slowly to my feet again, though my knees buckle a little when my feet reach the floor. The arm that was crushing my breasts releases its grip, and I feel a big hand slide across my tits, squeezing them through my dress. I let out a sigh and collapse back against the solid pillar behind me. His chin rests against the top of my head as his hands roam up and down my body, gently stroking me through my dress.

"Who are you?" I croak.

"We don't need to share our names, Dorothy," the deep, rumbling voice says. "We know who you are and what you need, and that will be enough for now."

#

My eyes are slowly becoming adjusted to the darkness — I can make out the shape of his hands when I look down, large and long-fingered and painted green, and I can see feet wearing heavy black boots on either side of me. The fingers of his left hand have tugged the hem of my dress up my thigh, and he's brushing bare skin between my hip and my knee, his weight leaning into me, bending me forward.

"Welcome to the Haunted Castle's secret dungeon, Dorothy," a woman's voice says in the darkness beside me.

I turn my head and see a shape emerging from the shadows, stepping slowly toward me. I can make out the tall, peaked witch's hat, and the long plastic nose as she gets closer; I'm pretty sure it's the witch who guided me to the entrance after I bought my ticket. But she's no longer wearing the long, black cloak she had on outside — instead, I see bare, pale skin in the darkness, draped in silvery gossamer cobwebs that cling to her hips and breasts.

"What's going on?" I pant.

My breath is fast and shallow, the touch of the man behind me making my skin feel hot and tingly. He's pressing hard against me now, his weight bending me toward the approaching witch, and he's lifting my dress up above my ass.

"Just a little playtime before we release you to the Ferris wheel," the witch says. She stops in front of me and takes my face in her long-fingered hands. "Though maybe you'll decide to stay and play with us instead."

The witch bends down and turns my face up to hers. Her long plastic nose brushes my cheek as her lips press hard against mine, her long, supple tongue dancing across my teeth. I gasp into her mouth when the man behind me brushes a hand down my naked ass and then pulls me against him. I can feel the bulge in his pants pulse.

The man behind me suddenly reaches for my chin and pulls me back, and something covers my eyes. What was dim is abruptly pitch black, a scratchy blindfold pulled tight against my eyes.

"No peeking," the witch whispers as she pulls away from my lips.

#

In the darkness, there is only the sensation of hands caressing my body, and the sound of heavy breathing, and not just my own. The man behind me pants into my ear as he lifts my dress above my hips and runs a heavy hand up my bare belly. The witch makes little gasping sounds when her fingers slide up the inside of my thigh and brush my flower-woven thatch.

Suddenly I feel ticklish lips on my knee, and I let out a surprised cry — they clearly don't belong to the witch, whose mouth is sucking softly at my collarbone, nor to the man behind me, who is breathing heavily in my ear.

"Hush," the man behind says, putting his hand across my mouth and pulling me against him. "This is a secret dungeon, Dorothy; we can't have you drawing attention to us ..."

The lips on my knee make their way up the inside of my thigh, planting light kisses on my sensitive skin. I can feel warm breath against my delicate folds. I reach a hand down, surprised to find a furry tangle of matted hair beneath my fingers. The lips make their way across my mound and then down my other thigh, and I groan in frustration — I want those lips wrapped around the pulsing, needy nub throbbing above my slit.

"You're pretty worked up, Dorothy," the witch says. Her fingers have pulled one strap down my shoulder and she's reaching into the top of my dress to cup and squeeze my tits. My nipples ache to be pinched and sucked, and I push my chest against her.

"I guess you've been getting some interesting treatment," the man behind growls.

"How ... how do you know?" I gasp. The mouth below my waist is licking and sucking at my thighs now, teeth grazing my flesh, and I quiver at the sensations coursing through me.

"Word travels fast around the fair," says the witch. Her long fingers circle one throbbing nipple, and her mouth swallows the groan that involuntarily escapes my lips.

"We want your first trip to the fair to be memorable," the man behind me says. His hand has slipped over the curve of mass and between my legs, and his thumb is sliding through my folds, gently parting my pussy lips. I can feel my nectar flowing over his fingers and down my thigh, where the hot, questing tongue on my legs laps at my dewy trickles.

Whoever — whatever? — is kneeling in front of me suddenly licks a long line across my folds while the man behind me pries me open with his fingers. I feel warm breath on my cunt and thick fingers pushing into my channel, slowly moving in and out, pulling my juices down with each stroke.

The fingers disappear, and I groan again into the witch's mouth in disappointment. But almost as abruptly, I'm filled again, and that is most definitely not a finger pushing my sopping pussy open. The man behind me grasps my shoulders, pulling me backward, and slams against me with a grunt, his thick cock pulsing in my depths.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, seeing flashing lights behind the coarse blindfold. He slams into me again, almost knocking me over, the slap of his thighs against my ass ringing in the darkness. A delicate tongue flicks across my pulsing clit, making me groan.

The witch strokes my hair and kisses my cheek, her plastic nose bumping my ear, while the man behind me fucks me with long, steady strokes. My pussy pulses around the thick, veiny shaft inside me. Every stroke pushes me higher, closer to release, lifting me on a wave of pleasure that makes my body sing.

"She's getting close," the witch whispers. The man grunts, his fingers digging into my hips as he pumps harder. "Make sure you don't let her come."

And I am getting close, the steady fucking and delicate licking making me pulse all over. I bite my lip, afraid that crying out will let the witch know how very close I am; if I can hold it in just a little longer I can get past the tipping point where nothing can hold back the flood of my climax.

"Don't you dare," the witch says sharply; I can't tell if she's speaking to me or the man fucking me, whose breathing has grown ragged and thrusts deeper. I squeeze my eyes closed under my blindfold so tightly that a tear trickles down my cheek, and I clench my jaw until my neck aches. I'm so close ...

The man lets out a roar and pulls his cock free of my grasping cunt. I feel his hot seed splash against my thigh, and then the tongue that was so delightfully teasing my clit is running up my leg to catch the dribbling ribbon of cum. My body buzzes, so close to release that I can feel the waves of pleasure creeping up from my feet and down from my belly, but the feeling fizzles, my relief snatched from my grasp once again. I fall forward into the witch's arms, trembling and sobbing, barely able to stand.


Chapter 11


The lights of the midway dazzle my eyes when I stumble out of the Haunted Castle's back door. I glance back to see my three lovers clearly for the first time — the gossamer-webbed witch, with her hat slightly askew; a grinning Frankenstein's monster, a scarlet blush visible under his green face paint; and, kneeling between them, a gray-furred werewolf, his mask tipped back to reveal a smiling face with glistening lips. I raise my hand in an awkward wave, and the strange trio all raise their hands in response. And then I turn toward the lights of the Ferris wheel, my body aching for the release Lee has promised at its pinnacle.

The setting sun throws a warm, orange glow across the fairgrounds. Between the Haunted Castle and the Ferris wheel is a long line of carnival games: ring tosses and target shoots, ping-pong ball throws and whack-a-mole tables. The ringing, clacking sounds and flashing lights are heightened by my state of aggravated arousal, and I feel a little dizzy as I trip along the path, my eyes darting about in search of Lee.

"Hey, baby."

Lee's warm, rumbling voice is suddenly in my ear. His arm moves around my waist from behind, and I collapse back against him, legs like rubber. His hands squeeze my hips and his mouth presses against my neck, and I let out a long, deep sigh.

"Have you had a good day at the fair?" Lee asks, his voice muffled in my hair as he nuzzles me.

All I can do in response is sigh and push back into him. His warmth and strength envelope me, and his musky scent fills my head. If he keeps nuzzling my hair and stroking my hips, I might just come right here on the midway, I'm so abuzz with arousal.

"Maybe I should give you a ride home?" he whispers. His fingers creep up along my belly, pausing just below my tender, tingling breasts. "You seem pretty tired, out in the sun all day and walking around these crowds ..."

"Fuck no," I gasp, finding my dry, croaking voice at last. "You made a promise, Lee Randolph, and you're going to keep it!"

#

"You're sure you don't want me to win you the giant teddy bear?" Lee asks as I drag him by the hand past the games and toward the Ferris wheel. "I'm pretty good with a baseball."

"You know what I want," I huff, my pussy tingling with every step we take toward the Ferris wheel, the tall, bright symbol of my release.

"I take it that everyone followed the rules, then?"

There's a mocking tone in his voice, and I look back to see a broad grin on his handsome face.

"Your fucking rules, Lee, are going to drive me insane."

"Good," he says. "I was worried you'd be too worn out for us to have a little fun this evening."

I come to a stop near the line for Ferris wheel tickets, and turn to face Lee, my hands on his chest.

"I'm going to come so fucking hard," I hiss, standing on my toes so my face is almost level with his, "that they'll record the tremors in the next county."

#

I'm fidgety and tense in the line, hopping from foot to foot. Lee keeps his hand on my back, sliding between my shoulders and the curve of my ass. He seems perfectly at ease, smiling as he looks around the midway.

"What was your favorite attraction at the fair?" Lee asks.

His fingers are at the base of my spine, gently massaging me through my dress; his touch is intoxicating, making my head spin. Images of my busy day spin through my mind — sucking Conor's cock behind the corn dog stand, Candy weaving flowers into my hair, Frank clamping my nipples at the lost and found, Jeff and Dave spinning me past the bandstand, Jean-Claude's cock sliding between my butter-slick breasts, my three strange lovers at the Haunted Castle. To think that was all in one day, and that the day isn't even over yet!

"Dancing," I sigh at last. "It was all a lot of fun, but the dancing was the best."

When we finally reach the front of the line, the attendant — a middle-aged man in a Milhawket County Fair t-shirt and blue Wasconaway Wildcats cap — takes me hand and guides me to the swinging wooden seat. While I smoothe my dress over my knees, Lee whispers something into the man's ear; I see a flash of a smile on the attendant's face. Lee takes his seat beside me, and the attendant drops the metal bar across our thighs and pins it in place.

"What did you say to him?" I ask Lee as the wheel starts to move. We're turning clockwise, rising backward along the wheel's circumference, the seat swaying lazily.

"Just letting him know we want to catch the fireworks at the top," he says, bending down to kiss the top of my head.

#

We're about halfway up when Lee's hand on my knee starts to slide toward my thigh, dragging my dress along with it. I let out a sigh and lean back in the seat, letting my thighs fall open. His fingers gently squeeze and caress, sending sparks up my spine. I let out a little moan when his fingers tickle me through my dress, his thumb in the crease where my thigh meets my hip, and he leans in to give me a kiss.

When we reach the top of the wheel, he slides the hem of my dress past my knee and leans across me to slip his other hand under the fabric. His fingers dance over my knee and up the inside of my thigh, and I moan when they approach the warm, wet, aching core of my need. But then the wheel starts to descend again, our seat clearly visible from below, and Lee pulls his hand back to his lap and smooths my dress over my knees again.

"Oh fuck, Lee," I gasp. "I need it so bad ..."

"I know you do, baby," Lee says, throwing an arm over my shoulder and pulling me tight. "That was the whole plan."

On our second ascent, Lee's hands grow bolder. He pulls the hem of my dress across my thighs and slides his hand between my legs, his fingers finding and parting my folds. I fall back against the seatback, mouth open and eyes closed, and let out a quiet groan.

"Feels like Candy gave you that bouquet," he whispers in my ear when his thumb grazes over my mound and plays across the flowers tangled in my bush.

"Uh huh," I croak, sliding my ass toward the edge of the seat and tugging at my dress until the hem rises toward my belly. "See?"

"It's beautiful," Lee says, looking down at my coppery thatch. Some of the flowers have come loose, stems broken and buds caught in my curls, but the blue, white, and pink colors are still vibrant in my tangles and sparkle in the Ferris wheel's lights.

We've reached the top of the Ferris wheel, and the machinery grinds and clanks to a stop, our seat still swaying. Lee cups my breast in the hand that's thrown across my shoulder, while he drags the fingers of the other hand through my folds, coaxing my nectar out into the night air. His thumb finds my throbbing nub and draws lazy circles around it and drawing more moans from my lips. With one thumb prodding and stroking my stiff nipple through my dress and the other caressing my aching clit, Lee has me on a glide path to orgasm. My breathing is quick and shallow, my belly tight, my head spinning as I lean into his big, gentle hand.

And then the wheel lurches again and we start our descent. Lee tugs my dress down again, covering my flowered pussy. I look out over the midway, the lights blurry and bright, and gasp for air.

"Oh, fuck, Lee," I croak. "Fuck, I was so close ..."

He just laughs and pulls me closer. I rest my head on his chest as the wheel turns us toward the ground, my heart hammering in my chest.

On the next ascent, Lee opens my channel with his broad fingers. First one finger pushes into me, finding a sure, slippery path to my core, and then another joins it, opening me wide. When his thumb comes to rest on my clit, I raise my hips to his hand, and Lee begins to fuck me with long, steady strokes. He nuzzles my hair and squeezes my tit, and I surrender to the sensations, drifting on a wave that's rising from feet and lifting me toward the sky.

"I'm close," I gasp. My pussy clenches around his fingers, wet and hot. "I'm so close, Lee."

"I can feel it," he whispers. He turns his hand so his fingers can press into the hot, sensitive spot a few inches inside, the spot that has been aching all day for just this touch. "You're so wet, baby, so warm and soft ..."

I pull his face to mine, devouring his lips with my hungry mouth, shooting my tongue between his lips while his fingers fuck me with their steady rhythm. The wheel has stopped with us at the top again, but the seat is still swaying. I dig my fingers into Lee's neck and raise my hips, urging his hand to move deeper and faster, to bring me the release I crave.

And then the gears shudder again, and our seat is fall toward the ground as we ride the outside of the wheel. Lee sits up and pulls my dress down again, then puts his slick fingers into his mouth and grins at me.

"You taste delicious, baby," he says with a wink. "This is my favorite flavor of the fair."

"Oh, fuck," I groan. "Fuck, Lee, I was right there ..."

"I know, baby," he says. "I could feel you squeezing my fingers, it felt really good."

The next time we're ascending, I reach for Lee's belt while he pushes my dress up again. I pull the button open on his jeans and push my fingers inside, finding the hard, pulsing erection I tucked away at the landscaping booth. The velvety head throbs against my fingers, and I drag my thumb over the weeping tip. Lee moans and pushes his fingers into my wet and needy pussy.

I struggle with the zipper on Lee's jeans, and he shifts his hips to help me free his cock. It rises into the air, thick and shiny, and I wrap my hand around the shaft while Lee's fingers move fast and hard between my legs.

"Oh fuck, baby," Lee gasps, "your pussy is so wet."

I groan and lift my hips, my bare thighs making the metal bar on our laps rattle. Lee's fingers feel amazing inside me, touching the deep, aching parts of my pussy, but I crave more. I stroke his shaft, wishing it were buried to the hilt in my raging furnace, and Lee lets out a groan of his own.

The wheel shudders to a stop at the top again, sending out seat swaying. My knee bumps against the clasp holding the bar across our thighs, and I feel it rattle, giving me a little more range of motion when I push my hips toward Lee's hand. I keep one hand around his shaft and reach with the other toward the clasp against my knee. My fingers find the clip that holds it in place, and with a few fumbling tugs I pop it free. The bar rattles when my thigh pushes against it, and I'm able to turn toward Lee's deft, insistent fingers.

Lee lets out a cry when I suddenly throw my leg across his lap and straddle him, my hands gripping his shoulders. The chair lurches, swinging backward and forward, and Lee wraps an arm around my waist while he grasps the metal pole that holds our chair to the Ferris wheel's frame.

"Holy, shit, baby," he gasps, "you're going to get us killed."

"Then I'll die happy," I say, lifting my hips so his erection brushes against my quivering folds. "Happy and thoroughly fucked."

When I lower myself onto his cock, Lee lets out a moan. He grips my ass with one hand and pulls my dress up above my hips; the night air feels cool and soothing against my hot, sweaty skin. With my knees on the bench, spread wide over Lee's hips, I begin to slide up and down his shaft, making the chair sway and creak with every thrust.

Lee's mouth is hot and sweet against mine, his tongue pushing past my teeth in time with my rising and falling. His cock fills me completely, pulsing deep in my channel, and my clit brushes deliciously against his groin each time I drop against him. He squeezes my ass with one hand while he keeps a steady grip on the pole. I squeeze my eyes shut, feeling the tension between my legs building until my entire body is a throbbing, pulsing nerve.

I hear a thunderous roar in my ears, and for a second I think that the Ferris wheel has come free of its supports and is about to start rolling into the next county, just like Lee promised. My heart is racing, and my eyes fly open, certain that we're about to die. I hear another roar, and the sky behind our bench erupts into cascades of red and purple lights that burst into flowers and rain their flaming petals down onto the fair.

"Fireworks, baby," Lee gasps into my ear, rising to meet my thrusts, making the seat swing wildly under us. "Just for you, all for you ..."

The blazing colors of the fireworks bursting around us blur as my pussy clenches Lee's cock, pulsing along his length. My thighs quiver and my heart pounds and my belly tightens. I'm so turned on that I'm afraid I won't be able to come, that I'll be trapped on top of this wave, on top of this Ferris wheel, reaching forever but never quite grasping the release that my body craves.

But then it hits me with the force of a bomb, making me cry out with surprise and joy. My body shakes as my orgasm washes over me, and I dig my fingers into Lee's shoulders and ride him hard, careless of the seat's swaying. Another burst of red and yellow light washes over us, but I can't hear the fireworks explode over the roar that escapes my throat. My thighs press hard into Lee's hips and my clit flutters against his groin. Lee pulls me close and lets out his own cry, head thrown back as he shakes beneath me.

I'm just catching my breath, lying limp against Lee's chest, when the wheel lurches into motion again. I let out a little cry when the seat swings forward, and Lee helps me swing my leg back over and collapse once more onto the seat. I sit panting, my thigh still quivering against his hip, as the wheel turns us toward the midway, and the sky is alive with cascades of fiery color.


Chapter 12


Iwake to the sounds of birds and the smell of coffee, warm light spilling through the lace curtains. My arms and legs ache, and my head throbs — is it possible to have an orgasm hangover? I ask myself, grinning despite the discomfort.

After our wild fuck at the top of the Ferris wheel, with the fair's fireworks exploding in the sky around us, Lee helped me stumble away from the midway with a big smile on my face. I could feel his cum leaking down my thigh, and my dress was twisted around my legs, but I didn't care if I looked like a roughly fucked mess — the emphasis in my mind was on the fucked part, and I felt lightheaded and giddy after my release.

"How was your big day at the fair, baby?" Lee asked as we approached the gates.

"Pretty amazing," I sighed, resting my head on his shoulder.

"Are you ready to do it all again tomorrow?"

I laughed, lightly punching his chest.

"Only if I get to make the rules this time," I said. "But first I need to sleep."

Lee tossed my bike into his Randolph Landscaping van and drove me back to the farmhouse. I must have fallen asleep on the short ride, because my memories are fuzzy from there: staggering up the steps of the house with Lee's arm on my waist, fumbling with the lock on the door until Calvin opened it, the sound of laughter between Lee and Calvin as I stumbled into the house. I must have somehow made it upstairs to our bed, since that's where I've woken up, and I'm in my pink nightgown instead of my yellow sundress.

I lift the hem of my gown and look down. There are still a few flowers, crushed and battered, clinging to the tangles of my coppery bush: how they survived the pounding Lee gave me on the Ferris wheel is beyond my reckoning. I pluck a pink calcinia free and set it on the nightstand with plans to press it later as a momento of an amazing day at the fair.

When I make my way downstairs to the kitchen, I find Calvin sitting at the table, still in his boxers and t-shirt. He smiles at me over his phone and rises to fetch me a cup of coffee. The big bouquet Candy gave me is sitting in a jar on the kitchen counter, brilliant in a beam of morning light.

"Tell me about your day at the fair," he says as he sets the mug on the table and guides me into my seat. He kisses the top of my head and runs a hand along my shoulder as he circles the table and returns to his seat.

"Oh, where even to begin?" I say, lifting the coffee to my lips.

#

Before I've finished my first cup of coffee, the chronology of my day at the fair is a little muddled. Did I dance before or after Candy wove flowers into my thatch? Was the butter sculpture after the nipple clamps at the lost and found? Everything is a little confused, just a blur of pleasure and frustration mixed with the sights and sounds of the county fair.

Calvin hangs on my every word, though, no matter how tangled my story becomes. He prods me along with little comments and questions: "It sounds like Deacon is getting over his shyness;" "Are any of the flowers still attached?"; "Can we get any of these county fair deals Lee's offering, or are they just for new customers?"

When I get to the part about the Ferris wheel and fireworks, Calvin rises from his chair and stands behind me, hands on my shoulders. As I tell him about Lee's teasing touches as we circled the wheel, Calvin pull my auburn hair to the side and kisses my neck, his teeth gently grazing my skin. His hands move lower, over my collar bones and to tops of my breasts, his fingers pulling at my gown's thin material. My nipples stiffen when his thumbs circle them through my gown and I lean back in my chair and tilt my face toward Calvin, my lips parted to invite his kiss. But instead of leaning down to kiss me, Calvin pulls out his phone.

"Tell me more about the butter sculpture," he says, showing me a picture of Jean-Claude's rendition of my tits.

"How did you get this?" I ask, snatching his phone away. I swipe through a few more pictures of the sculpture: closeups of the nipples, golden caps on the creamy swell of butter; a picture of Jean-Claude posing behind the sculpture, as shirtless as when his cock was nestled between my tits; the sculpture on a white pillar in the gallery, "déesse du beurre" scrawled on a chalkboard at the base.

"I have connections," Calvin says with a laugh, plucking the phone from my fingers and dropping it onto the table. He leans down to nuzzle my neck, his warm lips making me tremble.

"I don't suppose you have other connections at the fair?" I ask. He's pulling the strap of my gown to the side and kissing a line along my shoulder.

"I might," he whispers in my ear. "I came up to Aunt Belinda's place for years to go to the fair; I even worked the cookie stand a few years when I was in college."

"You never told me that!"

"You never asked," he says, pushing the other strap down until my breasts slip free of my gown. He takes them in his palms and kneads gently, my nipples grown hard against his hands.

"So, does that mean you know all the secret places to fuck at the fair?" I ask. He's pushing my gown lower, past my sides, peeling me like an ear of corn. I lift my ass from the chair so he can slide the fabric past my hips.

"A few of them," he says, suddenly turning my chair. It makes a scraping sound on the floor as I spin to face him. My gown is stretched across my lap, my coppery bush tucked between my thighs. "Behind the bandstand was always good, or in the hayloft above the horse barn."

"The Haunted Castle?" I ask. He's kneeling in front of me, peeling my gown past my calves until it pools around my ankle.

Calvin untangles one foot from the puddle of fabric and lifts my leg, kissing his way up my thigh and past my knee before draping it over his shoulder. Then he presses his lips to my trembling belly and kisses his way lower, his tongue dragging slowly across my skin.

"Do you mean the secret dungeon?" he asks when he reaches my thigh.

I nod, biting my lip; his breath is hot against my mound, and I ache for his tongue.

"Who do you think invented the secret dungeon at the Haunted Castle?" Calvin asks. His fingers brush across my mound, and he plucks a golden-eyed feverfew from my tangles. He holds the little flower between his teeth while his fingers gently part my folds.

"Did you play the Frankenstein's monster," I ask, lifting my hips toward him, inviting his hands to explore my warm, hungry core, "or the werewolf?"

"I was a vampire," he says, taking the flower from between his teeth and lifting it toward me, "always thirsty ..."

The feverfew falls against my heaving breasts as Calvin's lips find my pulsing nub. His tongue swirls between my legs like a cat lapping at a bowl of fresh cream. I tangle my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, guiding his circling tongue to the center of my desire.

"Oh fuck, Calvin," I groan. I can feel my belly tighten, my climax approaching quickly. "Fuck, that's good."

Calvin lifts his face and smiles up at me; my nectar glistens on his lips.

"I have some other surprises to show you at the fair today," he says. He blows a puff of air against my bush, stirring the remaining flowers and making me quiver. "We'll start in the hayloft, I think ..."
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A Note to Readers


"Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer" is the fourth story in the "Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings" series: while it can certainly be enjoyed on its own, it's even better with the other chapters! These little synopses will get you up to speed so you can enjoy Dorothy's holiday adventures:

"Dorothy's Domestic Bliss" introduces Dorothy and Calvin, who move to a farmhouse on the edge of the small town of Milhawket after Dorothy's indiscretions bring her career in the city to an end. She finds that there's plenty of fun to be found on the farm, with the help of Lee, Deacon, Frank, and more friends, old and new.

In "Dorothy's Double Delight" (a taboo story not available from all retailers ...), Dorothy helps two of Lee's groundskeepers, Conor and Jeff, fulfill a filthy fantasy, and urges Candy from the deli counter to join in. Find out more at my website!

"Use Me at the Fair" is Dorothy's summer send-off: with the help of many old and new lovers, Lee arranges a day at the county fair that keeps Dorothy on the edge of delight and begging for release.

And now, with the dark of winter and the light of the holidays falling upon Milhawket, Dorothy is ready for even more fun — please enjoy "Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer"!


O Christmas Tree


The first dusting of snow in Milhawket flips some sort of holiday cheer switch in me. One moment I'm dreading the onset of winter — I'm sure this drafty old farmhouse is going to be like an icebox when the cold winds start blowing — and the next I have my forehead pressed to the windowpane, watching in wonder as the snow clings to the trees near Sutter's Creek Road and lays a soft blanket over the brown grass and scattered leaves on the lawn.

In the city, snow always meant hassle: plow trucks rattling under our windows all night, slush filling the gutters and seeping into my shoes, traffic snarling up the streets. But the sparkling blanket of white the first snowfall is spreading across the landscape of Milhawket is nothing like the icy gray mess we got in the city. Suddenly I'm thinking of snowballs and snow angels, hot cocoa and cookies by the fireplace, maybe a cheery snowman standing by the door to greet Calvin when he comes home from the city. I hear the strains of "Sleigh Ride," and I'm happily nodding my head along to the tune before I realize it's me that's humming it.

The weather forecast says that we'll only get a dusting today, though, so Calvin probably won't get a snowman to greet him; but I noticed some old boxes in the attic labeled "Christmas" when we moved here over the summer, and that seems like a promising way to apply my sudden holiday cheer. I reluctantly leave my window seat, carry my coffee cup to the kitchen, and head up to the dusty attic.

#

The decorations in the two boxes must have belonged to Calvin's Great-aunt Belinda, who lived in this house before we moved here. I find long strands of silvery tinsel (no doubt made of some toxic substance long ago outlawed), colorful candles shaped like the Three Wise Men, a set of glass globes with little winter scenes inside them, and strings of lights carefully wound around wooden dowels. One box is filled almost completely with crystal ornaments, each carefully wrapped in red or green tissue paper, beautiful little stars and snowflakes that are smooth and heavy in my hands. At the bottom of that box is a big silver star, glass gems twinkling at the ends of each of its eight points.

