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    Mischa and Clint are celebrating their first wedding anniversary by renting a secluded cabin for a week of relaxation and fun. Mischa packs a bag full of hot new toys and goodies, planning to act out a few of those naughty sex fantasies she and her husband always talk about.


    Clint brings some toys of his own to surprise his wife—and surprise her he does, especially with one particular device. By the time the week is over, they may never want to leave.


    Who better to get wild and explore the forbidden with than the person you promised to love forever? Ahhh…marital bliss!
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    Chapter One


    


    “Fuck you,” Jacey said with a snort.


    “I’m just saying that you seriously owe me for the night I spent with Jonas,” Bronte replied. “I mean, it was all for your benefit and I was miserable.”


    “Which is the only reason you are still alive and invited to GNO,” Mischa added with a wicked grin.


    “Definitely,” Dee giggled.


    “Seriously,” Bronte said. “I’m really happy that things have worked out so well for the two of you, Jacey. He’s all smiles at work now instead of mopey like he used to be.”


    “He used to be mopey?” Jacey asked with a grin. “That’s so sweet.”


    They all laughed.


    “Speaking of sweet,” Dee changed topics. “When do you and Clint leave for your anniversary trip?”


    Mischa grinned and gave a long sigh. “We leave tomorrow and will be gone for the entire week. I hope I’ve packed enough to keep us busy.”


    They all laughed.


    “’Yes, sir. Yes, sir. Three bags full,’” Dee quoted from an old nursery rhyme and they all laughed again.


    “Another round, girls?” Augie, their favorite waitress at the bar, asked as she stopped at the table. She’d been waiting on them since they’d hit twenty-one and moved girls’ night out to the bar.


    “Absolutely,” Bronte said. “This one’s on me.”


    “Says the one who switched to water over an hour ago,” Jacey snickered.


    “Some of us don’t have a man to pick our drunken ass up at the bar and take us home.” Bronte shook her head and grinned.


    “We’ll have to work on that,” Dee said with a smile.


    “I know that devious look,” Jacey sighed. “You’re up to something.”


    “I might have a plan or two, or three,” Dee laughed.


    “Oh this will be good,” Mischa grinned.


    “I’m feeling very nervous all the sudden,” Bronte admitted, reaching for her water. She stopped and sighed. “And suddenly wishing I was back on the hard stuff.”


    They all snickered as Augie stopped long enough to place fresh glasses in front of them before moving on to the next table.


    “So three bags full, huh?” Bronte asked.


    “Yeah,” Mischa grinned. “That sexy man of mine won’t know what hit him.”


    “You know, I have to admit that I was surprised the first time I met you,” Bronte said. “After working with Clint and Jonas I guess I kind of had an image of what you would look like.”


    Mischa snorted. “Let me guess. You saw me as a petite woman. Blonde maybe or light brunette with the expected golden tan. A beach-bunny honey through and through.” They all burst into loud laughter.


    “Well you have to admit that with his surfer-boy looks it just seems to fit,” Jacey snorted.


    “How was it that Mischa used to describe him?” Dee looked thoughtful then tried to mimic Mischa’s voice. “Clint is so sexy. I love all that shaggy blond hair and his green eyes. I could eat that man with a spoon.”


    Jacey hooted. “Apparently, she didn’t need the spoon.”


    “You’re all just jealous that my man is so damn fine,” Mischa said. “And after this week away with me, he’ll come back telling your men how he is the luckiest man in the world.”


    “I didn’t mean it that way,” Bronte said when the snickers finally quieted down again. “I guess I just didn’t expect you to be the same height as him. Actually, in heels you must be taller.”


    “I am.” Mischa smiled. “But my man is completely confident. Things like that don’t bother him.”


    “I can see that,” Bronte said. “After meeting you, I couldn’t imagine him with anyone else.”


    “They are a perfect match,” Dee agreed. “And trust me, we didn’t think we’d ever meet anyone who could put up with Mischa.”


    “Hey,” Mischa said but she laughed with the rest of them.


    “You really do look perfect together,” Bronte said. “You complement each other.”


    “Yes, we do,” Mischa agreed and lifted her glass for a toast.


    “Not like that,” Bronte snorted.


    “Oh my god,” Dee squealed. “I think she just snorted.”


    “That was definitely a snort,” Mischa said.


