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Chapter 1


"Summer is almost over," I say with a sigh, curling my naked body closer to Lee's. There's a crisp snap of autumn in the air this morning, and the breeze waving the curtains in the back bedroom is much cooler than a late August wind should be.

"Plenty of summer left, baby," Lee mutters. His strong but gentle hand runs down my back and cups my ass, pulling me tight.

His voice sounds sleepy, as well it should: he's just given me one of his most delightful Friday Fuckings since I started getting them on the regular when Calvin and I moved to Milhawket. He rode me like he was a dressage master and I was his pony, putting me through all the positions, making me dance on the sheets until my flanks were steaming and my pussy was begging for relief. Sweat poured down his straining neck and heaving chest when he finally emptied himself into me and collapsed in a trembling heap on top of me, his fingers tangled in my auburn hair.

"Only a few weeks," I say, and my chin trembles at the thought of summer coming to an end. "And then nothing but cold and snow ..."

"A long time before it snows, too, baby," Lee mumbles. His fingers squeeze the flesh of my ass and he shifts so I can rest my head on his shoulder. "I feel like maybe you didn't get much exposure to the seasons in the city."

And he's probably right at that. When Calvin and I lived in the city, I had a mostly indoor existence: I'd catch the bus downtown from the stop right outside our apartment, so even on the coldest winter days I would only catch a small, bitter taste of the wind and snow between home and work. And most of my non-work activities were inside: eating out at the trendy restaurants with Calvin, visiting Ronda at Lucky Fierce Vibes to sample the newest toys, the occasional tumble in the sheets with a new lover at a hotel.

Summer in the city brought occasional pleasant days when we would visit the parks around the lakes, but then the heat would rise off the blacktop in shimmering waves and the hot wind blowing between tall buildings felt like it was coming straight from the pits of Hell. I retreated into air-conditioned comfort whenever I could.

Summer in Milhawket, on the other hand, has drawn me outside. I've explored the town on the old bicycle I found in the shed, having adventures I never imagined possible back in the city: visiting the postmaster, Frank, to test out nipple clamps and vibrators; an impromptu threesome on the side of a dirt road with a pair of cyclists when my bike blew a tire; numerous, delightful poundings by the town carpenter, Deacon, on our porch and at his shop. The country living that Calvin thought would cure me of my wanton ways has only brought me more sensuous escapades than I ever dreamed of.

Not that poor "cuckolded" Calvin has suffered for it. When he comes home on the train from the city every night, he's excited to hear my latest story, and disappointed if all I've done with my day is bake a pie or can some beans. Luckily, most of my days have some exploit or other, and Calvin rewards me with some bedtime loving that sends me to sleep satisfied if never quite satiated, ready to prowl the countryside in the morning for my next endeavor.

But when summer ends, what will I do? Will my carefree summer days be replaced by long, dark winter nights, spent huddled under a blanket by the fireplace? Will I still get my Friday Fucking when Lee's lawn care season comes to an end, and he doesn't have an excuse to bring his truck out to the old farmhouse for a tumble? If I can't ride my bicycle on the icy roads, how will I get into town to drag Frank into the post office's back room so we can thrash and tickle and fuck each other with whatever delight Ronda has sent him from Lucky Fierce Vibes?

"I just don't want summer to end," I say, feeling my lip tremble. I know it's silly to cry about the changing seasons, but I can't help it.

"Summer ain't near over yet, baby," Lee says. He wipes a tear away from my eye. "The county fair hasn't even happened yet."

"County fair? What's that?"

"Only the biggest event in Milhawket every year. There's food and rides and animals and art, more blue ribbon pies than you've ever tasted, and everyone in Milhawket and every town around will be there. Summer ain't over until the fireworks show on the last night of the county fair."

"Well, it sounds like a nice way to end the summer, at least," I say. The way Lee's fingers feel on my ass has started revving me up again. "Will you take me?"

"I'll be there every day," Lee says. "I have a booth up on Enterprise Drive, I get some of my best business for the season from giving away sunflower seed packs with 'Randolph Landscaping' printed on them."

I let my hand drift over his chest, still slick with cooling sweat, to his tight belly. The late morning light makes his mahogany skin shine. I see his cock, resting heavy and thick on his thigh, twitch a little at my touch.

"Will you be too busy to show me the sights?" I ask.

"I always make time for you, darlin'," he says. His fingers dance across my ass and then dip lower to tickle the sensitive skin between the cheeks. "I'll make sure you get your mandatory corn dog and fries, and get a spin on the Ferris wheel."

"There's a Ferris wheel?"

"There is indeed," he says, "the tallest Ferris wheel north of the city."

"I've always wanted to fuck on a Ferris wheel ..."

Lee chuckles and tugs at my flesh until I roll on top of him, pressing my breasts against his chest. I feel his cock stir against my thigh and press my lips to his, my tongue slipping quickly into his warm mouth; his cock stirs a little more, stiffening like my nipples pressed into his body.

"You're a nasty, nasty girl," Lee says with a rumbling laugh. He runs his fingers through my hair and down my back, tickling along my spine.

"And you wouldn't have me any other way."

I kiss him again, long and deep, our tongues tangling. He reaches down to cup my ass, and I grind against his belly, feeling the nectar flowing again between my legs. His cock is hard again despite its earlier exertions, and I can feel the velvety head, sticky with cum, pulsing against my ass.

"Will you?" I ask, propping one hand on his chest while I reach back to run a finger around the ridge of his cock's swollen head.

"Will I what?" Lee's voice is smooth and deep, and my belly trembles at the sound.

"Will you fuck me on the Ferris wheel?"

"Baby, I'll fuck you so hard on the Ferris wheel that we'll roll that thing right into the next county."

"You'd better," I say, easing myself backward along Lee's body until I'm straddling his erection. I take it in both hands and guide the weeping tip toward my pussy; we both let out a groan as I lower myself onto his shaft. "I want you to use me at the fair."


Chapter 2


The first morning of the fair, I'm up early — even before Calvin, who leaves for the train by seven o'clock most days. For the last week, Lee has been sending me little texts that have me all in a tizzy:

"I can't wait to show you all the secrets of the fair! I know some cozy places no one ever goes ..."

"Do you think we can make the Ferris wheel seat flip upside down if I fuck you hard enough?"

"I wonder how the fresh cream from the dairy barn will taste when I lick it off your tits?"

"I've got a great idea for a new kind of fun at the fair ..."

"Don't bother wearing panties tomorrow, they won't stay on long anyway!"

I'm in the kitchen finishing my second cup of coffee when Calvin comes downstairs, still in his pajamas, his hair tousled. He raises an eyebrow when he sees me perched on the stool in my yellow sundress; I respond with a wink as I pour him a cup and reach across the counter for the plate of bacon and eggs I made for him while he was sleeping.

"You're up awfully early," he says as he sits down across the counter for me and reaches for the salt shaker. "What's the occasion?"

"I'm going to the fair," I say, trying and failing to hide a grin behind my coffee cup.

"Why do I suspect you're not going there to sample the new corn varieties or take in the seed art?"

"Seed art?"

"It's where people paste different colored seeds to make little mosaic pictures. There are ribbons and prizes in different categories. It's a whole thing."

"Will wonders never cease," I say, taking a sip of my coffee. "Perhaps I will check out the seed art ..."

"I'm sure you will. I assume Lee will be there?"

I shrug.

"Maybe," I say. "He has a booth. I think Deacon does, too — the whole town will be there. You should come!"

Calvin takes a bite of his breakfast and shakes his head.

"I'd love to, baby, but the lure of the office can't be denied today." Then he leans back and grins. "Of course, you'll tell me all about your day at the fair tonight, won't you?"

"Oh, don't you know it!" I say, making no pretense now of hiding my smile. "But don't wait up, I'll probably be late."

#

Milhawket seems quiet even for an early Thursday morning when I roll down the hill into town on my bicycle. I glance toward the post office, hoping to catch a glimpse of the postmaster (and my adult toy partner ...) Frank, but I see a big sign in the window: "CLOSED TODAY - GONE TO THE FAIR"

If even the post office can be closed for the county fair, it must be quite the event!

The fairgrounds are on the opposite side of the town. As I bike through the empty streets, I feel like I'm in some sort of post-apocalyptic movie: the people have all disappeared, eaten by zombies or hoovered up by alien spaceships, and the only human left is a horny woman in a yellow sundress on a rickety old bicycle. It wouldn't make a very good movie, I don't think — my character really demands an ensemble cast to bring out her best assets.

When I've come out this way before, the fairgrounds are mostly an empty field. There's a farmer's market on the weekend, but it just takes up a corner of the grounds; sometimes I see kids playing soccer or baseball, but usually if there's any sort of activity, it's just one of those big red riding lawnmowers looping across the green, cutting the dandelions and clover down to size.

But today, the field has been absolutely transformed. I hear it before I see it, a hum and din of the crowds making their way through the gate that faces the town and past the little white ticket booth. A chain-link fence surrounds the grounds now, and there are big white canvas tents and brightly painted clapboard sheds organized into rows like small criss-crossing streets. The promised Ferris wheel rises high into the sky, slowly turning already.

The smells hit me next as I approach, a mix of fried food, sweet baked goods, and barnyard animals — it's not unpleasant, exactly, but it's certainly pungent, and I let out a sneeze as I step off my bike and roll up to a rack along the side of the rode that's already crowded with bicycles. I pull my purse out of the straw basket on the front of the bike and make my way toward the queue that stretches down the street.

#

"Be at Jenson's Nook at 8:00," says Lee's last text, sent while I was biking into town from our farmhouse on the outskirts. I tuck my phone in my purse, sling my purse over my shoulder, and look at the little paper map that came with my ticket. There's a row of white buildings just past the gate, all with signs above them with letters shaped from old lightbulbs that blink dimly in the morning light: "Bob's Breakfasts," "Egg In Yer Eye," "Flapjack Frannie's," and, above the last building, "Jenson's Nook."

Lee is impossible to miss standing outside Jenson's Nook in his green Randolph Landscaping LLC polo shirt, a matching ball cap perched on his clean-shaven head. He's the tallest, broadest, darkest-skinned man at the fair, and sports the biggest, brightest smile with eyes that sparkle when he catches sight of me approaching. He salutes me with a raised blue porcelain mug and wraps his free arm around my waist and pulls me in for a kiss when I reach him.

"I'm glad you made it," Lee says, his hand rising to press against the small of my back. "You've got a busy day ahead of you! We should get some breakfast in your belly."

My stomach growls and I stifle a laugh. I was nervous and excited at home, and only nibbled at a little toast with my coffee; now, after a long bike ride and surrounded by the smells of fried eggs, crackling bacon, and fresh bread, I feel absolutely famished.

"Is this whole area nothing but breakfast?" I say, waving my arm to indicate the line of buildings.

"Nothing but," says Lee. "One of the fair's traditions — folks who work the fair and early rising guests load up on coffee and carbs before they hit the main event. Some of these shacks are pushing a hundred years old — they spend all year in pieces in barns and sheds around the county and get dragged out here for one glorious week. Jenson's has the best damn egg and cheese sandwich you've ever eaten, that's why I always start here."

He takes me by the elbow and guides me toward the shack, which I see now has a big window with a counter hanging under it. Lee waves two fingers in the air toward the window and nods; I see the shadow of movement inside the shed.

Then Lee suddenly pulls me by the shoulder into the space between Jenson's Nook and Flapjack Frannie's and pushes me against the wall, almost lifting me off my feet. His coffee mug clatters to the ground as one big hand grasps my tit through my dress and the other squeezes my ass. Lee's lips press hard against mine, sucking the breath out of me, and I gasp, reaching for his shoulders.

"Are you ready for your day at the fair, Dorothy?" he asks when he pulls away, his fingers twisting my stiff nipple through the thin cotton of my dress.

"I'm more than ready," I say. "I've been waiting all week! Where are you taking me first?"

"Oh, I'm not taking you anywhere," Lee says, looking down at me with smouldering eyes.

His hand slides from my breast and down my waist, hovering on my hip for a moment before suddenly reaching between my legs. I stifle a cry at the feeling of his strong fingers lifting me and pressing into my sensitive folds while his other hand grasps my ass. I'm standing on my toes, head falling back against the side of the shed, hot arousal spreading through my body.

"Are you going to take me right here?" I ask, panting. I slide my hands from his shoulders to his firm buttocks and pull him closer; I can feel the bulge in his jeans against my belly.

"Nope," he says. Lee bunches the fabric of my dress in his hand, sliding it up my thighs until his fingers brush my bare skin. "I've got to get back to my booth, I've got lots of seed packets to give out. But don't worry, you're getting a queen's tour of the fair today."

I push my hips forward, trying to get his hand to slide further up my dress so I can show him that I'm not wearing any panties, just as instructed, but he holds me firmly in place, pinned against the wall. He laughs at my frustration and presses his hungry mouth to mine again. Then, just as suddenly as he pulled me into this space between sheds, he lets me drop back to my feet and pulls away.