I toss the tinsel into the trash and lug the box of ornaments into the living room. Spread out on the floor, the ornaments glow with a cheery warmth. In my mind's eye, I see them hanging from the rich green boughs of an evergreen beside the fireplace, catching the glow of the embers. Maybe strung with colorful red and green garlands, perhaps some twinkling lights, a snow white blanket wrapped around the base on which presents can be strewn ...

All I'm missing is the tree.

There's a Christmas tree lot between our house and town; I've gone past it a few times since Thanksgiving on my occasional errands, but I've never felt the need to stop. The first week, it was a sparse patch of ground with a few trees leaning together under a banner that reads "Sugar Pine Farms," a string of red and green lights wrapped around a little wooden shack. Since then, it's grown more thickly populated with cut trees and strings of evergreen garlands, and when I rode my bicycle past it the other afternoon, on my way to visit Frank at the post office for our weekly playtime, there was tinny Christmas music playing from speakers mounted on the light poles. At the time, I was much more interested in getting to my appointment with Frank than I was in looking at the miniature forest sprouting on the lot, but now its magic is luring me out to the barn where I keep my bicycle. I throw on my wool skirt and sweater, wrap a scarf around my neck and pull a cap over my hair, and begin my holiday journey up Sutter's Creek Road.

#

The fresh smell of cut wood rises warm in the chilly air, mixing with the sharp scent of pine and fir. The young man trimming the base of the tree I've selected at the Sugar Pine Farms lot, just a couple of miles up from our house on Sutter's Creek Road, looks vaguely familiar: I think he was on Lee Randolph's crew who were working on our yard most of the summer, clearing away the years of neglect that had settled in while the house was empty. Dark curls of hair peek out from under his orange wool hat, and his checked flannel shirt does little to hide the shape of his muscular shoulders.

"Why don't you give the lady a ride home with her tree, Nick," says the bearded older man as he counts out the change from the cash I hand him for the tree. "Take the old truck."

The younger man — Nick — straightens and sets down his saw, patting the sawdust off his hands against his jeans. Yes, he was definitely on Lee's crew; I recognize his slightly lopsided smile and his sparkling green eyes; though over the summer he tended to work shirtless, revealing broad freckled shoulders and a tight belly. He hoists the tree onto his shoulder and wrestles a black mesh bag over the boughs. I follow him toward an old red pickup truck parked on the edge of the lot, wheeling my bicycle beside me.

"I live a few miles down Sutter's Creek Road," I say. "I think you worked there on Lee Randolph's crew?"

Nick pauses to look me over as he eases the tree into the back of the truck, and then reaches for my bicycle. I suppose I'm not so easily recognized in the new season's clothes, either; I've had to swap my flimsy sundress for a wool skirt and sweater, and high blue stockings cover the legs that were bare when I sat on my porch sipping tea and watching Lee's crew work. But a flash of recognition crosses his face when he sees my auburn hair under my blue knit cap.

"Oh, Mrs. Warren!" he says, that lopsided grin brightening his face. "Yes, I worked at your place for Mr. Randolph last summer, it's real nice to see you again."

"Call me Dorothy," I say as Nick takes my bicycle, easily lifting it into the truck bed beside the tree. "I haven't seen you around town since the summer."

"Oh, I was away at school," Nick says. He beckons me around to the passenger side of the truck; the door makes a squeaky creak when he yanks it open. "I'm just back for a couple of weeks for Christmas."

He puts a hand on my hip to guide me up into the truck's cab, and grins when he slams the door shut. He hurries around to the driver's side and hops onto the truck's wide bench beside me. The truck rumbles to life when he turns the key, and I have to brace my hands against the crackled brown dashboard when Nick puts the truck into gear and gives the steering wheel a sharp twist.

"Sorry," Nick says, turning his lopsided grin toward me. "This old beast is a little cranky when she first wakes up."

"I can certainly identify," I say, letting myself drift across the bench until my hip bumps against Nick's.

Nick pulls the headlight knob — it's only afternoon, but it's already getting dark — and swings the truck out toward the road. The engine is still making the bench shake — I can feel the shivers all the way through my bones — but has settled into a steady hum. Nick doesn't flinch when I let my head fall against his shoulder, but I hear a sharp intake of breath; he feels warm and solid beside me, and a cozy, familiar glow envelopes my body as the truck turns onto Sutter's Creek Road.

#

"Two trees for the price of one!" I say with a laugh, sliding my fingers down the slippery length of Nick's cock. He groans, still wearing the look of surprise that overtook his face when pushed him down onto the couch and threw a leg over his lap.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick moans when I wrap my lips around the purple tip of his cock, letting my tongue lap the pearly drop of pre-cum that my fingers urged to the surface.

"Dorothy," I say, pulling his cock from my lips and looking up at his slack-jawed face. "You should call me Dorothy."

When we got to the house, Nick pulled the tree out of the truck while I went inside to start some hot cocoa. He looked so handsome with the tree balanced on his shoulder, green needles spilling over his red plaid shirt, lifting the tree as if it weighed nothing at all, that I knew he deserved a reward even sweeter than Aunt Belinda's cocoa recipe (it's the pinch of cayenne pepper that's the secret, bringing out the richness of cocoa with just a hint of heat — Aunt Belinda was ahead of her time in so many ways).

I thought I deserved a little treat, too, to be honest.

And now that I've got that treat — hardly a little treat at all! — unwrapped and slippery in my grip, the Christmas cheer is definitely spreading through me. I slip a hand under my skirt and find that the holiday joy is flowing quite smoothly, as warm and sticky as mulled wine. Nick lets out another groan when I swipe my tongue across the tip of his cock, capturing the salty, slightly bitter liquid shimmering on his velvety head.

Nick seemed a little nervous when I invited him to take a seat on the couch after he put the tree in its place near the window. He used a pocketknife to cut the mesh netting that held the boughs tight to the trunk, and the way the green branches stretched themselves out when freed made me quiver. I had an image of Nick doing the same to my clothing, tearing away the fabric that concealed my curves so my desire could expand unbounded into the space around us. My wool skirt suddenly felt very tight, and I was afraid the buttons on my blouse might burst.

He didn't refuse the cup of cocoa when I offered it, and he didn't flinch when I sat down next to him with my hip nestled against his. When Nick lifted his lips away from the rim of the mug, a frothy line of freshly whipped cream (just a splash of vanilla really makes it sing ...) stretched across his lip, and who can blame me for leaning across his lap to lick it clean? I'm sure the cocoa that splashed onto his jeans will come out in the wash ...

"Oh god, Dorothy," Nick moans, tangling his fingers in my hair as I return my lips to his cock. I kiss my way up and down the shaft, my tongue trailing from tip to balls, until it's slippery and shiny in the dim afternoon light.

My clit pulses under my fingers, and I let out a little moan of my own around Nick's erection. I shift my hips so I can work my skirt up higher, above my hips, and I spread my thighs so I can slip my hand deeper between my legs. My folds are slick and warm beneath my fingers, and my channel opens easily to my probing. A finger feels so good slipping inside, but I need more. I always need more.

"I'm going to ride you now, Nick," I say, pulling myself up past his knees. I tug at his jeans, dragging them lower so he can spread his legs and brace his feet as I clamber up onto the couch, my knees on either side of his hips. "And you're going to keep that candy cane nice and stiff until I come, got it?"

Nick's eyes are wide and glassy, but he nods his head to indicate he understands the assignment. I put my hands against his cheeks and pull his lips to mine, tasting the sweetness of the cocoa and the bitterness of his pre-cum on my tongue. His hands slide down my back and then firmly grip my ass. I can feel his cock pulsing between us, the weeping tip pressing against my belly.

When he enters me, I arch my back and let out a sigh, grinding my body against his. His cock throbs inside me, pressing wall to wall as it slides deep and hard. With my hands on his shoulders, digging into his soft flannel shirt, I find my rhythm, sliding myself back and forth, up and down, while Nick's fingers press into my ass.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick gasps, a look of panic crossing his face. "I'm ... I'm gonna ..."

"You are not," I say sternly, my hands flying to his cheeks again and pressing hard against his face. "You absolutely are not going to come, young man, or there will be consequences!"

Nick whimpers and closes his eyes, his face going red. Sweat dapples his brow with his exertion, and I can feel his thighs quivering beneath me. I lean down to kiss his trembling lips, giving them a playful but firm nip with my teeth, just to make sure he knows I mean business.

His breathing is fast and shallow, and his fingers dig hard into my ass. I wrap the fingers of one hand around his chin, tilting his face up to mine, and slide my other hand down between us, finding the wet, hot junction of our bodies. Nick is doing his best, but I can tell it's a struggle for him to hold back the flood, so I need to help things along a little on my end.

With my thumb flicking fast and firm against my clit while Nick's cock pulses inside me, I push myself toward the finish line. It might be a little faster than I would like, but I'll be damned if it won't be just as hard as I like. Nick pants and gasps, eyes open now and staring into mine, while I grind and buck on his lap, my clit stiff under my stroking thumb.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Nick groans. Tears shimmer in the corners of his eyes.

"Dorothy," I correct him, my voice breathy and low. "Dorothy."

"Dorothy," he groans, and then begins a quiet, rhythmic chant of, "Dorothy ... Dorothy ... Dorothy ..." in time with my movements.

His head falls back against the couch, jaw slack, and I lean back, pressing my clit hard against the base of his cock. I grit my teeth and stroke for all I'm worth, racing against Nick's flagging willpower, and I push myself past the point of no return just as he loses the fight against his own climax. His hot seed explodes inside me, and his chant becomes a long, warbling cry, both our bodies shaking in the fading light.

When the last shivers of my climax have finally coursed through me, I swing my leg up and drop onto the couch beside Nick. He's still gasping, body limp, his slick cock going soft. While he recovers his composure, I stand and straighten my skirt, letting out a satisfied sigh. We have time for another cup of cocoa before Calvin gets home, and perhaps I'll send him off with the memory of a dollop of cream licked from his tasty lips.


Hang a Shining Star Upon the Highest Bough


"Do you want to come over and help trim my tree?"

I grin at my phone as I send the text to Lee; the little dots showing he's composing his reply appear almost immediately.

"Is that a double entendre for something nasty?" comes his answer.

"Only if you want it to be," I answer, then lean back on the couch to admire the tree in the living room. I worked on it most of the morning, starting soon after Calvin left for work, and I'm pleased with how it's coming along.

Most of Aunt Belinda's crystal ornaments are hanging from boughs, starting from as high as I could reach on my tiptoes, and I have a cheery red skirt embroidered with snowflakes wrapped around the tree's base. There are still empty branches toward the top of the tree, though, and the eight-pointed star that should have the place of honor on the tree's tip is sitting on the coffee table wrapped in tissue and the strands of lights are coiled on the rug. I started pulling the step stool out of the kitchen closet so I could finish myself, but then decided that it would be much cheerier to enlist some help. Lee is nice and tall, and I'm sure the gingerbread cookies baking in the kitchen will tempt him to lend a hand, as will other treats I'm ready to offer him.

I haven't seen as much of Lee this winter as I would like. After the last of the leaves had been raked and mulched, the Randolph Landscaping LLC truck wasn't around our house as much, and the downstairs bedroom where I entertained Lee all summer has been empty far too many afternoons. We have a contract with Lee to plow the long driveway that leads from our house to Sutter's Creek Road, but except for the dusting that prompted my burst of Christmas cheer, we've had almost no snow so far, and he's not around as often for some casual plowing, if you catch my drift, as I'd like. The bare trees and brown grass give me a melancholy feeling when I look out the living room window, and I imagine what our lawn looked like when Lee and his crew were hard at work over the summer, the sun shining on their bare, sweaty skin as they brought the neglected grounds back to life.

"I'll be over in fifteen minutes," Lee answers. I send him back a little Christmas tree and a red heart, then go to the kitchen to check on the cookies in the oven.

#

"I guess you weren't joking about the tree," Lee says. He's nibbling at a gingerbread man, one hand on his hip, as he assesses the half-decorated tree in the living room.

"I just can't reach the top branches," I say, stepping up to the tree, "even when I stretch."

I stand on my toes and reach my fingers up as high as they'll go. My little red skirt, which matches the one wrapped around the tree's base, rides up to reveal a hint of the bare skin beneath it, and my breasts strain against my white shirt, opening the spaces between the buttons. I look over my shoulder to make sure Lee is paying more attention to me than to the tree, and I'm pleased to catch his eyes lingering on my ass while he takes a bite from the gingerbread man's head.

"I suppose I can lend a hand with that," Lee says, stepping behind me. His free hand rests against my hip and I let myself lean back against him. His broad chest is solid against my back, and the heat that rises from his body sends a shiver through me.

"I knew you were the right person to call," I say. I drop back on my heels, letting my body slide down Lee's; I can feel the start of a bulge in his jeans against the small of my back, and I rub gently against him until I hear his breath catch.

"What pretty baubles do you have to hang on your branches?" he asks.

His hand rises up my flank while he bends his neck closer to me, his lips close to my ear. I can smell the sweet and spicy gingerbread on his breath. His hand brushes across my breasts, making my nipples stiffen, and his fingers trace a line down the buttons on the front of my shirt. I let out a sigh and press my ass against his growing bulge.

"They're in the box over there," I say, nodding toward the coffee table. "Lights, too."

Lee pops the rest of the cookie into his mouth and then leans his long body back toward the box of ornaments, letting the hand on my chest slide down to my belly. I let out another sigh and lean with him, savoring the way his body feels against mine. When he straightens, balancing the box on one hand, his arm wraps around my waist and pulls me close. I turn my face up to his and moan when his mouth slides across my cheek and connects with my lips. It's been far too long ...

"I'm gonna have to let go of you, baby," Lee says with a soft laugh, "if I'm going to hang these ornaments."

I sigh, then turn to face him, putting my hands on his chest. He looks down at me with those deep brown eyes, a broad grin stretching across his lips with a promise of naughty fun.

"I guess that's a sacrifice I'll have to make ... for now," I say, going up on my toes to kiss his chin. "You get to work, don't let me distract you."

Lee reaches down to give my ass a squeeze, his fingers bunching the fabric of my skirt and then slipping lower to dance across my bare skin; he lets out a happy chuckle. I've hardly worn panties since moving to Milhawket, but Lee is somehow still surprised and delighted to discover naked skin every time his hands venture under my dress or skirt.

"It's hard not to be distracted when you've got no panties on," he says, sliding his broad palm across my ass and lifting me against him. I let out a gasp when I feel his bulge pressing against my mound through the thin fabric of my skirt.

"Then let it be a challenge," I say, letting my hands walk down his chest and belly, my fingers coming to rest on his belt.

Lee laughs when I drop to knees in front of him and tug at his belt.

"You're a naughty girl," he says. "Santa's not going to bring you any presents if you keep misbehaving."

"I don't need what Santa has in his sack," I say, grinning up at him as I unbuckle his belt and this run a finger along the seam of his jeans, feeling his cock pulse under the denim. "Not if I can have the present in your pants."

"Naughty, naughty girl," Lee says with a growl.

He balances the box of ornaments in the crook of his arm so he can watch as I tug at the buttons on his fly and then pull his jeans over his hips. His blue boxers come partway down with his jeans, revealing the thin line of curly black hair that runs from his belly button before sprouting into a tangled thicket. I lean in to give his belly a little kiss, and he lets out a sigh; his cock twitches, stiffening inside his boxers.

"You get to work on those ornaments," I say, looking up at him with a grin as I hook my thumbs into the waistband of his underwear, "and I'll get to work on this."

His cock bounces high enough to tap my chin when I yank his underwear down, and I don't even bother stifling my giggle at its enthusiastic springiness. I slide my fingers down its length, pushing his foreskin back to reveal the deep purple head, already glistening with a drop of pre-cum. I run my tongue across my lips, and then slide my lips over the velvety knob; his cock is a shade darker than my gingerbread cookies, and a whole lot saltier against my tongue. Lee moans and reaches a hand down to twirl my auburn hair.

"Uh uh," I say when I pull his cock out of my mouth, "you've got work to do, mister; get those hands hanging ornaments while I take care of business down here."

"Oh, fuck, baby," he sighs when I twirl my tongue along the ridge of his cock's head, but then takes a deep breath and reaches into the box; I hear the rattle of crystal balls as he pulls the first ornament out.

Lee's balls are heavy and tight in my hand. I roll them in my palm as I nibble up and down the length of his shaft, feeling them tighten as his cock stiffens and throbs. His breathing is fast and shallow when I lick a long line down the underside from the tip to his balls, and he laughs when he almost drops one of the ornaments.

"I've missed having your mouth on my cock," he says with a deep, rumbling voice. "I've missed feeling your lips wrap around me while you suck me."

I can't answer him — my mouth is more than a little full — but I give an enthusiastic suck to let him know that I've missed this, too. I haven't sucked Lee's cock since before Thanksgiving, when he came to leave a copy of the snowplowing contract for Calvin, and it tastes even more delightful than I remember.

He leans so he can reach the other side of the tree, and I shuffle myself on my knees to let him move. My pussy is drenched with excitement, and I can't help but slip a hand under my skirt to give myself a little tickle. I groan around Lee's shaft and let my thumb dance across my pulsing clit.

"Does this last one go on the top?" Lee asks in a breathy voice. I look up from my work between his legs to see him holding the crystal star in his hand.

"Yes," I say, "right on the tip," and then plant a little kiss right on the tip of Lee's cock. A dribble of pearly liquid brushes my lips and drips toward my chin.

"I think you should do the honors, then," Lee says.

He steps back and bends down, putting the star topper in my hand. And then he drops the empty box, grabs me under the arms, and pulls me to my feet. I let out a surprised gasp when cups my ass in his palms and hoists me into the air.

"Lee, be careful!" I shout, putting my free hand on the top of his clean-shaven head as he continues to lift me until my thighs are pressed against his chest. He wobbles a little as he guides me onto his shoulders, my feet dangling over his back and my crotch close to his mouth.

"You smell delicious," Lee says, nuzzling his face against my skirt. "Let me have a little taste of this sweet treat."

My squeals of laughter turn to moans of delight when Lee flips the front of my skirt up and dives underneath with an open mouth and extended tongue. He wastes no time finding my clit with his warm, insistent lips, and I press myself against his mouth while his tongue parts my folds.

Lee braces his hands against my back and takes a shuffling step toward the tree. I feel the stiff needles press against my bare ass. He makes happy humming sounds between my legs, and I press my thighs against his head, locking him in place. His tongue is pushing me quickly toward release, and I can't control the moaning sounds that swell in my chest and force their way past my lips.

I nearly drop the crystal star in my hand when the wave of climax rolls over me. Lee's hands roam up and down my back, fingers firm and strong, and I lean into them, pushing my pussy against his face and stretching my arms back toward the tree. I can feel him shuffling his feet, still tangled in his jeans, moving to balance me.

I let out a cry when his teeth graze my pulsing clit, and I squeeze my hand so tightly around the crystal star that I'm afraid I'll crush it. A glance over my shoulder reveals that I'm in danger of being hung on the tree myself, with the branches bending against my back and the ornaments rattling with my shuddering body. With a grunt, I reach my hand toward the top of the tree, the crystal star hovering above the tip, and lower it until I feel the ornament slip into place.

Lee's hands grip my sides, and he lifts me away from his face. I let out a surprised yell, my hands grasping for his head to balance myself. I wrap my legs around his torso as he lowers me down his body, my sopping pussy pressed against his t-shirt. When my face is even with his, I see the fiery gleam in his eyes and the shiny glow of my nectar spread across his smiling lips, and I taste my musky flavors when I push my mouth to his.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Lee says, his voice a deep rumble. I can feel his cock press against my ass, and I grip his waist with my thighs.

Lee suddenly turns us around and takes a shuffling step toward the couch. I drop against the cushions, legs draped over the arm and falling open, and Lee hovers above me for just an instant before he plunges his stiff shaft to my core. My fingers grip his shoulders, pulling him to me, and he groans into my neck as he begins the steady, forceful pounding I ache to receive.

Over his shoulder, I see the ornaments on the tree glitter in the afternoon light slanting through the windows. The crystal star at the top is a little off center, bending its bough the way Lee is bending my body, and it seems to nod in time with Lee's powerful thrusts. I squeeze my eyes shut as another climax rushes toward me and I let out a triumphant howl of delight.


Santa's Helper


"You're not going to even give me a hint?" I ask as I pull up to the Milhawket train station. It's almost noon, and the twelve fifteen to the city is already sitting on the tracks, partially obscured by the station building.

"It's a surprise," Calvin says, leaning over from the passenger seat to kiss my cheek and then turning to open the door. "You like surprises, don't you?"

"Of course I like surprises," I say, "but I like clues, too."

Calvin laughs and steps out of the car.

"I'll be on the six o'clock train," he says. "And then we can enjoy a cozy Christmas Eve — with your surprise."

He slams the door and hurries toward the low concrete building, collar turned up against the wind, giving a little wave as he slips inside. A few snowflakes settle on the windshield — not enough to bother flicking the wipers on — and I turn the car back toward Sutter's Creek Road.

#

It's somewhat unusual that I've got the car for the day. Usually, Cal drives himself to the station, letting me sleep in, and I get around on the old bicycle I rescued from the barn. Sometimes I'll get up early and drive Cal if I have errands to run in town, but unless I'm getting groceries or picking up Cal's suits at Dot's Cleaning and Tailoring, the bicycle suits most of my outings.

Except, of course, when it gets too cold and snowy. Climbing the hill to the house on the old yellow bike in the winter is a lot less fun than speeding down the hill in the summer, and I'm far less likely in the winter to have fun and interesting encounters along the way. As the weather has turned colder, I've been sticking to home more, turning my attention to baking cookies, decorating for Christmas, and entertaining the occasional visitor.

Having the car on Christmas Eve, though, doesn't offer me as many opportunities for adventure as I had hoped. A sleepy town most of the year, Milhawket is practically hibernating already: though the streets are decorated with lights and garlands, most of the shops along Main Street are locked up tight with "Closed for the Holidays" signs in the windows.

Even the holiday market at the county fairgrounds feels abandoned. Most of the stalls that were selling Christmas ornaments, knitted mittens, and fresh gingerbread cookies last week are shuttered, and there's something forlorn about the sound of the music playing from speakers on poles around the fair, struggling to be heard above the increasingly strong, bitter wind. I suppose a quiet evening at home is the best holiday cheer I can hope for.

I buy a cup of cocoa at one of the few open stalls and make my way across the nearly deserted market toward the cheerily lit chalet with the neon "Santa's Workshop" sign above it, happy to have something warm in my hands. The wind bites through my gloves and brings tears to my eyes, and I feel the icy sting of snowflakes against my bare cheeks.

Santa's workshop, though, is toasty warm, though just as quiet as the rest of the market. I suppose people are hurrying home to huddle by the fire as the wind starts to howl outside. Santa's chair on the raised stage at the back of the chalet is empty, and there's no one in line to have a seat on his lap. I browse through the shelves of knickknacks, hats, and scarves in the chalet — little wooden elves and plush reindeer look up me with big, warm eyes — and sip my cocoa.

"Mrs. Warren!"

I almost spill my cocoa when a little red-and-green clad elf launches herself into my arms with a happy shout. At first I don't recognize her, but when her soft lips that taste of fresh peppermint press against mine with a cheery buzz, I'm transported back to my afternoon at the county fair, when I got a very special bouquet of flowers at the Blooming Bundles stand.

"Candy!" I say, laughing as I hold her out at arm's length and let my eyes run up and down her body. She's wearing a short green smock with silver buttons up the front, her legs covered in bright red tights that end at green slippers with curled toes and silver bells that jingle when she bounces up and down. A little green and red cap trimmed in white fur sites on her silky blonde hair, also bearing a tinkling silver bell at its pointy top. She wears a broad grin on her cherubic face, and I can't help but notice a shiny smear of sticky candy at the corner of her lip.

"I haven't seen you since the fair," I say, then give her a wink that makes her blush and avert her eyes for just a moment.

Candy was working at the Blooming Bundles flower shop stand at the county fair at the end of the summer when I visited on the very busy day Lee planned for me. Lee had arranged all sorts of encounters for me at the fair — at the bandstand, at the haunted house, in the butter sculpture workshop — all of them designed to bring me just to the brink of release but not quite over the edge. Candy, who I knew from the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter, had been part of Lee's dastardly plan to tease me, and she had certainly played her part well, using her dainty tongue to give me a thorough cleaning after my encounter with Conor.

"I've been back at school," she says toward her feet, then turns her eyes back to me. "But I haven't forgotten our little ... meeting ..."

"Neither have I," I say, reaching out my hand to pull her closer to me. I press my lips against hers, savoring the minty sweet flavors, then pull away to the sound of her breathy gasps. "I think we have some unfinished business."

#

It's a good thing Candy has a candy cane between her teeth, because otherwise her moans would surely be audible beyond the little dressing room behind Santa's chair. She has her legs thrown over the arms of a wooden chair, red tights dangling from one foot and her smock pushed up above her belly, while I kneel in front of her with my tongue exploring her delicate folds. While the lips on her mouth tasted of Christmas sweets, the lips between her thighs give a musky, tangy flavor that feels warm and delicious in my mouth.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren," Candy groans, letting her head fall back while her tongue slides up and down the length of the sugar sucker between her fingers.

"Dorothy," I correct her, looking up from between her legs. I bring a finger up along her thigh and tease the tip across the entrance to her pussy, which pulses with desire under my touch.

"Doooorothy," she groans, dragging out my name as I graze my teeth against the quivering bud of her clit. Her fingers tangle in my hair, pulling my face closer.

When I pull away, her nectar trickling down my chin, she lets out a plaintive sigh and reaches for my head again. I look up at her, smiling at the frustrated expression on her face, and say, "Turn about is fair play, Candy."

"Oh god, please, Dorothy," Candy gasps, reaching her fingers toward me. I can see the desire in her swollen labia and heaving belly. "I'm so close ..."

"So was I," I say, pushing my hands against her knees as I stand up. "Your naughty little tongue had me right on the edge that afternoon at the fair, and you left me high and dry."

"Pleeeease," she groans, sliding her ass to the edge of the chair, legs thrown wide. "I'm sooo close ..."

I shake my head and smile, then slide my jacket off my shoulders and start unbuttoning my blouse. She looks at me with glazed, hungry eyes, her half eaten candy cane dangling from her lips.

"Fair is fair," I say. I toss my blouse after my jacket and roll my shoulders, letting her gaze on my bare breasts. My nipples are already firm, and I reach a finger up to flick one dark tip, sending an electric thrill through my body. "You owe me, Candy."

"Mr. Randolph made me promise," she pouts, sticking out her bottom lip. I feel a shiver run down my belly, imagining my teeth nipping at that sweet, pink flesh.

"I wouldn't have told," I say, toeing off my boots and then feeling for the zipper on the side of my skirt. "It could have been our little secret, Candy; I really needed to come by the time I met you at the flower stand."

"I'll bet Mr. Randolph made it up to you, though," Candy says, her voice breathy. A hand slips between her legs, and I watch her flick a finger against her pulsing clit as I let my skirt fall, stepping out of it wearing only my high wool stockings.