    “You are officially welcomed as a true member of the girls’ night out club,” Jacey said.


    Bronte shook her head. “You guys are so funny. I’m really happy I met you.”


    Bronte snorted again and set them off into peals of laughter. “Oh my god, my sides hurt so badly. I don’t think I’ve laughed this hard in my entire life.”


    “That’s awful,” Dee said. “Life should be filled with moments just like this.”


    “So how did you picture me?” Mischa asked, tapping her fingers on the table.


    Bronte tilted her head. “I pictured you petite when Clint said you were Filipino.”


    “Well, I got my height from my dad.” Mischa shrugged. “He’s over six feet tall.”


    “He was in the military, right?” Bronte asked.


    “Yep.” Mischa nodded. “He hated Clint when I first brought him home to meet them. My mom loved him but my dad, not so much.”


    “You are such a daddy’s girl,” Jacey said. “No one would have been good enough for you.”


    “I know,” Mischa said. “Clint was a wreck every time we were around my dad. He loved my mom, but then she was always trying to feed him.”


    “I’ve had your mom’s leftovers at work,” Bronte moaned. “I can understand the love for her. I’ve got a bit of that myself and I’ve never met her.”


    “She can cook,” Mischa said. “I remember the night Clint talked to my dad. He’d come over for dinner. We’d been seeing each other for about four months at the time. Dad would bring up old boyfriends and what they were doing and just say all sorts of things to poke at Clint. Clint always just let it roll off his back but that night he’d had enough.”


    “Your dad did that?” Bronte shook her head in disbelief. “I can’t even imagine.”


    “That’s my dad,” Mischa answered with a shrug. “That night Clint stood up to him. He point-blank told my dad that no man would ever love or respect me the way he could. Then Clint said that he would never make me choose between him and my family because he knew how hard it would be on me if my father, the man I loved and respected most in the world didn’t like the man who planned on marrying me.” Mischa sighed in deep contentment. “He won my dad’s respect that day.”


    “Had he proposed already?” Bronte asked.


    “No.” Mischa shook her head. “He did that later when it was just the two of us. But he wanted my dad to know what his intentions were. I think he knew it would set my dad’s mind at ease.”


    “And obviously made you love him,” Bronte said.


    “I loved him before that day,” Mischa said. “I knew the moment I met him that I was going to marry him some day. No doubt in my mind. But no one had ever stood up to my dad before. Clint did. He did it for me. That was when I knew that he really loved me.”


    “And they’ve been happily married for a year now,” Dee sighed.


    “Oh, we’ve had our ups and downs,” Mischa laughed. “Trust me, marriage isn’t all happily-ever-after bliss. Like anything else, you have to work at it. We never go to bed angry. We don’t hide our feelings if the other does something to irritate us. We take time for each other every day. And we remember the importance of the little things.”


    “The little things?” Jacey questioned.


    “My mom always said that she and dad have lasted so long because they never forget the little things,” Mischa answered. “Compliments, saying I love you and not just assuming the other person knows it. Holding hands. And remembering to be forgiving and say you’re sorry. If we have stress or anger from our job, we get ten minutes to vent about it and then we move on. We still write each other love notes.”


    “That is so sweet, Mischa,” Dee said with a sappy grin.


    “Do you think you’ll still be doing all that stuff five years from now? Ten? Twenty?” Jacey asked.


    Mischa laughed. “My parents still do. I grew up watching them and wishing I’d find a love just like that. I did with Clint. We’re not perfect. We’re us. And I love us.”


    “So back to these three bags full,” Bronte prompted when the other three seemed lost in individual thoughts.


    “On our last girls’ night out we went to the toy store and helped Mischa pick out a few things to entertain them during their celebration vacation.” Jacey snickered.


    Dee hooted with laughter. “Celebration vacation! Too funny.”


    “We’ll definitely be celebrating.” Mischa stated with a brow wiggle.


    “So any hints at what you bought?” Bronte asked. “For those of us who weren’t there for the shopping spree.”


    “Well, I decided that it was time for us to explore a bit,” Mischa said. “I mean who better to explore your wild side with than the man you love and trust most in the world? I couldn’t imagine doing what I have planned with anyone but my husband.”


    “So what all do you plan to do with him?” Jacey wanted to know.


