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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."


Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise


[image: ]

While Dorothy plans her adventure with Giuseppe Gallo at the Milhawket Sesquicentennial fireworks show, her young lover Candy is hired to cater a special meal on the yacht of Andrew Wainwright, a mysterious and possibly dangerous millionaire. Even more special is the dessert that Dorothy has planned as cover for her getaway: a buffet of delectable sweets with Candy offered up as the serving platter.

“Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise” takes place during the events of Dorothy’s Filthy Fourth, told from Candy’s point of view. She receives encouragement from her lovers Jeff and Conor, impresses the millionaire with her culinary prowess, and joins Calvin and Dorothy for a delicious debriefing after the adventure. If you’ve enjoyed the Farmhouse Flings series so far, you’ll love this opportunity to see Milhawket, and Dorothy, from a fresh perspective!


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


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

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

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

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

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


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

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


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


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

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

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

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


Dorothy's Stocking Stuffer


[image: ]

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

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

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


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