"He did," I admit. Recalling the way I rode Lee's cock at the top of the Ferris wheel while the night sky exploded with fireworks lights a spark between my legs, and I let my hand slide low, too, urging my juices to flow. "But that still doesn't change how you teased me."

"I won't tease you now," Candy whispers, putting a heal on the seat of the chair and opening herself wide to my gaze. I am mesmerized by the way her fingers flit across the warm, pink flesh of her cunt. "I want to taste you, and I want you to devour me ..."

I stand with my legs wide, leaning down over her with my fingers on her chin, tilting her face up to mine. She reaches out a shaking hand to stroke the auburn tangles between my legs, and I can't help but purr in delight at her touch. I bend to press my lips against hers, tasting the candy cane mingled with her musky nectar.

"I think we can come to an agreement," I say, slowly lowering myself onto her lap.

#

Candy convulses on top of me, her thighs trembling against my cheeks and her breath hot between my legs. Her moans are muffled against my pussy, and the feeling of her chin vibrating against my clit as her climax shakes her is simply delicious. I groan myself into her nectar-slick quim and wrap my hands around her ass, pulling her tight as she shudders, and let another orgasm run its course through my body.

With a wailing groan, Candy rolls off of me and lies beside me, wet and trembling, her blonde hair a tangle with sweat-soaked strands stuck to her face. I giggle and tuck my feet under myself, turning so I can lie beside her on the carpet face to sticky face. She closes her eyes and sighs when I smooth back her hair and cover her lips with kisses.

"Oh god, Mrs. Warren ... Dorothy ... that was ... so good ..."

"You're a delicious little treat," I say, running a hand down her back and pulling her close. Her elf costume lies in scattered pieces across the floor, and the chair she was sitting in has toppled over, its legs pointing toward the closed dressing room door.

"Are we even now?" she asks, opening one eye and smiling.

"Well," I say, looking over at the scattered pieces of Candy's elf costume, "there is something else you might be able to do for me ..."


A Night Visitor


When I get back to my car, Candy's costume folded up inside a plastic Santa's Workshop bag, my phone buzzes with a text from Calvin.

"Lots of snow here," it says, "trains are delayed — I'll let you know when I get to the station!"

I send him back smiley face, Santa Claus, and eggplant emojis, then tuck my phone in my purse. The sky has turned a dark, chilly gray, and snow swirls in the chilly wind. The train company is probably just being extra cautious with the first big snow of the season; I'm sure Cal will be home with my surprise without too much delay.

By the time I'm halfway up the hill out of town, though, I'm starting to have doubts. The snow is falling faster now, and the wind is howling; drifts are starting to form on the side of the road, and I have to shift down to help the old station wagon make the steep climb.

I almost miss the turn into our driveway, the snow has piled up so fast, and the house is barely visible through the storm. I trudge through snow that's above my ankles to the porch, and struggle against the wind to pull the door open. My phone buzzes again while I'm stomping the snow off my shoes:

"Looks like I'm stuck at the station in the city for the night," Cal's text says. "Everything is closed between here and Milhawket."

#

The elf costume is way too cute on me to waste a Christmas Eve alone. I admire myself in the bedroom mirror — I've opted for my high red stockings and a pair of little red panties instead of the costume's tights, since I want to have easy access to my charms, but I like the way the smock clings to my hips and rides up my ass when I bend over, and the little cap is quite charming on my auburn hair.

I grab my phone to snap a picture of myself in the mirror, looking over my shoulder with my hip cocked to show how the costume hugs my curves, and send a message to Lee:

"You up? I'm feeling cheery!"

When there's no immediate response, I fire off the same to Deacon, the carpenter who did our kitchen cabinets, and took care of some of my more intimate domestic needs. His answer comes back almost immediately:

"So sorry Dorothy, no way I can get through this storm!"

With a sigh, I send out feelers to Frank, Jeff, and Conor, too, but all have the same excuse: too much snow. Frank, at least, suggests that we could have a little long distance fun and sends a picture of his cock with a new brass ring around the base; but I want more than just pictures tonight!

Lee's message finally comes back, and my hopes of a merry Christmas Eve are dashed:

"Sorry baby I'm gonna be plowing snow all night"

"Wouldn't you rather be plowing me?" I reply, and send a picture of myself bent over, ass toward the mirror and skirt raised to show bare skin.

"You know there's nothing I'd rather be plowing but first things first, maybe catch you when the storm is over?"

With a frustrated sigh, I toss my phone onto the bed and stomp downstairs. It looks like a lonely night ahead of me, in the company of a cup of cocoa on the couch and maybe one of my plastic fantastic lovers — a poor substitute for my favorite Milhawket men.

#

I wake with a start, letting out a little gasp as my empty cocoa mug drops to the carpet with a soft thud. I blink in the darkness, fumbling for the chain on the lamp by the couch. The embers in the fireplace have long since died down, and the soft orange glow in the gray ash does little to illuminate the room.

With the fire going cold, the air in the living room is chilly, and the combination of my skimpy elf costume and the thin blanket I wrapped around myself offer little warmth. I shiver and pull the blanket tighter, wondering what time it is and trying to decide whether I should stumble up the stairs to the bedroom I share with Calvin or stagger to the back room where I usually entertain Lee on his visits. The comforter upstairs is heavy and soft, but climbing the stairs feels like such an effort!

And that's when I hear it: a soft scraping sound above me, and the crystalline tinkle of bells.

What is that? I think, my pulse quickening.

Fear warms my limbs, and I drop the blanket and rush to the window. Snow has settled against the panes, and the frost has etched circles and loops on the wavy old glass. There are no streetlights out here, but the storm clouds have passed, leaving behind a velvet black sky set with a low crescent moon and strewn with twinkling stars that throw soft beams down on the white drifts that cover the lawn. The wind has whipped the snow into smooth arcs and long, low dunes, unbroken except for the tracks of a single rabbit leading from the house to the road and disappearing into darkness.

I hear the scraping sound again, louder this time, and more bells, coming from high above me. I consider rushing outside so I can look up toward the roof, but the thought of going out in all that snow in my little green skirt and thin red tights makes me shiver.

Squirrels, I think, it's probably just squirrels.

Then I hear a banging sound that erupts from the fireplace, and I let out a cry. Not a squirrel, I think, my mind spinning, not a squirrel at all!

I start toward the fireplace, my hand reaching toward the iron poker and shovel standing by the hearth, when the banging grows louder. It sounds like something heavy is clattering down the chimney, accompanied by jingling bells, and I shriek, backing away from the fireplace and nearly tripping over a chair.

A dark shape suddenly drops into the gray ash within the fireplace, sending up a dusty cloud. I freeze in terror, jaw working up and down, unable to yell, unable to breathe, as the shadow fills the firebox. The metal screen clatters onto the brick flooring in front of the fireplace as the shadow stretches forward and emerges from the darkness, soot and ash billowing around it.

"Dorothy," a man's voice says — deep, resonant, almost musical — "you almost had me fooled in that little outfit of yours. Such a tricky girl you are!"

I let out a gasp and stumble behind the chair that almost tripped me, putting its bulk between me and the intruder. My eyes adjust slowly to the dim light, and I see that the figure is a man — tall and broad-shouldered, his shirtless chest smeared with soot, a red fur cap with white trim sitting on top of his thick, curly white hair. A neatly trimmed beard — as white as the drifts of snow outside — clings to his cheeks and chin, dusted slightly with the gray ashes from the cold embers. He wears tight red trousers topped with a broad black belt with a gold buckle, and black leather boots that glisten despite the dusty ashes swirling around them.

"Who — who — who are you?" I stammer, my fingers digging into the back of the chair.

The man throws his head back and lets out a laugh that shakes the entire house. He presses his broad hands against his flat, tight belly.

"Surely a good little elf like you knows exactly who I am," the man says as he steps away from the fireplace. He reaches a hand back and heaves a large brown sack out of the shadows, dropping it beside his feet; ash billows around it. "Unless you're not really a good little elf; maybe you're a naughty, naughty little girl?"

You're dreaming, Dorothy, I think to myself, desperately trying to make sense of the impossible vision before me. This is one of those vivid, vivid dreams you have sometimes, that's all it is, you're sound asleep on the couch and you're going to wake up any minute now and it will be morning and Calvin will be home soon and it will be Christmas ...

"So which is it, Dorothy?" the man says. He's suddenly standing right in front of me, leaning over the chair; I can feel the warmth of his skin in the air, and I smell his scent — a fragrant blend of cinnamon and nutmeg — as his fingers reach out and brush against my cheek. "Good little elf, or naughty little girl?"

His fingers are warm on my skin as they slide over my cheek and down my neck, sending an electric jolt through me. I close my eyes and sigh; it would be so easy to simply melt into his touch, let his strong hands mold me like putty ...

Just a dream, I remind myself, just a dream ...

"Neither," I say, taking a deep breath and stepping back from his touch. "I'm a grown damn woman, and I do what I do when I want to do it."

He laughs again, a rich, velvety sound that wraps itself around me. My knees feel weak.

"It's hard to argue with that sentiment," he says. "You certainly do what you want. Let's see what the scroll says, shall we?"

He reaches into his trousers pocket and pulls out a small rolled parchment bound with a red satin ribbon. With his teeth — bright white in the dim light — he tugs at the bow, and the scroll begins to unroll. It seems impossibly long, falling toward his boots and tumbling across the floor. He tucks the ribbon into his pocket and his fingers emerge with a pair of round, silver-framed spectacles, which he perches on the bridge of his nose. His lips curl into a smile as his icy blue eyes flit up and down the paper.

"Oh, Dorothy," he says, shaking his head, his voice taking on a tone of admonishment even as his smile broadens. "Everything I see here is exceedingly naughty. I see a lot of naughtiness in my line of work, but you've really outdone yourself this year."

I try to look at the words on the paper, but they swim before my eyes, looping and curling like smoke, illegible no matter how hard I squint.

That's a sure sign it's a dream, I think. When words dance like that, when clocks run backwards and reflections turn liquid and strange, bare-chested men step out of the fireplace — those are all clear signs of a dream. Somehow, though, I'm not waking up from this strange reverie.

There's nothing to do but lean into the dream.

"And so what if I'm naughty?" I say, taking a step forward. I can feel the warmth coming off him, like he's a warm ember from the fireplace, and despite the chill in the air, I feel sweat on my brow. "I'm doing no harm to anyone — I get no complaints about any of my naughty deeds."

"Oh, I'm sure not," he says, looking down at the scroll and shaking his head. "There are a lot of names on this list, Dorothy, so many names ... you certainly spread your naughtiness far and wide."

I feel my cheeks burn — even if it is a dream, the thought of someone recording all of my rendezvous makes me feel a twinge of embarrassment.

"I see Brad, and Deacon, and Hank ..." He runs his finger down the scroll; the paper rustles softly under his touch. "Lee shows up quite a few times here, and Frank ... oh, goodness, Dorothy, is all of this about the toys true?"

My skin tingles at that little hint — Frank and his toys in the back room of the post office has certainly been a memorable way to pass the time since I moved to Milhawket ...

"And ... Jeff and Conor? Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy ... that was very naughty indeed ..."

His voice is deeper, but with a rasp to it, like he's having to catch his breath as he reads the chronicle of my bad, bad behavior ...

"You might even say taboo," I say, squaring my shoulders. There's certainly nothing about that afternoon with Jeff and Conor, or any of our other encounters over the summer and going into fall, that I regret. Indeed, I feel a flush of pride.

"There's no way that I can ignore a tally like this, Dorothy," he says, peering down at me over the rims of his spectacles. His icy eyes sparkle wickedly. "No, indeed. I would hardly be doing my job if I let this go by without some punishment."

"Pun — punishment?" I stammer.

"Well, more like funishment," he says, lifting the spectacles from his nose and folding them with a flick of his fingers. "I think I've got just the thing in my sack."


On Santa's Lap


When he bends down to open his sack, my eyes are drawn to the way his shoulders ripple. Streaks of black soot stripe his bare back. I imagine his strong arms taking hold of me, pressing me against his broad chest, and my knees go a little wobbly.

"This is just the thing for a naughty girl like you," he says as he stands again, his eyes twinkling as a smile spreads across his lips.

The paddle in his hand has a long wooden handle and a round black face inlaid with a pattern of holly and ivy leaves. The black surface shines like his boots, stretched taut across the frame. He brings it down against his palm with a resounding smack, and I flinch at the sound. My heart races with a mix of fear and anticipation.

"That's ... quite a paddle," I whisper.

Frank has spanked me more than a few times in the back room at the post office where we meet to try new toys. And I've turned the paddle around on him just as often, reveling in the way his ass cheeks turn red and tender under my blows. From the sound this paddle made against my mysterious visitor's open palm, I can imagine the sort of shock waves it could send through me.

"It's just the thing to bring out the color in your cheeks," he says, bringing the paddle down against his hand again. The percussive blow echoes in the dark room. My knees are well past wobbly now.

He turns to sit on the couch, his knees wide. He beckons to me with a finger, then points to his lap. Do I see the shadowed swell of a bulge forming in his tight red trousers? I bite my lip and sway a bit on my unsteady legs.

"Why don't you stretch out here, Dorothy?" he says in a velvety smooth voice. "We have some items from your list to discuss."

I take a step toward him, pulse racing, already anticipating the smack of the paddle on my ass and the warmth of his thighs against my belly. His eyes glitter mischievously beneath his curly white hair, and his bearded cheeks glow with his wicked smile.

"I've been naughty," I say, my voice catching as I watch him gently tap the paddle against his thigh, "but surely not that naughty ..."

"The list doesn't lie, Dorothy," he says. "And it's such a long, long list. My arm will probably be exhausted when we're done here, from all the swats I have to deliver."

I resist the urge to throw myself across the stranger's lap and curl myself around his thighs, raising my ass to receive his blows. The warmth in my belly spreads lower, desire pulsing through me. He slaps the paddle harder against his thigh, making me jump at the sound, and he beckons again with his finger.

"Come on, Dorothy," he says, "I have more wayward wives than you to visit tonight, though you are perhaps the most wayward of them all."

He pats his thigh again and smiles at me. The warmth at my core is nearly red hot now and I take a stumbling, involuntary step toward him.

"Will ... will it hurt?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Oh, most deliciously," he says.

His hand suddenly reaches out and grabs my wrist. I'm too surprised to resist as he gives a gentle by firm tug, pulling me closer. My knees brush against his thigh as I climb onto the couch beside him and slowly lower myself across his lap. His body is warm and firm through my thin tunic, and his hands run up and down my back as I settle myself against him. I can feel my nipples stiffen when I press my breasts against his leg.

He slides a hand down my back and over the swell of my ass, and then up under the short green tunic. I feel strong fingers against bare skin and stifle a moan. His thumb slips under the waistband of my little red panties and gives a sharp tug, and I gasp when I feel cool air against my bare cheeks.

"You have such a firm little bottom, Dorothy," he says as he runs his hand across the curve of my ass. His skin is a little rough and very warm, and I have to bite my lip again to keep from moaning. "I can't wait to paint it cherry red with my paddle."

He pinches my ass, gently, as if checking the firmness of a rare steak, then gives one cheek a firm slap. I can't hold back the groan his blow draws from my lips. He chuckles, his thighs shaking beneath, and slaps again. I stretch my hands to grip the arm of the couch and try to relax against him, but my body is wound tightly with desire and apprehension.

"So what will it be, Dorothy," he asks, stroking my ass, his fingers moving lower until they're nearly brushing my already weeping lips, "a blow for each lover?"

"That's ... a lot," I whisper, gripping the couch's arm harder. My mind races, counting all the lovers I've enjoyed this year. "I don't know if my poor little ass can take that much ..."

"Oh, I think your little ass can take a lot," he says through a rumbling laugh. "It seems quite ready to receive its rewards. Are you ready? I'll say their names as I spank, to help jog your memories of a naughty, naughty year."

He sets the paddle against my ass; I can feel the warm leather on my skin, sensing the raised patterns of the leaves and vines. Then he raises it, and I feel his body shift as he prepares to bring it down against me.

But wait, the part of my brain that's been observing the unfolding of this encounter whispers. What if you wake up?

I don't want to be suddenly jerked out of this dream and find myself lying alone on the couch, the fire gone cold, shivering under my thin blanket. I want to feel the sting of his paddle, but I want to stay deep in this fantasy, too. I'm about to beg him to stop, to spare my delicate skin from his wicked blows, when he brings the paddle down with a ringing smack and calls out,

"Michael!"

The hot sting of the paddle makes me gasp, but so, too, does the image that suddenly enters my mind. It's New Year's Eve, the band in the downtown hotel is playing "Auld Lang Syne," and I have my back against the wall in the passageway between the ballroom and the kitchen. My sequined dress is hiked up above my hips, and I have one leg wrapped around the back of the handsome young waiter who is fucking me with a fierce, focused rhythm.

Michael! I barely caught his name, though we had flirted for much of the night while he circulated through the party, balancing a silver tray of dainty treats that my co-workers plucked up as he passed. The treat I wanted from him was most definitely not dainty, though it did prove to be quite delicious.

"Jacob!" my visitor calls out as he brings the paddle down again, and suddenly I'm at the motel on the edge of the city, lying in a tangle of sweaty sheets while a young man with long blonde hair and a wispy mustache pounds against me, his eyes closed and face contorted in concentration.

"Martin! Richard! Lucas!"

My greatest hits are rolling through my memories, intense and delicious, and my ass is aflame from the spanking. I truly have been naughty this year, and I am getting the punishment — the funishment — I richly deserve. A throbbing buzz courses through me as I ride the edge of a climax brought on by the powerful visions in my mind and the burning sensation on my ass.

When he calls out, "Lee!" I let out a long groan. It's as if I'm reliving my first encounter with my favorite lover here in Milhawket, the smell of fresh laundry and the warmth of the sun as real as if it were summer again. My panties have slid lower, and my engorged clit brushes against the velvety fabric of my visitor's trousers. I arch my back and press my hips against him, desperate for contact.

He clearly knows the effect he's having on me, because his blows become slower now, spaced out so I can savor the sensations and the memories as he runs through the litany of my Milhawket lovers.

"Deacon!" Smack! "Frank!" Smack! "Conor!" Smack! "Jeff!" Smack!

It's having an effect on him, too. I can feel the bulge of his cock through his slacks against my belly, and I push myself into it. Even through the fabric I can feel him pulse, and I'm sure I hear a quite groan escape his lips.

"And Candy!" he shouts, giving my ass a final firm blow while the taste of Candy's tangy juices graces my tongue again.

I quiver against him, savoring the burn of his paddle's work on my ass. My nipples press against the green tunic, and I can feel my nectar trickling down my thighs, warm and sticky. I moan and pant beneath the gentle strokes of his fingers against my back, and I let out a gasp and cringe when he touches the tender skin of my ass.

"An impressive roll call, Dorothy," he says, his molasses-sweet, dark chocolate voice wrapping me in its sticky embrace. "I hope you've learned your lesson from our little visit."

My brain is buzzing almost as much as my pussy. My ass burns from his blows — it must be glowing like a fireplace ember in the dim room! — but his spanking served only to stir my cravings.

"I've learned nothing," I say, arching my back and sliding down his thighs. I kneel between his legs and look up the length of his body — his thick legs enrobed in the tight red trousers, his flat belly and broad shoulders, his face framed by his white beard and set with eyes that sparkle despite the darkness in the room.

"In fact," I continue, my trembling fingers reaching for the heavy golden buckle holding his broad leather belt closed, "I may be even naughtier now than when we started!"


Sleigh Ride


He tries to block my fingers from tugging at his belt buckle, but I can tell he's not trying very hard. In fact, he helps to pull the tongue of the belt free when my shaky hands have trouble with the clasp. The heavy buckle falls against his thigh with a soft thud.

"There are a lot of stops left on my route tonight, Dorothy," he says with a gently admonishing tone. "You'd be surprised how many naughty girls in need of spanking are out in the world these days."

"But I'm the naughtiest, right, Santa?" I say, batting my eyelashes as I smile up at him. I press my hand against the thick bulge between his legs, eliciting a surprised gasp from his lips.

"You're certainly among the most wanton," he says.

I kneed the thickening bulge with my fingers and palm, feeling the heat building beneath the velvet fabric. The outline of his shaft is clearly visible, sliding down along one leg, the thick head stretching his trousers. I run a finger lightly from tip to base, making him gasp again.

"I never learn my lesson," I say as I pull his belt through the loops of the trousers and toss it casually behind me. It lands on the floor with a clatter. "No matter how I'm punished, I keep getting myself into trouble."

"And why do you think that is, Dorothy?" he asks. His velvety voice is a little breathy now, still strong but starting to bend to my touch. He reaches his thick fingers down to stroke my cheek.

"I think it's my curiosity," I say. I feel along the front of his trousers, finding a line of silver buttons tucked behind a velvety folder. My fingers work them loose one at a time. "I always need to see, and touch, and ... taste ... new experiences."

"Curiosity can be quite deadly," he says.

He looks down at me with half-lidded eyes while I slide my fingers inside his trouser, encountering a soft tangle of hair and brushing the base of his cock. I look up at him and lick my lips.

"Curiosity can be quite delicious," I say.

He makes a half-hearted effort to push my hands away when I reach for the waist of his trousers, and then he lifts himself from the couch, letting me slide the velvet material over his thighs. His cock springs free, thick and firm, the purple head slapping against his belly and glistening with pre-cum in the dim light. I let out a happy sigh at the sight of it rising to attention above a thicket of hair as white and soft as the beard on his chin.

"I'm going to have to add this to your list for next year," he says when I curl my fingers around the base of his shaft.

"You might need to bring a bigger paddle next time," I say, and then stretch my tongue toward the quivering cock in my fist.

#

Cinnamon and nutmeg dance across my tongue, and rich scents of vanilla and ginger fill my nose as I take him into my mouth. He groans and leans back into the couch, his arms spread wide. The silvery liquid oozing from the tip tastes sweet and rich, not salty or bitter like I'm used to — my dreaming mind must be hungry for Christmas treats.

I watch his face melt from the stern and strict visage he wore when he came down my chimney to a soft, jolly grin. He closes his eyes and lets his jaw go slack as I work my tongue up and down the length of his cock. His shaft pulses between my lips and warms in my mouth, the flavors changing from the sweet taste of cookies and cakes to a rich and decadent mulled wine, cloves and anise and a hint of cardamom making me dizzy.

I slip a hand between my legs and push my panties aside. My juices are flowing — have been flowing since he first bared my ass and gave me that playful pinch — and my fingers find no resistance as I push them past the entrance to my channel. I groan around the pungent, savory cock in my mouth while I spread my nectar across my sensitive folds.

"Dorothy," he says with a soft sigh, his head lolling against the back of the couch, "you are such a naughty, naughty girl ..."

If I didn't have my mouth so delightfully full, I would laugh at how easily I've transformed him from a stern and bitter hunk of licorice into a melted caramel treat. Instead, I give the tip of his cock a playful nibble and then suck at the pearly juices smeared around the knob. His balls are heavy and tight in my palm, and squeezing them makes the most wonderful moans come out of him.

"I'm about to get even naughtier," I say, giving his shaft one last, long lick before sliding up his calves and straddling his thighs, my knees on the couch. His cock feels warm and hard against my leg as I position myself above him, and his hands fall against my hips, holding me firmly while I slowly lower myself onto his lap.

#

I am not prepared for the sensations I feel when his cock pushes into me. It seems to grow as it slides into my channel, pushing in and up, filling me completely. The heat rivals the stinging warmth that still radiates from my delightfully spanked ass, and I nearly faint against his broad chest when I rest my thighs against his.

"Oh, fuck, Santa," I moan, leaning against him with my arms draped around his neck. I quiver in his lap, my muscles slack and my pussy pierced with joy.

"Oh, fuck, Dorothy," he groans in response.

His strong hands grip my hips tightly, and he raises me up and then pulls me back down, the friction inside me causing my furnace to ignite. I'm a burning ember of need, an unquenchable heat radiating from my core, and he's fucking me now with long, steady strokes.

I close my eyes and fall against him, his soft, snowy beard brushing against my cheek. Stars swirl and spin behind my lids, constellations of red and green and gold dancing and crashing in the darkness. My mouth finds his, and I taste maple syrup and fresh oranges when his tongue pushes past my lips.

His fingers find the buttons of my tunic, and he opens them and slides the fabric down my shoulders. Firm hands press against my breasts, my stiff nipples pushing into his palms. I suck at his lips while he fondles my breasts, delighting in the tickle of his beard and the pinching of his fingers.

He breaks away from our kiss and leans down to take one achingly hard nipple into his warm mouth. When he sucks it past his teeth, stretching it with his suckling lips, a wave of pleasure crashes against me. I ride the crest of climax higher and higher, driven by his sucking mouth and his thrusting hips, every nerve singing with joy. My mouth, too, is singing, or at least moaning, a long, quavering note escaping my lips and echoing in the darkness.

"Dorothy," he growls, his hands moving again to my hips and then slipping down toward my stinging ass. I look down at him, focus blurry from the delight spinning through my head, and see him smiling up at me, eyes twinkling like stars.

"Oh god, Santa," I gasp. I reach for his beard and pull his face up to mine for a long, wet kiss that tastes like cocoa and ginger.

"Dorothy," he growls again, breaking away from our kiss. His fingers kneed my ass, and despite the stinging burn from his vigorous paddling, I moan with delight.

"Santa," I whisper, feeling another wave swelling in my core.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Dorothy," he says, and before I can answer, "What have you been doing, Santa?" he suddenly stands, his cock still seated firmly in my pussy, and turns me around to drop me onto the couch, my legs wrapping around his waist.

#

His scents fill my senses — cinnamon and clove, chocolate and ginger — while his cock fills my pussy. He pounds against me, grunting with each thrust, until I feel like I'm going to split wide open and burst like a Christmas cracker. My ass burns with the friction of the cushions against my tender flesh, but not nearly as hotly as my clit burns with each plunge of his shaft into my depths. I dig my fingers into his shoulders, holding on for dear life, as Santa rides me without mercy.

"So ... fucking ... naughty," he hisses into my ear, his soft beard rubbing against my cheek and his hot breath tickling my neck. "You are the naughtiest girl I've ever fucked, and I've fucked them all!"

I have no snappy rejoinder for that. I can't ask him to catalog all of his naughty conquests, to rate my filthiest desires against the secret cravings of the world's sluttiest women, to list the things I can do to guarantee a visit from St. Nicholas next year. All I can do is gasp and groan beneath him as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me.

My mind spirals through the scenes his spanking conjured — the nights of sweaty sheets and tangled limbs, the days of wicked teasing and not-so-secret trysts — and none of them are half as good as the fucking he's giving me right now. I'm a little afraid that I'm going to be ruined for any other pleasure as another of the numberless climaxes shakes me to my core.

"Naughty ... naughty ... naughty," he chants as he pounds me, his hot mouth against my neck, his strong hands groping my tits. My heels tap against his ass in time with his thrusts and I dig my fingers into his shoulders until my hands ache.

