The phone rang on the floor where I’d dropped it next to the couch.  I muted the TV and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi Jake.  It’s Kelly.”  
Why was she calling on a Friday?  “Hey, what’s up?”

“Not a whole lot.  Just making some cookies for a bake sale at the church this Sunday.”

“Yeah?” I said after moment of silence, once I was sure she wasn’t going to say anything more.  “Is that why you called me?”  She giggled into the phone.

“No, I was trying to set the timer on the oven.  I’m sorry.”

“It’s alright.  What’s up?”

“Mike’s great-uncle died today, so he had to fly to his mom’s for the service tomorrow, and the kids are spending the night at the Johansson’s’.  So, I was wondering if you wanted to come over.”

“Uh, yeah, sure.  I suppose I could.”

“Did you have plans?  You don’t have to if you don’t want to.  I mean you were just over here on Tuesday.”

“No no, it’s fine.  I was just going to sit on my ass all night anyway.”  I swung my legs off the couch, turned the TV off, and went into the bedroom to change.  “What time?”

“Whenever you want.  My door will be open.”

“Okay, let me jump in the shower, then I’ll be over.  Should I bring anything?”

“Nope.  See you in a bit.”

“Yep.  Buh-bye.”  I showered, brushed my teeth, and got dressed.  I put on a pair of worn out jeans and an old Black Sabbath shirt.  It had only taken me twenty minutes, so I checked my email for ten.
The hallway was heavy with the smell of baking cookies.  I took a deep breath as I locked my door and padded down the hall on bare feet.  I knocked on the door with a brass “8” on it, two doors down from me.

After a minute, the door opened and I was enveloped in the aroma of fresh cookies.  “Come on in,” Kelly said with a smile.  There were strokes of white flour on the light blue t-shirt stretched thin over her expensively perfect breasts.  They looked like wisps of cirrus clouds on a hot summer day.  There was flour on the tip of her nose, too.  I told her and she wiped it off with a giggle.
“Come on in,” she said, and closed the door behind me.  I followed her into the kitchen where she poured two tall glasses of milk and put a stack of cookies between us.  We made small talk,  mostly about what she was doing with her church and her kids’ school.  It was mostly her talking; I figured she probably didn’t get much of an opportunity to just vent to another adult, so I listened politely.

“Can I ask you something?”  She got up to refill our glasses and get a few more cookies.

“Sure.”

“Do you think I have a nice ass?”

“Very nice,” I said around a mouthful of cookie.  “Why?”

“Well,” she said, holding the edge of a cookie in her milk for a few seconds before taking a bite.  “Mary Silverstone asked me why I don’t wear better fitting jeans, because she said she noticed that my “backside looked full and round and very attractive”  in the pant-suit I wore to church last week.”
“I’ve always liked it,” I agreed.  “Is that why you have new jeans on?”

“You noticed,” she said with a warm smile.  She popped the last bit of cookie into her mouth, stood up, and turned around.  “What do you think?”  She caressed the curves of her butt, like those ladies on the Price Is Right fondle the prizes.

“They look great on you.”  She sat back down, greatly pleased, and took a sip of milk.  “Do you always talk about each other’s asses in your church group?”
“No,” she said, laughing.  “Mary was just commenting on my outfit.”  I felt her eyeing me, so I looked up from the cookie I was breaking in half.  “Can you keep a secret?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

She laughed again.  “Actually we talk about much dirtier stuff than that sometimes.”  My eyebrows rose. I was intrigued.

“Like what?”

“Well, mostly the girls complain about their lack of romance in their lives, and sometimes they talk about what they wish their husbands would do.”
“What about when they ask you what you wished your husband would do?”


“I just tell them everything you do.”

Nodding, I stood up and stepped around behind her chair.  I pulled it back so she was sitting in the middle of the kitchen floor.  “They don’t know about us, do they?”  I grabbed my glass of milk and stood in front of her.

“Of course not,” she said, watching me.

“Good.  Now stand up, remove your jeans, and place your palms on the seat of your chair.”  I went to the refrigerator and helped myself to another tall glass of milk while she got started.
“Do you remember when you brought over your telescope and fingered me while I looked out at the stars?”  She kicked her jeans away and leaned forward as I’d said.  She was wearing white cotton panties with small hearts and teddy bears on them.
“Yes,” I said, now standing behind her.  I pulled the panties between the firm cheeks of her ass, turning them into a thong.

