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Dorothy's Velvet Devil


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

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

"Indifferent?" I suggest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

I shrug and give his knee another squeeze.

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I sighed and shook my head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, I think."

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

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

"I got careless," I say.

#

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Where's Monica?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

I shrug and smirk back.

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Poor thing."

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

"Unlikely."

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

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

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

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

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

#

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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 filthy story of a woman awakening into new and unexpected pleasures.


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.


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

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

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

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


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

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

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


Dorothy's Filthy Fourth


[image: ]

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

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


Candy Caters the Fireworks Cruise
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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!


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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