Just as I think I can't take another thrust, as the swirling pleasure starts to tip toward pain, he arches his back and lets out a roar. His red hat slips from his head, falling onto the couch beside me, his curly hair gleaming in the faint starlight streaming through the window. Heat fills my core as he explodes inside me, his seed jetting into me as he shudders above me. A final surge of pleasure wracks my body, making my limbs shake and my scalp tingle with delight.

I lie on the couch, sweat cooling on my skin and Santa's spunk leaking down my thigh, barely able to breathe. I can see him standing in the shadows, smiling down at my sated body as he tucks his still turgid, shiny cock into his trousers and reaches for his belt.

"You've made Santa late for his next visit, Dorothy," he says. "Your naughtiness knows no bounds."

"Have I earned a spanking for next year, Santa?" I ask, my voice weak but happy. An aftershock of delight tickles my nerves, and I stifle a laugh.

"You're on Santa's permanent naughty list now," he says as he buckles his belt, and then bends down to plant a kiss on my forehead. "I'm going to have to start my rounds early from now on to be sure you get all the punishments you deserve."

I close my eyes and sigh, visions of delight still spinning in my head. When I open them again, he's gone; I can hear the silvery jingle of bells on the wind, and a deep, satisfied laugh that fades away as I drift into oblivion.


Oh dear Santa, fill it well


Iwake to the sound of muffled conversation from the kitchen, and the smell of coffee and something sweet on the stove. When I turn onto my back on the couch, I feel a dull sting in my ass and wince in surprise; that was one vivid dream!

The comforter from the back bedroom is spread across me — I don't remember getting up to grab it — and I'm still in Candy's elf costume, though the little red panties I put on are nowhere to be found. I let a hand wander between my legs, and find that I'm a little more sensitive to the touch than I would expect. Images of being thrown onto the couch and pounded by that sexy Santa from my dream flood my mind, as do visions of stretching across his lap while he paddled my ass. Talk about lucid!

"Well, will you look at who's up!" says a husky voice from just beyond the living room.

I prop myself on an elbow and look over the back of the couch to see Lee, a coffee cup in his hand and a smile on his face, walking slowly toward me. He holds the mug toward me, and I take it greedily, breathing in the invigorating vapors before taking a sip of the hot liquid. Lee laughs and sits on the couch beside me, his big hand on my knee.

"Does the princess want syrup or jam on her French toast?" Calvin calls from the kitchen. I hear a sizzle and smell the sweet scent of the eggy batter frying on the stove.

"Both, please," I call back, suddenly aware of my rumbling stomach. I look toward the window and see light streaming through the curtains; it must be well past eight in the morning to be so bright outside already.

"How did you get home?" I ask when Calvin comes into the living room holding a plate piled with steaming French toast. He hands me the plate and sits on the other side of me, then nods toward Lee.

"The trains started running again a little after midnight," he says, "and when I got to Milhawket and didn't get an answer when I called, I thought I'd ring Lee — I figured he'd either be out with the plow, or over here. Plowing, if you know what I mean ..."

I feel a blush creep from my throat to my cheeks and take a big bite of my breakfast. It's sweet and warm on my tongue, the maple and blackberries blending perfectly in my mouth.

"I was just wrapping up my jobs for the night," Lee says, reaching out to dab at my sticky lip with his finger, "so I swung by the station to collect Cal. When we got here, we found you crashed out on the couch, so we tucked you in and cracked open the Scotch and eggnog."

"I guess I was pretty tired," I say, trying to recall if I'd heard anything. Maybe my strange dream of the sexy Santa was triggered by Calvin and Lee coming through the door and then draping the comforter over me?

"You were quite the sight, spread out all over the couch in that cute little costume," Lee says, grinning wickedly at me. "If I didn't know better, I'd say you'd had quite a tumble with a vigorous lover, but there didn't seem to be anyone around."

My blush grows hotter, and I take another bite of breakfast.

"The costume is a nice surprise, though," Cal says. He pulls the comforter that I've had wrapped around myself down toward my waist and reaches out a hand for the silver buttons up the front of my smock. "Where did you get it?"

"From a friend," I say after I swallow my mouthful of French toast, recalling Candy's musky taste that lingered on my tongue long after I left Santa's Workshop.

"I think I'd like to meet this friend some time," Cal says as he undoes one, then two, then three buttons and slips his warm hand inside to cup a breast.

"Maybe you will some time," I say, leaning into his caress, the fork rattling on my plate. "If you're good."

"I think I know this friend of yours," Lee says over a rumbling chuckle. He pulls the comforter away from my lap and starts unbuttoning my smock from the bottom up, his big hands grazing my thigh. "And she's definitely on Santa's naughty list herself."

"All of my friends are more than a little naughty," I say. Cal has my smock open to my waist and is bending down to flick his tongue across a stiffening nipple. I groan, and Lee lifts the plate from my hand before it spills.

"Even naughty elves get gifts in this house," Cal says as he leans across to lick and nip my other nipple. I wrap my fingers in his hair and pull him close.

#

"Baby, your ass!" Lee says with a laugh. I'm lying on my belly, head in Cal's lap as I pull at the zipper on his slacks. Lee has pushed the open smock up past my waist, exposing my bare ass. "Were you sitting too close to the fire?"

I turn my head over my shoulder, trying to look down my prone body, and raise my ass into the air so I can get a look. My cheeks are a fading rosy red, and I can see raised circular bumps on my skin. When Lee puts a hand on me, I let out a hiss at the sudden tingling burn; his fingers caress the tender flesh, and warmth flows through me.

"I guess so," I gasp, squeezing my eyes shut. Images of Santa's black leather paddle swim up from the darkness.

"If I didn't know better," Cal says as he slides his slacks and boxers down over his thighs and then leans back into the couch with a sigh when I take his half-hard cock into my fingers, "I'd say you got a spanking while I was in the city."

"It does look a little sore," says Lee. I let out a surprised cry when I feel his soft lips press against my tingling ass, and then his tongue snakes across the curve of one cheek. "I'd better soothe it a little bit."

While Lee's lips and tongue work their magic on my ass, I turn my attention to Calvin's cock. It stiffens between my fingers, and he lets out a long sigh when I drag my tongue along its length. I lick again, slower this time, taking my time to reach the spongy, purple tip, and I am rewarded with the bitter tang of a shimmering droplet of pre-cum.

Lee matches my lick for lick behind me, his tongue easing its way through my slippery crevices. He presses his hands against my ass as he settles in for his own Christmas breakfast, making wet, hungry sounds as he devours me. The room spins around me, and I cling to Calvin's pulsing erection for stability.

#

Lee's cock fills me completely, his hands holding my stocking-covered feet aloft as he hammers into me. His dark skin shines with salty sweat in the light of the fire that Calvin lit before leaving for the kitchen. I stretch myself on the rug before the fireplace, luxuriating in the warm glow and in Lee's vigorous, steady fucking.

"I have your presents," Cal says, and I turn my head to see him returning to the living room with two packages wrapped in red paper and a turgid erection that glistens in the firelight, still slick from my mouth. The packages intrigue me, of course, but it's that erection that I really crave.

"I want the present I already unwrapped," I say when Cal kneels beside my head. I reach up to grasp his cock and pull him closer.

"I think you'll like these, too," says Cal. He moves closer to me on his knees, hovering above me so I can pull his cock to my lips. Lee thrusts hard, his balls slapping against my ass with the force of his fucking, and I let out a gasp before taking the tip of Cal's cock into my mouth.

I'm barely paying attention to Cal as he tears the wrapping off a small box; my pussy and mouth are delightfully full, and there's only so much consideration a gal can spare in this situation. That's why I'm taken completely by surprise when Cal reaches down and snaps a pair of silvery clamps onto my stiff nipples. I nearly choke on the cock that is pressed against my tongue, and I let out a muffled cry when Cal tugs the chain that connects the clamps. My nipples sing in sudden, delightful pain that turns into a burning glow that fills my body.

"Ronda at Lucky Fierce Vibes recommended these," Cal says, giving the chain another twist that lifts my tits. I arch my back, groaning around Cal's cock, and Lee meets my movements with long, slow, powerful thrusts.

"Oh, fuck!" I cry, letting Cal's cock slip free. It rises above my face, slick with spit, pulsing in the air. Cal tugs again, and I surrender to the climax that races through my body.

#

I straddle Cal's lap while he sits on the couch, my fingers digging into his shoulders. Between my legs, he holds his other gift, a silvery egg that buzzes and hums in his hand and throbs against my aching clit. His cock lies in restless repose against his belly, the creamy seed he emptied into my mouth smeared around the tip. The egg is another of Ronda's selections, and more proof of my favorite toy expert's exquisite taste.

Suddenly I feel something strike my ass, and I let out a yelp. Lee chuckles behind me, and his second blow knocks me forward against Cal, the vibrating egg sliding along my slick folds as I fall.

"What is that?" I gasp, looking over my shoulder to see Lee standing behind me with a broad grin on his face. He holds up a black leather paddle with a wooden handle, ivy leaves stitched on the surface in silver thread.

"I found this under the couch," Lee says. He slides the paddle down my back and then flicks his wrist for a light tap on my ass. "Are you sure you weren't getting a spanking before we got here?"

"Impossible," Cal says, adjusting the egg against my pussy so it's nestled against my clit again, buzzing lightly. I bite my lip and moan. "There were no tracks in the snow when we got home. Were you spanking yourself, babe?"

I grunt when Lee strikes me again. The fire in my ass and the throbbing ache in my pussy conspire to muddle my mind.

"I ... I don't think so," I whisper. Lee swats me again, making me whimper with delight.

"Maybe the spanker came down the chimney," says Lee. He's standing closer now, his cock hard again and resting against the small of my back. He traces lines down my spine with his fingertips before applying another light smack to my ass.

"M ... m ... maybe," I stutter, barely able to fill my lungs with air. I squeeze my eyes shut, and my dream comes back again; I can feel the sharp sting of Santa's paddle on my ass, taste the surprisingly spicy flavors of his cock, feel his erection pushing into me ...

But no, that's Lee's erection, the tip of his cock gently parting my folds while Cal presses the egg against my clit. I collapse against my husband, my mouth pressed to his throat, while Lee fucks me. Cal turns the egg in lazy circles between my belly and my clit.

"And then slipped away up the chimney again?" Cal asks with a laugh. He flicks a thumb against a stiff nipple, pulling another moan from my lips. "Is Dorothy's mystery lover Santa Claus?"

I can't answer with words, because another climax is racing through me. I can feel my slick channel pulsing around Lee's cock, and my clit aches with joy under the egg's insistent purr. The scream I let out echoes through the living room and swells like a choir of angels, and then fades as I fall into a swoon between my lovers, the sound of tinkling bells ringing in my ears.
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Author's Note


"Dorothy's Filthy Fourth" is the latest chapter in the adventures of Dorothy Warren, the marketing-executive-turned-housewife who features in "Dorothy's Velvet Devil," "Dorothy's Domestic Bliss," "Dorothy's Double Delight," "Use Me at the Fair," and "Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer." You don't need to have read those books to enjoy this one, but if you enjoy this one, then you definitely need to check out the rest!

Here's what you need to know going in (though there will be enough clues in this story for you to get up to speed pretty quickly):

Dorothy Warren and her husband Calvin moved to the small town of Milhawket after she was caught in flagrante delicto on the 23rd floor conference room table with Brad, the HR intern (detailed in "Dorothy's Velvet Devil"). This wasn't Dorothy's first indiscretion, but it was the most public, and at the encouragement of Dr. Elsie Foster, their long-suffering marriage counselor, they decided that Dorothy needed a change of scenery and a sexual reset.

It wasn't long, though, before Dorothy discovered plenty of ways to get up to no good in the small town (detailed in "Dorothy's Domestic Bliss"). First, there was Lee Randolph, the owner of the local landscaping company, who became a frequent guest in the downstairs bedroom. And Deacon Ross, the young carpenter hired to help fix up the old farmhouse. As part of a wicked plan hatched by Ronda, the sex toy sommelier at Lucky Fierce Vibes, Dorothy became a frequent visitor of the post office's back room where postmaster Frank Green collected and tested a variety of kinky devices. Calvin, it turns out, was an enthusiastic participant in that plan, having long ago accepted his wife's insatiable needs for variety and stimulation, and invited all of her new lovers (plus Ronda) for quite a dinner party indeed.

Later that summer, Dorothy became entangled with an especially naughty fantasy of Conor and Jeff, two members of Lee's crew, and Candy, the girl who works at the MacIntosh and Sons Grocery deli counter. This dalliance is described in "Dorothy's Double Delight."

As summer came to an end, Lee stepped up to plan a very kinky trip to the county fair, enlisting Dorothy's Milhawket lovers and a few new friends for a whirlwind tour that left her right on the edge of release until she and Lee reached the top of the Ferris wheel during the firework show (detailed in "Use Me at the Fair").

Dorothy also had a delightful first Christmas in Milhawket, assisted again by Lee, Deacon, Frank, and Candy, and by a mysterious visitor, who may have been a dream, who made sure Dorothy faced up to all the ways she earned her place on the naughty list (spanking was definitely involved). You can read about that adventure in "Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer."

And now it's summer again in Milhawket — the town's sesquicentennial celebration is just weeks away, and the fireworks are going to be something else!


Chapter 1


"Are you going to the fireworks on Saukwish Lake this year, Mrs. Warren?" Deacon asks.

He's kneeling on the master bathroom's tiled floor, a level in one hand and a rubber mallet in the other, tapping little wooden shims under the antique vanity's countertop. Calvin called him last night to come fix the tilt that has been bothering him since we moved into his Aunt Belinda's old farmhouse: anything you set on the countertop stands a good chance of drifting to the floor over time, and more than once we've been awoken by the sudden clatter of a razor or toothbrush taking a tumble. He's so focused on his work that Deacon doesn't notice that I'm standing in the doorway behind him without a stitch on, a plush towel draped over my arm and the grime and sweat of a hot morning in the garden on my face and arms.

"I don't know," I say, letting my tongue flick out over my lips as I watch him work. "The Fourth is still a few weeks out."

He's tall and lanky, having to bend low to see the gap below the counter, and his t-shirt has come untucked from his jeans, exposing his smooth bare back and the shadow of his angular hips. His wavy black hair hangs into his eyes, and he has to pause periodically to sweep it away with his fingers, letting the level sit precariously on the edge of the counter. His thighs flex as he squats, stretching his jeans taut, and a vision of my legs straddling those muscular thighs flashes through my mind. It's all I can do not to let out a little moan.

"You really should come this year," Deacon says, still not looking up. "They're pulling out all the stops — it's Milhawket's seska — sexy — seskwo — um ..."

"Sesquicentennial?" I suggest, admiring the way his shoulders move under his tight red t-shirt. I should really have asked him to take the shirt off before he started work, it would have saved us a little time and aided in my visualization exercises ...

"Yeah, that's it," he says, giving the little piece of wood he's working with a light tap with the mallet. "They hired some big pyrotechnics artist from Italy, and there's a big carnival at the fairgrounds — bands and beer and brats, y'know?"

I did, in fact, know. I distinctly recall a delightful day I had at the county fair last year, with incredibly filthy distractions arranged by Lee Randolph, one of my regular lovers and the owner of the landscaping company that keeps the old farmhouse looking like a magazine spread. There was dancing, and a butter sculpture, and a dalliance in the flower shop with Candy from the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter, capped with a mind-shattering orgasm at the top of the Ferris wheel. When I lived in the city, a little county fair would barely have interested me; now I feel a sudden shiver of delight coursing through my body at the thought of the naughty delights an Independence Day fair could offer.

"It does sound like fun," I say, stepping into the bathroom and standing over his shoulder. "Will you be working at the dairy barn?"

Lee had arranged for Calvin to meet me at the dairy barn at the start of my day at the county fair, setting the stage for what would be a continuously frustrating but ultimately delightful diversion. He had all of my Milhawket lovers lined up — Deacon and Conor, Jeff and Frank — plus a couple of new surprises, all with express instructions to rev me up but not let me climax. I was practically crawling out of my skin when Lee finally met me at the Ferris wheel, and I rode him at the wheel's apex while the fair's fireworks celebrated my frenzied orgasm.

"I don't know if there will be a dairy barn," Deacon says, "but I'll probably have a table advertising Milhawket Woodworks."

He gives the shim he's working on one last tap with his mallet, then he turns to look up at me. His eyes go wide and his jaw drops when he sees my nakedness, and I can't help but laugh; even after a year of being one of my Milhawket lovers, Deacon is amusingly shy and shockingly innocent about my lewd tendencies. Sometimes when he comes to the house to do some work, even if a little afternoon delight isn't in the plan, I like to give him a flash of a tit or lift my dress for a peek at my ass just to see him blush.

"Mrs. ... Mrs. Warren," Deacon stammers, knocking his level to the floor with a rattling clang. "I ... I didn't ... you're ..."

"Please, Deacon," I say, bending down to plant a kiss on the top of his curly black hair, "call me Dorothy. We're friends — very close friends — so there's no need to be formal."

"Right, I, um, I forgot, Mrs. ... um, Dorothy," he stutters as he reaches for the dropped level and pulls himself to his feet. His face is bright red, the blush extending below his shirt collar, and I have a sudden desire to press my hands against his chest to feel if his skin's temperature is rising along with the color.

"That's better," I say, going up on my tiptoes to kiss him; I can only reach his collarbone with my lips, even when I stretch, but I'm content with the salty taste of his skin on my lips.

"I ... I guess you're going to take a shower, huh?" he says, glancing down at the towel on my arm and then struggling to bring his eyes up from my tits to my face. I stifle another laugh and put a finger against his chest.

"You're so observant, Deacon," I say. "I like that about you. Yes, I'm planning on a shower; I've been digging in the garden all morning, and I'm a dirty, sweaty mess. I'm sure I must smell absolutely rank."

"Oh, not at all, Mrs. ... Dorothy," Deacon says, "you smell just ... um ... you smell good, actually ..."

I press my nose against his chest and take a deep breath, drawing in the clean and musky scent of his sweat. I can feel his heart racing beneath his t-shirt, and when I move closer to him, I feel a distinctive bulge against my belly.

"You smell good, too, Deacon," I say. I reach for the hem of his shirt and give it a little tug, sliding my fingers underneath to graze his bare skin. He breathes in sharply, stiffening against my touch, but doesn't pull away. "I've always liked your soap — is it lavender?"

"Um, yeah," he says, gingerly placing a hand on my hip as I slip my fingers higher under his shirt, tracing a line from his navel toward his hardening nipples. "I get it at the farmer's market ..."

"It suits you," I say. When my nails graze a nipple, I hear his breath quicken; his fingers grip my hip a little tighter and he braces his other hand against the vanity, letting me press myself against him. "I should get some to have on hand when you come over."

"Oh, you don't have to do that," he says, laughing nervously. "I mean, it's not like I'm going to take a shower here."

I look up at him and lift an eyebrow, then let a smile play across my lips. His eyes get a little wider.

"Are you sure about that?" I say. I set my towel on the countertop so I can slide my other hand under his shirt, both palms pressing against his chest. "Because a shower might be nice after all that work."

"I ... um ... yeah, I guess so ..."

"You can wash my back," I say, pressing my belly against the bulge that's straining the front of his jeans. "And then I'll wash yours. Doesn't that sound nice?"

The noise that Deacon makes — something between a moan and a sigh, rumbling up from his chest — certainly sounds affirmative to me. His hands slide up my bare back as I reach down for the fly of his jeans.

#

"Oh god, Deacon," I gasp, my hands sliding on the shower's tiled wall. If he didn't have an arm slung around my belly, lifting me up to meet his thrusts, I would certainly fall to the floor in a quivering heap. "Oh, god, just like that ..."

There's a rakish curve to Deacon's cock, a little kink that makes it slide deliciously against spots that no other cocks can touch. Over the last year, I've enjoyed testing it in different positions, and no matter how he fucks me, he finds the secret spots within me that make me hum with delight. From behind, it hits the top wall of my channel at the most tantalizing angle, and soon I'm dizzy and weightless, floating in the steam and spray as he pounds himself into me.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," Deacon gasps. He reaches a hand up to grasp a tit, pressing my rock hard nipple against his palm and pulling me up so he can press hot kisses into my neck and shoulders. "You're so tight ..."

I groan and bear down on him, clenching his shaft. Flutters of sensation shake through me, and I raise a foot and press my knee into the shower wall, urging him deeper. I close my eyes and watch red and yellow fireworks explode as my climax rushes toward me; I'm sure that no Fourth of July display on Saukwish Lake could rival the pyrotechnic blast my eager lover is providing me.

#

"It's a little different scent than the usual," I say, kneeling in front of Deacon and briskly toweling his hips and thighs, "but it still suits you."

Deacon sighs and runs his fingers through my damp auburn hair while I take his still-hard cock between my lips. After he pounded me into oblivion and emptied his hot seed into me, we had a gentle and leisurely scrub in the shower until the hot water started to cool. I sloughed off his chest and belly with a rough luffa, lathering him with rose-scented suds, while he sluiced and kissed away the grime and sweat from my body.

The musky, salty taste I love about his cock, though, is still lurking under the floral aroma, and it doesn't take long for him to stiffen in my mouth and coat my tongue with a bitter tang that sends a tingle between my legs. I swirl my fingers through my damp thatch and flick my thumb against my pulsing clit as I suck, delighting in the weight of his cock against my tongue and the taste of his arousal. Deacon is one of my younger lovers, and the fastest to recover: he may be a little shy at the start, but once is never enough with Deacon.

"Dorothy, Dorothy, Dorothy," he chants, his voice low and breathy. I look up to see he has his head thrown back, eyes closed and neck straining. His fingers tighten in my hair and his hips begin to move back and forth, making his cock scrape softly across my teeth. I stroke myself faster, racing to join him in the climax I can feel rumbling closer in the tightening of his balls against my chin.

When he explodes in my mouth, filling me with his searing seed, I groan and lean hard against my hand, pushing two fingers into my channel. Some of his spunk escapes my lips when I come, and I giggle to myself as I catch it on my fingers and smear it on the soft, dark tip of Deacon's spit-slick cock.

"I'll have to see if the downstairs bathroom needs a little carpentry work, too," I say, smiling up at him as I give his softening cock a long, gentle pull. "I like the way you level things up."


Chapter 2


Calvin was pleased with the work on the bathroom vanity, too, especially after I told him I had wrangled a discount out of Deacon. He knows exactly how I got that discount without me giving him a whole of lot unnecessary details, though when he tested Deacon's work by lifting me onto the vanity and pounding me with impressive gusto, I feel like I had all the approval I needed to continue managing the farmhouse contracts in my unique manner.

"We should find more work around the house for him," I say as I hand him his briefcase at the door early the next morning. "He really knows how to get the best results out of his tools."

Cal rolls his eyes, then bends down to give me a kiss on the cheek.

"You're so bad, Dorothy," he says with a sigh. "Absolutely wicked."

"Being bad is the only thing I'm really good at," I say.

I bat my lashes and smile lovingly at him; he knows exactly what that look means: I've got big plans for the rest of the day.

First on my agenda is a visit to the post office. I got an email last night from Lucky Fierce Vibes that my new order — the Tempo Tiny Torpedo — had just arrived. I could have it delivered straight to the farmhouse, of course — most of our mail arrives daily at the mailbox where our long gravel drive meets the old Sutter's Creek Road — but I much prefer to have shipments from Lucky Fierce Vibes held at the post office for me to pick up. I find that the postmaster Frank Green's personal attention to customer service is truly superb and well worth the extra effort of dragging the old bicycle out of the shed and rolling down the hill into town.

On this mid-June morning, the sun is already high and bright in a cloudless blue sky, so I dress for the heat that will be arriving soon: a calf-length yellow sundress with a blue flower pattern, a pair of white sandals, and my floppy brown hat to keep the sun out of my eyes. Of course, I leave my panties and bra behind — I haven't dug them out of my closet since the snow finally melted in March. Most of the time, underwear just slows me down, and gives me one more thing to worry about collecting after a little tryst is over.

The old three-speed bicycle I found in the shed when we moved here is still serving me well for most of my transportation needs. Calvin replaced the chain and tires last year, and I mounted a new wicker basket on the front, decorated with bright plastic daisies. The old leather saddle is supple and smooth, and conforms perfectly to my bottom when I swing my leg over and take my seat. I let out a satisfied sigh as my bare skin slides against the saddle, warming it nicely before I kick off from the ground and start down the drive.

The ride into town is long — nearly eight miles! — but enjoyable. I love the gentle whir of my tires on the gravel and pavement, the warm breeze that blows over my hair and under my dress, and the gentle vibration of the seat under my bottom. Since I often plan a little extra fun to go along with my errands in town, I've come to think of the bike ride as a form of foreplay, helping to get me in the mood for a busy day.

And I'm definitely in the mood when I pull up to the post office, chain my bike to the rack, and sling my bag over my shoulder. I'm looking forward to the Tempo Tiny Torpedo — "a subtle and discreet companion perfectly suited for your on-the-go needs" — and showing Frank all of its promised features.

#

"I'm very sorry, sir," I hear Frank's voice say as I step into the post office lobby, its pitch rising in frustration, "but the United States Post Office simply will not allow the shipment of explosive materials through its facilities. You will need to find an alternate method for their delivery."

This is followed by a deep and rumbling voice saying something loudly and quite peevedly, but not in English — Italian, maybe? — and then the sound of a fist slamming on the formica countertop. Intrigued, I hurry past the wall of PO boxes and the rack of packing supplies and into the main office, and suddenly freeze in wonderment.

There's Frank, his face red and his wavy brown hair disheveled, looking officious and displeased in his blue uniform shirt. And standing in front of him, tall and broad shouldered, with a dense pile of black hair on the top of his head and bristly mustache perched on his lip, is one of the sexiest men I have ever laid eyes on. And I've laid more than my fair share of men.

He's not as tall as Deacon, this delectable specimen who's clearly enraged my occasional lover with his impertinence, but he's imposing all the same, commanding attention and respect with his posture. A cream-colored linen shirt is stretched tight across his shoulders, and a pair of tailored gray slacks drape casually but provocatively over a firm, round ass. He wears tasseled leather loafers on his feet, which are braced wide apart as if he's preparing to do battle, and he hovers above Frank with an imperious air. This is a man who is used to getting his way about everything, and he doesn't appreciate something as frivolous as postal regulations or transportation safety getting in the way.

"These shipping companies," Frank is saying, pulling a photocopied sheet of paper from beneath the counter and setting it before the seething stranger, "may be able to accommodate your needs, though I can't speak to their costs or their timeliness. But under no circumstances will items like ... " and his eyes flit over a slip of paper the stranger dangles from his fingers ... "'flaming tiger tail comets' or 'Class B strobing stars' be processed in this or any other United States Post Office."

The stranger scowls — I slip around to the side so I can see his black eyes flash in anger, his olive skin tinged crimson with frustration — and snatches the sheet from Frank. With a sharp, shouted phrase that I would recognize as a vile curse in any language, he spins on his heel and starts toward the door. I take a casual step in his direction, forcing his arm to brush against my shoulder as he passes me.