"You've got a map, right?" he asks.

With wobbly fingers, I open my purse and pull out the paper map from the ticket booth. Lee takes it from me and taps a white square with his finger.

"You'll start here," he says, "and you'll finish here."

His finger moves to the Ferris wheel at the other end of the map. I feel a tingle up my spine at the thought of the Ferris wheel.

"And in between?" I ask.

"Your guides will let you know," he says with a sly wink and a playful grin.

"Lee Randolph!" a voice calls from the front of the booth. "Lee, your sandwiches are ready!"

Lee takes me by the elbow again and guides me toward the window while I straighten my dress and tuck the folded map back into my purse.


Chapter 3


Lee was right about the egg sandwich from Jenson's. It's a perfectly poached egg dripping with cheese, nestled within a soft, flaky biscuit. I'm still licking my fingers clean and dabbing at my lips with the napkin — and one napkin seems wholly insufficient for this treat! — when I approach the first stop Lee pointed to on the map: the dairy barn.

The warm, pungent smell of cows hits me as I turn the corner toward the big red building, and then the almost musical sound of the cattle lowing. The big doors on the front of the barn are thrown open, and there's a line of people snaking through a smaller door on the side. I tuck the greasy napkin from my breakfast into my purse and walk toward the line.

Above the door, there's a chalkboard sign with prices: milk, cream, and butter are all listed, and there's a note that freshly churned ice cream will be available after noon. I'm certainly not hungry for ice cream after putting away that biscuit, but I make a mental note to swing by later to sample the ice cream. I take my place in the line, thinking that a glass of milk might be nice after the biscuit.

When I'm only a few places from the front of the line, I feel someone step up close behind me, and suddenly a pair of hands cover my eyes. I let out a little shriek, and hear a voice whisper close to my ear, "Guess who?"

I reach my hands up and pry the fingers away from my eyes, then turn and find myself looking into the plaid shirt of a very tall man. I tilt my head back and see that's Deacon, the young carpenter who fixed our kitchen windows at the beginning of the summer, and also attended to a few of my personal needs.

"Deacon!" I yell, putting my hands on my hips. "You scared me half to death!"

"Sorry," Deacon says with a sheepish smile. "I wanted to surprise you."

"And so you did! And despite your bad manners, it's good to see you. What have you been up to all summer?"

"Mostly work," he says. "I fixed up a nice camper van for some gals going on a road trip."

His cheeks flush a little red when he says that, and I wonder if he fixed up more than their van. Deacon has been shy around me ever since that fabulous dinner party at the beginning of the summer, when he, Lee, and Frank all had their way with me while Calvin and Ronda, the hostess from Lucky Fierce Vibes who instigated the whole chain of events, looked on. He really has nothing to be shy about — he did an amazing job that night! — but there's something about his youthful bashfulness that I find endearing and, honestly, arousing.

"I'll need to get Calvin to find some more work for you around our house," I say. "My hinges could use oiling, I think ..."

"I'm always happy to do projects at your place, Mrs. Warren ..."

"Dorothy."

"Dorothy, sorry ... but right now I'm doing a project for Lee Randolph."

"Really? Something for one of his clients?"

"Not exactly," Deacon says, and I see the light red in his cheek turn darker and spread to the tips of his ears. "It's ... um ... well, the thing is, he says ... I'm supposed to ..."

"Spit it out," I say, hands on my hips again and a stern look on my face.

"He says I should show you a good time at the dairy barn," he says in a rush. "A really good time, but ... not too good, if you know what I mean ..."

"I absolutely do not have any idea what you mean," I say, reaching my hand out so I can turn one of the buttons on his shirt over with my fingers. "But I'm full of anticipation to find out."

#

I buy my cup of milk at the counter behind the door, and then Deacon takes me by the elbow and guides me deeper into the barn. A little bit spills on the hem of my dress as I hurry to keep up with his long strides. There are people milling about in the barn, looking at the cows in their pens, and at the displays about milking machines; I follow Deacon away from the crowds, toward a darkened corner at the far end of the barn.

"Slow down!" I yell, dragging my feet in the hay strewn across the concrete floor to force Deacon to ease up. "Where are you taking me?"

"Sorry, Mrs. Warren — er, Dorothy," he says, coming to a stop beside a wooden pen holding a brown and white cow. The cow looks at us with impassive black eyes, its jaw moving back and forth as it chews its cud. "I guess I was getting a little excited."

"Well, I'm excited, too," I say, taking a sip from my cup. The milk is cold and sweet, and I can't help smacking my lips a little when I take the cup away. I wipe at my mouth with the back of my hand and take another sip. "I'm sure whatever Lee has put you up to, it's going to be good."

"Oh, it's good," Deacon says, fumbling in his pocket and producing a silver key. "It's very good."

He walks past the pen to a wooden door set in the wall and grasps a brass padlock. With a click, the lock opens, and he lifts it free to open a metal latch. Hinges squeak as he pushes the door open, and then Deacon disappears into the shadows behind it. I take a big swallow of my milk and follow.

#

I stumble in the dark, bumping into something hard and tall that isn't Deacon. I hear a click, and a lightbulb suspended from a low ceiling buzzes to life, casting dim light and quivering shadows. We're in a small, chilly room with a concrete floor and walls. The thing I bumped into is some sort of metal cabinet, and it buzzes against my hip. There are two other cabinets in the corners of the room.

Deacon steps up to the cabinet and pulls on the handle, letting out a blast of cold air that makes my nipples stiffen under the thin cotton of my dress. He reaches inside and pulls out a metal bowl covered with plastic wrap.

"What have you got there?" I ask, folding my arms across my breasts and shivering.

"Cream," Deacon says, pulling the plastic wrap off and tucking it into his jeans pocket. He dips a finger into the bowl, coming up with a thick white glob that he extends toward me. "Want a taste?"

I smile and lean toward his finger, stretching out my tongue to capture some of the cream on Deacon's finger. It's cold and smooth and sweet, and I smile at the taste and texture. I lean closer and open my mouth, taking his finger between my lips, and suck the rest of the cream off; Deacon lets out a little moan, no doubt remembering how my mouth feels around other parts of his body.

"It's delicious," I say, stepping closer to him. I put an arm around his waist and press my hip into the bulge in his jeans, grinning when I hear another moan escape Deacon's lips.

"Good," Deacon says, his voice breathy and thin. "I'm supposed to ... um, I need to taste it, too."

His fingers clumsily pull at the strap of my dress, and I shrug my shoulder, helping him slid it free. Deacon puts a little dollop of the cream on my shoulder and bends down to lick it from my skin; the cream is cold and his tongue is warm, and the contrast is simply delightful. I shiver, not just from the chilly air, and feel my nipples tighten.

Deacon puts little dabs of cream on my collarbones, and then on the tops of my breasts, licking those clean, too. I run my fingers through his wavy black hair, guiding his head lower. He slides my dress down, exposing more of my breast, and licks the cream that melts on my skin and drips toward my hard nipple.

"How does it taste, Deacon?" I ask.

"Delicious," he says, his voice muffled between my breasts.

His fingers smear a line of cream between my tits, and his tongue slowly laps it up. I slip the other shoulder strap down, and Deacon frees my breasts, holding each in turn, his thumb running circles around my nipples. He has a goofy grin on his face as he smears and licks, smears and licks, delighting in the sweet cream and my firm, round breasts. Tingles run through my body, and my pussy hums with anticipation.

"Your tits are fabulous, Mrs. Warren — er, Dorothy," Deacon whispers, sliding down my body with his mouth. He takes my nipples between his lips and sucks, drawing a deep moan out of me. My hand that's still holding my cup of milk shakes, spilling a little into Deacon's curly hair, but he doesn't waver from the attention he's lavishing on my breasts.

"Your mouth is pretty fabulous too, Deacon," I say.

He suddenly drops to his knees in front of me and kisses my belly through my dress. I let out another moan and pull at the back of his head, coaxing him closer and lower. Deacon sets the bowl of cream between his knees and starts to lift my dress past my knees, up my thighs, toward my waist ...

"Oh, Dorothy," he gasps, and I feel his warm breath against my thighs.

He smears cream on my leg and licks his way up, his tongue nearly reaching the crease where my thigh meets my hip, inches from my tingling mound. His hand slides under my dress from behind, fingers pressing into the firm flesh of my ass, and I push my hips forward. Deacon lifts my dress higher, and his face disappears beneath the fabric, his tongue sliding hot and firm across my skin.

When his lips graze my mound, I let out a moan, dropping my cup of milk. It splashes beside Deacon's foot, sending a white puddle across the floor. I lift my dress up, exposing my naked pussy to his hungry eyes and seeking lips, and Deacon moans, too, pulling me toward his warm mouth.

I lift a leg to drape over Deacon's shoulder, balancing on one foot with my hands pressed into his head. He smears more of the cold, slippery cream over my belly and through the auburn tangle of hair above my sex, then dutifully licks it clean. I look down at the wet glimmer across my mound and sigh.

"Oh god, Deacon," I gasp when his fingers gently spread my folds so his tongue can find the stiff nub of my clit. He licks and sucks, capturing all the cream melting down between my legs, making my body buzz. I tangle my fingers in his hair and guide his mouth toward the hot, tingling places that demand his attention. Just a little to the left, a little further, almost there, almost ...

Deacon sputters when he pulls his face away and looks up at me, melted cream and my slippery nectar coating his lips and chin. His blue eyes are wide and wild, and his breath is ragged.

"Did ... did you ..." he gasps.

"Did I come?" I ask, dropping the foot that was tapping against his backs just moments ago as I climbed toward climax. "No, Deacon Ross, I absolutely did not come, so get your mouth back where it was and finish the job!"

He lets out a nervous laugh and falls back on his heels. His eyes dart between my face and my sopping pussy, cream and spit and my tangy juices glistening in the dim light.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. — Dorothy," Deacon says, dabbing at his lips with his fingers. "Lee says ... Lee doesn't want you to."

"What's Lee got to do with anything?"

"This was Mr. Randolph's plan," Deacon says. "He says we should get you worked up, but not let you ... you know ... he wants to do that for you. On the Ferris wheel?"

I let out an exasperated sigh.

"Don't you want to make me come, Deacon?" I ask, tilting my hips toward him and raising my dress higher.

"Oh, yes, I do," he whispers, eyes locked on the wet tangle of my bush and my warm, pouting lips. "Very much."

"And we don't have to tell Lee if you happen to ... slip up a little?"

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Warren, but those were the instructions," Deacon says, reluctantly pulling his eyes away from my pussy and looking up at me. "You taste delicious, and there's nothing I'd like more than to just keep licking and sucking, but rules are rules."

"Do you always follow the rules, Deacon?" I ask, moving closer to him.

"Not always," says Deacon, "but I try."

He staggers to his feet, trembling hands picking up the bowl of cream. His smile is wistful and his eyes slide down my body, taking in my slippery bare breasts and glistening belly.

"Fine," I say, letting out an exasperated sigh.

I release the hem of my dress, and I have to admit that I feel a little vindication at the frown that tugs at Deacon's lips when my pussy disappears behind the yellow fabric. I snatch the metal bowl from his hands and reach for his belt.

"Did Lee have any rules about your orgasms?" I ask as I find the clasp of his belt and tug it free.

"No, ma'am," Deacon says, and his lips curve back toward a smile when I pull at the button of his jeans and lower myself toward the floor.


Chapter 4


I'm still wiping the cream from my lips — both the cold kind from the metal bowl and the hot kind I coaxed from Deacon's delightfully crooked cock — when I hear my phone ping in my purse. I exited the little cooler room in the dairy barn first, sneaking quietly through the shadows and leaving Deacon to mop up the spilled milk and cream and tuck his still-hard cock into his jeans, and now I'm crossing the fairgrounds in a bit of a daze, my eyes dazzled by the bright sun. I stop and fish my phone out of my purse.

"Did Deacon find you?" says the text from Lee.

"Yes," I respond.

"And did he follow the rules?"

"Stupid rules"

Lee sends back a winking emoji, and I feel a frustrated buzz between my legs. Deacon's tongue got me so close, I could feel the climax uncoiling in my belly, ready to flood his eager mouth with my nectar. And when he flooded my mouth with hot spunk a few minutes later, mixing with the sweet, cold cream I had slathered over his shaft before sucking him off, I felt a sympathetic tremor that almost sent me over the edge. If he had kept his tongue at work for just a minute more ...

"You must be hungry again" says Lee's next text.

"Not really — I had a tasty snack at the dairy barn"

I send my own winking emoji, thinking of how quickly I had drawn that snack out of Deacon. Frustration apparently sharpens my skills.

"Saucy minx," says Lee's response.

"Creamy sauce ... where do I go next?"

"Cooper's Corn Dogs — I've got someone waiting there for you right now"

#

The sign for Cooper's Corn Dogs is visible across the crowded path between tents selling various crafts — I see pottery laid out on tables, handmade clothing hanging from hooks, paintings of forests and lakes, loons and deer. I shoulder my way through the throngs and toward the square yellow trailer sitting under the shade of a spreading oak tree.