    “Well, the cabin is pretty isolated so I’m hoping to persuade him to do some kinky stuff outside,” Mischa told them. “I bought a few bondage things, just some stuff to dabble with, like handcuffs, some restraints that attach to the bedposts, and a blindfold. Then I picked up some new toys for us to try out.”


    “You use toys together?” Bronte asked.


    “We need to educate you before we find you the perfect guy,” Jacey laughed.


    “Ha, ha, ha,” Bronte retorted with a shake of her head.


    “Yep, Clint and I use toys a lot. He will use it on me during foreplay then sometimes we’ll use it during sex,” Mischa said. “It’s incredible.”


    “I guess I never thought of using them that way,” Bronte admitted.


    “What about all the edible things you bought,” Dee reminded her with a laugh.


    “I picked up some of these body paints and I bought a set of white sheets. I wanted to try our hand at some body art. It looked cool. Plus I picked up some lube that provides a tingle. Then there are the ones you put in the freezer and then insert. They melt while you make love. And, of course, I have the essentials like whipped cream, honey, strawberries, and Clint’s personal favorite, a really strong peppermint breath mint.”


    “Breath mints?” Bronte asked with interest.


    “Honey, you are so innocent,” Jacey laughed.


    “Fuck you,” Bronte said, which made them all laugh harder.


    “For blowjobs,” Mischa said. “They add a little extra to it.”


    “You guys are so out of my league,” Bronte sighed.


    “Don’t worry,” Mischa said. “As soon as Clint and I get back, Dee has plans for you.”


    “If it involves all this kinky stuff, I think I’ll pass,” Bronte stated emphatically. They all grinned and laughed.


    “So when will you get back?” Dee asked.


    “We leave in the morning and head back on Saturday afternoon,” Mischa told them.


    “When is your actual anniversary?” Bronte asked.


    “Wednesday,” Mischa sighed.


    “Umm, hump day,” Jacey added and they all snorted with laughter.


    “To an amazing week.” Mischa held her glass up in a toast.


    “An amazing week,” they all echoed.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Two


    


    Mischa stretched in the passenger seat, arching her back and loving the way Clint automatically dropped his glance to her chest for a few seconds. She would never grow tired of her husband looking at her with such fire and passion in his eyes. He always wanted her, which was a great thing since she always wanted him too.


    “Almost there?” Clint asked. He was great about the fact that she’d booked everything as a surprise. One of the many things she loved about him. He just rolled with it.


    “It’s supposed to be about twenty-five miles from the last turnoff we made,” Mischa said, looking down at the directions she had printed. The agent she’d spoken with had warned her to print off directions as most people lost their cell reception out this far. There was a phone at the cabin if they needed it.


    Some people would have been turned off at the idea of no technology for a week. But she and Clint loved it. They both had demanding jobs, so the idea that they were truly away for a week—as in work couldn’t reach them at all—was bliss. What better place to celebrate a year of being married to your best friend?


    “This is the turn,” Mischa said and Clint only laughed when he had to stop and back up to make it. He knew how she was at giving directions and still made her navigator every time. “The cabin is at the end of this drive.”


    “Finally,” Clint sighed and shifted his legs, drawing her attention to his lap.


    It had been a long time since they’d done anything more than kiss in a car. She remembered when they were dating and had done so much more. With a wicked grin she undid her seatbelt and leaned over to nip his ear with her teeth while she released his. One hand slid down to rub and squeeze his cock through his shorts.


    “Damn, honey,” Clint moaned. “We’re almost there.”


    “Why wait?” She whispered the words against his ear as she used her hands to unbutton and lower his zipper. Reaching in, she took his hardening cock in her hands and began stroking it. “I remember when you would have given anything to have me suck you off in the car.”


    “Fuck yeah,” he groaned, shifting his legs to let her manipulate until his cock and balls were out.


    Mischa gave a husky laugh and maneuvered in the seat so that she was reclined across him with her head in his lap and his rock-hard shaft right where she wanted it. She used her hand to shift him a little closer and ran her tongue over and around the wide head.


    Clint moaned and she felt him stop the car, grinning when he put it in park. They were already on the road to the cabin. Technically anyone could drive by and see them. Perhaps an agent checking to make sure they made it okay. But she doubted it. Still, the thought of someone catching them made her extremely hot.