"Scusate, signorina," he mutters, then pauses to look me over. My face is a little flushed from my ride, and my nipples push stiffly at the thin fabric of my dress. I reach up to brush an auburn lock away from my face and flash him a beaming smile.

"Not at all, sir," I say in my smoothest, sweetest voice, letting "sir" stretch out like an invitation. "I hope the rest of your day gets better."

He rolls his eyes and glances over his shoulder at Frank, whose face has returned to its composed and professional resting state despite the color still burning in his cheeks. "Idiota," he hisses, and I half expect him to follow it up with a disdainful stream of spittle aimed at the floor. Then he says, "It is already improved, signorina, by your delightful charms. Perhaps we shall cross paths again, as I am in this patetica cittadina for some weeks longer."

And then he suddenly grasps my hand and raises my fingers to his lips for a slow, hot, dry kiss that I feel all the way to the soles of my feet.

#

"At least one of us seems to get along with our fancy visitor," Frank grumbles as he leads me down the hallway at the back of the post office, his fingers wrapped around my elbow. He locked the door between the PO boxes and the main counter as soon as the stranger briskly strode away, hanging a "Back in 30 minutes" sign before giving me a brow-furrowing scowl and beckoning me to follow.

"What's his story?" I ask, picking up my pace to keep up with Frank's hurried steps. My pulse quickens as we near the locked room at the end of the hall, which I like to think of as our private laboratory of pleasure.

"Haven't you heard?" Frank asks as he turns the key in the lock and pushes the gray metal door open. "That's Giuseppe Gallo, of Dragon Fire Pyrotechnics — he's doing the big show at Saukwish Lake on the Fourth. I don't even want to know how much the town board is spending on him; I guess he's a big deal in the fireworks world."

"Interesting," I say, following Frank into the darkened office. A large metal desk dominates the room, flanked by tall filing cabinets and stacks of old cardboard boxes. To anyone who didn't know what was hidden in those cabinets, this would look like an abandoned office space that has become a junk repository, but I've seen the delightfully naughty things Frank has tucked away here. My mouth waters in anticipation.

"I'm going to be glad when he heads back to Italy, or wherever he's from." Frank slams the door shut behind us and turns the deadbolt. "He seems to think the whole town is here at his personal beck and call — you should see the things he made MacIntosh and Sons stock while he's here."

"He's definitely a looker," I say, running my tongue over my lips and winking at Frank. "I'm sure he's turning more than a few heads — Milhawket doesn't get a lot of visitors who look that nice in linen."

Frank rolls his eyes again, then walks toward one of the metal cabinets with his ring of keys.

"Once you get to know that bastard," he says, "the charm wears awfully thin. I predict that he won't be missed when he leaves, no matter how impressive the fireworks are."

He unlocks a drawer and digs around inside it, emerging with a box about eight inches square. On one side is a neon pink label with "LFV" printed on the side, and on the other is the bright green shamrock logo that hangs above the entrance to Lucky Fierce Vibes, my home away from home back in the city. My pussy begins to weep like a salivating Pavlovian dog hearing its dinner bell.

"Speaking of impressive," Frank says as he slides his thumbnail along the edge of the package, gently opening the seal, "I've heard good things about the Tempo Tiny Torpedo, and I'd love to see if they're true."

#

"A subtle and discreet companion" is a good description of the little pink toy that we find nestled in the box, sitting on a cloud-like bed of blue cotton. It's a slender silicon cylinder not much bigger than my thumb, and nearly silent when Frank presses the little switch on its circular base, but when he holds it against my bare thigh while I sit on the edge of the desk, it packs a punch far above its weight class.

"Oh my," I gasp, hiking up my dress so he can roll the device higher up my leg. It sends pulsing vibrations through my flesh, and even at that distance from my clit it makes my little button stiffen in anticipation. "Is that thing nuclear powered?"

Frank glances at the folded paper sitting in the empty box and shakes his head. "It's a standard 3 volt lithium battery," he says, "but the motor is 'tuned to emit the highest frequencies possible at the lowest power profile.'"

"Oh my," I gasp again as Frank moves the toy higher. I bunch my dress in my fingers, exposing my pussy, and watch as he drags it slowly across my belly. "It's almost too much ..."

"I didn't think anything could be too much for Dorothy," he says with a wink. He presses the vibrator just above my clit, and the pulsing sensation clouds my brain to everything except its insistent buzz.

"This ... might ... be," I croak, lying back on the desk with my legs dangling above the floor. "It's ... a lot ..."

And then, almost without warning, my orgasm sweeps through me, hard and fast and almost painful in its intensity, making me cry out in surprise and delight as I writhe on the desk. I can barely hear Frank laughing through the blood pounding in my ears, and his fingers exploring my sopping, clenching channel make me cry out again as my climax rises to another level of intensity.

"Rhubarb! Rhubarb! Rhubarb!" I shout, remembering the ridiculous safe word that Ronda had suggested at our celebratory orgy at the farmhouse last year. I curl up on my side with my knees tucked to my heaving breasts as Frank flicks the Tiny Torpedo's switch off.

"Fuck fuck fuck," I whimper as my eyes begin to focus again. Aftershocks of my climax shake my body.

"I suppose I should have read the instructions first," Frank says, pulling himself up onto the desk beside me. He smooths my hair with one hand, holding the folded paper from the box in the other. "Apparently it has three intensity settings — 'Firecracker,' 'Roman Candle,' and 'Hydrogen Bomb.' The jump from 'Roman Candle' to 'Hydrogen Bomb' seems quite large ..."

"Is that the setting you had it on?" I whimper. My clit is nearly numb and my legs feel like I've sprinted a mile.

"So it would seem. Sorry about that ..."

I turn my head to look at him; there's no trace of contrition in his smile, and I can't help but laugh, though it's a breathy, stuttering laugh.

"I'll have my revenge, Frank Green," I say, reaching shaky fingers toward the bulge in his blue slacks. "Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but when you least expect it, I'm going to settle this score."

"I certainly hope so," he says as he unbuckles his belt and lifts his hips so he can push his slacks down. His erection strains against his boxers. "I expect your score settling to be quite enjoyable for everyone involved."


Chapter 3


Ihave a spring in my step and a grin on my face as I leave the post office and cross the street to MacIntosh and Sons, Milhawket's grocery store. Frank did have a worried look on his face when I let my teeth drag along the length of his cock while making growling noises, but I wasn't going to take my revenge in quite so pedestrian a way as that. Besides, the effects of my too-intense climax from the Tempo Tiny Torpedo's "Hydrogen Bomb" setting were settling into a pleasant tingle, and while I wasn't quite up for the intense pleasure of mounting Frank's cock, the secondary delights of sucking him off definitely appealed to me.

And also to Frank, judging by how quickly and completely he filled my willing mouth.

The expected heat of the day has already arrived, and the cool air conditioning inside MacIntosh and Sons is a welcome relief. My nipples stiffen under the thin fabric of my dress and the breeze that blows up as I step through the sliding doors feels refreshing against my over-excited pussy. I let out a sigh and let the cool, dry air embrace me with a gentle shiver.

I only have a few things on my shopping list — butter and flour for a pie I plan to bake tomorrow, some plums for Calvin's lunches, coffee — so I grab a basket from the rack by the door and make my way down the aisles. I notice with amusement that the Italian shelf — usually a tiny affair just past the canned beans — is indeed better stocked than usual, as Frank had hinted. There are jars of sauce that look much fancier than the usual sugary red spaghetti sauces, cans of roasted artichokes and sun-dried tomatoes, and bottles of vinegar and olive oil infused with herbs and spices. On a whim, I grab a jar of pickled peppers and a box of multi-colored fusilli, thinking I could treat Calvin to something a little different for supper this week.

When I turn the corner toward the deli counter, I freeze in my tracks: Giuseppe Gallo is standing over the glass case, his not-insignificant fists balled at his hips, gazing down at the array of cold cuts on offer with an aggrieved scowl on his face. Though maybe, judging from his interaction with Frank at the post office, that's just how he normally looks? Candy is working behind the counter, her silk-fine blonde hair tied back under a paper hat, a blue and white striped apron pulled across her round breasts, and an uncomfortable "the-customer-is-always-right" smile on her pretty face.

"The package says it's prosciutto, sir," I hear Candy say, her lips pulled back tightly. "I mean, it's maybe not the world's greatest prosciutto — I imagine you have very high prosciutto standards — but that is certainly what it is ..."

Giuseppe makes a rumbling, scoffing noise at the back of his throat and flicks his fingers toward the meat case.

"That is a crime against prosciutto," he huffs. "In a just world, the maker of that horrid thing would be hanged by his feet from a lamp post, and you ..." Giuseppe suddenly straightens, then leans against the counter with his fingers drumming against the glass. "You, signorina, would be bent over my knee and your plump little bottom thoroughly spanked for selling such tripe." His eyes flash beneath thick black brows, and Candy's face turns white.

I take in a sharp breath, feeling more than a little conflicted. The image of Candy's delightfully plump bottom being spanked flashes through my mind, and I have to admit that it appeals to me. I've had a couple of exquisite encounters of my own with Candy over the last year, and while we haven't dabbled in impact play, she does certainly have a very spankable bottom. But also — who is this man to speak to Candy like that?

Squaring my shoulders, I step up to the counter and drop my shopping basket on the glass, startling both Candy and Giuseppe. Candy lets out her breath when she recognizes me, and a relieved smile flashes across her face. Giuseppe takes a step back and turns to look at me, and he is none too subtle in letting his eyes roam up and down my body. I feel myself blush a little, and when his dark eyes sparkle and a smile lifts the corners of his mouth, I blush even more.

"Is there a problem here?" I ask, struggling to find the most commanding version of my voice while I feel my traitorous nipples stiffen under Giuseppe's gaze. I look him straight in the eyes and say, "We don't typically threaten to spank total strangers in this town, even if we're not thrilled with the quality of the deli meat."

"Spanking," he says in a low, velvety voice, "is the least of the punishments that should be meted out in this situation. This ... this ... desiccated scrap of leather is ... what is the word? Un abominio."

"Now look here, Mr. High and Mighty," I say, spulling myself to my full height while painfully aware of the way my tits stretch the fabric of my dress, "my friend Candy doesn't deserve those kinds of threats, and I don't appreciate hearing you make them."

His eyes narrow but his smile widens.

"Perhaps you, too, would like to be spanked?" he says, smacking the back of his hand against his palm for emphasis. I startle at the sharp sound of flesh on flesh, but set my jaw in defiance.

"If there's going to be any spanking ...," I start to say, stepping toward him until we're toe to toe and I'm looking up into his face.

And then a woman's voice breaks in behind me.

"Giuseppe, please, there's no need to cause a scene — the prosciutto and capicola we ordered will arrive at the house tomorrow. Until then, I have all I need to make the bruschetta with pesto and goat cheese."

I turn on my heel, my elbow brushing against Giuseppe's ribs, and see a woman wearing a tailored dark skirt suit and rose-colored blouse, her brown hair cut into a no-nonsense bob. She looks to be about my age, maybe a few years older, though she's clearly had some tasteful and expensive work done on her angular face, and I suspect some lifting of the ample tits beneath her suit coat, so it's hard to judge her age precisely.

The woman places her hand on Giuseppe's shoulder, and he visibly calms, his expression softening and the fire in his eyes cooling to a gentle blaze. I steal a glance at Candy, who is still staring tensely at Giuseppe and the woman, her chin quivering a little. The woman slides her hand down Giuseppe's back and loops an arm around his waist, then turns him down the aisle away from the deli counter.

"Ciao ciao," she says over her shoulder as she passes me, a sparkle in her eyes. I watch the roll of her hips and the motion of Giuseppe's firm ass under his linen slacks as they walk away from us.

I turn back to look at Candy, who is also staring slack-jawed at Giuseppe's ass. She blinks and looks at me, and an electric spark arcs between us; without saying a word, I know we're both tuning our filthy minds to the same naughty channel.

"When is your shift over?" I ask Candy, my voice suddenly breathy and low and laden with desire.

"Right now," Candy says, reaching trembling hands to her neck to undo her apron.

#

The sound of my hand slapping against Candy's naked, upturned ass rings off the concrete walls of the utility closet behind the break room. She's stretched out across my thighs, my dress hiked up to my waist so I can feel her squirm against my mound, her sopping cotton panties stuffed in her mouth to stifle the groans and cries she makes each time my palm strikes her round, red cheeks.

"I want to spank his fucking ass," I hiss, smacking Candy's ass on each syllable. She writhes on my knees, her silk-fine blonde hair damp with sweat. "I want to bend him over and swat him until he begs for mercy."

Candy lets out a grunt and lifts her ass to meet my hand. Her skin is hot, glowing in the dim light. I let my palm rest against her curves, savoring the heat rising from her ass, and then slide my fingers lower, between the crimson cheeks. Her plump pussy lips peek out from the shadows, glistening with arousal, and my fingers easily part them. Candy wiggles and groans as I explore her depths, alternating between slipping a finger deep in her channel and then making her cheeks shake with a firm slap of my palm.

"I'm going to have him, Candy," I whisper, "I'm going to show that arrogant bastard that he can't just waltz into our town and start making demands. He's got a lesson to learn, Candy, and I'm just the woman to teach him!"

She arches her back, lifting her breasts off my thigh and grinding her groin into my knee. The cotton panties in her mouth dangle between her teeth, wet and twisted, and she lets out a groan as her channel clenches around my invading fingers. I push my hand harder against her fleshy lips, my thumb seeking the pulsing meat of her clit, and she releases a warm flood of nectar that trickles down my calf.

"Yes, Mrs. Warren," Candy gasps, dropping to her knees in front of me and letting the panties in her mouth fall between my feet. She looks up at me, her eyes ablaze and her face slick with sweat. "Teach him hard."

She pushes my thighs apart with trembling hands and presses her soft lips to my aching need. I tangle my fingers in her hair, pulling her face tight to my pussy, and let my head hang back, imagining all the naughty lessons I plan to teach Giuseppe Gallo.


Chapter 4


"Do you want to see some fireworks?" Calvin asks.

I turn my head to look at him. His eyes are closed, and he wears a satisfied grin on his lips. I'm sure I have the same contented expression, an aching need having just been quenched, albeit certainly temporarily.

When he got home, I had Calvin help me put the Tempo Tiny Torpedo through its paces. We alternated between the "Firecracker" and "Roman Candle" settings, quickly backing off if the feelings got too intense, and discovered that holding it between our bellies on its middle speed, hovering over my mound while Calvin fucked me with a steady, insistent rhythm, kept us both on the knife's edge of bliss for the longest time before we had to surrender to the inevitable limb-shaking, brain-melting eruption.

"I think I already did," I say with a sigh. When I close my eyes, I can still see the fiery bursts that exploded as Calvin and the Torpedo pushed me past the point of no return.

"Real fireworks," he says, reaching a hand over to graze my sweat-slickened hip. "On Saukwish Lake."

"Isn't that where the big Fourth of July celebration will be?" I say. "I think I ... crossed paths with the pyrotechnics expert the town hired."

"Then his contract is probably in my company's payment system," Calvin says. "We just finished a big implementation project for Milhawket, and our CEO wants to celebrate by watching the show from a boat in the middle of Saukwish Lake."

"Interesting," I say. I roll over and put an arm across Calvin's bare chest. "I suppose that would be a fun way to see the fireworks display."

"It's not a very big boat," he continues, "so it'll just be us, and Andrew, the CEO, and Jessica Dixon, the town manager."

#

"Jessica Dixon?" Lee grunts.

His fingers dig into my hips, pulling my ass up to meet his thrusts, while I press my face into the pillow, enjoying the thorough pounding my favorite lawn care contractor is giving me. As predicted, Calvin and the Tiny Torpedo satisfied me for a good long time last night, but when morning rolled around and Lee swung by — "Just to check the sprinklers," he said with a saucy grin — I felt compelled to lure him into the downstairs bedroom for a little debriefing on local politics.

"Town manager," I gasp, squeezing the pillow between my hands and arching my back when Lee's thick, pulsing cock hits one of those hard to reach places deep in my pussy. "What's she look like?"

"I don't know," he says, his voice gasping. He slams into me, rhythm never flagging as he struggles to answer my question. "Tall, I guess ... always wears a suit when I see her around town ... brown hair ..."

"Tits?" I gasp. "Big?"

Lee reaches down and grabs my breasts in his big hands. My nipples press hard into his palms.

"I'm an ass man myself," he says, which he demonstrates with a powerful thrust that nearly knocks the wind out of me, "but yeah, Jessica Dixon's got tits. Spectacular tits, actually, but structurally enhanced, I suspect."

"Hmmmm ..."

Lee's steady rhythm is knocking the words right out of my head, and all I can think about is how thoroughly he's railing me; I suppose this is why most interviews don't take place while the parties are fucking. I surrender to the pounding, fingers tangled in the sheets, and let my breathing match his, my body vibrating in time with his pulsing cock. When his hands return to my hips and he starts slamming himself into me with all his might, I can think of nothing at all except how good he makes me feel. Further questions can wait.

"Why all the questions about Jessica Dixon?" Lee asks when we regain our breath. I have my back pressed against his broad chest, his dark arms wrapped around me while his big fingers play absent-mindedly with my still-stiff nipples.

"I'm going to watch the fireworks with her," I say, "on Calvin's CEO's boat on Saukwish Lake."

"Fancy," Lee says. He nuzzles my neck with his lips, sending a shiver through me. "I was planning to watch from the beach with the rest of the peasants."

"I think I ran into her," I say, "at the deli counter. With that bastard of a fireworks artist."

"The big Italian guy?"

"He threatened to spank Candy," I say, "because he wasn't happy with the meats at the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter."

I turn my head to look at Lee, who has that hungry expression on his face again despite the thorough fucking he just gave me. I can feel his cock surging again against my ass, so I wiggle my hips.

"And no one spanks Candy but me," I say.

"That's something I might like to see someday," Lee says as he takes my thigh in his hand and lifts it. His cock slides against my entrance, the thick purple head nudging through my auburn thatch, and I slide a hand between my legs to help guide him. "You spanking Candy."

"It's quite the sight," I say, groaning as he slips inside me and starts moving at a slow and steady tempo. "Maybe better than fireworks."

Lee lets out a moan as he fills me, and I hook a foot behind his muscular ass, opening myself to take as much of his shaft as he'll give me. He'll give me a lot, based on past experiences ...

"I've seen him," Lee says, "at Jessica Dixon's house down on Marishenawega Street, near the lake. Lounging on the porch in a silk dressing gown."

"Interesting," I say. "Jessica's not married?"

"Divorced," Lee says. "There were some rumors a year or so ago about her hooking up with some lawyer from the city, but she mostly keeps her private life private."

Lee slides a hand down my belly and twirls his fingers in my bush, tugging gently. I close my eyes and let out a sigh.

"So this ... Giuseppe Gallo," I say when I catch my breath, "is he ... oh fuck, Lee, yes ... is he staying with Jessica?"

Lee laughs, a deep and rumbling sound, and then does something with the angle of his hips that makes me whimper. Maybe I should pause my questions about Jessica and Giuseppe so I can enjoy this ...

"That's what Jeff Nelson says," says Lee. "She contracts with me for general lawn care, and Jeff says he caught an eyeful of Mr. Fireworks lounging on her back deck in a ... natural state."

And that makes me perk up. First for the mention of Jeff, of course, one of the Nelson step-brothers with whom I had some memorable fun last summer — his sun-bronzed skin and dark blonde curls, not to mention his heavy balls and gleaming shaft, made a strong positive impression on me. But also for the image of Giuseppe Gallo enjoying the sun's rays on his naked flesh, which helps me fill in a few details for future fantasies; the lack of tan lines certainly intrigues me ...

"You seem very interested in this Giuseppe fellow," Lee says. His fingers have moved lower, hovering above my pulsing clit, and I bite my lip, resisting the urge to guide them right to the sensitive tip; Lee is a shameless tease, reveling in keeping me right on the edge of climax, and I'm happy to indulge his pleasure. "Should I be worried that you're going to leave me for this sexy Italian Stallion?"

"Goodness no," I groan. Lee's hands walk softly up my body, paying a visit to my hard nipples, before drifting south again. "I'm just ... intrigued ..."


Chapter 5


"He was lying on his stomach, Mrs. Warren, so I can't really answer that," says Jeff, the golden glow of his tanned skin taking on a pinkish cast of embarrassment.

We're in a Randolph Landscaping truck, side by side in the cab, and I've got a hand on Jeff's knee as I grill him about his glimpse of Giuseppe Gallo at Jessica Dixon's house. The truck bounces along the bumpy road from the farmhouse into town, and my hand slides a little higher up his leg with every jolt. I've got a bare foot propped casually on the seat, letting my short dress ripple in the breeze through the window, giving Jeff tantalizing glimpses at my curly auburn bush.

"Well, if you didn't see his unit," I say, "did you at least see his ass?"

Jeff's face turns even redder, and he glances out the side window.

"Yes, ma'am, I did," he says.

"And? Was it as nice bare as it looks under those slacks of his?"

"I ... um ... I'm not sure I ..."

"Oh, come on, Jeff," I say, giving his thigh a firm squeeze. "You and I both know you can appreciate a tasty bit of man tush. Remember that afternoon with Conor ...?"

He blushes even harder, but when he swings his eyes back to me, there's a huge grin on his face and his eyes are gleaming.

"He had a very nice ass, Mrs. Warren," Jeff says, "round and firm and perfectly tanned. I don't think it was the first time he's let the sun kiss it. And I'd be lying if I didn't say I had a fleeting thought of kissing it myself ..."

"There," I say with a triumphant grin. I slide my hand up to cup the firm bulge inside Jeff's jeans. "That wasn't so hard, was it? Though, speaking of hard ..."

"I'm driving, Mrs. Warren," he says, a little breathily, and I notice that his knuckles are white on the steering wheel, so I slide my hand back to his thigh. He lets out a long sigh and says, "I hope you get a chance at a good long look at this Giuseppe Gallo's ass, because I know you'll enjoy it."

#

Jeff parks the truck around the corner from Jessica's house and I follow him up the sweeping brick driveway. Marishenawega Street is on the edge of Milhawket, following the curve of the northern shore of Saukwish Lake, lined on one side with large new homes set back in the shady trees, with steep bluffs falling away to the water on the opposite side. These homes belong to people newly relocated to Milhawket from the city, professionals who work remotely or take the train to jobs downtown, or to well-off retirees who want a taste of small town life, but not too intense a taste. Most of Milhawket is made up of bungalows and cottages built a hundred years ago or so, when the town was home to lumber mills that processed the trees harvested north of Wasconaway; Marishenawega Street has a very different vibe than the quaint but a little faded feeling of the other neighborhoods.

We stop at the tall wooden fence at the end of the drive, and Jeff holds his finger to his lips to urge me to silence as he punches in the security code on the gray pad mounted to a heavy post. He's wearing his green Randolph Landscaping shirt and holding a pair of hedge clippers over his shoulder for a cover story, but we are very much not here to trim Jessica Dixon's bushes, so to speak.

"He was on a deck chair on the patio," Jeff whispers as we creep around the corner of the house. "Cheeks up and head down, probably asleep. I slipped away before he looked up."

I put a hand on Jeff's hip, tiptoeing behind him and peering around his broad back, ready to bolt at the first sign of Giuseppe or Jessica. The back yard is shady and cool, with lush green grass and a tasteful perennial flower garden, and a brick patio that matches the driveway beside the house, dappled with shadow and sunlight. I'm admiring the landscaping, coming up with ideas I'd like to have Lee try at the farmhouse, when Jeff suddenly stops and I crash into him, my face pressed against his broad back.

"Shit shit shit," he whispers, reaching behind himself to put a hand on my hip and taking two or three quick steps backward. "Shit, Mrs. Warren, they're here!"

"Where?" I gasp, stepping around from behind Jeff and craning my neck to catch a glimpse.

But I actually hear the situation on the patio before I see it: the rhythmic smack of flesh against flesh, the occasional feminine grunts and groans and cries, and a deep, rumbling stream of what I can only imagine to be filthy Italian profanity. I drop to my knees and peer around Jeff's hips to see a high, round ass — Jessica's ass? — rising to meet Giuseppe's open palm, the cheeks glowing pink and striped with red in the shape of Giuseppe's thick fingers. He has his head bent over his work, his curly hair hanging in his eyes and spittle flecking his lips as his arm comes down again, and again, and again, echoing through the yard.

If I were wearing panties, they would be absolutely disintegrating, I'm so wet.

And Jeff ... Jeff is about to burst out of his jeans. I grasp his thigh and rest my cheek against the bulge between his legs, feeling it pulse in its denim prison. My eyes are locked on the scene before us, mesmerised by Giuseppe's hand as it rises and falls on Jessica's ass, but my fingers are creeping up toward Jeff's belt.

Giuseppe suddenly stands, causing Jessica to fall to her knees on the patio, her ample bare breasts heaving, her cheeks streaked with tears and sweat. I see that he's naked, with an impressive iron bar of a cock standing at attention and hovering just above Jessica's head. Unbidden, she grasps his shaft with both hands and bends it toward her mouth while Giuseppe stands with his feet spread wide, fists against his hips.

"Holy shit," Jeff whispers. I don't know if that's in response to the image of Jessica Dixon, Milhawket's town manager, swallowing the Italian pyrotechnician's cock, or because I've got his belt open and am tugging at the buttons holding his jeans closed.

Jessica's head bobs up and down Giuseppe's shaft, her fingers digging into his muscular ass, which is just as nice as Jeff suggested, if not nicer. Spit shines along his length and dribbles down Jessica's chin, frothing as she increases the speed and intensity of her blowjob. Her enthusiasm, I think, is simply astounding and enviable ...

I have Jeff's cock free now, and it's just as hard as Giuseppe's, though a little paler — it seems that Jeff doesn't spend nearly enough time letting the sun kiss all of his skin. I'm going to have to ask Lee to assign him more work at the farmhouse, I think as I drag my tongue up his cock from his balls to the tip, and then require Jeff to work naked; I'll be more than happy to apply a little sunscreen to all the places I can reach ...

Jessica has her hands between her legs now, and while I can't see clearly from this angle what they're doing, I can easily guess by the way her body shivers. I hike my dress over my hips and begin my own gentle diddling, flicking fingers over my swollen, aching sex as I slather Jeff's cock with my tongue. I can't swallow him down and watch the show at the same time, which is a little frustrating, but from the way Jeff's fingers tangle in my hair and his voice catches as he tries to stifle his groans, I can tell he's having a good time all the same.

Giuseppe suddenly stiffens, grabs Jessica roughly by the head, and thrusts his hips at her face. I hear her strangled gasp as his cock pushes into her throat, and he lets loose a roaring torrent of profanity as, no doubt, he lets loose a flood of his seed into Jessica's mouth. His thighs quiver and his ass flexes, fingers knotted in Jessica's bobbed hair, and he throws his head back in triumph.