I glance at my phone to check the time before I tuck it back into my purse: almost ten o'clock. There's already a line in front of the stand, and I see people wandering away with golden corn dogs on wooden sticks. I stifle a giggle at the sight of strangers taking bites from the long, hot tubes — there's really no way to eat a corn dog and look dignified doing it, and after my little encounter with Deacon, there's no way I can't look at a corn dog without thinking of nibbling on his tasty cock.

Before I reach the end of the line, I feel a hand on my shoulder, and I look back to see another familiar face: Conor Nelson, the golden-haired, bronze-skinned young god who shared me with his step-brother Jeff in one of my most memorable trysts of this magical summer. My pussy tingles with anticipation at the sight of him.

"Conor," I say, walking my fingers up his broad t-shirt covered chest. "I suppose Lee sent you to torment me, too?"

Conor laughs and bends down to plant a kiss on the top of my head. I see that he's holding one hand aloft, with two corn dogs between his fingers, a streak of bright yellow mustard dripping down each one. The sight of the two golden shafts reminds me of my afternoon with the Nelson brothers, when they took turns bringing me intense joy with their delightful cocks before somehow, almost magically, filling me simultaneously. I couldn't walk straight for three days after that afternoon, and I didn't regret one second of it.

"I have very clear instructions, Mrs. Warren," he says, hooking an arm around my waist and steering me away from the line. "I'm to show you a good time, but not too good."

"I think you can call me Dorothy," I say, letting him lead me toward an alleyway between the tents and booths. "Is one of those corn dogs for me?"

"Both, if you think you can take them," he says with a wink and grin.

"Oh, you know I can take them, Conor," I say, reaching a hand up to take one of the sticks from him, "but I do like to share."

#

The contrast between the hot, sweet, tangy corn dog and the warm, musky, slick cock as I swap them back and forth in my mouth makes my body tingle. I lick the sweet and spicy mustard from my lips, and then swirl my tongue around the end of Conor's cock, coating the purple head with my slippery spit. He moans above me, one hand tangled in my auburn hair and the other shakily holding the other corn dog, which he's licking in sympathetic strokes with my motions on his shaft.

Conor offered no resistance when I tugged at his jeans and then dropped to my knees in front of him. Together we undid his belt and buttons, each of us holding a corn dog, and slid his jeans and boxers over his ass. He took one worried look around us, making sure we were hidden from the sight of the teeming crowds just yards away, and then let out a long sigh when I took his half-hard cock between my lips. It was soon pulsing in my mouth, the velvety head against the back of my throat, and his concern about our clandestine spot appeared to shrink as his erection grew.

I pop his cock out of my mouth, a strand of saliva stretching from my lips to the tip, and grin up at him, then take a big bite of the corn dog. He smiles down at me, eyes glassy, his own corn dog nibbled down to just a nub on the pointed stick. I shrug my shoulders to slip the top of my dress down, letting my tits fall free, and Conor groans, grasping his tight, heavy balls in his palms. I swallow the bite of corn dog in my mouth and then return to work on his cock, letting my teeth scrape gently along his shaft as I guide him toward my throat.

My pussy is tingling with need, remembering Deacon's probing tongue. I hike my dress up to my waist and slip a hand underneath, teasing apart my damp folds and pressing against my throbbing clit. I moan around Conor's shaft as my fingers dance between my legs.

"Hey," Conor gasps, pulling back until just the tip of his cock nestles between my lips, "none of that, Mrs. Warren ..."

"None of what?" I ask with an innocent smile as I hold his cock against my cheek. I can feel his pulse through the shaft and flick my bean in time with it.

"You know what," he says with a raspy voice. "Your hand."

"What about my hand?"

"Mrs. Warren, Lee says you can't ..."

"He said you can't make me come," I say. My thumb finds the ticklish spot on the side of my clit that always makes me squirm, and I let out a groan. "Can't I make myself come?"

"I don't ... I don't think ... that's got to be against the ... the rules, Mrs. Warren ..."

He stammers when I lick the sensitive underside of his shaft, which makes me smile almost as much as the little finger dance I'm doing between my thighs. To think that a big, strong man like Conor could be so completely under my control just by licking such a tiny patch of delicate flesh ... my eyes roll back in my head as I push myself closer to the precipice.

"No, Mrs. Warren, stop!" he gasps.

He suddenly reaches down and grabs my arm, pulling me to my feet. Then he throws an arm around my waist and turns me around so my ass is pressing into his erection, and he throws my dress up over my head. With one hand pressing my back, behind me double, he guides his erection to my gaping hole and with a single thrust he's inside me, making me gasp in a mixture of surprise and delight.

Conor makes one powerful thrust, then a second, and on the third he grips my hips with both hands and lets out a roar, heedless of the crowds passing by. I feel his hot seed burst into me and his cock convulse inside my tight channel. With my palms flat on the ground to hold my balance in a vulgar downward facing dog, I can't get a hand to my clit to help push myself over the edge before he pulls free, one last stream of cum splashing against my bare ass.

I drop to my knees, panting, while Conor falls beside me, pressing hot lips to my neck as he untangles my head from the fabric of my dress. His cock is still pulsing against my ass, but I can feel its vigor fading away, its rigidy softening. My pussy aches and throbs — I was so close! So close, and now I'm stranded on the beach as the great wave that was about to wash over me slowly pulls back out to sea.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Warren," Conor says, nibbling at my neck and ear, stroking my sweat-slick hair. "I'm really sorry, but Lee said ..."

"Oh fuck, Conor," I gasp, "I was so fucking close ..."

"I know, I'm really sorry, but Mr. Randolph says it will be worth it ..."

I let out a bitter laugh and struggle to my feet, Conor rising with me and helping to hold me up. I was so fucking close!

"Don't think you won't pay for this, Conor," I say, turning to face him. I pull at the back of his head and press needy, ravenous lips to his mouth. "The next time I get a chance, I'm going to edge you until your balls turn blue and your brain melts out of your ears."

"I hope that's a promise, Mrs. Warren," he says, pulling his jeans up and tucking his deflating cock away. "Because I'm going to hold you to it."


Chapter 5


Lee's next text makes my phone buzz while I'm straightening my dress and wiping up the warm trickle of cum slipping down my thigh with one of the napkins from the corn dogs. I'm in no rush to read it — let him wait for a response the way I'm waiting for relief. I ball up the jizz-soaked napkin in my fist, look up and down the crowd passing the space between booths where Conor fucked me to his release but not mine, and march toward the big green garbage can on the other side of the path, dodging fairgoers on my way.

"Having fun, baby?" reads the text, with a winking emoji.

"Oh it's a blast," I respond. "Having the time of my life"

"That's good, baby," he replies, proving that sarcasm does not transmit well over text messages. Or that he's enjoying the torment he's putting me through.

"Where are you sending me next?"

"I think you deserve something after all that excitement — head to Blooming Bundles over by the seed art show."

#

I stop by the seed art tent on my way to the Blooming Bundles stand. It's much more involved than I expected. There are lots of little mosaics of flowers, birds, and landscapes, but also celebrity portraits, samplers with witty phrases, and a few bitingly satirical political pieces. From a distance, I can't tell that they're all made of little seeds glued to boards; just thinking about working with all those tiny pieces makes me a little cross-eyed.

I'm leaning in close to an especially detailed cat portrait when my phone buzzes again. With a sigh, I pull it from my purse to find another text from Lee:

"You out at the flower place yet?"

"On my way," I reply, and drop my phone back in my purse with a sigh.

Blooming Bundles is a flower shop in town, not far from the library, run by Mazy Winkler. I've picked up a few bouquets from her when I'm doing errands around town, and she's always very friendly and free with the local gossip. But it's not Mazy running the shop's tent at the fair — it's the blonde gal from the MacIntosh and Sons deli counter, Candy, the one I've seen around town with Conor and Jeff, who's standing among the buckets of cut flowers and hanging baskets drooping with buds, wearing a green smock over her blouse and skirt.

"Oh, Mrs. Warren!" Candy says when I step into the tent. There's a pink glow to her cheeks, and she tucks a strand of her corn-silk-fine hair behind her ear with a nervous twitch. "I've ... um, I've been expecting you!"

"Oh, have you?" I say, plucking a long stem of purple gladiolus flowers from one of the buckets on the floor.

"Um ... Mr. Randolph said I should give this to you," she says, scurrying toward the back of the tent. She emerges with a big bouquet of pink and purple zinnias, white and gold dwarf sunflowers, and sprigs of bright green pennycress.

"It's lovely," I say, taking the bouquet from her and holding it up to my nose. It has a fresh, sweet scent, the perfect antidote to the smell of fried food wafting through the fair as the day heats up.

"I put it together myself," Candy says, looking shyly at her feet. "I've been training at Ms. Winkler's store on the weekends."

"Well, this is a very refreshing visit after the last two encounters I've had," I say.

"Oh, I'm not done yet, Mrs. Warren," says Candy. She hurries to the entrance to the tent and starts untying the canvas flaps rolled up at the entrance. "Would you have a seat, please?"

#

I sit on a folding chair in the corner of the tent, behind a table of sunflower bouquets, and watch Candy tie the flaps closed. The tent is a dim without sunlight flooding through the entry, and the air feels close and warm with the breeze cut off. I hear the buzz of bees flitting about the bouquets and smell the sweet scent of cut flowers.

Candy throws a smile over her shoulder, her eyes sparkling, and scampers to the other side of the tent. I hold my bouquet up to my face, suddenly a little nervous — what does Candy have planned for me?

She returns with a black plastic pail in her hands. Little strands of flowers — baby's breath and feverfew, pink calcinia and purple delphinium — peek and tumble over the sides. Candy kneels at my feet and sets the pail on the floor beside her.

"I really want to thank you, Mrs. Warren," Candy says. She rests her hands on my knees and looks up at me.

"Oh? For what, Candy?"

The color rises in her cheeks, and she looks down at my feet.

"For Conor and Jeff," she says. "If you hadn't said what you said to me, and if you hadn't done ... what you did with them, well ... It was the most amazing day of my summer!"

I laugh, thinking back to my own afternoon with Conor and Jeff. They worked so well together, knowing even before I did what caresses and touches, licks and tickles, I needed, communicating wordlessly as they drove me to heights of pleasure I had never dreamed possible. I'm so lost in my thoughts that I don't notice Candy's hands rolling my dress up my legs until the hem is at my thighs.

"It was a pretty amazing day for me, too," I say, looking over my bouquet at Candy's face. The shyness seems to have dissolved, replaced by a bright-eyed and playful hunger. I let me knees fall apart as Candy moves between them, leaning into me with her hands pushing my dress higher.

"They learned a lot from you," Candy says. She gives the hem of my dress a tug, and I lift my ass so she can slide it past my waist, exposing my auburn bush. Her fingers slide gently over my mound and down my thighs, just the barest tickling brush, and I let out a long sigh at her touch.

"Well, they brought a lot of natural talent to the bedroom," I say. Candy's fingernails glide gently, slowly, up and down the inside of my thighs, tantalizingly close to my tingling folds. I let my legs part a little wider.

"They've been showing me all those talents almost every afternoon," Candy whispers, leaning closer to me. Her green apron brushes the bouquet in my hands as her face moves closer to mine. "I feel like the luckiest gal in Milhawket — maybe in the whole state! — and I owe it all to you, Mrs. Warren."

"I suspect you brought talents of your own to those sheets," I say, gasping when her thumb dances quickly across my folds. Tingling sensations surge up my body and I lean back as Candy moves closer, her breath warm and sweet on my face.

"I've been trying to learn," Candy says. "Conor and Jeff are very good teachers."

My breath catches when her thumb finds the buzzing tip of my clit and her lips find mine, her tongue darting quickly and urgently into my mouth. I tangle my fingers in her silky blonde hair and hold her face against mine for a long, hot kiss, before she pulls away and kneels between my legs. When I look down, I see that a creamy white drizzle from Conor's deposit behind the corn dog stand is making its way down the inside of my thigh, and I feel my cheeks flush in surprise and embarrassment.

"You're a little messy, Mrs. Warren," Candy says in a low, husky voice. "This is Conor's, isn't it? He said he gave you a little surprise."

"Yes," is all I can say, because suddenly Candy's soft, nimble tongue is traveling up my thigh, dancing over my sensitive skin. I can feel her breath on my pussy, hot and wet, and when she licks a circle through my folds I nearly drop my flowers to the floor.

"Let me clean this up a little," Candy says, turning her face up toward me. Her lips are wet from my nectar and Conor's cum, and she dabs at them with her finger. When she puts her face between my legs again, her tongue swirling to capture everything that's leaking from my quivering pussy, I moan and raise my legs, letting my feet rest on her shoulders.

Maybe if I'm quiet, I think, biting my lip and closing my eyes, Candy won't know when I'm about to come and I can ride her tongue to relief ...