    Clint gathered her hair in his hands and held it back from her face. He always did that when she gave him a blowjob. He said he liked to see her face, that watching how much pleasure she got in sucking his cock made him even hotter. She understood. She loved to watch him when he went down on her.


    She sucked the head in, loving the way it flared over the top of his shaft like the head of a mushroom. She loved everything about his cock, especially how well he used it to bring her pleasure. She worked her mouth down along his shaft, taking more and more of him in until she felt him hit the back of her throat. Then she swallowed.


    It had taken her plenty of practice to get to the point where she could do it. She’d gagged a lot at first. But practice made perfect and he was more than willing to let her use him. She still remembered overhearing one of his buddies talk about a girl who could deep-throat and how amazing it felt. She’d asked Clint about it later.


    Clint had just laughed and told her that any guy would love it. But a blowjob was a blowjob and any guy would love that too. Still, she was a bit of perfectionist. All right, a big perfectionist, and she’d made it her mission to learn to do it and do it better than anyone else. Clint liked that about her.


    Now she sucked and licked and took him as far as she could into her throat, working his balls with her other hand. She knew just how he liked it. She knew to take her time and work him nice and slow with soft sucks and licks while rubbing her fingers around the taut sac of his balls. She listened to his breathing, felt for the increased tension in the muscles of his thighs as her cues of when to change tempo.


    And she enjoyed. She loved the taste of him on her tongue. The first time she’d given him a blowjob she’d swallowed. He said that was the hottest thing he’d ever experienced. She’d never done that with any other boyfriend. Never had the desire. But Clint just made her want to. He made her desire things she’d never thought of before meeting him.


    Clint moaned above her and his hips pumped up giving a short stroke into her mouth. She’d been waiting for him, for this man, her husband. She was glad she had. He moaned again and she increased her tempo, sucked harder each time she rose to surround only the head. She didn’t take him all the way back to her throat with every stroke. She kept him just at the opening, building his pleasure.


    She switched position of her other hand, sliding it back under his ball sac to rub the skin that stretched so tight between his scrotum and anus. It drove him crazy when she did that, especially with her tongue. She sucked and licked and let him give her mouth a shallow fucking as he edged closer and closer to coming.


    With a hard groan and a firmer grip on her head, Clint spurted the first hot stream of cum into her mouth. She moaned. She loved the salty taste of him, loved the way his cock felt as it expelled his semen. She pulled back, keeping her mouth perfectly aligned and just scant inches from the head of his cock so that he could watch the second stream hit her tongue. This turned him on as much as the blowjob did.


    She felt a third splash and after swallowing reached out to run her tongue over the head again. He was still hard. He usually was when she pulled that last trick. Porn stars had nothing on her.


    “We alone out here?” Clint asked but he was already turning the key off and reaching for the door handle.


    “Do you care?” she asked, sitting up and wiping her mouth with her hand. She knew how she looked. Her hair would be mussed form his grip, her mouth red and swollen from working his cock, and her eyes bright with desire and hunger. And she knew just what her look would do to him.


    “Out of the car, Mischa, and lose the shorts.”


    She loved it when he got all commanding on her. It just ratcheted her desire up to a whole new level. She shoved her door open and shimmied out of her shorts as she stood. He was already in front of the car, his cock hard and ready. The man had stamina to spare. He said it was only because he had the sexiest wife in the world. No doubt why she loved this man.


    “I’m afraid I’m going to have to frisk you,” he said. “Bend over the hood and spread ’em.”


    She giggled. “You’re not going to hurt me with that baton, are you, officer?”


    “Just do as I say and no one will get hurt.”


    She grinned and turned around to face the car. Slowly she leaned forward, making sure her ass was perfectly positioned. Clint groaned behind her. She glanced over her shoulder at him. The sun was obscured by the surrounding trees but the few rays that fought their way through the foliage seemed to bathe him as if even the sun wanted to touch him.


    “Face forward,” he commanded. That meant he didn’t want her to see what he was going to do. She loved it. She didn’t know when he would take her, what he would do before. She could only stand and wait.


    She felt his breath at her ass. Then his hands were at her ankles running up the insides of her thighs. Slow and lazy, his fingers climbed. Her pussy clenched and released more cream in anticipation of what he would do next. Would he taste her? Finger her? Or just rip her panties aside and fuck the hell out of her? She groaned and closed her eyes.