"Holy shit," Jeff whispers as Giuseppe takes a step backward, letting his cock slip free of Jessica's lips. A trickle of spit and cum dribbles down her chin, and his cock glistens wet and slick, still pulsing.

Jeff stumbles backward, nearly tripping over his jeans that are tangled around his ankles, and grabs at my hand. Reluctantly, I stagger to my feet and reach for Jeff's cock while he lurches around the corner and tugs his jeans up past his thighs.

"We need to get out of here," Jeff whispers, grabbing me by the elbow. He gets his jeans up to his ass, but there's no way he can wrangle his erection back into them, so he starts jogging toward the gate with his cock waving before him like a pennant. I smother a laugh at the ridiculous sight into the crook of my elbow and follow him out the gate and down the drive.

When we reach the truck, Jeff wastes no time in lifting me onto the passenger seat, throwing my legs wide, and pushing his aching erection straight into my core. Marishenawega Street is silent except for the sound of Jeff's grunts, my groans, and our bodies slapping wetly together.

"I will have him," I say, panting as Jeff fills my aching cunt. "I will ... I will ... I will ..."


Chapter 6


"Massive," I whisper, leaning over the deli counter so my words can go directly into Candy's ear. "Absolutely massive. And standing at attention like a fucking flag pole."

Candy giggles, tucking stray silken hairs under her paper cap. A warm blush reddens her cheeks and throat, and if we weren't standing in the deli department of MacIntosh and Sons, I'd want to press my lips against her skin and feel the heat coursing through her.

"I need to have it," I say. "I must have it, all of it, every fucking inch ..."

"If anyone can get it," Candy whispers, more than a touch of awe in her voice, "it's you, Mrs. Warren."

I feel a glow of pride in my chest — Yes, I think, I am uniquely equipped to acquire any cock I set my eyes on — but I'm shaken out of my reverie by the sound of a quiet cough behind me. I straighten, startled, and turn to see Jessica, wearing a blue blouse and white skirt, looking decidedly more put together than the last time I saw her, on her knees yesterday in front of Giuseppe Gallo: there's no mingled cum and spit dribbling down her chin now, no smeared mascara and tangled hair and sweaty, heaving breasts on display. But having seen her once as a messy, well-spanked slut, it's very hard to see her now as the highly professional and in-control city manager.

Jessica gives me a quick and, I imagine, disapproving glance, and then says to Candy, "I don't mean to interrupt, but is Brian around?"

She very clearly does mean to interrupt, of course; it's the kind of not-so-subtle power play I would expect from someone like Jessica: establish the hierarchy, draw the boundaries, and set the stakes. I've seen your ass glow after a spanking, I think, furrowing my brow and shooting eye daggers at the back of her head, and I've seen you beg on your knees for a mouthful of jizz. I know who's really on top, and it is not Jessica Dixon ...

"I think he's in back," Candy says, flashing me an apologetic smile. "I'll be right back."

As Candy hurries toward the back of the supermarket, Jessica turns her eyes to me again. She looks me up and down, taking in my old brown clogs, my simple floral sundress, and my floppy straw hat, and I'm sure she sees an ignorant country bumpkin standing before her.

"You're Calvin Warren's wife, aren't you," she says, a statement rather than a question.

"I am," I say, extending my hand to her and smiling as sweetly as I can. "My name's Dorothy."

"Dorothy," she says, rolling my name around in her mouth like she's trying to detect exactly which rustic flavors I'm made of, barely grazing my fingers with hers. "I'm Jessica Dixon, the town manager. Calvin has been such a boon to us here in Milhawket, helping us implement the new invoice and billing system. Why, just two years ago, it was all done with paper ledgers and mimeograph machines, can you imagine? I don't know how we got along before this fabulous Municipay software."

"That's ... lovely," I say.

"I suppose Calvin doesn't talk much about it at home," she says with a dismissive tone. "I mean, that's all big city stuff, right?"

"I suppose not ..."

"I don't see you in town very often," Jessica continues, raising a quizzical eyebrow at me. I notice that her facial features don't move a great deal, a sure sign that she's at least leaning on the Botox to keep that youthful mask; I add a few years to my calculation of her age, and wonder if she has to go to the city for injections or if there's a place in town that gives shots on the lowdown.

"Oh, I do errands once a week or so," I say. Errands like getting railed by the kinky postmaster and spanking the deli counter girl, I don't say. "But I mostly stay out at the farmhouse." Where I'm entertained by a rotating cast of groundskeepers, carpenters, and the occasional passing cyclist or two. Which Jessica really doesn't need to know.

"It must be nice to have such a ... traditional life. So domestic! I envy you, ... Dorothy, was it?"

You can call me Mrs. Warren, I consider saying. Instead, I say, "Yes, that's right, Jessica. And I am quite happy with how things have gone since we moved to Milhawket — such a welcome change of pace!"

"I don't suppose Calvin has mentioned the fireworks?" she continues. "It's a big celebration this year, the town's sesquicentennial, and we've hired one of Italy's most renowned pyrotechnics specialists to do the show out on the lake."

Renowned asshole with a delicious-looking cock, I think, which I had the pleasure of watching you gobble yesterday ...

"That sounds delightful!" I say.

"Andrew Wainwright — the Municipay CEO? — has invited me and Calvin to watch the fireworks from his boat," Jessica says. "And you, too, of course; I do hope you can make it."

"Oh, I wouldn't miss it for the world," I say, hoping that she can't see the gears spinning in my head as I contemplate all the ways I can turn this to my advantage. "Thank you so much for thinking of me."

"It will be pretty casual," Jessica says, her eyes raking over my sundress and clogs again, "so I wouldn't worry about getting too dressed up."

"That's good to know," I say, giving her a smile that feels like it's going to break my face from the strain of not snapping, I have a closet full of suits that make your paltry little wardrobe look like a rack at the dollar store.

"Mrs. Dixon?" I hear a voice say behind me, and I turn to see Brian MacIntosh, one of the eponymous Sons of the supermarket's name, coming around the corner. He's ruddy and squat, black hair slicked back, and he's wearing a black apron with the market's logo on the front.

"A pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Dixon," I say, giving her a nod and looking over my shoulder at Candy, who emerges from behind Brian to flash me an impish grin and playful roll of her eyes.

#

"You're going to cater the fireworks cruise?" I say to Candy, trying to hold back my laugh. We're hiding in the closet behind the breakroom again, sitting knee to knee on the floor, conspiring like schoolgirls.

"Apparently," says Candy. Then she sets her mouth with a stern look. "You seem ... incredulous? Because I know I can do a good job ..."

"No, no, no," I say, reaching a hand out to stroke her cheek. She relaxes a little against my fingers. "I know you can do an amazing job! It just makes me ... think of possibilities."

"Like, for the menu?" says Candy. "Because Brian already gave me the list of what Mrs. Dixon wants, and I don't think ..."

"Not for the menu," I say, "or at least, not for that menu. I'm thinking for ... dessert. A special dessert."

Candy wrinkles her forehead, puzzled.

"A very sweet dessert," I say, stroking her cheek with the tips of my fingers. "A rare and delicious morsel ..."

Color rises in Candy's cheeks, but she still looks puzzled.

"I'm pretty sure you mean something dirty, Mrs. Warren," she says, "because I know how you think, but ... I'm still not sure what you mean ..."

I sigh. She's a very sweet girl, and certainly smart, but perhaps I haven't corrupted her mind as totally as would be expected by now.

"I mean you, Candy," I say, leaning over her knees and taking her face between both of my hands. "You are the dessert, the savory delicacy, the absolutely sinful morsel ..."

I continue to lean into her until she has to uncross her legs and lie on her back, looking up at me with bewildered but hungry eyes. I slip a hand along her throat and over her breasts, fondling them through her MacIntosh and Sons t-shirt. She stiffens under my touch and raises her lips to meet mine.

"The guests are going to eat you up," I say, and begin kissing my way down her body while my hands tug at the hem of her shirt. I push the fabric above her breasts and kiss her nipples through the white lace of her bra.

"I still don't get it," Candy gasps, "but I like what you're doing right now ..."

I reach my hands behind her to unclasp her bra, freeing her plump breasts. I take a stiffening nipple between my lips, gently drag my teeth down to her bright areola, and suck until she squirms and has to bite the side of her hand to keep from crying out.

"Then you're going to love being the dessert at the fireworks cruise," I say. "Hands and tongues and lips and teeth on every inch of you ..."

I begin kissing my way down her belly until my chin meets the waist of her jeans, then I look up at her, panting beneath my onslaught.

"Savoring you, Candy, all of your wonderful flavors ..."

I unbutton her jeans, and she lifts her hips so I can slide them past her ass, dragging her little white panties down with the denim. Her wispy blonde thatch tickles my nose as I move my mouth lower, lower, tugging her jeans past her knees and off one foot so I can open her thighs and enjoy the delicate scent of her arousal.

"And ... um ... you'll be there, right, Mrs. Warren?" Candy says. She lets out a quiet gasp when I blow a hot breath against her glistening folds.

"Oh, no," I say, "I'm not even going to be on the boat. You're going to be my distraction ..."

And then I dive between her legs, my tongue circling the stiffening bud above her entrance, and devour her until she's writhing on the floor, climbing the mountains of ecstasy.


Chapter 7


While the vision of Jessica Dixon on her knees in front of Giuseppe Gallo, messily gobbling his cock, has haunted my mind since my spy mission with Jeff, so has something else I saw in Jessica's backyard: her gorgeous perennial gardens.

I've been trying to take a more active part in the landscaping at the farmhouse (while still being active with the landscapers). This spring, I had Lee set aside space for a vegetable and cut flower garden behind the house, clearing a large area where now I've got tomato and cucumber vines climbing up trellises, summer squash and zucchini beginning to show their stout fruits, and delightful splashes of colorful snapdragons, zinnias, and cosmos. Some days, I'm out in the garden from dawn to noon, pulling weeds and watering, my hands wrist-deep in the soil; and sometimes I like to just lie among the plants, feeling the sun on my face, listening to the bees buzzing around me and smelling the rich mixture of dirt and flowers.

Back in the city, I was lucky to keep a houseplant alive for more than a few weeks; at the Milhawket farmhouse, I've discovered my green thumb (with a little help, I'll admit, from Lee and his crew).

But Jessica's perennial gardens, full of coneflowers and black-eyed Susans, milkweed and sage, with borders of broad-leafed hosta plants, made me almost as envious as seeing her mouth on Giuseppe's cock. My little garden of blooming annuals seems quaint in comparison, a mere toy for a debutante gardener. There's a nice patch of prairie flowers and ornamental grasses in front of the house that Lee's crew tends, and a couple of big rose bushes on the south side of the house, but now I want that lush, well-established garden from Jessica's yard.

"It takes a while for that kind of garden to take hold," Lee tells me.

We're lying in the downstairs bedroom, still tangled in the sheets after an afternoon romp. He gently runs his strong fingers through the tangle of auburn hair between my thighs, and I close my eyes, imagining a riot of flowers blooming in my secret garden. Last summer, when Lee arranged my special day at the county fair, Candy threaded baby's breath and euphorbia into my bush; I should get her to do that for me again some time ...

"I'm patient," I say, shifting my hips so Lee's fingers can slide a little lower. Though my pussy has been well-fucked, thank you very much, I don't mind some loving caresses after the main action. And Lee has a way of getting me revved up for a second round.

"You're not really patient at all, Dorothy," Lee says with a rumbling chuckle. "You're actually the opposite of patient."

"Well, about some things, maybe," I say. Lee's fingers gently tease my swollen lips, smearing some of my nectar and his warm seed on my sensitive skin, and I tremble a little under his touch.

"About most things," says Lee. He adjusts himself beside me, letting his heavy cock rest on my hip. "A perennial garden builds slowly, it takes time to get established; you might not see many blooms for a year, maybe two."

"Worth the wait," I say. I drag a finger down the length of Lee's shaft, making his cock tremble.

"I could put in a nice little fall-blooming garden," he says, still dreamily running his fingers along my slit and over my mound. Tingles run through my skin, but I resist the urge to thrust my pussy toward his wandering hand; I want to show him how patient I can be. "Petunias and verbanas, maybe ..."

"Big plants," I say. I wrap my fingers around his half-hard cock and lift it toward my belly. "Peonies and salvia, coneflowers and asters ..."

"Those take time to bloom, babe ..."

I tremble under his touch; my flower is blooming again, opening its petals wide and leaking sweet nectar, longing to be visited again by Lee's big pollinator.

"I'm patient, Lee, really ..."

"Mmm hmmm ..."

His fingertip dips quickly into my channel, a playful bee buzzing on a flower glowing pink and wet in the sunlight, and then dances lightly over the tingling tip of my clit. I squirm and bite my lip, wanting to be pounded again by Lee's thick shaft but needing to show him that I really am patient ... I can wait for my satisfaction ...

"I'll send Jeff over tomorrow to trench something out," Lee says. He swirls a finger through my sopping bush, making me groan.

"Good," I gasp, pulling on Lee's cock until he rolls over on top of me, spreading his weight across my body. His lips burn against my throat and his awakened cock stretches up my thigh. "Tell him to leave his clothes at home."

#

Jeff is, unfortunately, fully dressed when he shows up at the farmhouse the next morning, with a green Randolph Landscaping t-shirt stretched over his broad chest, faded jeans hugging his ass, and a pair of heavy work boots. His blonde curls shine in the sun, and his bronzed skin glows. I meet him on the front porch in a short yellow sundress, my feet bare and my auburn hair piled loosely on my head.

"Lee marked out an area for the garden out back," I say, leading him by the elbow around the house. He follows eagerly, letting his fingers brush my hip as I point out the survey flags and twine Lee used to mark the gentle curve of a new garden bed beyond the vegetables.

"That's a pretty big space," Jeff says, wrinkling his brow. "I think it'll take me three, maybe four hours to clear it and get it tilled up."

I turn my eyes up toward the cloudless sky, the sun already making its way toward its noontime height. There's no shade back here, and hardly any breeze.

"It's going to be a scorcher today," I say. "I'll bring out a water jug."

"Thanks a lot, Mrs. Warren ... er, Dorothy," he says. "I'll grab my tools and get to work."

#

While Jeff cuts the sod around the border with his shovel, I kneel among the tomato plants, my floppy straw hat providing the only shade. I lazily pull at the weeds, but mostly I watch Jeff. His t-shirt grows dark with sweat as he works, stretching taut across his back and chest, and a trickle of perspiration slips down his neck. I'd like to run my tongue over his skin and taste the hot salt, slide my hands under his shirt to feel his hard abs flex as he steps on the shovel's blade.

He gets the border cut before he pauses for a break, pouring himself a glass of water from the old green jug. I watch his Adam's apple move as he swallows, some of the water trickling down his chin, and I can't help but remember watching Jessica's sloppy blowjob the other day.

When he gets back to work, bending to retrieve his shovel, my eyes are drawn to the flex of his ass beneath his jeans; there's a tear below one pocket, and I can see a hint of bright red fabric underneath. I feel a sudden urge to slap his ass, hard, to feel the sting against my palm and hear the smack fill the air. I shake my head and return to my weeding.

Why this sudden obsession with spanking? I wonder. Spanking has been a part of my fun all along, of course — Frank especially knows his way around a paddle — but ever since my session in the breakroom closet with Candy, it's all I can think about.

"You sure were right about it being a scorcher today," Jeff says, shaking me out of my daydreams about scarlet asses and tingling palms, about the weight of Jeff across my lap as I treat him like the naughty, naughty boy he is. "I'm going to drain this jug pretty quick."

I look up to see him lifting the hem of his shirt to daub the sweat from his eyes. His abs shine with perspiration, and his dark little nipples stand out from the tangle of fine blonde hair on his chest. I bite my lip and stand, feeling the heat pooling between my legs.

"I'll go in and fill it up," I say.

When I return, the heavy jug banging against my leg, Jeff is back to work, but his shirt is off, lying in a tangle in the grass. His bronze back glows as he bends to his digging, his arms rippling with muscles, and I feel my nipples stiffen under my thin dress at the sight. I set the jug down nearby, and retrieve his discarded shirt, carrying it to the back porch and sneaking a long sniff of its musky, sweaty aroma.

My mind continues to wander to delightfully naughty places as I watch Jeff work, his skin glistening in the bright sunlight. I imagine my hands roaming over that sweat-slick skin, my nose prickling at his clean, musky scent, his muscles moving under my fingers. I can almost feel my cheek pressed against his warm back while I let my hands roam down over his rippling chest, his flat belly, to his jeans riding low on his hip. My fingers finding the brass button, grazing the bulge hidden behind the denim, coaxing the heat to rise from his crotch ...

"I'm about out of water again," Jeff calls. He's leaning on his shovel with an empty glass in his hand and a crooked grin on his face.

With a groan, I stand up from the tomato bed — I'm in danger of pulling up the tomato plants themselves in my distracted daydreams, so maybe it's best I put a pause to my weeding anyway — and walk toward the new garden plot. It looks like Jeff has a little more than half of it done, with a pile of thick sod hairy with crabgrass on the back side of the plot and rich, loamy soil exposed all around his feet.

"I'll get more water," I say, stepping up to him and hooking my thumbs in his belt loops, "on one condition. These ..." I give his jeans a tug, sliding them about a half inch lower on his hips ... "come off."

"But Mrs. Warren ..."

"We're behind the house, on a road no one ever travels," I say. "No one will see." I tug his jeans a little lower, exposing the points of his pelvis. "Off."

"Yes, ma'am," he grumbles.

While I go back to the house to fill the water jug, Jeff sits in the dirt so he can pry off his work boots and pull off his jeans.

#

"Isn't that better?" I ask. I'm sitting cross-legged on the edge of the plot, watching the way Jeff's thighs stretch and bulge as he digs, wearing only red boxers and his boots.

"I guess," he mutters, then grunts as he throws a spadeful of sod onto the pile. Not much more than a tiny island of green weeds and grass remains in the middle of the black sea of dirt.

"It's better for me," I say, giving him a wink.

A dark stain of sweat creeps down the front of Jeff's boxers, turning the red cotton almost black. Behind the thin fabric, I can just make out the shape of his cock, swaying from side to side as he steps on the shovel's blade and turns up the soil. I lean back on my hands, letting the sun shine warm on my face and neck, and sigh.

"You might still be over-dressed for this heat," I say when he takes his next break to gulp down a glass of water. I take off my straw hat to fan myself, letting my auburn hair fall down my shoulders. He looks toward me, and I notice that his eyes linger on my chest, where my nipples are pressing through the top of my dress.

"I don't think there's much more I can take off," says Jeff. He tips the nearly empty glass over his head, letting a few drops of water trickle onto his sweat-soaked curls.

"But there's a little more," I say. "I wouldn't want those sweaty shorts to cause any chafing."

"Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

"Dorothy ... it's ... what if someone ..."

"Sneaks around behind the house to catch a glimpse of your gorgeous body?" I ask. "Like, maybe, Jessica and Giuseppe? Turnabout is fair play, I suppose ..."

He blushes, a pink glow rising under his tan skin. I wink at him and laugh.

"Come on," I say, "take them off."

I grab the hem of my dress and pull it up over my head, tossing it onto the grass. The sun is warm on my tits and belly, and I let out a delightful shiver. Sometimes I like to sit naked in the back garden, sweat and soil clinging to my skin after a morning of work, but that's one of my private pleasures. Sharing my nudity with Jeff gives me a tingling charge that I feel all the way to my toes.

"Oh my gosh, Mrs. ... Dorothy," Jeff whispers. And then he's sitting on the dirt again, unlacing his boots so he can pull his boxers off and free his quickly stiffening cock from its fabric prison.

I watch Jeff return to his work wearing nothing but his unlaced boots. Actually, I watch Jeff's cock, as it swings from side to side, slapping occasionally against his thigh, its stiffness waxing and waning. He steals shy glances at me, sitting cross-legged in the grass with a hand on my belly, fingers splayed above my auburn bush, and that's when his cock rises in salute.

Penises really are ridiculous things, flopping about all the time, seemingly with minds of their own. They grow and shrink, bounce and sway, silly appendages hanging off their hosts. And don't even get me started about how absurd balls are, dangling in their shriveled sacks or suddenly rising high and tight when they're ready to empty their contents.

Ridiculous, but also strangely beautiful. And Jeff's is especially beautiful, its dark, spongy head glistening with a delicate smear of pre-cum and the thick shaft looking a little more bronze than when I sampled it at Jessica's house. I wonder if he was inspired by Giuseppe's dark, even tan, and let the sun lick his skin the way I would like to? His hips and thighs are still a little paler than the rest of his skin, but may be a shade darker than I recall.

Jeff grunts and huffs as he throws shovels full of dirt out of the garden plot. When he leans against his shovel, arms and thighs covered in sweat and soil, his cock twitches in the sunshine, making my mouth water. A trickle of sweat runs down his belly and is lost in the nest of blonde curls above his erection.

The soil is warm and damp under my feet, between my toes, as I walk across the plot toward Jeff. He glances over at me, still leaning on his shovel, and his cock seems to grow another inch at my approach. My knees feel weak and my belly trembles.

"This looks good, Jeff," I say, looking around the cleared garden area before turning my eyes up to him again. His face is red with exertion, slick with perspiration, but he smiles widely at me and straightens. "I can't wait to start planting here."

"It does look good, doesn't it?" he says.

He draws his forearm across his brow, wiping away the sweat, then reaches for my waist, pulling me close. My breasts press against his chest and his cock pulses against my belly, hot and hard. I slide my hands around his hips and cup his muscular ass in my fingers, squeezing hard as my mouth opens to invite his tongue to explore.

"We should christen it," I whisper when we break our kiss, and I reach my fingers for his shaft. "Right here, right now ..."

#

I imagine that this is how our pagan ancestors readied their fields for planting, long, long ago: lying in the fresh and fertile soil, limbs entangled and blood pulsing, the energy of their passionate fucking seeping into the earth with every thrust.

The soft, sun-warmed soil presses against my back and cradles my ass as Jeff pounds me on the freshly cleared plot. He grasps my breasts in his hand, striping them with black and brown mud, and tangles his filthy fingers in my hair. I clutch his waist with my thighs, pulling myself against him with all my might, and drag my fingers down his back, scoring his skin with my nails.

The shouts and grunts that escape our mouths, the animal cries and moans, send the birds roosting in the tree branches at the back of the yard flying into the air with squawks and caws, their wings like gunshots in the stiflingly hot air. I surrender mindlessly to the pleasure, wallowing in the warm earth and writhing under Jeff's weight. His face is red, twisted with pleasure, a mask of brutal delight. I come, shuddering from toes to cunt to tits, and then I come again, and again, every thrust of Jeff's cock driving me to greater ecstasy.

He suddenly rears up, bellowing like a rutting bear, and pulls his throbbing shaft out of me. I let out a cry of protest, conscious only of the empty ache between my legs. He grasps his cock in his fist and gives a firm pump, then another, and then unleashes a scalding flood of cum against my belly. Jeff kneels between my legs, cock in hand and head thrown back, and milks himself dry, scattering his seed across my skin. It trickles down my legs and belly, mingling with the turned black soil.

And then he collapses beside me, absolutely spent, his cheek resting against the dirt that we churned to viscous mud with our passion. I trace the shape of his jaw, run a hand down his throat, painting his skin with my clay-caked fingers. He sighs and twitches, then lays still and warm with an arm thrown across my breasts.

I turn to face him, knees against his chest, and kiss his filthy face. He tastes of dirt and sweat, salty and rich; my tongue traces his smiling lips.

"This will be the best garden ever, Jeff," I whisper, though I'm not sure he's capable of understanding human words at the moment. "Thank you ... thank you so, so much ..."


Chapter 8


The air in my kitchen crackles with the sound of oil sizzling in a cast iron pan, and is heavy with the scents of garlic and chilis. I sit at the table, watching Candy working at the stove, and take in a deep breath, then stifle a sneeze when the pepper tickles my nose a little too aggressively.

"I don't know, Dorothy," Candy says, looking over her shoulder at me. Her cheeks are flushed from the steam rising from the pan. "This seems a little ... zestier than the recipe Jessica gave Brian."

"It's an improvement, trust me," I say. "The capsaicin in the peppers boosts blood flow, and you know how important that is."

"I suppose, but ... she was pretty particular."

"It's subtle enough," I say, "maybe tone it back a teaspoon if you're worried. But the way that recipe's written is awfully bland."

When she booked the nascent catering service from MacIntosh and Sons, Brian MacIntosh's pet project, Jessica had provided a three-ring binder of the recipes she wanted prepared: crostini topped with pesto and ricotta, penne with a simple tomato sauce, pastry puffs with gorgonzola and rosemary, a farfalle salad with roasted vegetables, and tiramisu for dessert, served with a selection of red and sparkling wines.

All very nice, but none of it up to my needs for the night.

I need the dishes to sizzle with heat and tickle the senses, to promise further delights to follow once the plates have been cleared. I need honey and figs, roasted artichokes and sweet pomegranates, a whole Catherine di Medici kitchen full of sweet and savory aphrodisiacs.

Also, I don't need the damned tiramisu, because I've got something else on the dessert menu, and I'm staring at her bouncy little ass as she pulls the tray of artichokes out of the oven.

"Something smells good!"

The front door slams, and I hear Calvin coming down the hallway toward the kitchen. Candy straightens, wiping her hands on her MacIntosh and Sons apron, as he steps through the door and stops.

"Calvin, this is Candy," I say, hopping down from my chair and walking over to guide him by the elbow to the table. "Candy, Calvin."

Candy makes a little hip-high wave and brushes the hair out of her eyes, her cheeks turning red. She's never met Calvin before, I suddenly realize, though she knows all about my wickedly unfaithful ways and my growing stable of Milhawket lovers. I suppose Candy is one of those lovers, considering the multiple dalliances we've had, though I've always kept her in a somewhat different category than Lee, Jeff, Deacon, and the rest.

"A pleasure to meet you, Candy," Calvin says, stepping forward to take her hand in his. He raises her fingers to her lips for a quick kiss, and I can see his eyes sparkling as he looks into her face. Her cheeks grow redder. "I'd like to thank you for loaning Dorothy your elf costume last Christmas; she looked very ... cheerful in it."

"Oh," Candy says, bringing her hand to her lips when Calvin releases her fingers. "Oh, yeah, that ..."

Last December, I visited the Christmas market at the fairgrounds and found Candy closing up the Santa's Workshop attraction. After I relieved her of her cute little costume, exchanging it for some delightful orgasms, I borrowed the suit and brought it home, hoping to surprise Calvin for a little holiday role-playing. The trains were delayed because of a winter storm, though, and I wasn't able to rouse any of my other lovers, so I was resigned to a lonely Christmas Eve with cocoa and the Kiwami Ten Double Impact vibrator.

My night took a strange turn, though, when I had the most vivid and delightful dream of a mysterious visitor who knew all of my dirtiest secrets and rewarded me with a spanking for every indiscretion of the last year. Maybe this is the true origin of my recent spanking fetish? Calvin and Lee found me the next morning, sprawled on the couch in the disheveled little green and red costume, and quickly unwrapped me for a delightful Christmas morning threesome.

