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Disclaimer

Intended for adult audiences 18+. Contains sexual content some may find offensive. All characters are 18+ and consenting adults. Reader discretion is advised.
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​The UPS Man’s Sinful Visit
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Come Thursday, when I'm in the kitchen making the peach cobbler, I do wicked, shameful things with strange men that make my pussy clench, and my breath hitch just remembering them.

And today is Thursday.

My apron hangs on my body like armor, protecting a fortress of sins nobody in this town would believe. My husband, Tommy, thinks I'm just like my Mama was—God-fearing, husband-pleasing, and pure as the driven snow. He doesn't know that underneath this cross around my neck beats the heart of a woman who needs more than his tired fumbling every other Saturday night. A woman who's learned to take what she needs when he's working those long shifts at the factory.

Today is Thursday, and I've been up since five making that cobbler. The peaches are perfect this time of year—ripe and juicy, their fuzzy skin giving way under the slightest pressure from my fingers. I slice them slowly, letting the juice run down my wrists, imagining other things running down my skin later. My nipples harden as I work the dough, kneading it with the heel of my hand, pushing and pulling, the way I'll soon be pushing and pulling against Rick.

"Sweet Jesus," I whisper to myself, "forgive me for what I'm about to do. Again."

But I know there's no real repentance in my heart. Not today. Not when my cunt's already throbbing at the thought of what's coming. Lord, I'm sorry for using such language, even in my own head. Mama would wash my mouth out with soap if she knew the words I think. But Mama's not here, and neither is Tommy, and the Bible says nothing specific about fucking the UPS man.

I put the cobbler in to bake at exactly 1:30, giving it time to cool just enough before Rick arrives. The smell fills the house—cinnamon, sugar, butter, and peaches. It's the smell of Southern hospitality, of church socials and family gatherings. Nobody would ever guess it's also the smell of seduction.

While the cobbler bakes, I shower. I take my time, lathering every inch of my body with the expensive soap Tommy thinks I save for special occasions. Every inch of me is slick and slippery under my hands, and I can't help but let my fingers linger between my legs, teasing myself but not allowing release. Not yet. I'm saving that for later.

Out of the shower, I dry off slowly, watching myself in the mirror. My auburn hair hangs wet and heavy down my back. My breasts are full, with nipples the color of the inside of a peach, standing at attention like they know what's coming. My hips are wide—childbearing hips, Mama always said, though no children have come yet. Tommy says it's God's will that we wait. I think it's God's will that Tommy can't fuck me proper.

I don't bother with a bra. What's the point? It'll just be on the floor by 2:40. Instead, I pull out the yellow sundress with tiny white polka dots. It's modest enough to wear to Bible study, but thin enough that in the right light, you can see the shadow of what's underneath. I slip it over my head and let it settle onto my curves, smoothing it down over my ass that the church ladies say is too big for proper society. But Rick seems to like it just fine.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ryder J. Chase o






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