    His fingers brushed the wet gusset of her panties. Her pussy pulsed again. He pushed the material aside exposing her to the air and his gaze. His breath was hot, fanning her as he leaned closer until his tongue was dragging up over her saturated folds. He dipped inside and slid his tongue around her opening, teasing them both.


    She moaned and twitched her hips. Clint slid a hand up to caress her ass cheek then rose a bit higher to grip the band of her panties.


    “These need to come off.”


    She nodded, panting as he used both hands to slide them over her hips and down her legs. He held her feet one by one as he slid the material free from her legs. Now she was naked from the waist down, completely bare for the world to see if they happened by. It was erotic as hell.


    A finger slipped inside her and pumped before sliding out. She could hear him sucking on it and groaned.


    “So hot and wet for me,” he murmured. “You want me to eat that sweet cream or fuck that pussy?”


    “Fuck me,” she breathed.


    “Always so impatient,” he chuckled. Then his mouth was on her. His tongue jabbed into her pussy while his finger slid forward to tease over her clitoris. He shifted behind her, dropping to his knees between her legs, forcing her to open wider. His tongue withdrew and was replaced by two fingers from his free hand while the other continued to torment her clit.


    He licked the lower swell of her ass cheeks then nipped them with soft love bites. He loved her ass, always had. She had something really special planned for him where that was concerned. Something he’d fantasized about for a long time and she was willing to do now. But that was for later. Now she was so close to coming. Her nipples were tingling as blood rushed through her body.


    “Clint,” she moaned his name.


    “Come for me, baby,” he told her. “I want to feel you clench around my fingers so I can suck that sweet cream while I fuck my cock into you.”


    “Ahhhh,” she cried out as she felt the first wave of her orgasm run through her. He eased back a bit, not stopping, but not overstimulating either. This was how he played her body to perfection. He knew just when to touch and how. One orgasm would bleed into another and another until she was too exhausted to move. Then he’d slide his dick in and give her more and more.


    She was still coming when she felt him move behind her. His cock brushed against her and he slid it along her folds, bumping her clit with the head. She gasped at the sensations coursing through her body.


    “Lift your ass for me.”


    She shifted and felt him lodge at her opening. Slowly he pushed deep, giving her every inch with one firm stroke. His hands gripped her hips and held her while he began a fast pace. Marriage meant no more condoms for them and she loved the feel of him bare inside her.


    She moaned and cried out as another orgasm surged through her. He was grunting and groaning as well.


    “So good,” she screamed. “Just like that. Harder. Faster. Ahh, god, I’m going to come again.”


    “You gonna come for me?” Clint panted behind her.


    “Yes! Oh god, yes!”


    “Come for me. Now.”


    She did, with a scream that had to shake the trees. She was sure she’d scared every bit of wildlife away. She was still panting and gasping for air with Clint collapsed over her back when she heard the car stop beside them.


    “I’m glad to see you found the place okay.” The woman’s voice carried to them but when Mischa looked up the woman was staring straight ahead. “I placed a welcome gift on the table. Some wine and stuff to celebrate your anniversary. I was going to show you around but I’m thinking you’ll be fine without me. I see you’re umm…busy, so I’ll just head back to town. My number’s by the phone if you need anything. Happy anniversary.”


    The car pulled away and Mischa felt Clint shaking behind her. She couldn’t hold it in any longer either. They both burst out laughing as they separated and stood up to adjust their clothes. What a way to start the week!

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Three


    


    They were still laughing as they unpacked the car.


    “How long do you think she was there?”


    “Who knows? We weren’t exactly being quiet.”


    “Oh my god! Wait until I tell the girls about this one!”


    Clint laughed and shook his head. “I love how close you all are, like sisters.”


    Mischa grinned and kissed him on the cheek before lifting the bag she’d packed full of goodies for this trip. She couldn’t wait to dive into it with him. Couldn’t wait to try all the stuff out. “I love how okay you are with how close the girls and I are.”


    “You going to tell me what’s in that bag now?” Clint asked as they headed to the cabin.


    “No.” Mischa smiled. “But when the time is right, I’ll show you.”


    Clint just shook his head and held the door open for her to enter. They’d packed light. Mostly because neither of them planned to wear much while they were here. So one large suitcase and a filled toiletry bag, which Clint had slung over his shoulder. Then the grocery bag Mischa had plus the athletic bag she stocked with goodies.