“I told them I wish Mike would do something like that.”  She wove her hips in a figure-eight, but I slapped her ass and told her to hold still.

“Do they know you’re an obsessive nymphomaniac?  Do they know that you’ve fantasized about fucking them all?”  I held the glass of milk over her shapely backside and tipped it slowly until a thin stream of milk escaped and splashed onto her smooth skin.  It was cold and it made her gasp.

“No.  They think I’m just an innocent, if not sexually frustrated, housewife.”  The milk ran in rivulets down her legs.  I pushed her shirt tale up so some of the milk could pool in the small of her back.
“So you lie to them?”  I put the glass down on the counter and began massaging the cold milk into her skin.  Goose bumps had risen on her flesh.  “Isn’t that breaking a Commandment?”

“I think lying is the least of my sins,” she answered, arching her back.  “Now can I please feel your cock in my asshole, please?”

When her ass was coated in white creamy fluid, I stood next to her and grabbed her by the ponytail she’s put her hair in.  I jerked her head around and shoved my crotch in her face.  I was still wearing my jeans, but that didn’t stop her from trying to bite through them to get at my cock.  After a moment I pulled her head away and bent down to look her in the eye.

“You’ll get it when I’m ready to give it to you.”  I released her hair and went to the counter to get her rolling pin out of the drawer and the large spoon she used to mix the cookies.  Both were made of plastic.  Cookies weren’t the only thing on her mind when she picked these items out, apparently.  I put the spoon in my back pocket and walked around behind Kelly.
I took out my cell phone as I pulled her panties into a thong again.  I nestled the damp fabric between her labia and snapped a picture.  She was moaning and trying to watch over her shoulder.  I snapped another picture, then pulled the panties down over her ass.

The handle of the rolling pin touched her lips and she moaned again.  I explored her gently with the tip of the handle until it was generously covered in her moisture, then I worked it into her asshole.  I took the spoon out of my pocket and toyed with her pussy again.  The handle of the spoon was much thinner than the rolling pin’s, so it slid into her easily.

“Did you ever tell your church friends that you fantasize about kitchen utensils being inserted into your ass and pussy?”  I snapped a picture of the two utensils in her orifices, then set the camera down.  The handle of the spoon explored the deep recesses of Kelly’s vagina, while the handle of the rolling pin slid in and out of her asshole at different angles, widening her for later.
“No,” she said breathlessly.  “I never fantasized about this.  But fuck, does it feel good!”

“I bet you’d rather have my cock in your hungry little pussy though, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes!  I need your big dick in my naughty cunt!”

Holding the rolling pin and spoon with one hand, I swatted her ass three times, leaving it red.  “Such a filthy mouth on you.  What if your pastor heard you talking like that?”

“He’d probably spank me like he did last Monday!”

“Get up on the table,” I commanded, and let the utensils fall out of her holes.  Her asshole gaped two inches wide.  I opened my jeans while she stepped up onto a chair and stretched out on the sturdy table.  She knew what position I expected; on her back, her head hung over the edge of the table.  “Did he fuck your throat, too?  Or do you save that privilege just for me?”
“Just you,” she said, looking up at me upside-down.  She took my half erect cock in her hand and sucked one of my balls into her mouth.  A couple strokes of her hand on my shaft and her tongue on my sack, and I was solid.  “He just likes to spank me and come on my tits,” she said, popping my testicle out of her mouth.  She replaced it with the head of my cock, sucking hard while she pumped the base.
“These tits?” I said, reaching down to lift her shirt.  I unclasped the front of her bra and let her breasts free. Her nipples were swollen and hard.  “Do you jerk him off, or does he?”

“He does,” she said quickly before stuffing my cock back in her mouth.  I slapped her tits sharply and watched them bounce.  I took her hand off my shaft and pushed deeper into her mouth.  She took me down as I thrust, inch by inch, until my balls were on her nose.  I fucked her dirty little mouth while I pinched and twisted her turgid nipples.  She had a hand between her legs, rubbing furiously at her clit.  After a minute, I stopped thrusting and pulled out of her throat.

“Get down,” I barked.  When she did, I spun her around and bent her over the table.  She was sopping wet as I drove into her.  I put one leg up on the table and fucked her cunt with every bit of leverage I could muster.  She screamed, tits crushed against the table, as I stuck my thumb in her anus.  “Is this what you wanted, you little whore?  Did you want me to fuck you like an animal, like a hedonistic beast”
“Yes! Yes!”  