But there's no way I can be quiet when her teeth scrape the sensitive sides of my clit; it's only by biting the side of my hand that I can prevent a howl of delight from escaping my lips. With only a few licks, Candy has brought me right to the edge of release, and if only she would nibble just a little harder, I would flood her pretty face with my climax.

"That looks much better," Candy says as she falls back on her heels. She's staring down at my wet and quivering cunt, gently parting my auburn bush with her fingers; I shiver, lifting my ass from the chair, desperate for her to finish her work. She laughs and takes a white cloth out of the pocket of her apron.

"Mr. Randolph had very firm instructions," Candy says with a wink. "I'm sure Deacon and Conor already explained his rules."

"Oh fuck, Candy," I gasp, reaching for her hair. I want to pull her face between my legs and thrust against her pretty mouth. "I'm so close ... I won't tell Mr. Randolph, I promise ..."

"Nope," Candy says with a grin. She dabs between my legs with the cloth, sending more tingles through my body. "Rules are rules, Mrs. Warren. Besides, I've got a different plan for you, and I think you'll like it."

Then she reaches into the pail beside her knee and takes out a tangled strand of baby's breath and begins snapping short, white-flowered twigs off from the woody stem.

#

"Perfect," Candy says, sitting back to admire her handiwork. "It's so pretty! I mean, not that it wasn't pretty before, but — well, it really pops now."

I look down over the bouquet in my arms to the second bouquet Candy has gifted me, woven into the soft hair of my mound. The white and pink and purple flowers glitter in my tangles, making the coppery color of my bush seem that much richer. Little buds peer up at me from the flowery crown that sits above my pussy, and I can't help but smile.

"That's ... quite the bouquet, Candy," I say, reaching out to touch her hair. She turns her head and nuzzles her face against my palm, her tongue darting out against my fingers. My pussy tingles, wishing her tongue was darting against my aching clit instead.

"Thank you," Candy says, standing up and brushing her hands down the front of her apron. "I've always wanted to do that."

"You don't decorate your own bush for Jeff and Conor?" I ask with a wink. I can picture Candy's young lovers staring in awe at her flower-strewn bush, plucking the stems free with their teeth and licking the petals with their talented tongues.

Candy laughs and says, "I can't, Mrs. Warren; I keep things trimmed tight downstairs."

She throws a glance over her shoulder at the closed tent flaps, then slowly lifts her apron and skirt to her waist. In the dim shadows, I can see her smooth, pale mound, and the naked pink lips between her thighs. There's a sheen of moisture on the folds — sweat or nectar, or both? — and my breath catches at the beautiful sight.

"It's gorgeous," I say, reaching out a hand toward Candy's naked charms. She tilts her hips toward me.

Just as my fingers are about to brush the delicate flesh, though, my phone buzzes in my purse resting on the table, and I pull my hand back. There's a look of disappointment on Candy's face as she takes a step back from me while I pull out my phone to see a new text from Lee:

"Can you swing by the lost and found for me, baby?"


Chapter 6


According to my map, Enterprise Drive — the location of Lee's landscaping company's booth — is between Blooming Bundles and the lost and found.

"Good," I say, tucking the map back into my purse. "It's time to pay Mr. Randolph a little visit."

A cool breeze has come up while I was in the Blooming Bundles tent with Candy, just enough of a wind to clear the stuffy air and lift the hem of my dress. I can feel the little buds Candy wove into my bush when the fabric brushes against me, and I can't help but smile. It is by far the most interesting bouquet I've ever received.

Enterprise Drive is a long line of booths and tents stretching between the bandstand on one end and the midway on the other. I glance over my shoulder at the Ferris wheel rising above the fairgrounds, feeling a shiver of anticipation — "I'll fuck you so hard on the Ferris wheel that we'll roll that thing right into the next county," Lee had promised, and I'm going to hold him to it. But first things first: Randolph Landscaping LLC and the lost and found.

Lee's booth is between a tent for a car dealership — there's an interesting old conversion van parked inside it that reminds me of the Scooby Doo Mystery Machine — and a tattoo parlor's booth, where they're giving away temporary tattoos. I grab a couple of the little plastic squares from the tattoo booth — a flaming skull and a bright red rose — and muse a bit about what kind of ink I'd get myself should the mood strike. A vixen, perhaps, would be nice, a lithe red fox perched on my hip with a grin on her mouth and a sparkle in her eyes. I tuck the tattoos into my purse and turn toward Lee's booth. It has a high table on which his brochures and promotional seed packets are arrayed, with a long green tablecloth hanging nearly to the ground.

Lee is talking to a prospective customer with his back turned to me, going over the different service plans he offers. None, I notice, include afternoon trysts as part of the usual menu; I suppose Calvin and I are on a special plan for that, and I'm definitely glad for it. Lee has kept my garden well-tended all summer, and the landscaping looks pretty good, too.

"Ahem," I say with a little cough when the prospective customer walks away with a seed packet and a brochure, "how much to trim my bush?"

Lee turns, and a grin spreads across his face when he sees me.

"Dorothy!" he says. "Are you having a good time at the fair so far?"

I set my bouquet of flowers down on the table and say, "You know damned well I'm having a good time, but I could be having a much, much better time if it wasn't for your stupid 'rules'."

"Oh, baby," Lee says, picking up the bouquet and holding it to his nose for a deep breath. "A game ain't a game if it's got no rules."

"I could think of better rules than 'don't let Dorothy come,'" I hiss in his ear as I lean across the table. "Couldn't we have a contest to see who can make Dorothy come the most?"

"But that wouldn't be as much fun for me," Lee says. "I like the thought of you getting all wound up and absolutely dripping with desire, and then me getting to bring you over the edge for the biggest, wettest orgasm of the summer."

"And I like the idea of a whole lot of little orgasms," I whisper, hooking a finger between his shirt buttons and drawing him closer, "and then you giving me one more big one on the Ferris wheel."

"Too each his own," he says with a laugh, winking at me through the bundle of flowers.

"Yeah, well — let's see how you like it," I say.

I look around, making sure no one is looking directly at us, and then drop to my knees and scurry under the table while Lee looks on with a bewildered expression on his face.

#

"Yes ma'am," Lee says, "we currently have two crews who work through the whole season, and I've got openings on ... "

His voice catches and I hear a stifled gasp; I stifle my own giggle as I lick slowly from Lee's balls to the tip of his cock, circling the weeping eye just the way he likes it.

"Tuesdays and Wednesdays," I hear Lee say, his voice a little more composed but not entirely steady. "We're just starting our fall jobs, mulching and raking and putting gardens to bed for the winter."

I'm hoping that once winter comes around, Lee will still be putting my garden to bed on a regular basis. Maybe we can treat the back bedroom of the farmhouse, where we have our weekly or more tumbles, as a sort of hothouse all winter long? I'd certainly like to steam up the windows when the nights get long and the winds get cold ...

"Damn it, Dorothy," I hear Lee hiss.

I look up from under the table and bat my eyelashes innocently. His face is flushed, and a bead of sweat trickles from under his green cap. He glances around and then reaches his hand down to stroke my cheek; I respond by popping his erection back into my mouth and sucking hard until he groans.

"You can't be doing that while I'm talking to customers," he says.

"You're not talking to anyone right now," I say, then give his shaft another lick.

"That's not the ... that's not the point, Dorothy ..."

Lee's eyes roll back in his head, pleasure slackening his face, and then he suddenly straightens and takes a step toward the table, almost knocking me over. I make sure my feet are tucked behind the cloth that hangs over the table and reach up to cradle Lee's balls as he starts talking to another prospective customer.

His balls tighten between my fingers and his shaft throbs, bouncing toward his belly when he speaks. From my hiding place under the table, I can see the glistening drop of pre-cum on the tip of his cock; as soon as Lee stops speaking, I reach up and pull his shaft down so I can lick the salty pearl.

"Oh fuck, Dorothy," Lee gasps, looking down at me again. "You're a bad, bad girl ..."

"The absolute worst," I agree, giving his slippery shaft a long, slow stroke between my fingers. "And you deserve all the suffering I'm putting you through."

"Didn't ... didn't you have a good time with Deacon?" he asks. His fingers loop through my auburn hair.

"I had a lovely time," I say, "but it would have been better if his tongue had kept licking."

"And I'm sure Conor was a treat ..."

"A tasty, tasty treat," I agree, "but I didn't get to give him my own sweet honey as a reward. The poor loves to make me come, Lee, so we both suffered because of your rule."

"It seems likely a delightful kind of suffering," he says.

"You say that now. Will you still agree when I bring you right to the edge and then walk away?"

"Absolutely," Lee says, stroking my cheek and pushing his erection toward my lips. "I'm a very patient man, especially if I know I'm going to get my reward eventually."

"We'll see about that, Lee Randolph," I say, and then push my mouth down his length with such force that he staggers back a step.

#

Lee stammers and stumbles through three more prospects while I work his cock under the table. I have to admit, his control is impressive — it's one of his best qualities as a lover, this ability to stay on the edge of release without tipping over into the abyss of pleasure. But I know, from our long, hot summer together, the secret touches and hidden places on his cock that make his stamina waver.

Like the ridge of his cockhead, and the wrinkled skin on the underside of his shaft, and the sensitive flesh behind his balls that I'm gently prodding and probing now as my tongue wraps around his girth. I'm attuned to his movements, his sounds, the subtle changes in taste as his cock pulses and throbs and gets closer to the point of no return. I can tell by the ragged breath escaping his lips and the involuntary movements of his hips that Lee is approaching his climax at a rapid rate.

And so I stop. I not only stop, but I push his cock down along his thigh and pull his boxers and jeans back up to his waist. He groans with annoyance and tries to push my hands away as I tug his fly up and close the button at his waistband.

"Damn it, Dorothy," he whispers, eyes closed and fingers gripping the edge of the table.

"Were you close, baby?" I ask.

"You know I was close," he says. "I was about to fill your pretty little mouth with my hot cum."

"Aw, sorry, baby. But ... there are rules, right?"

"You're a cruel one, baby," Lee sighs. "When I get you on the top of that Ferris wheel ..."

"Yes? What will you do to me on the top of the Ferris wheel?"

"I'm going to make you come so hard you'll forget your name."

"I'm holding you to it," I say, sliding out from beneath the table and glancing around to make sure no one is watching. "But right now I need to run to the lost and found."


Chapter 7


Ileave my bouquet of flowers with Lee and start back down Enterprise Drive, feeling a little spring in my step. There's still a tingling dissatisfaction in my belly, but I'm glad to have passed some of the frustration back to Lee.

The lost and found is in a little blue shack about halfway to the bandstand. The counter window is shut, though, with a "We'll be right back!" sign hanging on it. I go to the door on the side and knock.

After a few seconds, the door opens a crack. I take a step back as it swings open a little wider, and then I see a familiar face and a welcoming cry of, "Dorothy! What took you so long?"

Standing in the doorway is Frank, the Milhawket postmaster and my frequent companion in the testing of sex toys. Our association started when he intercepted a package for me from Lucky Fierce Vibes, at the insistence of Ronda, my favorite sommelier of sexy gadgets, and subjected me to a delightfully wicked afternoon in the post office's back room with the Kiwami Ten Double Impact Vibrator. He came to my gangbang dinner party, equipped with nipple clamps, and since then I've made it a point to visit him regularly so we can experiment with devious new devices.

"I had some business to take care of," I say. "Lee needed a little ... instruction."

"Well, you know how I like your instructions," Frank says, winking and brushing back his wavy brown air. "I hope Lee benefited from your tutelage."

"In the long term, I think he will," I say. "In the short term, maybe not so much."

"You're a wicked one, Dorothy." Frank laughs and steps toward me, taking my hand in his. "Why don't you step inside and we'll see if there are any lessons I can give you today ..."

#

The little shack is cramped. There are shelves against the back wall containing plastic baskets, a table and chair in the center, and a sturdy black metal safe squatting in a corner. Frank closes the door behind us, throws the bolt to lock it, and steps to the safe.

"We keep anything valuable that people might lose in this safe," he says as he spins the dial. "Wallets, phones, jewelry, that sort of thing. It's amazing the stuff people lose at the fair."

Frank rattles around inside the safe, lets out a pleased "ah hah!", then stands, kicking the door closed as he turns. In his hands is long silver chain with a black metal clip at either end.

"I'm sure that's not something that was actually lost at the fair," I say, crossing my arms under my breasts. My nipples tingle in anticipation when I see Frank test the clips, making little snapping sounds when he flicks the metal levers.

"True enough," Frank says with a grin, "I put this in there for safekeeping when Lee asked me to help him out today. We wouldn't want one of the other volunteers stumbling accidentally onto my little toy. Now, would you be so good as to hop up on the table for me?"

"Are you just going to torment me, like Deacon, Conor, and Candy?" I ask. I stick out my lip in a pout.

"Oh, did Candy torment you, too? I was wondering if she'd have a go at you."