    Clint dropped the bags inside the door and then shut and locked it. There was a glint in his eyes when he turned back to face her. She watched as he reached for his shirt and pulled it over his head, toeing his shoes off at the door.


    “I say we make a rule while we’re here.”


    “What rule is that?”


    “That as long as we are inside, we have to be naked.”


    Mischa grinned. “And if our welcome party shows back up?”


    “I think she already saw more than she wanted to of us.”


    “I don’t know. You do have an incredible ass.”


    “I do.”


    Mischa laughed. She leaned over and set the grocery bag on an end table and softly put the toy bag on the floor. Then she began stripping as well. “Just so you know, I draw the line at cooking naked. I will not take the risk of getting a burn somewhere that will curb our extra-curricular activities this week.”


    “Agreed,” Clint nodded, shucking his shorts and boxer briefs.


    “Agreed,” Mischa said, dropping the last of her clothes in a pile.


    “So we don’t really plan on leaving the cabin do we?”


    Mischa laughed again. God, she loved this man!


    “Why don’t you take the bags to the bedroom while I put this in the kitchen?”


    “Want me to grab that as well?” He pointed toward the toy bag.


    “Go ahead,” Mischa consented and he almost jumped as he reached for it. “But don’t open it.”


    He sighed and she grinned again. He was such a good sport. She wanted to put the stuff she’d brought away and check on the supplies that were supposed to already be in stock. Part of the deal with the cabin was that you sent your grocery list to them and they had it fully stocked when you arrived with all the stuff you wanted.


    She headed through scanning rooms as she went. The cabin was gorgeous, filled with hardwood and big windows. Clint grabbed the bags and headed up the stairs. From the pictures they’d viewed online they were fairly familiar with the layout. The upstairs was an open loft that was used as the bedroom. She hoped it sported the same big four-poster bed in the pictures they’d viewed. She had plans for those posts.


    The kitchen was beautiful. There was a big central island with gleaming pots and pans hanging above it that immediately drew the eye. The counters glowed a deep onyx, setting off the pale wood of the cabinets. She set the bag down and moved around opening doors and drawers learning where everything was.


    The fridge was filled with fresh fruit, cheese, milk, her favorite coffee creamer, eggs, bacon and everything else she’d wanted. There was a fully stocked wine rack on the countertop and one of the cabinets had all the dry foods she’d wanted.


    “That bed is incredible,” Clint said as he entered the kitchen. “Wait until you see it.”


    “Is it like the one we saw online?”


    “Even better.”


    “I’m just going to put these things away then I’ll look around.”


    “The bathroom upstairs has a tub built for two and a shower that I can’t wait to try out.”


    “Really?”


    “Oh yeah.” He moved up behind her, his chest pressing against her back, and kissed her shoulder. She was maybe an inch shorter than he in their bare feet, maybe. They were pretty close to the same height. She found that she really liked that.


    “There are seats along the inside wall of the shower,” he whispered in her ear, sending chills down her spine. “Seats wide and long enough for someone to get on their hands and knees. There are four different shower heads so that the water can hit you just right no matter where you are, or what position you’re in.”


    “I’m feeling awful dirty,” she moaned.


    Clint laughed. “I thought you might say that. I started it while I was up there. It will be nice and steamy by the time we get there.”


    “Pretty sure I’d want a shower, huh?”


    “Oh, I know exactly what you want, Mischa. Although it involves getting wet, I think the shower part would be optional.”


    “I love you.” She said the words as she turned around and met his eyes. She did. Her whole world rose and set on this man. She’d always wanted to find the kind of lasting love that her parents had. Though it had only been one year since they’d married, she really felt she had that with Clint.


    “I love you too.” His voice was husky. He scooped her up into his arms and took her mouth in a scorching kiss before carrying her out of the kitchen and to the stairs.


    She loved being in his arms. There was just something both secure and romantic about it. He was strong and capable and so sexy.


    “Oh, it is perfect,” she breathed out as she got her first glimpse of the bed. It was huge, taking up the majority of the bedroom. There was a skylight over it that had it bathed in light at the moment. She couldn’t wait to see how the moon would look. Even better, it had a four-poster frame that would be perfect for the ties she’d brought. She shivered just thinking about it.