I'd like to meet this friend some time, Calvin had said after I disclosed the origins of the elf costume, and here we are at last.

"Candy is doing the catering for the fireworks cruise," I say, grabbing a plate down from the cupboards and going over to the stove to load it with samples from the menu. "We're trying to jazz up Jessica's menu a little bit, give it more of a ... spicy, sexy vibe."

Calvin drapes his jacket on the back of his chair and reaches for a fork. His eyes light up at the first bite of the zesty penne, and he makes a happy little moan as he finishes chewing.

"Very tasty," he says, "my compliments to the chef."

"Thank you," Candy says, making a little curtsy dip while looking shyly at her feet.

"How does it make you feel?" I ask as he takes a second bite. I pull up a chair next to him and rest my hand on his thigh. "Are there any ... sensations?"

Calvin swallows and laughs.

"I've always got sensations around you, babe," he says. "You're the spiciest pepper in the kitchen."

"You just say that because you haven't tasted Candy yet," I say, winking at her. She covers her face and turns back to the stove, turning over the penne in the pot with her spoon.

"I've got plans for this boat trip," I say, "big plans. And I really need the menu to set the stage for me. I want it to put you in the mood, warm up your taste buds for some decadent delights, maybe interest you in a special dessert ..."

Candy's shoulders shiver, and I can see her ears turn bright red.

"So, the dinner is an appetizer?" Calvin asks.

"In a sense. I certainly want it to interest you in sampling all sorts of flavors. Maybe ... distract you a little."

"Why would you want to distract me?" Calvin asks, narrowing his eyes.

"Well, not you, specifically," I say. "I'm happy to let you in on the master plan. More ... distracting Jessica."

"Oh?" He raises an eyebrow. "I'm intrigued. What are you distracting Jessica from?"

My eyes narrow as I think of that swaggering cad and his pompous tone.

"Giuseppe Gallo," I snarl.

#

"The spicy pasta definitely heats up the blood," Calvin says, tapping the tines of his fork against his chin as he ponders the tasting menu, "and the artichokes were ... interesting. A little ... squishy, but tasty. I don't know if they revved my engine, though."

"They were in the Catherine di Medici aphrodisiac cookbook I checked out from the library," I say, pouting a little.

"Weren't the Medicis better known for poisons than for love potions?" asks Calvin, sliding an uneaten piece of artichoke around his plate. "Maybe you should try something more traditionally sexy, like oysters?"

"Out of season," I say. "And a little outside our budget."

"Try these," Candy says, sliding a plate of crostini onto the table.

She takes a seat beside me and watches as Calvin picks out one of the little pieces of toasted baguette laden with creamy ricotta, topped with golden lemon zest, and drizzled with honey. When he takes a bite and closes his eyes in delight at the sensual mingling of flavors and textures, Candy grins.

"Yes," Calvin says, dabbing a little of the honey from his lip with his finger. "Definitely do these."

He holds a piece out to me, and I take a nibble; it's sweet and sour, the honey warm from the toasted bread, and the feeling of the creamy cheese on my tongue is wickedly carnal. I can't help but sigh, smacking my lips.

"Perfect," I say. "You've outdone yourself, Candy, you've got exactly the menu we need."

"Except for the artichokes," says Calvin.

I shoot him a saucy look, then turn to Candy.

"Are we going to get to sample dessert tonight, too?" I ask her.

Candy blushes, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Her eyes glance from me to Calvin and back again.

"I ... um ... I don't think I'm ready for that," she says. "Not quite yet."

"Really?" asks Calvin. "What's the dessert offering?"

I wink at Candy, and say, "You're looking at her."

Calvin's eyes go wide, and then a lecherous grin spreads over his face, which he tries to hide behind his hand.

"It's ... I mean, it might be a step too far, Dorothy," Candy stammers. "The food is definitely more interesting than Jessica's original menu, and I think it will probably give you all the cover you need ..."

"Cover?" Calvin asks.

I sigh and say, "I plan to make my departure from the festivities a little early. And I would prefer not to be noticed."

"This is all a little much even for you, Dorothy," Calvin says. "I mean, we'll be on a boat ..."

"I've planned for that," I say.

"And the ... the dessert idea, Dorothy," Candy says, pursing her lips. "It sounded really sexy when you described it, but I might not have been thinking straight, if you know what I mean."

"It doesn't turn you on?" I ask, lowering my voice to a husky growl. "You don't want to be the tasty treat that your guests can't wait to devour as the fireworks begin?"

Candy bites her lip and glances at Calvin, who is resting his chin on his hands and smiling up at her.

"Well, okay, I kind of do," she says. She looks at Calvin and gives a little shiver. "But ... well, what if they don't want to? To devour me?"

"What's the recipe you're planning, Candy?" Calvin asks. He walks his fingers across the table and rests his hand on mine.

"I was planning a modified nyotaimori," I say. "Ronda hosted one at Lucky Fierce Vibes once. But instead of sushi, we'll have cannolis and tiramisu for people to eat off Candy's body."

"Well, that's certainly a unique dessert," Calvin says with a laugh. "And something I know Andrew would enjoy."


Chapter 9


Alas, Calvin and I don't get a chance to sample Candy's dessert tray (Candy as dessert tray?). As soon as Calvin has finished the honey and ricotta crostini, Candy gathers the empty plates and carries them to the sink, then turns to me and says, "I really need to go, Mrs. Warren, I'm ... um ... meeting Jeff and Conor at the movies, and I want to get cleaned up before."

"That's a shame," I say, getting up from my chair to help her gather up the pots and pans. "Can we take a raincheck on dessert?"

She blushes and glances at Calvin, who's still grinning as he leans on his elbows, no doubt imagining Candy drizzled in honey and covered in pastries. That's certainly what I'm imagining ...

"Of course," Candy says. "Dessert, or ... something."

Calvin winks at her, and she hides a giggle behind her hand.

"It was really nice to meet you, Mr. Warren," Candy says, extending a hand toward him.

Calvin takes her fingers in his hand and lifts them to his mouth for a kiss while he gives her a sly smile.

"The pleasure is all mine, Candy," he says. "I can't wait to sample the rest of your menu on the Fourth."

Her knees are a little wobbly as she hurries across the kitchen. Calvin's eyes follow her with a hungry look, hungrier than I think I've seen for a while. I really should have introduced him to Candy a long time ago.

As soon as I hear the front door close, I turn away from the sink full of dishes and walk to Calvin. I put my hands on my hips, fix him with a steady gaze, and say, "Okay, Cal, spill it."

#

"Andrew Wainwright has more than a little bit of a reputation," Cal says. "I'm actually surprised your paths haven't crossed — I'm sure if we drew out a chart, you've got some connecting lines."

"I've heard of him," I say. "He's rumored to have a very well-appointed dungeon at his mansion south of the city, at least according to Ronda. And he's your boss?"

"Oh, there are a few rungs between us," Cal says with a laugh. "His organization acquired Municipay a little over a year ago, just before we moved to Milhawket. We're just a tiny cog in a very big machine."

"And so why is Mr. Big Dungeon coming to little Milhawket for fireworks?" I ask. "I'm sure he's got other options that are much more enticing than pasta in the middle of Saukwish Lake."

"Pasta and cannolis, apparently," Calvin says with a grin.

"That's top secret," I say. "As far as Andrew Wainwright knows, the menu consists of bland noodles and a slice of soggy tiramisu."

Calvin shrugs. "I think it has to do with Jessica Dixon. When my company was working on the Municipay implementation for Milhawket, Andrew made quite a few personal visits to town for private meetings with Jessica. They seemed to have a lot of chemistry, if you catch my drift."

"But Giuseppe Gallo ..."

"Do you really think Milhawket could afford someone like Giuseppe Gallo, who did last year's Bastille Day show in Paris and New Year's in Berlin, to do their sesquicentennial?"

"But I saw them ..." Calvin cocks an eyebrow at me, and I realize I haven't filled him in on the little vignette Jeff and I witnessed at Jessica's house. "Jessica has been ... entertaining Giuseppe."

"Oh, I'm sure she has," Calvin says with a laugh. "Rumor has it that she can be very entertaining indeed."

"And in all the time you were working on this implementation ..." I fold my arms under my breasts and scowl at Calvin.

"Baby," he says with a laugh, pushing himself up from his chair and putting an arm around my waist, "I only have eyes for you. Well, and maybe for your little friend Candy, too." He kisses my cheek as his fingers slip from my hip and over my ass. "But mostly you. Andrew and Giuseppe can sort out their arrangement with Jessica without me complicating things."

#

"A kinky billionaire?" Candy asks, her eyes wide. It's the day after the tasting menu at the farmhouse, and she's getting ready for the end of the day at MacIntosh and Sons, wrapping the cheeses and meats for the refrigerator and spraying down the counter. "What are you getting me into, Candy?"

"I think he's probably just a millionaire," I say. "And you were already expecting a certain level of kinky, considering what we know about Jessica."

"I don't know, Dorothy," she says, shaking her head. "This scheme of yours gets crazier by the minute. It's not like you can't have any guy in Milhawket already."

"I've already had just about every guy in Milhawket," I say with a laugh. "Or at least the more interesting guys. Giuseppe is ... intriguing. Bad. Dangerous. There aren't a lot of dangerous men in this town."

"This Andrew Wainwright sounds kind of dangerous."

"You don't have to worry about him," I say. "Calvin will be there to chaperone."

"Oh, and Calvin isn't dangerous? I saw the way he was looking at me in the kitchen, peeling off my clothes with his eyeballs, imagining me spread out like a sticky dessert ..."

"To be fair, Candy," I say, leaning over the glass counter, letting the top of my dress hang open to reveal my cleavage, "I was looking at you like that, too."

"Maybe you're the dangerous one, then, Dorothy," Candy says.

She wheels the cart laden with the unsold deli items toward the plastic strips hanging from the ceiling that separate the sales area from the cooler and kitchen, then stops and looks back over her shoulder at me.

"And I'd probably never have any fun around here if you weren't dragging me into your drama," she says, then disappears just as the overhead lights blink their warning to the remaining customers that the doors will be locking soon for the night.


Chapter 10


The Fourth finally dawns, bright and already warm even before the sun has fully risen, and I'm awake before Calvin, barely able to control my excitement.

I've spent the last two weeks scheming, concocting a plan to make this year's fireworks display the best ever: if the history of erotic escapades were ever to be written, today would be the moon landing, the Wright brothers' flight, and the signing of the Declaration of Independence all rolled into one naughty bundle.

Or, if I screw it up, my personal Waterloo.

What makes me especially nervous is that so much of it depends on other people. I need Candy, Calvin, the mysterious Andrew Wainwright, and Jessica all to fall in line, and only Candy and Cal are aware of the plot at all. I also need the weather conditions to be right while I'm operating under cover of darkness while maintaining the element of surprise. There are so many ways this could fail spectacularly and bring my lusty pastimes to a shameful end.

Maybe I'd be better off staying home tonight with the Tempo Tiny Torpedo set to "Hydrogen Bomb" so I can just blast myself into oblivion.

I nearly jump out of my skin when Calvin comes onto the front porch, where I'm brooding with a cup of coffee.

"You look a little nervous, babe," he says as he tops off my cup from the carafe in his hand. "Are you excited for the fireworks tonight?"

I shiver despite the warm morning air and pull my thin nightgown around my shoulders.

"I'm ... anxious," I admit. "Maybe this is all just a little too much. It's not too late to call it off."

Cal puts his arm around me, and I rest my head against his shoulder. He's bare-chested, wearing just a pair of light blue boxers, and his skin feels warm and comforting on my cheek.

"You've been obsessing about this for weeks," Cal says, "and if there's anything I know about you, it's that if you don't pursue your obsessions to the very end, you're an absolute mess for months."

"But maybe I need to stop the obsessions," I mumble into his chest, "or at least this one. I mean, it's just ... it's ridiculous, isn't it? I should be happy with what I have — with you, with Lee, with Deacon and Frank and Jeff and Conor and ..."

"If you're going to list all your lovers," Cal says with a chuckle, "we're going to be late for the fireworks."

"Right? I've got everything, so much more than I could have dreamed of back in the city, and I'm going to risk it all on a silly whim?"

He suddenly lands a sharp smack on my barely-covered ass cheek, making me yelp in surprise. The sting warms my skin and sends sparks of delight coursing through my body. Another smack seals the pleasure in, and I let out a moan, nipping at his shoulder with my teeth.

"The silly thing," Cal says, gently kissing the top of my head, "would be to abandon your dreams, no matter how ridiculous they are. The Dorothy I know would let nothing get in the way of her wild schemes."

I smile up at him and pinch his ass with my free hand.

"You're right," I say, "I shouldn't be second guessing myself like that. I probably deserve a spanking for that kind of negativity."

"You always deserve a spanking, Dorothy," Cal says, gently pulling me toward the lounge chair where I like to take my coffee on mornings when I'm less preoccupied.

He sits and guides me so I'm lying face down across his lap. His hand caresses my stinging ass, lifting my short night gown until my cheeks are exposed to the morning breeze. I squirm against him, wiggling in anticipation, as his fingers dance ticklishly across my naked skin.

The sound of his palm striking my ass rings out like a shot, and I can't help but gasp. Before I've caught my breath, another blow stings my bottom, making me arch my back. I can feel Calvin's erection tenting his boxers and rising against my belly. He moans, too, when I writhe against him, my nightgown sliding up past my hips.

"Naughty girl," Calvin grunts, his palm slapping my ass with each syllable. "Naughty, naughty, naughty girl ..."

I squeeze my eyes until tears trickle down my cheeks, relishing the burning sting. His hand alternates between swatting and caressing my ass, spreading the heat through my entire body. My pussy weeps with delight against his thigh when his fingers gently stroke my swollen lips.

"I am naughty," I gasp, "I'm so naughty, Calvin, so, so, so naughty ..."

He shudders beneath me, his hard cock pushing its way out of the slit in his boxers until the head presses against my navel, already sticky with pre-cum. I press my skin against it, shaking when he swats and strokes, swats and strokes, then slips a finger into my sopping channel, making me almost sob with pleasure.

Cal suddenly grabs me by the waist, twisting me over and up, until I'm straddling his thighs with his cock nudging at the auburn thatch between my legs. I groan and arch my back, sliding my hips forward, as he bunches my nightgown in his fists and yanks it off over my head. His hands roam over my back and down to my tingling ass.

"You're so good at being bad," Calvin growls, his fingers digging into my burning flesh. I slide my groin against him, whimpering as his shaft nestles against my swollen lips. "You're the world's worst wife, and the world's best."

There are tears in my eyes — of joy, of shame, of pain, of delight — when I reach between my thighs and grasp his pulsing erection. Calvin lifts me up with his palms on my ass, and when I come back down, I guide his cock into me. We both groan as I settle into place, his erection fully filling my channel, my pussy completely engulfing his cock. He grasps the back of my head and pulls my face down to his, burning my lips with a fiery kiss.


Chapter 11


Calvin and I drive together to the park on the shores of Saukwish Lake. Jessica had suggested that I didn't need to get "too dressed up," which made me want to pull out one of my formal gowns, or maybe a smart business suit from my days in highrise offices just to show her that I'm not a simple farm wife. I spent a long time standing in my closet, looking at the racks of clothes that have been hanging unused for over a year, before finally deciding that I would feel silly if I was overdressed at the fireworks cruise.

Plus, my plan calls for me to wear something I can slough off in an instant and leave behind without a backward glance.

I elect for a simple red and white dress with spaghetti straps that falls just above my knees, and a chunky white necklace of over-sized costume pearls. I tie my hair back with a white ribbon, pulling it into a loose ponytail, and wear the bare minimum eyeliner and mascara: things are going to get wet, and I don't want to worry about smearing. I feel sufficiently festive, if still a little nervous, when we pull into the parking lot, which is already teeming with cars.

"I'm going to go see if Andrew needs any help with the boat," Calvin says as we approach the fair under an archway made of red, white, and blue balloons that rustle in the gentle breeze.

"Sounds good," I say, swallowing down the nervously fluttering butterflies in my stomach. "I'll just browse around the fair a bit and meet you at the dock."

"Don't be late," Cal says, giving my butt a slap and a squeeze through my dress, a wicked grin on his lips. "You don't want to miss the tasting menu."

"I wouldn't miss it for the world," I say, giving him a quick kiss before watching him walk away.

The Milhawket Sesquicentennial Festival is a little like the county fair last summer, with fewer barnyard animals but more food trucks. The air is heavy with the smell of fried dough, crispy fries, and corn dogs, and my stomach rumbles a little in spite of my nerves. I resist the lure of the proudly unhealthy treats, though; I'm saving my appetite for spicier fare later this evening.

The fair stretches from the parking lot down to the lakeshore, and meanders along the sand and grass at the shoreline. The water looks blue and cool under the cloudless sky, lying still in the heat that is beginning to build. I slip off my sandals and walk up to the water just beyond a stand selling shaved ice to let the chilly water lap at my toes.

There's a commotion up the shore, with several men dragging a huge wooden box toward the water with metal cables. I move closer and see that it's some sort of barge, flat topped and ringed with a railing made of white rope threaded through iron eyelets. My pulse quickens when I realize this is one of Giuseppe's fireworks barges; the wooden top bristles with red and yellow capped black tubes, and I see coils of wire looped through the array of mortars.

Further up the beach, another barge is already in the water, sloshing from side to side as it's towed out into the lake behind a small fishing boat. I watch the boat drag the barge into position near the middle of the lake while men on the barge work large cables hooked to the side, dropping heavy anchors to hold the floating fireworks platform in place.

"A beautiful sight, no?" says a voice behind me. I turn and find myself face to face with Giuseppe Gallo himself, his handsome lips turned up in a smile and his black eyes sparkling with pride. He's wearing loose white linen slacks and a red silk collared shirt, his thick black hair barely contained under a blue cap with "Fuochi d'Artificio di Gallo" embroidered on the bill in gold thread.

"Impressive," I say. It takes all my effort to keep my voice steady and my eyes focused on his.

"Tonight," he says, waving his arm expansively, "I will set the sky on fire and rain flames into the waters. You have never seen such a display as Giuseppe Gallo makes."

"I'm sure it will be very dramatic," I say.

"Dramatic does not even begin to capture the wonder and awe of a Giuseppe Gallo fireworks display!" he says, his voice rising in volume. "I command the very elements, I hold the thunder in my hand and make the air shake at my whims!"

"Well, I can't wait," I say. Pompous ass, I think. Pompous, spankable ass ... "How many barges of fireworks do you have?"

"These two," he says, motioning at the barge being anchored out in the lake and the other that is now cabled to the boat and moving slowly out on the water. "And a third, smaller one, where the maestro dei fuochi d'artificio will stand to command the show."

"And the maestro dei whatsit," I say, "I take it that's you?"

"Giuseppe Gallo," he says, thumping a fist against his chest. "The greatest pyrotechnician ever to live."

His eyes run up and down my body, lingering on my hips and breasts, and his lips turn up a little more sharply, turning his mustache into a bow.

"Perhaps," he says, reaching out a finger to run down my cheek, "the bella signora would like to be my guest tonight and stand with me while I set the sky ablaze?"

I let out a laugh. Oh, little does he know ...

"Sorry, Mr. Gallo," I say, "I'm otherwise engaged. But maybe I'll see you out on the lake tonight anyway."

"A pity," he says, his dark eyes flashing. His smile does not wane a bit at my refusal. "The offer stands should you change your mind."

"I'll remember that."

"Ciao ciao, signora," he says, stroking my cheek again before turning up the beach and walking away.

#

"Celebrate the SASQUATCH-centennial," proclaims a garish red and blue sign a few yards from the beach, flanked by two wooden silhouettes of bigfoot. "Get your picture taken with Milhawket's own Ape of the Woods!"

I broke down and bought a shaved ice after my encounter with Giuseppe — I needed something to cool my belly — and I'm scraping up the last of the sweet and syrupy juice with my little wooden paddle. The paddle only makes me think of spanking, though, so my efforts to cool off are partially thwarted by my own filthy mind.

Just past the sign is a striped canvas tent in which a large man in a bigfoot costume sits on a wooden stool, scrolling through a phone that looks comically small in his massive, hairy hands. Behind him is a canvas painted with cartoon pine trees, a blue dot of a lake in the distance, with "Milhawket" written across the top in flowing yellow letters. Bigfoot pays no attention to me as I step under the awning, stopping when I'm close enough for my dress to brush his tawny fur.

"Oh, shit, sorry, Mrs. Warren!" comes a muffled voice from inside the bigfoot's head. The beast's phone clatters to the ground as he sits up, startled. "Did you want a picture?"

The voice is familiar, but it takes me a moment to place it.

"Is that you in there, Conor?" I ask. Conor, Jeff's stepbrother, is one of the few people I know who could fill out the sasquatch costume this completely: he's a broad-shouldered, barrel-chested giant of a young man, a legendary running back in his high school football days and an absolute Olympian in the sack.

"Yes, ma'am," he says, straightening his hairy shoulders. "But I'm the Ape of the Woods today — it's a fundraiser for the town parks."

"Ape of the Woods?" I lean closer and run my fingers through the thick pelt that covers Conor-the-Bigfoot's chest; it's dense and stiff, but if I push hard enough, I can feel his heart beating inside the costume. "I didn't know Milhawket had one of those."

"Yes, ma'am," says Conor, "or at least that's the story. It's supposed to roam the forests between here and Wasconaway; but since it's mostly stories from lumberjacks and fishermen, who were probably drunk at the time, I'd be a little suspicious."

"If I'd known there was a hungry beast roaming the woods," I say, running my hands over Conor's shoulders and pressing myself into his body, "I might have spent more time scratching my cryptozoology itch. Are there stories about the Milhawket Monster snatching up unsuspecting women and dragging them back to his lair?"

"Um ... well, I can't say as ..."

"Maybe pealing their dainty clothes off so he can run his big, hairy hands all over their delicate little bodies?"

"Um ... maybe ...?"

I straddle Conor's knees and slide up onto his lap, pressing my head into his furry chest. The synthetic pelt scratches my cheek.

"You know what they say about big feet," I say, "and it would appear that the Ape of the Woods has some of the biggest feet I've ever seen. Is our local sasquatch proportional?"

"Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

"Dorothy ... um ... I'm getting a little uncomfortable in this costume. It doesn't give me a lot of room to maneuver ..."

I press myself firmly against his lap, and he lets out a groan that is lost inside the hairy mask. His fur-gloved hands slide over my back and grip my ass, pulling me tighter to him. I can feel his cock bulging inside the bigfoot suit.

"Maybe you should take me back to your cave, sasquatch," I say, nuzzling his fuzzy muzzle. "Make me your captive mate and have your way with me."

His answer is to grunt and growl as he struggles to his feet, his hands holding me up by my ass. I wrap my legs around his waist, my dress sliding up to my hips, and I can feel the matted fur on his belly pressing against my naked mound. Conor lurches toward the back of the tent, nearly tripping over the costume's comically large feet, and carries me through a flap to the back of the SASQUATCH-centennial display.

#

Conor's gloved hand covers my mouth to muffle my cries, and I bite into the synthetic fur. He stands behind me, his costume pants around his knees and my dress flung up above my waist, pounding me mercilessly. I cling to the tent's wooden pole, feeling it shiver with every thrust, praying it doesn't collapse but somehow not caring if it does.

The anxious tingling I've been feeling in my belly ever since we left for the fair is replaced by a delightful buzz in my cunt. I let my mind go blank and focus entirely on the wonderful sensations of Conor's cock — definitely proportional to those ridiculous feet — and his steady, insistent rhythm. In this moment, I have absolute confidence that my plan will come off without a hitch and victory will be mine.

Conor's speed increases, his hips slamming against my ass, and I can hear his breathing sharpen inside his mask. I bear down on him, squeezing his shaft inside my channel, and slip a hand between my thighs to flick my fingers against my buzzing, aching clit. So close, so close, so close ...

He groans and growls inside his mask, and for a moment I can imagine that I really have been captured by a hairy, horny, missing link intent on breeding his human captive. I bite down hard on his gloved hand, and he yowls, his entire body vibrating. When I feel his seed erupt inside me, hot and sticky and primal, I respond with a flood of my own, spilling my sweet nectar down my thighs.

Conor stumbles backward, panting and trembling, his cock dribbling the last trickle of his seed, shining with my juices. My legs shake as I straighten, letting my twisted dress fall back over my thighs. I drop to my knees in front of my sasquatch lover and take his cock between my hands and into my mouth, delighting in the primordial flavors of our frantic coupling.


Chapter 12


"It's huge," I gasp, eyes wide.

"It is a little obscene," says Andrew Wainwright, Calvin's CEO, with a smirk on his lips.

"I thought you said it was a small boat," I say, raising an eyebrow at Calvin.

"Well," says Andrew, "it's smaller than my other boats."

Andrew is younger than I expected, probably not much more than thirty, with dark, wavy hair and a spray of freckles across his nose that makes him look even younger. He's tall and slender, with a graceful way of moving, as if he spent some time practicing at a ballet barre before becoming a tech millionaire. His lilac shirt, open at the throat to reveal a tangle of dark hair on his chest, and his black slacks that hug his hips and drape what must be a tight, muscular ass, suggest that he has a very good relationship with his tailor.

I'm standing on the dock with my arm around Calvin's waist, looking at a large white and red boat that appears to be a cross between a cruiser and a houseboat. It has sleek lines that suggest power and speed, but its three decks rise high above the water, dark windows running around the entire perimeter. It's too big to tie up to the little dock on Saukwish Lake; instead, it's anchored about a hundred yards out, where the water is deeper, bobbing lazily.

"It's usually at my East Coast property," Andrew says, "where it looks much less ostentatious. I had to get permits to haul it here at night so as not to clog up the highways."

"All for a little fireworks display in Milhawket?" I ask, the incredulity in my voice unmodulated.

Andrew shrugs. His dark eyes sparkle mischievously.

"I like fireworks," he says, "and I like luxury, and this is far more luxurious than renting a dinghy for the night."

The whir of a motor interrupts us, and I look up to see an aluminum fishing boat making its way toward the dock. A man in a blue uniform jacket and white hat sits at the back with his hand on the outboard's tiller, and Candy sits at the front, a broad smile on her face and her fine blonde hair whipping in the wind, wearing a black skirt and a polo shirt with the MacIntosh and Sons logo on the breast. When the boat pulls up to the dock, she stands and grabs onto the ladder and hoists herself up, then runs to give me a hug.

"It's amazing, Dorothy!" she says, then lets out a gleeful squeal. "There's a full kitchen, and dining tables and a firepit on the top deck, and a beautiful stateroom with a huge bed. This is going to be so much fun!"

Andrew smiles down at her, and I can't help but notice the hungry twinkle in his eyes and the carnivorous twist to his lip. Suddenly, I want to stay by Candy's side for the entire night, Giuseppe Gallo's ass be damned, to be sure this man doesn't try to devour my friend. I throw a glance at Calvin, who gives my shoulder a squeeze and shows a reassuring smile.