"She was delightful, actually," I say as I hop up onto the table. I roll the hem of my dress up past my thighs so Frank can get a glimpse of my secret bouquet. "She gave me this."

"Oh, that looks lovely!" Frank says, reaching out his fingers to gently touch the baby's breath woven into my coppery bush. My belly tingles and my pussy pulses, wanting more than just the light brush of his hand. "Lee's going to have a wonderful time picking your flowers."

"You could pick a few if you want," I say as I let my thighs fall open.

Frank laughs, dragging his thumb through my folds and then bringing it to his mouth to lick my nectar from his skin.

"Thanks for the invitation, Dorothy," Frank says, reaching for a shoulder strap and running his fingers over my chest. "But I've got other delights in mind."

#

While I enjoy having the nipple clamps put on, I especially like having them taken off. Frank gives the clamps a good, firm tug when he first attaches them, stretching my tits toward him, and then he strokes and nibbles at my breasts, making my trapped nipples ache. When he releases the clamps, the rush of blood into my nipples sends a buzz through my entire body that feels like electric fire.

And then he does it again.

And again.

I'm gasping for breath under Frank's delicious torture, craving the pinch and the release, trembling on the tabletop until it rattles against the concrete floor. Frank is methodical and relentless, tugging at the chain that connects the clamps until I feel tears in my eyes and then releasing the tension, making me groan with relief and delight.

"Oh, fuck, Frank," I whisper, tangling a shaky hand in his wavy brown hair and pulling him close. "You're a magician with these things."

"This magician wishes he had his wand," he says with a grin, walking his fingers over my belly and tickling my spread thighs. "Maybe that little purple bullet vibrator? Or the Kiwami Ten?"

I let out a moan at the thought of the Kiwami Ten Double Impact, the industrial strength vibrator that first brought us together and that still comes out now and then when Frank and I play together. Ronda, the Lucky Fierce Vibes hostess who introduced me to most of the best toys when we lived in the city, was wary of my interest in it — she thought it might be too much power, even for someone with my insatiable drive. And she wasn't wrong — that thing is incredibly powerful! — but I'm also glad I took the chance.

"The Kiwami would kill me," I gasp. "I'm so turned on right now, I'd probably explode."

"I can't think of a better way to go," Frank says with a chuckle, tickling the buds tangled in my bush while he gives the chain a tug.

"You could make me come, Frank," I say, my voice low and conspiratorial. "I wouldn't tell Lee, it would be our little secret. Just one little orgasm, that's all I want ..."

"One always leads to another with you," Frank says. He unclips one of the clamps, making me shake uncontrollably for a few seconds, and then sucks my liberated nipple with his soft, warm lips. "And then another," he says, "and another, and ..."

"Fine," I say. "Just a few little orgasms. I'm so close, Frank, I'm so fucking close ..."

"Are you trying to tempt me into breaking the rules, Dorothy?" Frank asks in a stern voice. My belly tightens at the change of his tone — I like this tone very much ...

"Yes."

"Don't you think that's naughty, Dorothy?"

"Yes. Very, very naughty." My breathing is sharp and fast in anticipation of receiving Frank's punishment.

"Naughty girls get spanked, Dorothy," Frank says, unclipping the other clamp and then smacking the side of my breast with the flat of his hand. I groan at the splendid agony. "Do you want to be spanked, Dorothy?"

"Yes," I gasp, my lips parted and flecked with saliva. "Yes, Frank, I think I deserve to be spanked."

#

The spanking, alas, was not enough to send me over the edge, as delightful as it was. While I bent over the table, my dress thrown above my waist to expose my bare ass, Frank paddled me first with his bare hand and then with a long wooden ruler from the lost and found bin. The ruler, I noted with some amusement, was advertising Deacon's carpentry shop. My stinging ass brought some relief to my buzzing pussy, though, if only by distraction.

After he felt I had learned my lesson, Frank soothed my stinging flesh with kisses and with a soft, creamy balm he produced from his pocket. It smelled of milk and mint and felt cool and refreshing on my burning skin. The hands that had been so rough and forceful while he meted out my punishment were tender and kind when Frank allayed my suffering.

"Will you come by the post office on Monday afternoon?" Frank asks after he straightens my dress and kisses my cheek.

"That depends," I say. "Will there be any silly 'rules' we have to follow?"

"No rules," Frank says. "Lady's prerogative."

"Then I shall mark my calendar," I say, tilting his chin toward me with my fingertips and placing a light kiss on his lips.

And then I open the door of the lost and found shack just a crack, look up and down Enterprise Drive, and step back out into the fair.


Chapter 8


"Do you feel like dancing?"

The text from Lee comes at a timely moment. I'm approaching the bandstand — a large white gazebo at the end of Enterprise Drive — and the air is filled with the bright, snappy sounds of a swing band. It's hard not to dance along to "It Don't Mean a Thing," even if you feel a little sting every time your cotton dress brushes your well-spanked ass.

"Maybe," I reply as I shimmy my way toward the band.

The area around the grandstand is full of people dancing, mostly in couples, though there are a few single people like me swaying to the beat, too. Some of the couples are really good, going through all the Lindy Hop moves, but even the ones who are stumbling clumsily and not quite on the beat are having a great time. The bandstand itself is packed with musicians in black tuxes, their instruments shining in the early afternoon sun.

I'm almost to the bandstand when I feel an arm slip around my waist and a voice whispers in my ear, "Can I have this dance, ma'am?"

I look back and see Jeff, Conor's stepbrother, his handsome face split by a wide grin and his black, curly hair shining in the late summer sun. He's not as tall nor as broad as Conor, and has a quieter, softer demeanor than his Greek god stepbrother, but Jeff is certainly no wilting flower. When given the opportunity, he can be quite a dynamo indeed, and my belly flutters at the memory of the special afternoon we shared earlier this summer.

"Dance with you, sir? A lady like me?" I say, turning in his arms to face him. "Aren't you afraid of causing a scandal?"

"That's exactly what I'm hoping to cause, Mrs. Warren," Jeff says. His dark eyes flash as he pulls me closer.

"In that case," I say, "let's be outrageous."

#

Jeff is a surprisingly good dancer; indeed, he borders on great, confidently leading me around the patio in front of the bandstand with one hand resting lightly on my hip and the other holding my fingertips. He twirls and turns me, making my dress flare and my auburn hair sway. He's not flashy like a few of the men here — there's one decked out in a full zoot suit, a red feather in his slouch hat, who puts on quite a show — but he knows how to give a gal a thrill with his repertoire of tuck turns, fluid spins, and close cuddles. When he dips me at the end of the song, my cheeks are flushed and my heart is fluttering.

"I thought I knew all your tricks, Jeff Nelson," I say, panting a little as I lean into him and the next song starts up.

"Oh, you only sampled my horizontal moves before now," Jeff says with a wink, taking my elbow and sending me out in a twirl before pulling me back. "I'm no slouch when I'm vertical, too."

"I should say!"

He leads me around the patio again, weaving us through the other dancers, spinning me in tasteful little moves that set my heart racing. His moves that afternoon with Conor, tangled in the sheets, were tasteful, too, and I can't help but recall the way the two of them passed me back and forth, wordless in their choreography of my delight.

"Mind if I cut in?"

An unfamiliar voice snaps me out of my reveries, and I look over Jeff's shoulder at the taller, light-haired man standing behind him. It takes a moment for me to recognize him: it's Dave, another of Lee's crew who has worked on our grounds a few times this summer. He helped Jeff and Conor set up our sprinkler system, which I used to good effect to lure the Nelson stepbrothers to my lair where I helped them fulfill their filthiest fantasy. I hadn't had a chance to sample Dave's charms, though he certainly drew my eye when I was sitting on my porch watching the guys work.

Jeff gives a reluctant sigh, but then he smiles and says, "Sure, Dave, take Mrs. Warren for a spin."

#

I have to stifle a giggle when I see Dave's outfit. Unlike Jeff, who's wearing his green Randolph Landscaping t-shirt, jeans, and boots, Dave has come dressed to thrill: he has on a shiny white button-down shirt and silky, cream-colored parachute pants. On the pocket of the shirt is a martini glass holding a pinup girl, her bare legs dangling over the rim and a wicked smile on her crimson lips. He's wearing shiny black shoes that toss the sunlight in a swirling band of color when he steps around Jeff, takes me by the hands, and gives me a sudden overhead spin.

While the band plays a fast rendition of "Take the 'A' Train," Dave swings me through all the stations. He's lithe and quick and energetic, and I'm panting as I struggle to keep up with him.

"Take pity on me!" I gasp as he twirls me, my hand stretched high over my head and my dress fanning out around my thighs. "I've had a busy morning!"

"So I've heard," he says with a sly wink that makes me blush. And I don't often blush ...

He dips me deep on the closing chord, and I suddenly feel hands on my arms pulling me around and back to my feet. Jeff is there again, pulling me close and spinning me out, as the thundering beat of "Sing, Sing, Sing" starts up. He whisks me away across the pavement, and I catch sight of Dave hurrying after us.

Soon they're spinning me back and forth between them, twirling and catching and releasing and catching me again, making me dizzy and unsteady but perfectly delighted to be their plaything. I lose sight of the bandstand as they spin me into a space between tents and buildings, and suddenly their hands are grasping and groping me through my dress.

They're both close now, their hips pressing into me, their breath hot and sweet on my neck and throat as they lean in to kiss and caress me, taking turns at my lips and ears and cheeks. My hand brushes the smooth silk of Dave's pants, and I feel the distinctive bulge of his erection tenting the material. Jeff presses against my ass, and I feel his stiffness, too, through his jeans.

"It looks like you've got me trapped," I gasp, my breasts — nipples still a little tender from Frank's clamps — pressing against Dave's chest. "What do you intend to do to me?"

"Whatever me want to do," Jeff purrs in my ear. My belly tightens and I close my eyes, remembering how Jeff and Conor had their way with me earlier in the summer. Can I hope for similar treatment from Jeff and Dave?

"I suppose it's pointless for me to resist, then," I say. Resistance is the farthest thing from my mind; absolute surrender is far more appealing.

"You should definitely give in and let us drive," Dave says. His hands slide over my hip and tug at my dress while Jeff's hands reach around to cup my breasts. My nipples tingle against the thin cotton of my dress as they stiffen into his palms.

"Are you going to drive me someplace nice?" I ask. "Because I keep asking for a nice long ride to paradise, if you catch my drift ..."

Jeff laughs and pinches my nipples. "You know the rules," Jeff says.

Dave has lifted my dress above my hip and his fingers are gently tickling my bare, no-doubt-glowing ass. "We can make you feel good — but not too good ..."

I sigh in exasperation, but still relax into their caresses, my body trembling with anticipation that I know will lead to disappointment.

#

Lucky for them, I'm at the point now where I'm almost too turned on to come. I should have gone right over the edge when Jeff knelt behind me, his lips pressing against my ass and his fingers stroking the edge of my folds, while Dave knelt in front of me, his tongue tracing lazy circles around my throbbing nub. Any other day, being worshipped by these two eager young men would have me howling through a raging climax; but I'm so wound up, so tense from sitting on the edge for so long, that all I can do is whimper.

The same is certainly not true for Dave and Jeff, though. When I free one cock and then the other from its fabric prison, I'm treated immediately to their sticky, weeping tips leaking musky trails of pre-cum. I kneel between them, my dress hiked to my belly, and work on their cocks in turn, stroking and licking as they tremble under my caresses. Dave's eyes roll back as his face turns toward the sky, and Jeff pants and moans.

Dave comes first, his cum suddenly arcing across my cheek and splattering against my neck. I catch his next pulse in my mouth, taking his cock between my lips and cradling his balls as he shivers and groans. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Jeff stroking his shaft, his eyes fixed on his friend's quivering length as he empties himself down my throat, and I barely have time to release Dave and take Jeff into my mouth before his salty burst erupts.

My ears are filled with the roar of blood in my ears, and the last notes of "In the Mood" rising from the bandstand hidden from view behind the tents. I gulp down as much of Jeff's cum as I can, but some overflows past my lips and dribbles into the dusty ground between my knees.


Chapter 9


"You need to cool off, baby"

I laugh when I see Lee's text. He's right, of course: I do need to cool off. Sweat beads my forehead and makes my dress stick to my skin, and I'm starting to feel dehydrated — it seems that Dave's and Jeff's musky loads didn't go very far in quenching my thirst. I'm making way through the crowd on Enterprise Drive, heading toward the midway and, I hope, my ultimate release on the top of the Ferris wheel, though it's still just afternoon. There's a lemonade stand ahead that beckons to me with the promise of sweet and tangy relief, and I'm making my way toward it when Lee sends me another message, this one with a picture attached.

"Where's that?" I reply after looking at the photo of a squat yellow building with a black and white sign over a pair of white barn doors proclaiming "BUTTER" in tall block letters.