"I'll keep an eye on her, don't worry," he whispers, which makes me feel a little better, but I'm still not completely assuaged.

"All the food is on board," Candy says, motioning toward the distant boat, "and the table settings are simply gorgeous. I can't wait for you to taste everything."

"I'm sure it will be quite delectable," Andrew says, moving closer to Candy. He keeps his hands in his pockets, but his eyes roam over all of Candy's curves. "Jessica assures me that she provided a quite delightful menu."

"Oh, we made some adjustments to it," I say with a dismissive wave of the hand. "Her tastes are a tad ... small town, you know?"

"I always thought she was sophisticated beyond her pedestrian environs," Andrew says. "But I'm sure that you've done nothing but improve on an already solid foundation. Ah, and speak of the devil herself ..."

I turn back toward shore and see Jessica hurrying toward us, Giuseppe in tow. She's wearing a nautical-themed outfit: a blue and white striped sailor's shirt, complete with wide lapels and a blue tar flap on the back, wide legged blue trousers with big white buttons on the hips, and red flats on her feet. A little white cap perches on the top of her head, her hair curled into ringlets that are very different from the no-nonsense bob I've typically seen on her.

"Oh, good, we're not late!" she says, pulling at Giuseppe's hand. "Giuseppe was fiddling about with some sort of device, and I was afraid you'd all be out on the lake when we got here."

"The launch timer is critical to the success of the show," Giuseppe says, a dark look on his face. "It is crucial that every component be precisely programmed according to the current wind and temperature conditions."

"We expect nothing less than precision, Signore Gallo," Andrew says, stepping forward to grasp Giuseppe's shoulder. "Your expertise and artistry are why we're all here."

Giuseppe's mood lightens with Andrew's praise, and a smile creeps across his lips. And then he notices me standing with Calvin and Candy, and his eyes narrow again.

"Ah, la bella signora della spiaggia," he says, stepping toward me. "Have you reconsidered my offer of a front seat view of the most spectacular fuochi d'artificio this continent has ever witnessed?"

#

Andrew's big boat lumbers out deeper into the lake, the engine rumbling and the propellors churning the water behind us into a white-capped wake. It maneuvers between the three barges that are anchored in the center of the lake, then turns in a lazy arc so the bow faces the barge in the center of the trio. Calvin and I stand at the stern railing on the top deck, his arm around my waist, and watch as Andrew's crew lowers an orange inflatable raft to the water's surface.

Jessica is standing on the lower deck, her hand on the top of her head to hold her little hat in place against the breeze, watching as Giuseppe climbs down an aluminum ladder toward the waiting raft. I can't hear him over the stiff breeze and the rumble of the boat's engine, but I can see his mouth shape the words:

"Ciao ciao!" he calls with the wave of a hand as he drops nimbly onto the raft; Jessica clings to the railing with one hand and waves her hat at him in the other. It would be romantic, I suppose, if it weren't also fairly ridiculous.

The sun has started to dip behind the bluffs along Marishenawega Street on the far side of the lake, throwing long shadows across the water. We're still a few hours from total darkness, but apparently Giuseppe needs to be on his barge early to prepare for the "spectacular fuochi d'artificio" he's promised for Milhawket's sesquicentennial.

While Giuseppe's raft motors toward his barge, Andrew's boat swings out in a long arc again, turning toward the carnival on the shore. From my spot on the upper deck, I can see Jessica running along the railing, waving her hat at Giuseppe, and the orange blur of the inflatable approaching the barge.

It won't be long now ...

#

"I don't think this is the recipe I gave you," Jessica says, her lips pursed. 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."

Jessica lets her fork drop onto her plate with a clatter and glares across the table at me. The setting sun behind her makes her eyes flash especially brightly.

"This is your doing, isn't it, Dorothy?" Jessica hisses. "I saw you talking to that girl at the deli —" she waves her hand toward the door where Candy disappeared after helping Andrew's staff bring out the plates of pasta — "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."

I like Andrew Wainwright, and I'm more than a little sorry that I'll be missing dessert.


Chapter 13


"It tickles!" Candy squeals when I rub a smear of honey over her bare hip.

I shush her with a finger to her lips, throwing a glance over my shoulder toward the door to the deck where Andrew, Calvin, and Jessica are waiting for the final course. The moonless sky is dark now, a sparkling string of stars visible above the lake, and there's a hum of anticipation in the air, both for the fireworks that should be starting soon and for the delicious dessert that I've been promising them.

The updated menu has had the effect I've been looking for; even Jessica eventually stopped grumbling about the spicy updates when Andrew and Calvin took turns feeding her pomegranate seeds off the tips of their fingers. By the time we got to the digestivo — little glasses of amber amaro infused with orange peel and juniper berries, served with little rosemary-flavored crackers topped with thinly sliced salmon — she had kicked off her shoes and tilted her chair so she could rest her head on Andrew's broad shoulder.

Candy squirms as I prepare her body to be the perfect conveyance for the dessert course, smeared with honey and dusted with powdered sugar. She glistens in the dim light of the little galley space, lying on her back on the wheeled cart, and it's all I can do to resist dragging my tongue along her curves. As I place the first cream-filled cannoli on her belly, I sneak a quick stroke of her freshly shaved mound, and she lets out a little sigh.

"They're going to absolutely devour you," I whisper, setting a slice of tiramisu cake on her chest. I lean down to brush my lips across her sugar-flecked mouth, tasting sweetness and a hint of salt. "I wish I could stay to take a few bites myself!"

"Why don't you, then?" Candy asks. A flash of trepidation crosses her face. "You don't need to prove anything to that Giuseppe character. Stay here and show them how to enjoy me ..."

It's tempting. I've been watching Candy throughout the meal, moving gracefully between the table and the galley with plates and trays, directing Andrew's staff — a pair of young, dark-haired women in white blouses and black pencil skirts — with natural authority. Her quiet competence has been an incredible turn-on.

And I've been watching the others watching her, too. Calvin has made no effort to hide how his gaze lingers on her ass when she bends down to place another decadent delight before us, and I've seen a hungry sparkle in Andrew's eyes that suggests an appetite for more than garlic bruschetta and eggplant caponata. Even Jessica has warmed to her, won over by the sweet baked figs topped with salty pecorino cheese, and by Candy's playful smile and gentle touches as she bent to fill her plate.

"Don't think I don't want to," I say as I shape a peak of freshly whipped cream on one stiff nipple, then give the other nipple a gentle bite with my teeth. She wiggles, almost knocking the cannoli in the crease of her hip to the floor: I don't think the careful presentation of the dessert tray is going to stay pristine for very long. "But I've got an itch, Candy, a burning itch that I need to scratch first."

She sighs, letting her head fall back on the rolled white towel I set under her neck as a pillow. Her fine blonde hair, dusted with sugar, fans out beneath her.

"Be careful, then," Candy says, turning her bright blue eyes to me. "And be prepared to spill all the details later!"

#

"Dessert is served!" I call as I push the cart out of the galley and across the deck toward the table where Andrew, Calvin, and Jessica sit with their nearly empty glasses of amaro and ice. They're lit by the faint glow of the candles burning in the center of the table, the red, white, and blue wax pooling on the silver cloth.

Jessica gasps in dismay, her glass clattering to the table and spilling the syrupy dregs onto her lap. Calvin stifles a laugh at Jessica's surprise, covering his mouth with his napkin, then raises an appreciative eyebrow toward me with a quick wink.

"This is an unexpected delight," says Andrew, pushing his chair back and dropping his napkin on the table. He rises slowly, glass in hand, and approaches the rolling cart bearing the naked, sweet-laden Candy, his lips turned up in a wicked grin. "Unexpected, but certainly more than welcome."

I drop to my knees to lock the cart's wheels, and look up to see Andrew reaching a finger out to graze the cream festooning Candy's nipple. When he lifts it to his mouth and drags his tongue across the frothy white, Candy lets out a little moan, almost as if that tongue had flicked across her body.

"I ... what ... this isn't on the sheet I gave you!" Jessica cries, daubing with her napkin at the amber stain spreading over her blue trousers. "I said tiramisu and coffee ..."

"There's tiramisu," I say, straightening and standing at Candy's head. I point at the pastry balanced precariously on the swell of Candy's breast. "And some torta barozzi, and these cute little zeppole ..." I run a finger around three balls of fried dough, topped with dark berries and drizzled with sugary icing, that ring Candy's belly button. "And cannoli," I say, indicating the crispy cream-filled tubes resting on the curve of Candy's thigh, framing her bare pussy that glows pink in the candlelight.

"It all looks so delicious," Andrew says as he brushes past me, his hip grazing mine. "I hardly know where to begin ..."

He stands at Candy's shoulder, his eyes running up and down her body, and runs his tongue across his lips. I see her shiver again, her fingers flexing against her hips, and I need to reach down to steady a cannoli that nearly tumbles off her thigh. Andrew begins unbuttoning his silk lilac shirt, fingers working the buttons slowly and deliberately, his eyes never straying from Candy.

"What ... what are you doing?" Jessica gasps as he untucks his shirt and shrugs it off his shoulders. His bronze skin looks warm and smooth in the candlelight, and I see that a black rose tattoo decorates his left shoulder, a thorny stem stretching toward his hip.

"This is an expensive shirt," Andrew says, glancing back at her, "and I don't want it to get sticky when I eat my dessert." He turns his eyes back to Candy, fixing her with a steady gaze. "Because I intend to eat this confection quite messily."

#

It takes all my willpower not to join Andrew at Candy's collarbone, where his lips and tongue are scooping up the drizzled honey and sugar that makes her skin glisten. I step back, eyes fixed on the sight of Andrew licking his way up Candy's throat, and bump into Calvin, who has stood up from his chair and is standing behind me.

He places a hand on my hip and whispers into my ear, his lips brushing my neck, "Are you sure you won't stay for dessert?"

"She does look delicious," I say, letting myself fall back against him. "But I've got another appointment to get to."

He slides his hand up my flank and cups a breast through my dress while his lips nuzzle my bare shoulder. My nipples stiffen and I let out a sigh.

"You and your schemes, Dorothy," he whispers. "Someday you'll go too far."

"No such thing," I say. "I know no limits."

Jessica has risen, too, and taken shaky steps toward Candy. She's holding her amaro-stained napkin to her lips, the little sailor hat pinned to her hair dangling at an awkward angle, and she stands trembling near Candy's feet. Calvin gives my cheek a kiss and my ass a playful slap, then walks to stand next to Jessica.

"Have a little taste," Calvin says to her, snatching a cannoli from Candy's knee before it can fall to the deck. Her hands are balled into fists now as she struggles to stay still while Andrew's mouth draws a wet, sticky line toward her breasts. "We're here to celebrate, right?"

When Jessica takes a tentative nibble of the pastry in Calvin's hand, her eyes closing as the sweet cream inside touches her tongue, I reluctantly back away and then slip down the stairs toward the lower deck.


Chapter 14


Istand at the boat's stern, my back to the railing, looking down at the dark lake below me. The air is still warm from the day's hot sun, but a cool breeze is blowing from the shore, making my skin prickle. My fingers find the knots holding the straps of my dress, and I give them a tug, shivering a little as the fabric falls and pools around my feet. I kick it free and stand with my toes over the edge, my heart racing.

The fireworks barges look much farther away than when Andrew's boat dropped anchor before dinner. I can barely make out the arrays of mortars on their decks, and I think I see a shadow flitting back and forth on top of the center barge: Giuseppi Gallo making the final preparations for the fuochi d'artificio.

And I notice, with not a little concern, that Andrew's boat is no longer alone on Saukwish Lake. In fact, it seems like everyone in Milhawket with any sort of craft has taken to the water to watch the fireworks: there are kayaks and canoes, rowboats and paddleboards, even a sailboat or three with their masts swaying against the darkening sky, scattered across the lake. If any of the people on the lake below me turned toward Andrew's big yacht and looked up, they would see me standing naked with my toes over the gunwales, knees bent, preparing myself to jump.

I close my eyes, feeling my nipples stiffen in the cooling breeze, and take a deep breath. Twenty yards, I think, it can't be more than twenty yards — less than a lap in the downtown health club's pool ...

Except that twenty yards across a lake, dodging little boats and trying to stay unseen as I make my way to a floating barge, suddenly feels like an operation more suited to a Navy SEAL team than to a horny small town farm wife. I hear Candy's giggles carried on the breeze, and I can picture the delight in her eyes as Andrew and Calvin, and maybe even Jessica, lap the sweet and sticky confections from her naked body. I could run back upstairs, I think, surprise them with my bold nudity, and throw myself into the pleasure of Candy's delectable charms. I close my eyes and picture the way her face will look in the bursts of light from the fireworks, contorted with joy as lips and tongues and fingers explore her curves and take their fill.

The air suddenly crackles with a blast of sound, and a chorus of "oohs" and "aahs" rises from the lake below me as the first red rocket streams skyward from the farthest barge, dragging a tail of fire behind it before it explodes in the darkness. The fireworks have begun, and if I was feeling exposed before, perched naked on the edge of Andrew's boat, I will be very much on display and brightly illuminated once the show begins in earnest.

With one final, gasping breath, I crouch low on my bare feet and then launch myself into the air before I can second guess my choices. My arms pinwheel in the darkness, and it feels like I fall for a mile before my feet hit the shockingly cold water and I'm swallowed up by the dark lake.

#

My teeth chatter as I bob in the water, getting my bearings. Another rocket, this one trailing blue fire as it arcs skyward, bursts overhead, illuminating the space between me and the barge where I can see Giuseppe standing, a dark box in his hands. I map out a zigzag path among the fishing boats and kayaks, dodging past a couple and their dog lounging on a wide paddleboard, then kick myself toward my destination.

A pair of silvery rockets hisses into the sky, drawing the eyes of the people sitting on the boats that I slip between. I steady myself with a hand on an aluminum rowboat, checking my progress to the barge, and am startled by a surprised gasp above me. I look up to see a woman looking down at me, a beer bottle paused at her lips. I give her a grin and hold a finger to my lips to beg her discretion, then duck under the water and propel myself toward the next boat, hopscotching my way toward the barge.

I manage to reach the barge unnoticed, or at least unremarked; the rockets are rising faster now, exploding above the lake at varying heights, giving a warm glow to the water that contrasts with the wet chill I feel in my bones. The barge rocks slowly on its moorings, sloshing from side to side as I make my way around it, finally finding a ladder descending down the back side. I glance over my shoulder; there are no boats behind me, just the bluffs along Marishenawega Street, where I see shadows that might be trees, or might be people watching the display. Am I far enough away that they won't notice a naked woman scaling the side of the barge? At this point, it's too late to back down, even if there was a spotlight shining on my bare ass: there's no way out but up.

The ladder is cold and slippery in my hands, and I have to brace my feet against the side of the barge to raise myself up, grunting at the effort. With shaky limbs and chattering teeth, I pull myself up hand over hand, determination and desire fueling my climb.

#

I stagger to my feet at the top of the ladder, bracing my legs wide against the bob and sway of the barge. Giuseppe has his back to me, his attention focused on the control box in his hand; he taps something on it, and another pair of rockets lifts into the air, one from each of the barges flanking this one. "Ooohs" and "aaahs" echo across the lake.

I take a step toward him, my heart pounding and my teeth chattering; water drips from my skin, and my hair hangs wet and tangled down my back. I must look like some sort of revenant mermaid stumbling toward her victim, a fearsome and deadly creature from the sea.

And maybe I am.

Giuseppe must glimpse my movement in the corner of his eye, because he turns suddenly, eyes wide as he takes me in. Then I see a smile spread across his lips, and his shoulders relax.

"It's la bella signora della spiaggia," he says, taking a step toward me, "but now she is la bella signora del lago. Were you so anxious for a view of my work that you swam out to meet me in the middle of the lake? Where are your clothes, bella signora?"

I open my mouth to speak, but my lips feel numb from the cold and my tongue isn't responding to my brain. Giuseppe laughs and takes another step toward me.

"What, are you struck speechless by the beauty of my fuochi d'artificio?" He reaches out a hand to grasp the back of my head and he pulls me to him for a hard, forceful kiss that sends a wave of heat all the way to my toes.

"Or is it my beauty, bella signora, that has lured you here?" he says with a laugh. His broad hand slides down my back and grasps my ass.

"You bastard," I gasp, almost spitting. I smack my palms against his chest, forcing him to step backward, still laughing. "I came here to teach you a lesson, damn it! To teach you to treat people with some respect!"

His eyes roam up and down my body — my heaving breasts, my stiff nipples, my thatch dripping lake water from its tangles — and he throws his head back to let out a roar of amusement. With my jaw set in defiance, I step toward him again and land a resounding smack against his cheek with my palm. Giuseppe's eyes register astonishment, and then anger, and then amusement.

"Excuse me a moment, bella signora," he says, bringing his hand briefly to the glowing red spot on his cheek before reaching back for the control box in his other hand. He flips a switch, and suddenly a trio of red, white, and blue mortars burst from the corners of the barge, making the platform shake beneath my bare feet.

"The sequence of explosions should take care of themselves now," he says, placing the control box on the deck before stepping toward me again, "so I can take care of you."


Chapter 15


Giuseppe towers over me, his bulk blotting out the fireworks bursting behind him, and purely by instinct, my knee comes up, hard, between his legs. With a gasp and a groan and what I imagine must be a string of ear-blistering Italian swear words, he drops with a thud to the deck, doubled over on his knees.

In a flash, I'm straddling his hips and grabbing at the waistband of his slacks. With a few quick, sharp tugs, I pull them down over his ass, which appears, in the glow of the rockets, to be just as firm as I had imagined it would be. I lay my palm against one bare cheek — yes, indeed, that is firm — then pull my arm back behind my head and let fly with as powerful a swat as I can manage. My forearm shivers all the way to my elbow, my palm stings with the percussive blow, and he lets out a surprised wail.

"That one is for being an asshole to Frank at the post office," I hiss, grabbing the back of his shirt collar and yanking his head back.

He makes a puzzled grunt, so I wind up my arm and give him another swat, timed perfectly with the eruption of one of the mortars nearby. The barge wobbles and rolls as another rocket flies into the night, bursting behind me with a radiant corona of red.

"And that," I say, catching my breath and shaking my wrist to dissipate the sting, "is for being an asshole to Candy." I give him another swat, and his forehead falls against the deck with a crack. "No one spanks Candy except me," I say. "Unless she asks nicely for it."

"Bella signora," Giuseppe groans into the deck. "Non capisco!"

"You can't just come waltzing into our town," I say, letting my weight fall onto his hips until he's lying flat on his belly, "and treat us like peasants, even if you are the world's greatest pyrotechnician."

Giuseppe groans again. Another volley of fireworks light up the sky.

"You ... you swam all the way to mia chiatta," he croaks, "just to spank me?"

"It wasn't really that far," I say. "And also, you deserve it."

He laughs, deep and rumbling enough that I can feel it in my thighs. It's a nice feeling, and I lean a little harder against him.

"You are truly amazing, bella signora," Giuseppe says through his laughter. I can see tears in the corners of his eyes when he turns his head. "Beautiful and cruel and truly ridiculous."

"I dare you to say that to my face," I say.

Giuseppe suddenly bucks his hips, nearly throwing me off him, and rolls onto his back. The front of his slacks have been pulled down far enough that I can see the thick purple head of his cock peeking out above the waistband, its dark eye weeping a silvery smear of pre-cum, and I feel a hot tingle spreading through my core.

"You are beautiful," he says, reaching his hands up to tangle his fingers in my wet hair and pull my face down to his.

"And cruel." He shimmies his hips beneath me, making his slacks slide down his thighs until his erection is nudging its way between us.

"And ridiculous." He drags my mouth down to his, pushing his hot tongue past my teeth, and his kiss makes my brain explode like the exploding stars behind us. His mustache scratches delightfully against my lip.

"And you're an asshole," I hiss when we break our kiss, and I grasp his shaft with both hands as I raise my hips above him.

#

"Oh, fuck," I groan when Giuseppe's cock enters me. From the way the words spill out of his mouth while his fingers dig into my hips, I imagine he's expressing a similar opinion, just more wordily.

His hips rise to meet me, sending powerful sensations through me. Another volley of mortar fire rattles the barge. I reach for his shirt and pull, sending pearl buttons flying with a clattering sound. I run my hands down his chest, tangling my fingers in the dense black hair that runs down to his belly and makes a V shape pointing at the base of his cock. Giuseppe digs his fingers deeper into my hips, his big hands lifting and pulling in counterpoint to his rocking hips.

"You are such an asshole," I groan, grinding my clit against his groin and scraping his chest with my nails, "but you have a very nice cock."

He laughs and mumbles something that turns into a loud moan, then suddenly rolls us over until my ass is against the deck and he's above me, supporting himself with his hands on either side of my hips while he thrusts. The barge is shaking now with successive salvos from the array of mortars, and I'm sure I would be deaf from the sound if not for the blood pulsing in my ears. I drag my nails down his back, tearing at his silk shirt, while I wrap my legs around him and pull him hard against me.

"Bella signora," he pants, his eyes wild, the bursting fireworks reflected and doubled in their black depths, "bella, bella, lasciva signora ..."

I gasp, open-mouthed, breathless, clinging to Giuseppe as he hammers himself against me. The barge rocks and rattles with the exploding fireworks, and with the force of our fucking. Beyond Giuseppe, I see the colors bursting high in the dark, cloudless sky, raining fire down on the lake, and I hear the cheers and applause of all of Milhawket as the show reaches its crescendo.

It's easy to imagine they're cheering for us and our wild, passionate, frenzied fucking.

"Bella, bella, bella," he chants, a hand grasping my breast, his thumb flicking against my stiff nipple. I groan and push against him. "Oh, signora, vengo! Vengo! Vengo!"

Which, I guess, must mean to be a warning to me that Giuseppe has reached the point of no return. He shudders against me, and I feel his thick cock pulse deep inside me, sending a hot blast of cum into my womb. I grasp his ass, which trembles and flexes under my hands, and pull him as deep as I can, letting my own climax wash over me in roiling, thunderous waves while the barge shakes beneath us with the fireworks show's explosive conclusion. I shout until my throat is raw, my passionate cries muffled by the explosions in the sky, and then collapse under his weight. The last faint bursts of light fade against my eyes as Giuseppe quivers on top of me, and I breathe in deeply, savoring the smell of gunpowder and sweat, musk and smoke, that clings to our bodies.


Coda


Iroll over with a groan, my limbs still stiff and my brain befogged, and I'm surprised to find another body in the bed beside me. I blink, trying to clear my head, not quite certain where I am. At last I recognize the lace of my bedroom curtains, the pale morning light streaming onto the familiar comforter laid across me, and the smell of coffee brewing downstairs.

I reach a hand out for the body beside me, expecting to feel Calvin's firm shoulders and the stubble on his chin, but I'm surprised to feel soft, warm curves and a tangle of silky hair. I prop myself up on an elbow and pull the comforter down to reveal Candy curled against me, her face buried in the pillow. I run a hand down her back to the swell of her ass, surprised to find her skin is scrubbed clean of the honey, sugar, and glaze that I covered her in before serving her to Andrew, Calvin, and Jessica, but when I nuzzle my nose against her neck, I can still detect a whiff of the confectionary delight she was last night.

The memories come back slowly, in a blurry swirl of images. There's Calvin's smiling face above me, blocking the spray of stars I've been staring at as I lie on the deck of the fireworks barge. And the warm, fuzzy towel wrapped around my shaking body as he guides me down the ladder and onto the beach, the sand warm between my bare toes. The bulky shadows of the barges that have been hauled in from the lake, disappearing behind me as Calvin guides me away from the water and to the waiting car. The sensations of falling weightless into my bed, the blankets pulled up to my chin and the pillow cradling my head, as sleep pulls me down. The exhausted satisfaction of my well-fucked body succumbing at last to oblivion, my compulsive itch thoroughly scratched.

Candy groans and stretches, slowly rolling onto her back. She's naked, too, and I'm surprised to feel a tingle of desire coursing through me; after the pounding Giuseppe gave me last night while the fireworks exploded around us, I should be fully satisfied for weeks, or at least days.

"Hey, sleepyhead," I whisper, putting my lips close to her ear. "How does my little cannoli feel this morning?"

She moans and hooks an arm around my neck, pulling me close for a kiss, then giggles.

"Cannoli is right," she croaks, her voice crackly. "A very satisfied, cream-filled cannoli, if you know what I mean."

I slide my hand over her body, brushing her breasts and her belly, then cup her bare sex with my hand. She squirms below me, parting her lips for another kiss.

"So the guests were pleased with their dessert?" I ask. My fingers run gently along the seam of her cunt, drawing heat and moisture to the surface.

"They certainly seemed to be," Candy says with a sigh. My thumb brushes the quivering tip of her clit, and she lets out a sharp gasp. "I know I was pleased with their appetites. Did you enjoy the fireworks show?"

"Oh, yes," I say, "and the pyrotechnician enjoyed my enjoyment."

"Did you spank him for me?"

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

Candy reaches a hand out to stroke my belly and hip, pulling me over on top of her. I part her thighs with my knee, my fingers probing her slick, warm channel, while her hands run over my ass, gently stroking my skin.

I hear a throat-clearing cough behind me, and turn 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 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," I say. My fingers continue to explore Candy's delicate folds, and she shivers beneath me.

"You made quite an impression on Andrew Wainwright," says Calvin. His hand joins Candy's on my ass, playfully pinching and tickling.

"I'm not surprised," I say. "He seems to have quite a sweet tooth."

"He invited me to his mansion," Candy says. She sighs and stretches under my touches, her skin beginning to glow with arousal.

"Really?" I ask.

"Not just an invitation," Calvin says, reaching for the nightstand again and retrieving a cream-colored envelope. "An engraved invitation."

He moves his hand from my ass so he can pull out the card inside and hand it to me, then slides down the bed so he can drag his tongue over the back of my thigh. I let out a sigh and turn the card over with the fingers of one hand while the fingers of the other dance and drag across Candy's pussy.

"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," I say. "I guess you gave him quite a nice taste."

"Oh, we all got a good taste of Candy," Calvin says, popping his head up from behind my ass. "I'll be going to her for all of my catering needs."
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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."


About Cornelia Quick


[image: ]


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.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack


[image: ]


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!


All For One and One For All


[image: ]


When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …


The Betwixtmas Switch


[image: ]


The Betwixtmas Switch

All bets are off the week between Christmas and New Year's in this spicy tale!

Mia and Vanna are on a gals' getaway vacation at Isla de los Secretos, where anything goes all the time; Vanna struggles to maintain her boundaries while Mia goes off the rails.

Meanwhile, back home, Vanna's husband Roger is being introduced to the Fox Run Swingers' Club by Mia's husband Bobby.

There's a little -- actually, a lot -- of everything in this sexy story. The Fox Run Swingers believe that fun is best enjoyed with friends, and they're a very friendly bunch whether they're meeting in twos, threes, fours, or more.


Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift: Up All Night


[image: ]
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