"Not far from the bandstand," he answers, "on the way to the Ferris wheel"

"Can't we just cut to the Ferris wheel?" I text, stepping into the lemonade stand's line. The pink strawberry lemonade looks especially enticing. "I'd like to get that part of the adventure started now please"

"Not yet baby — it's got to be dark," comes his text, with a moon emoji attached.

"Fine so I'm supposed to go to some butter building?"

"Ask for Jean-Claude, he'll be happy I sent you — and so will you!"

#

The pink strawberry lemonade is just as refreshing as I hoped it would be. While I certainly enjoyed Dave's and Jeff's releases when they happened, their thick, warm, salty cum coating my tongue as I swallowed them down, the aftertaste was far less pleasant. The lemonade has just the right mix of sweet and sour, and it pours icy cold down my throat as I sip at the straw.

The "BUTTER" building is a little more than halfway to the midway. In addition to the white doors and sign, it also has a big picture window facing the path. I step up to it to look inside, and I take in a surprised gasp at what I see on the other side of the glass. Arrayed like exhibitions in a museum are several statues that appear to carved from blocks of solid butter: a pair of cavorting satyrs, a stunning copy of the Venus de Milo, an exquisitely detailed Ferris wheel.

I push the doors open and am struck by a blast of chilly air that raises goosebumps on my bare arms and makes my nipples stiffen under my dress. It's like walking into a giant refrigerator, which I suppose makes sense: those beautiful butter sculptures would quickly turn to golden puddles on the floor if subjected to the noonday sun. What's comfortable for blocks of butter isn't necessarily comfortable for me, though, and I cross my arms over my chest and shiver as I walk toward the display area.

There's a woman in a white apron and paper hat standing near the entry to the exhibition, and I walk up to her as I glance back at the text Lee sent.

"Excuse me," I say, "I'm looking for ... Jean-Claude?"

The woman rolls her eyes and sighs.

"Everyone's looking for Jean-Claude," she says with an exasperated sigh. "Are you a reporter, or just a groupie?"

"Excuse me?"

"Jean-Claude is a very busy man," she says, "and he doesn't have time for interruptions. If you don't have an appointment, then I'll have to ask you to move along."

"An appointment? Um ... I don't ... Lee Randolph sent me," I say. "I'm Dorothy Warren?"

The woman lets out a long breath and fishes in her apron pocket for her phone. Her fingers tap the screen, and then she slips it back in her pocket and says, "If you have an appointment, he'll come out. If not ... well, you can just move along, please?"

No sooner has she spoken than a door on the opposite end of the gallery of butter sculptures swings open with a bang and a large, broad-shouldered, black-haired man in a white smock steps into the room. His hair is disheveled, and his smock is covered with greasy stains. He waves his hands as he marches toward us, and I see that they're shiny and slippery with some sort of grease.

"You are Madame Warren?" he exclaims with an almost comically thick French accent. "The one who is l'amoureuse of Monsier Randolph? I am Jean-Claude."

"I ... um ... oui?" I stammer, long dormant memories of high school French class clattering to life. Un, deux, trois ... j'habite à Milhawket, a crazy voice in my head announces.

"Come, come, come with me, Madame!" Jean-Claude cries as he reaches out a hand for my arm. His fingers are slippery on my skin, and the smell of fresh butter rises from him as he steps closer. "Come to my studio, Madame, we have not a moment to lose!"

#

The room Jean-Claude pulls me into is even colder than the gallery, and I let out a little cry when the chilly air caresses my bare skin. He drapes an arm over my shoulders and guides me to a stool in the corner, saying, "Asseyez-vous!"

I sit, hunched over and shivering, tucking my knees to my chest and pulling the hem of my dress down to my feet. Jean-Claude makes a clucking noise with his tongue and shakes his head, then crosses the room to retrieve a metal cart with a giant block of butter sitting on it. The top half of the block has been smoothed and shaped into what appears to be a mannequin's head and shoulders, the beginning of a buttery bust emerging from the creamy mass.

"It is you," says Jean-Claude, gesturing at the half-carved block, "or it will be soon. Please, your top, take it down."

I shake my head and pull my knees in tighter.

"It's too cold," I say through chattering teeth.

"Please — it is for the art."

I shake my head again and hug my knees.

"Your amoureux, Monsieur Randolph, he says you have the most beautiful — what is the word? — the most beautiful teats."

I almost snort my laugh.

"I think you mean tits," I say, "teats are on cows."

"Yes, yes, the tits," Jean-Claude says, "Monsieur Randolph is most impressed at the beauty of your tits. They would be a magnificent subject for my sculpture de beurre, n'est-ce pas?"

"You want to sculpt my tits in butter?"

"Oui! I thought to myself when I saw you in the gallery, Monsieur Randolph has impeccable taste, the curve of your tits beneath your dress, the flow of your hair over your shoulders, the regal shape of your — what is the word, your ass? Madame Warren, you were born to be carved in butter!"

"That's ... quite the compliment, I think," I say, smiling despite my trembling lips, "but it's too cold, Jean-Claude, my poor tits will freeze right off!"

"Nonsense!" he exclaims, his hands moving to the hem of his smock. "See, I shall undress first," he says as he lifts his smock over his head and tosses it on the floor.

His broad, olive-shaded chest has a shock of black hair stretching across its width and then dipping down in a trail to the waist of his loose white trousers. Jean-Claude's dark nipples stiffen in the cold, and I see his belly — softer than Lee's, the swell suggesting that Jean-Claude enjoys his butter for more than just sculpting — shiver for a moment. He places his hands on his hip and smiles down at me.

"And now you, Madame Warren," he says. "Let me see your tits."

I shake my head again, but I feel a desire to disrobe despite the cold. My nipples press almost uncomfortably against the cotton fabric of my dress.

"Please! The world needs a sumptuous butter carving of your magnificent tits, and I am the artist to bring it to fruition."

I laugh and say, "You have a very high opinion of your butter sculptures, Jean-Claude."

"The high opinion is earned, Madame Warren — I travel the world shaping the most glorious things in creamy butter, the greatest dairy sculptor who ever has lived. And to carve your tits, that would be a great honor for us both. Please, Madame, think of the art."

Jean-Claude takes a step toward me and places a slippery finger on the strap of my dress. His hand is warm despite the chilly air, and strong. It slips along the strap, pulling it over my shoulder.

"Alright," I say with a sigh, "I suppose there's no great art without great suffering."

"At last!" he exclaims, reaching with his other hand to slip the second strap over my shoulder and slowly peel the top of my dress down until my stiff nipples peek over the fabric.

His thumb brushes one as he pulls my dress down to my waist, and I have to bite my lip to keep myself from crying out. Jean-Claude circles me, his butter-slick fingers trailing over my shoulders and back. He cups my breasts in his palm as if testing their weight, then stretches my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers — gentler than Frank was with his nipple clamps, but still enough to send a rush of desire through my body.

"Monsieur Randolph was correct," says Jean-Claud, a smile curving his lips, "they are truly the most splendid tits I have seen or touched."

#

After a while, I get used to the cold. Jean-Claude works quickly, using a wooden knife and his bare fingers to scrape away butter from the block on the metal cart. His eyes are on me — well, on my breasts — the entire time, and I watch in wonder as my likeness emerges in creamy gold under his deft hands.

My nipples are almost achingly stiff, and I close my eyes, imagining Frank's clips opening and closing on them, Jean-Claude's hands feeling their shape, Deacon's warm mouth licking fresh cream from them. I want reach up and touch them, flick them with my thumbs, but when I move my hands, Jean-Claude shakes his head and gently pushes them to my lap.

"Please, mon chéri, do not move," he admonishes. His fingers circle my nipples and I let out a moan at his touch. "Your tits, they are so lovely."

I squirm on my stool, fists clenched in my lap. Jean-Claude's gentle touches make me tremble, and suddenly I want his hands all over my body. I want to feel his strong touch on my hips, I want to feel his fingers creeping over my ass, pushing my thighs apart, seeking the warmth of my core. My nipples glisten where his buttery hands left their slippery trail; I want to be bathed in butter and then licked clean ...

"The art, it excites you," Jean-Claude says with a wink. "As it does me."

"Touch me again," I gasp. "Please."

Jean-Claude laughs and steps back to the sculpture. He has carved the waves of my hair, the curve of my lip, the swell of my breasts; the nipples on the butter bust stand out just as hard and prominent as my own, and I can see an expression of frustrated desire on my likeness's face.

"There is no medium as sensual as le beurre," Jean-Claude says, "so soft and creamy, so sweet and rich."

He drags his pinky between the statues breasts, then steps back, his eyes darting between the sculpture and me. His smiles as he steps toward me, extending his buttery pinky toward my lips, and I reach out with my tongue to lick it clean — sweet and rich, but salty, too. I draw his finger between my lips and suck.

"Voilà!" Jean-Claude proclaims. "She is finished, the sculpture of your tits! Do you like?"

"I like very much," I say, releasing his pinky.

I lick down the side of his hand, tasting more creamy, sweet, salty butter. Jean-Claude steps closer and tangles his fingers in my hair, guiding my mouth past his wrist and up his arm. He bends down to lick my lips, pulling my face against his. I run my fingers along his bare chest, delighting in the tickle of the stiff black hairs on my palms and collecting slippery butter on my skin as they slide down over his belly and rest against his hips.

My hands leave greasy marks on Jean-Claude's white trousers as I run my hands down the front, feeling the throbbing erection inside. He fondles my breasts as I tug at the buttons and release his cock into the chilly air; it rises toward his belly, strong and pulsing, and he lets out a moan when I wrap my hands around his shaft.

"I'm a little bit of an artist myself, you know," I say as I run my thumb around the ridge of the head and squeeze my way up and down his length.

"Really?" Jean-Claude whispers. His thumb flicks against my stiff nipple.

"Anything can be done artistically if approached with attention to detail."

I pull him closer, letting his slippery shaft nestle between my bare breasts. He moves his hips, pushing his shaft against the soft swell of my tits as I press them together, encasing his cock in my flesh. He reaches down to gently twist my nipples, sending buzzing jolts through me.

When he releases his cum, Jean-Claude groans, head thrown back. His seed splashes hot and sticky against my cold skin and trickles down my breasts, running in a buttery mess between them.


Chapter 10


When I emerge into the fair, I'm surprised at how dark the sky has grown since I went into Jean-Claude's chilly studio. I fish my phone out of my purse and see that it's almost seven o'clock.

The warm breeze feels good on my skin after my time modeling for Jean-Claude. After he bathed my tits in his cum, he washed me with a soft, warm cloth and had his assistant bring me buttery croissants. He licked the crumbs from my lips as he pulled my dress top back up over my breasts, and thanked me for making his buttery masterpiece possible.

I'm making my way to the midway, drawn to the Ferris wheel's bright lights like a lustful moth, when the phone in my hand buzzes with a text from Lee. Maybe he's done, and ready to deliver on his promise of fucking me on the Ferris wheel? My pussy tingles in anticipation as I tap the screen.

"Boo"

"Boo yourself," I tap in reply. "Meet me at the Ferris wheel?"

"Not yet baby, still wrapping some stuff up — soon soon soon"

"Not soon enough," I answer with a frowny face emoji. "I need some serious attention"

"And you'll get it"

"So what do I do while I wait?"

"Boo"

"Not a useful answer"

"More useful than you know! Go to the Haunted Castle, I'll meet you on the other side"

#

The Haunted Castle is a tall, rickety-looking facade attached to a flat-roofed building on the edge of the midway. Plywood ghosts and bats hang on the turrets painted to look like stone, and a witch mannequin leans over the parapets with a green face and crooked hat. An old sound effects record plays from loudspeakers near the ticket booth: ghostly moans, rattling chains, cackling laughs, the occasional scream. It's silly and campy rather than scary, which is fine by me — I'm not a big haunted house fan.

A woman in a witch costume, the long, stringy green hair of her wig hanging over her shoulders, guides me to the door at the top of a ramp between the ticket booth and the haunted castle. A few other guests are shuffling through the entrance, and I hurry to fall in line.

Just before I cross the threshold, the witch grips my shoulder and leans in close enough for her long plastic nose to bump against my ear.

"When they turn left," the witch whispers, "you turn right. And don't peek!"

#

My eyes adjust slowly to the darkness inside the Haunted Castle. I bump into the man in front of me, apologize, and turn around to look behind me. The door to the fair outside is shut, and the faint glow of fading daylight creeping under the door is the only light. The air is stuffy and close, but I feel goosebumps rising up my arms.

Light suddenly flares in the darkness when a chandelier above our heads bursts to life, and a clap of thunder sounds through loudly. I jump, heart racing, and then giggle at myself. I can see that we're in a small room with a door at the far end, beside which stands a man in a skeleton costume holding a lantern beside his plastic skull face. There are a half-dozen people — teens for the most part, and a couple of middle-aged adults — standing in the space.

"Good evening," the skeleton intones, "and welcome to the Haunted Castle. I am Doctor Bones, and I will be your guide on our tour. Please step this way."

He pushes the door beside him open, revealing a hallway lit by flame-shaped sconces on the wall. We start toward the door, the teens giggling and whispering among themselves, with the skeleton standing watchfully beside it with his lantern held aloft.

I'm bringing up the rear, and about to step over the threshold, when the skeleton grabs me by the arm and holds the lantern over my head. I freeze in place, heart racing, and look into the dark eyes behind the mask.

"Are you Mrs. Warren?" he asks in a whisper.

"Yes," I croak. My throat is dry and my palms are sweating; I glance behind me, hoping to see a way out, but I can no longer see the exit door.

"You go this way," the skeleton says. He pushes open a door behind him and pulls me toward it. "We have a special tour planned for you."

#

The door slams shut behind me, plunging me again into darkness, and I gasp in surprise. I turn and rattle the knob, but it's locked; I push and pull, making the door shake, but it refuses to budge.

When I feel hands on the back of my neck, I open my mouth to scream, but a hand clamps down over my lips, stifling my cry. I try to turn around, but an arm wrapped across my chest holds me fast. When I kick backwards, I lose my balance, and whoever is holding me lifts me off my feet, bracing me against a broad, hard chest.

"Are you going to put up a fight all night?" a gravelly voice hisses in my ear. "Because we do like a good fight now and then, but it might be more fun for you if you just relax ..."

My heart is racing, and I squirm against the figure behind me, my feet flailing uselessly inches above the floor. His hand releases my mouth and wraps around my waist, squeezing my breath out in ragged gasps until I dangle limp in his grasp.

"Much better, Dorothy," the voice says, taking on a deeper, sweeter tone.

He lowers me slowly to my feet again, though my knees buckle a little when my feet reach the floor. The arm that was crushing my breasts releases its grip, and I feel a big hand slide across my tits, squeezing them through my dress. I let out a sigh and collapse back against the solid pillar behind me. His chin rests against the top of my head as his hands roam up and down my body, gently stroking me through my dress.

"Who are you?" I croak.

"We don't need to share our names, Dorothy," the deep, rumbling voice says. "We know who you are and what you need, and that will be enough for now."

#

My eyes are slowly becoming adjusted to the darkness — I can make out the shape of his hands when I look down, large and long-fingered and painted green, and I can see feet wearing heavy black boots on either side of me. The fingers of his left hand have tugged the hem of my dress up my thigh, and he's brushing bare skin between my hip and my knee, his weight leaning into me, bending me forward.

"Welcome to the Haunted Castle's secret dungeon, Dorothy," a woman's voice says in the darkness beside me.

I turn my head and see a shape emerging from the shadows, stepping slowly toward me. I can make out the tall, peaked witch's hat, and the long plastic nose as she gets closer; I'm pretty sure it's the witch who guided me to the entrance after I bought my ticket. But she's no longer wearing the long, black cloak she had on outside — instead, I see bare, pale skin in the darkness, draped in silvery gossamer cobwebs that cling to her hips and breasts.

"What's going on?" I pant.

My breath is fast and shallow, the touch of the man behind me making my skin feel hot and tingly. He's pressing hard against me now, his weight bending me toward the approaching witch, and he's lifting my dress up above my ass.

"Just a little playtime before we release you to the Ferris wheel," the witch says. She stops in front of me and takes my face in her long-fingered hands. "Though maybe you'll decide to stay and play with us instead."

The witch bends down and turns my face up to hers. Her long plastic nose brushes my cheek as her lips press hard against mine, her long, supple tongue dancing across my teeth. I gasp into her mouth when the man behind me brushes a hand down my naked ass and then pulls me against him. I can feel the bulge in his pants pulse.

The man behind me suddenly reaches for my chin and pulls me back, and something covers my eyes. What was dim is abruptly pitch black, a scratchy blindfold pulled tight against my eyes.

"No peeking," the witch whispers as she pulls away from my lips.

#

In the darkness, there is only the sensation of hands caressing my body, and the sound of heavy breathing, and not just my own. The man behind me pants into my ear as he lifts my dress above my hips and runs a heavy hand up my bare belly. The witch makes little gasping sounds when her fingers slide up the inside of my thigh and brush my flower-woven thatch.

Suddenly I feel ticklish lips on my knee, and I let out a surprised cry — they clearly don't belong to the witch, whose mouth is sucking softly at my collarbone, nor to the man behind me, who is breathing heavily in my ear.

"Hush," the man behind says, putting his hand across my mouth and pulling me against him. "This is a secret dungeon, Dorothy; we can't have you drawing attention to us ..."

The lips on my knee make their way up the inside of my thigh, planting light kisses on my sensitive skin. I can feel warm breath against my delicate folds. I reach a hand down, surprised to find a furry tangle of matted hair beneath my fingers. The lips make their way across my mound and then down my other thigh, and I groan in frustration — I want those lips wrapped around the pulsing, needy nub throbbing above my slit.

"You're pretty worked up, Dorothy," the witch says. Her fingers have pulled one strap down my shoulder and she's reaching into the top of my dress to cup and squeeze my tits. My nipples ache to be pinched and sucked, and I push my chest against her.

"I guess you've been getting some interesting treatment," the man behind growls.

"How ... how do you know?" I gasp. The mouth below my waist is licking and sucking at my thighs now, teeth grazing my flesh, and I quiver at the sensations coursing through me.

"Word travels fast around the fair," says the witch. Her long fingers circle one throbbing nipple, and her mouth swallows the groan that involuntarily escapes my lips.

"We want your first trip to the fair to be memorable," the man behind me says. His hand has slipped over the curve of mass and between my legs, and his thumb is sliding through my folds, gently parting my pussy lips. I can feel my nectar flowing over his fingers and down my thigh, where the hot, questing tongue on my legs laps at my dewy trickles.

Whoever — whatever? — is kneeling in front of me suddenly licks a long line across my folds while the man behind me pries me open with his fingers. I feel warm breath on my cunt and thick fingers pushing into my channel, slowly moving in and out, pulling my juices down with each stroke.

The fingers disappear, and I groan again into the witch's mouth in disappointment. But almost as abruptly, I'm filled again, and that is most definitely not a finger pushing my sopping pussy open. The man behind me grasps my shoulders, pulling me backward, and slams against me with a grunt, his thick cock pulsing in my depths.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, seeing flashing lights behind the coarse blindfold. He slams into me again, almost knocking me over, the slap of his thighs against my ass ringing in the darkness. A delicate tongue flicks across my pulsing clit, making me groan.

The witch strokes my hair and kisses my cheek, her plastic nose bumping my ear, while the man behind me fucks me with long, steady strokes. My pussy pulses around the thick, veiny shaft inside me. Every stroke pushes me higher, closer to release, lifting me on a wave of pleasure that makes my body sing.

"She's getting close," the witch whispers. The man grunts, his fingers digging into my hips as he pumps harder. "Make sure you don't let her come."

And I am getting close, the steady fucking and delicate licking making me pulse all over. I bite my lip, afraid that crying out will let the witch know how very close I am; if I can hold it in just a little longer I can get past the tipping point where nothing can hold back the flood of my climax.

"Don't you dare," the witch says sharply; I can't tell if she's speaking to me or the man fucking me, whose breathing has grown ragged and thrusts deeper. I squeeze my eyes closed under my blindfold so tightly that a tear trickles down my cheek, and I clench my jaw until my neck aches. I'm so close ...

The man lets out a roar and pulls his cock free of my grasping cunt. I feel his hot seed splash against my thigh, and then the tongue that was so delightfully teasing my clit is running up my leg to catch the dribbling ribbon of cum. My body buzzes, so close to release that I can feel the waves of pleasure creeping up from my feet and down from my belly, but the feeling fizzles, my relief snatched from my grasp once again. I fall forward into the witch's arms, trembling and sobbing, barely able to stand.


Chapter 11


The lights of the midway dazzle my eyes when I stumble out of the Haunted Castle's back door. I glance back to see my three lovers clearly for the first time — the gossamer-webbed witch, with her hat slightly askew; a grinning Frankenstein's monster, a scarlet blush visible under his green face paint; and, kneeling between them, a gray-furred werewolf, his mask tipped back to reveal a smiling face with glistening lips. I raise my hand in an awkward wave, and the strange trio all raise their hands in response. And then I turn toward the lights of the Ferris wheel, my body aching for the release Lee has promised at its pinnacle.

The setting sun throws a warm, orange glow across the fairgrounds. Between the Haunted Castle and the Ferris wheel is a long line of carnival games: ring tosses and target shoots, ping-pong ball throws and whack-a-mole tables. The ringing, clacking sounds and flashing lights are heightened by my state of aggravated arousal, and I feel a little dizzy as I trip along the path, my eyes darting about in search of Lee.

"Hey, baby."

Lee's warm, rumbling voice is suddenly in my ear. His arm moves around my waist from behind, and I collapse back against him, legs like rubber. His hands squeeze my hips and his mouth presses against my neck, and I let out a long, deep sigh.

"Have you had a good day at the fair?" Lee asks, his voice muffled in my hair as he nuzzles me.

All I can do in response is sigh and push back into him. His warmth and strength envelope me, and his musky scent fills my head. If he keeps nuzzling my hair and stroking my hips, I might just come right here on the midway, I'm so abuzz with arousal.

"Maybe I should give you a ride home?" he whispers. His fingers creep up along my belly, pausing just below my tender, tingling breasts. "You seem pretty tired, out in the sun all day and walking around these crowds ..."

"Fuck no," I gasp, finding my dry, croaking voice at last. "You made a promise, Lee Randolph, and you're going to keep it!"

#

"You're sure you don't want me to win you the giant teddy bear?" Lee asks as I drag him by the hand past the games and toward the Ferris wheel. "I'm pretty good with a baseball."

"You know what I want," I huff, my pussy tingling with every step we take toward the Ferris wheel, the tall, bright symbol of my release.

"I take it that everyone followed the rules, then?"

There's a mocking tone in his voice, and I look back to see a broad grin on his handsome face.

"Your fucking rules, Lee, are going to drive me insane."

"Good," he says. "I was worried you'd be too worn out for us to have a little fun this evening."

I come to a stop near the line for Ferris wheel tickets, and turn to face Lee, my hands on his chest.

"I'm going to come so fucking hard," I hiss, standing on my toes so my face is almost level with his, "that they'll record the tremors in the next county."

#

I'm fidgety and tense in the line, hopping from foot to foot. Lee keeps his hand on my back, sliding between my shoulders and the curve of my ass. He seems perfectly at ease, smiling as he looks around the midway.

"What was your favorite attraction at the fair?" Lee asks.

His fingers are at the base of my spine, gently massaging me through my dress; his touch is intoxicating, making my head spin. Images of my busy day spin through my mind — sucking Conor's cock behind the corn dog stand, Candy weaving flowers into my hair, Frank clamping my nipples at the lost and found, Jeff and Dave spinning me past the bandstand, Jean-Claude's cock sliding between my butter-slick breasts, my three strange lovers at the Haunted Castle. To think that was all in one day, and that the day isn't even over yet!

"Dancing," I sigh at last. "It was all a lot of fun, but the dancing was the best."

When we finally reach the front of the line, the attendant — a middle-aged man in a Milhawket County Fair t-shirt and blue Wasconaway Wildcats cap — takes me hand and guides me to the swinging wooden seat. While I smoothe my dress over my knees, Lee whispers something into the man's ear; I see a flash of a smile on the attendant's face. Lee takes his seat beside me, and the attendant drops the metal bar across our thighs and pins it in place.

"What did you say to him?" I ask Lee as the wheel starts to move. We're turning clockwise, rising backward along the wheel's circumference, the seat swaying lazily.

"Just letting him know we want to catch the fireworks at the top," he says, bending down to kiss the top of my head.

#

We're about halfway up when Lee's hand on my knee starts to slide toward my thigh, dragging my dress along with it. I let out a sigh and lean back in the seat, letting my thighs fall open. His fingers gently squeeze and caress, sending sparks up my spine. I let out a little moan when his fingers tickle me through my dress, his thumb in the crease where my thigh meets my hip, and he leans in to give me a kiss.

When we reach the top of the wheel, he slides the hem of my dress past my knee and leans across me to slip his other hand under the fabric. His fingers dance over my knee and up the inside of my thigh, and I moan when they approach the warm, wet, aching core of my need. But then the wheel starts to descend again, our seat clearly visible from below, and Lee pulls his hand back to his lap and smooths my dress over my knees again.

"Oh fuck, Lee," I gasp. "I need it so bad ..."

"I know you do, baby," Lee says, throwing an arm over my shoulder and pulling me tight. "That was the whole plan."

On our second ascent, Lee's hands grow bolder. He pulls the hem of my dress across my thighs and slides his hand between my legs, his fingers finding and parting my folds. I fall back against the seatback, mouth open and eyes closed, and let out a quiet groan.

"Feels like Candy gave you that bouquet," he whispers in my ear when his thumb grazes over my mound and plays across the flowers tangled in my bush.

"Uh huh," I croak, sliding my ass toward the edge of the seat and tugging at my dress until the hem rises toward my belly. "See?"

"It's beautiful," Lee says, looking down at my coppery thatch. Some of the flowers have come loose, stems broken and buds caught in my curls, but the blue, white, and pink colors are still vibrant in my tangles and sparkle in the Ferris wheel's lights.

We've reached the top of the Ferris wheel, and the machinery grinds and clanks to a stop, our seat still swaying. Lee cups my breast in the hand that's thrown across my shoulder, while he drags the fingers of the other hand through my folds, coaxing my nectar out into the night air. His thumb finds my throbbing nub and draws lazy circles around it and drawing more moans from my lips. With one thumb prodding and stroking my stiff nipple through my dress and the other caressing my aching clit, Lee has me on a glide path to orgasm. My breathing is quick and shallow, my belly tight, my head spinning as I lean into his big, gentle hand.

And then the wheel lurches again and we start our descent. Lee tugs my dress down again, covering my flowered pussy. I look out over the midway, the lights blurry and bright, and gasp for air.

"Oh, fuck, Lee," I croak. "Fuck, I was so close ..."

He just laughs and pulls me closer. I rest my head on his chest as the wheel turns us toward the ground, my heart hammering in my chest.

On the next ascent, Lee opens my channel with his broad fingers. First one finger pushes into me, finding a sure, slippery path to my core, and then another joins it, opening me wide. When his thumb comes to rest on my clit, I raise my hips to his hand, and Lee begins to fuck me with long, steady strokes. He nuzzles my hair and squeezes my tit, and I surrender to the sensations, drifting on a wave that's rising from feet and lifting me toward the sky.

"I'm close," I gasp. My pussy clenches around his fingers, wet and hot. "I'm so close, Lee."

"I can feel it," he whispers. He turns his hand so his fingers can press into the hot, sensitive spot a few inches inside, the spot that has been aching all day for just this touch. "You're so wet, baby, so warm and soft ..."

I pull his face to mine, devouring his lips with my hungry mouth, shooting my tongue between his lips while his fingers fuck me with their steady rhythm. The wheel has stopped with us at the top again, but the seat is still swaying. I dig my fingers into Lee's neck and raise my hips, urging his hand to move deeper and faster, to bring me the release I crave.

And then the gears shudder again, and our seat is fall toward the ground as we ride the outside of the wheel. Lee sits up and pulls my dress down again, then puts his slick fingers into his mouth and grins at me.

"You taste delicious, baby," he says with a wink. "This is my favorite flavor of the fair."

"Oh, fuck," I groan. "Fuck, Lee, I was right there ..."

"I know, baby," he says. "I could feel you squeezing my fingers, it felt really good."

The next time we're ascending, I reach for Lee's belt while he pushes my dress up again. I pull the button open on his jeans and push my fingers inside, finding the hard, pulsing erection I tucked away at the landscaping booth. The velvety head throbs against my fingers, and I drag my thumb over the weeping tip. Lee moans and pushes his fingers into my wet and needy pussy.

I struggle with the zipper on Lee's jeans, and he shifts his hips to help me free his cock. It rises into the air, thick and shiny, and I wrap my hand around the shaft while Lee's fingers move fast and hard between my legs.

"Oh fuck, baby," Lee gasps, "your pussy is so wet."

I groan and lift my hips, my bare thighs making the metal bar on our laps rattle. Lee's fingers feel amazing inside me, touching the deep, aching parts of my pussy, but I crave more. I stroke his shaft, wishing it were buried to the hilt in my raging furnace, and Lee lets out a groan of his own.

The wheel shudders to a stop at the top again, sending out seat swaying. My knee bumps against the clasp holding the bar across our thighs, and I feel it rattle, giving me a little more range of motion when I push my hips toward Lee's hand. I keep one hand around his shaft and reach with the other toward the clasp against my knee. My fingers find the clip that holds it in place, and with a few fumbling tugs I pop it free. The bar rattles when my thigh pushes against it, and I'm able to turn toward Lee's deft, insistent fingers.

Lee lets out a cry when I suddenly throw my leg across his lap and straddle him, my hands gripping his shoulders. The chair lurches, swinging backward and forward, and Lee wraps an arm around my waist while he grasps the metal pole that holds our chair to the Ferris wheel's frame.

"Holy, shit, baby," he gasps, "you're going to get us killed."

"Then I'll die happy," I say, lifting my hips so his erection brushes against my quivering folds. "Happy and thoroughly fucked."

When I lower myself onto his cock, Lee lets out a moan. He grips my ass with one hand and pulls my dress up above my hips; the night air feels cool and soothing against my hot, sweaty skin. With my knees on the bench, spread wide over Lee's hips, I begin to slide up and down his shaft, making the chair sway and creak with every thrust.

Lee's mouth is hot and sweet against mine, his tongue pushing past my teeth in time with my rising and falling. His cock fills me completely, pulsing deep in my channel, and my clit brushes deliciously against his groin each time I drop against him. He squeezes my ass with one hand while he keeps a steady grip on the pole. I squeeze my eyes shut, feeling the tension between my legs building until my entire body is a throbbing, pulsing nerve.

I hear a thunderous roar in my ears, and for a second I think that the Ferris wheel has come free of its supports and is about to start rolling into the next county, just like Lee promised. My heart is racing, and my eyes fly open, certain that we're about to die. I hear another roar, and the sky behind our bench erupts into cascades of red and purple lights that burst into flowers and rain their flaming petals down onto the fair.

"Fireworks, baby," Lee gasps into my ear, rising to meet my thrusts, making the seat swing wildly under us. "Just for you, all for you ..."

The blazing colors of the fireworks bursting around us blur as my pussy clenches Lee's cock, pulsing along his length. My thighs quiver and my heart pounds and my belly tightens. I'm so turned on that I'm afraid I won't be able to come, that I'll be trapped on top of this wave, on top of this Ferris wheel, reaching forever but never quite grasping the release that my body craves.

But then it hits me with the force of a bomb, making me cry out with surprise and joy. My body shakes as my orgasm washes over me, and I dig my fingers into Lee's shoulders and ride him hard, careless of the seat's swaying. Another burst of red and yellow light washes over us, but I can't hear the fireworks explode over the roar that escapes my throat. My thighs press hard into Lee's hips and my clit flutters against his groin. Lee pulls me close and lets out his own cry, head thrown back as he shakes beneath me.

I'm just catching my breath, lying limp against Lee's chest, when the wheel lurches into motion again. I let out a little cry when the seat swings forward, and Lee helps me swing my leg back over and collapse once more onto the seat. I sit panting, my thigh still quivering against his hip, as the wheel turns us toward the midway, and the sky is alive with cascades of fiery color.


Chapter 12


Iwake to the sounds of birds and the smell of coffee, warm light spilling through the lace curtains. My arms and legs ache, and my head throbs — is it possible to have an orgasm hangover? I ask myself, grinning despite the discomfort.

After our wild fuck at the top of the Ferris wheel, with the fair's fireworks exploding in the sky around us, Lee helped me stumble away from the midway with a big smile on my face. I could feel his cum leaking down my thigh, and my dress was twisted around my legs, but I didn't care if I looked like a roughly fucked mess — the emphasis in my mind was on the fucked part, and I felt lightheaded and giddy after my release.

"How was your big day at the fair, baby?" Lee asked as we approached the gates.

"Pretty amazing," I sighed, resting my head on his shoulder.

"Are you ready to do it all again tomorrow?"

I laughed, lightly punching his chest.

"Only if I get to make the rules this time," I said. "But first I need to sleep."

Lee tossed my bike into his Randolph Landscaping van and drove me back to the farmhouse. I must have fallen asleep on the short ride, because my memories are fuzzy from there: staggering up the steps of the house with Lee's arm on my waist, fumbling with the lock on the door until Calvin opened it, the sound of laughter between Lee and Calvin as I stumbled into the house. I must have somehow made it upstairs to our bed, since that's where I've woken up, and I'm in my pink nightgown instead of my yellow sundress.

I lift the hem of my gown and look down. There are still a few flowers, crushed and battered, clinging to the tangles of my coppery bush: how they survived the pounding Lee gave me on the Ferris wheel is beyond my reckoning. I pluck a pink calcinia free and set it on the nightstand with plans to press it later as a momento of an amazing day at the fair.

When I make my way downstairs to the kitchen, I find Calvin sitting at the table, still in his boxers and t-shirt. He smiles at me over his phone and rises to fetch me a cup of coffee. The big bouquet Candy gave me is sitting in a jar on the kitchen counter, brilliant in a beam of morning light.

"Tell me about your day at the fair," he says as he sets the mug on the table and guides me into my seat. He kisses the top of my head and runs a hand along my shoulder as he circles the table and returns to his seat.

"Oh, where even to begin?" I say, lifting the coffee to my lips.

#

Before I've finished my first cup of coffee, the chronology of my day at the fair is a little muddled. Did I dance before or after Candy wove flowers into my thatch? Was the butter sculpture after the nipple clamps at the lost and found? Everything is a little confused, just a blur of pleasure and frustration mixed with the sights and sounds of the county fair.

Calvin hangs on my every word, though, no matter how tangled my story becomes. He prods me along with little comments and questions: "It sounds like Deacon is getting over his shyness;" "Are any of the flowers still attached?"; "Can we get any of these county fair deals Lee's offering, or are they just for new customers?"

When I get to the part about the Ferris wheel and fireworks, Calvin rises from his chair and stands behind me, hands on my shoulders. As I tell him about Lee's teasing touches as we circled the wheel, Calvin pull my auburn hair to the side and kisses my neck, his teeth gently grazing my skin. His hands move lower, over my collar bones and to tops of my breasts, his fingers pulling at my gown's thin material. My nipples stiffen when his thumbs circle them through my gown and I lean back in my chair and tilt my face toward Calvin, my lips parted to invite his kiss. But instead of leaning down to kiss me, Calvin pulls out his phone.

"Tell me more about the butter sculpture," he says, showing me a picture of Jean-Claude's rendition of my tits.

"How did you get this?" I ask, snatching his phone away. I swipe through a few more pictures of the sculpture: closeups of the nipples, golden caps on the creamy swell of butter; a picture of Jean-Claude posing behind the sculpture, as shirtless as when his cock was nestled between my tits; the sculpture on a white pillar in the gallery, "déesse du beurre" scrawled on a chalkboard at the base.

"I have connections," Calvin says with a laugh, plucking the phone from my fingers and dropping it onto the table. He leans down to nuzzle my neck, his warm lips making me tremble.

"I don't suppose you have other connections at the fair?" I ask. He's pulling the strap of my gown to the side and kissing a line along my shoulder.

"I might," he whispers in my ear. "I came up to Aunt Belinda's place for years to go to the fair; I even worked the cookie stand a few years when I was in college."

"You never told me that!"

"You never asked," he says, pushing the other strap down until my breasts slip free of my gown. He takes them in his palms and kneads gently, my nipples grown hard against his hands.

"So, does that mean you know all the secret places to fuck at the fair?" I ask. He's pushing my gown lower, past my sides, peeling me like an ear of corn. I lift my ass from the chair so he can slide the fabric past my hips.

"A few of them," he says, suddenly turning my chair. It makes a scraping sound on the floor as I spin to face him. My gown is stretched across my lap, my coppery bush tucked between my thighs. "Behind the bandstand was always good, or in the hayloft above the horse barn."

"The Haunted Castle?" I ask. He's kneeling in front of me, peeling my gown past my calves until it pools around my ankle.

Calvin untangles one foot from the puddle of fabric and lifts my leg, kissing his way up my thigh and past my knee before draping it over his shoulder. Then he presses his lips to my trembling belly and kisses his way lower, his tongue dragging slowly across my skin.

"Do you mean the secret dungeon?" he asks when he reaches my thigh.

I nod, biting my lip; his breath is hot against my mound, and I ache for his tongue.

"Who do you think invented the secret dungeon at the Haunted Castle?" Calvin asks. His fingers brush across my mound, and he plucks a golden-eyed feverfew from my tangles. He holds the little flower between his teeth while his fingers gently part my folds.

"Did you play the Frankenstein's monster," I ask, lifting my hips toward him, inviting his hands to explore my warm, hungry core, "or the werewolf?"

"I was a vampire," he says, taking the flower from between his teeth and lifting it toward me, "always thirsty ..."

The feverfew falls against my heaving breasts as Calvin's lips find my pulsing nub. His tongue swirls between my legs like a cat lapping at a bowl of fresh cream. I tangle my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, guiding his circling tongue to the center of my desire.

"Oh fuck, Calvin," I groan. I can feel my belly tighten, my climax approaching quickly. "Fuck, that's good."

Calvin lifts his face and smiles up at me; my nectar glistens on his lips.

"I have some other surprises to show you at the fair today," he says. He blows a puff of air against my bush, stirring the remaining flowers and making me quiver. "We'll start in the hayloft, I think ..."


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 ...


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 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.


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

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


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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