    “I can’t wait to see what’s taking place in your mind. I know we’re going to enjoy every moment of the reality of it.”


    “We definitely will.”


    “Shower?”


    “I’m all yours.”


    “Never doubted it.”


    He carried her in and she couldn’t believe the opulence. Hell, the upstairs alone was worth the price. If there was a fridge up here, they’d probably never go downstairs at all. The tub was definitely big enough for two or three or more. It was huge and she could already see the jets. They’d have to try that out too.


    He lowered her legs outside the shower door and when she stood, he slid the door open for her. It was like stepping into another room. She’d never seen a shower like it before. She felt him move in behind her and heard the hiss of the door as he closed them in. She took another step and felt the first actual spray of water on her skin. There was steam and heat and it felt amazing.


    “We may never leave,” she said with a sigh as she closed her eyes and let the water hit her.


    Clint chuckled. “Just wait.” With that he took her hips and nudged her farther in. She felt the other sprays of water around them now. They could have an orgy in here and not run out of room. It clearly took up the entire length of the bathroom. What she’d thought was wall was instead the hidden depths of the shower.


    Clint’s hands were on her, moving over her skin. She loved his hands. Loved the way he touched her. Never too hard, never too soft, but exactly how she wanted it. He turned her around and trailed his fingers down her arms to her hands. He took them in his and lifted them high above her head. She knew what he wanted.


    When he ran his hand back down her inner arms she kept them high. She watched, her breath hitching as he finally dipped his head and took her nipple into his mouth. He sucked and licked, playing with her in a way that always made her wet. By the time he finished, she’d be dripping, and it would have nothing to do with being in the shower.


    “I love your nipples,” he spoke around one, his breath hot torture over the turgid point. She shifted in front of him and he nipped her gently with his teeth. He soothed it with a slow caress of his tongue and then moved to the other nipple. Back and forth he moved, working her into a frenzy.


    “My knees are getting weak,” she whispered. That, and she wasn’t sure how much longer she could hold up her arms.


    “There’s one of those benches I was telling you about to our left.”


    She let his hands guide her and sat as soon as she saw it. It was long and wide and seemed to have some type of rubber mat all the way around it.


    “Lie back,” Clint urged her and she willingly complied. The water wasn’t directly on her but she was still feeling the warm mist of it over her skin. She understood the mat when Clint kneeled down and pulled her hips to the edge of the seat. “I’ve wanted to do this all day.”


    He leaned in and licked over the plumped folds of her labia. Dipping his tongue inside, he flicked her swollen clitoris before leaning in to suck around it. She reached down with one hand, loosely threading her fingers through his hair. His eyes met hers, and just like the first time she’d seen him, she felt her breath stop.


    Then his gaze dropped back to her pussy and he began pleasuring her. His tongue tasted, tapped and explored before he used two fingers to spread her wide. He speared his tongue inside, flicking along her walls and widening his tongue to fill her as best he could. Then he pulled it back, rimming her opening before thrusting it inside again.


    He kept his thumb on her clit, rubbing and playing over it while he ate her. And what an appetite he had! Her other hand slid to her chest softly pinching and tugging at her nipples. Just when she felt the first tickle in her belly he pulled back.


    “Crap, I almost forgot.”


    “Whatever it is, we don’t need it right now.”


    He laughed. “Hold that thought. I’ll be back in a flash.”


    She closed her eyes and sighed, slipping her suddenly free hand down to her clit and rubbing it. No reason why she couldn’t stay primed while he was gone. She moaned and worked her fingers a little faster. She might even be able to take the edge off with a really great orgasm before he got back.


    The door slid open and shut again.


    “I didn’t say you could play with my toy,” he said coming back to kneel between her legs again. Those were the exact words she always said when she saw him jacking off.


    “Just keeping it ready for you,” she replied. He usually said “getting it ready for you” but the concept was the same.


    “I brought a few things as well.” His breath whispered over her skin and then she heard the unmistakable sound of a vibrator. He ran it up the inside of her thigh and she quivered. “I’ve been fantasizing about this since I bought it.”


    He ran it over the lips of her sex and along her fingers. She pulled her hand away and he chuckled before leaning closer to run kisses along her inner thigh.


    “Waterproof and incredibly small,” he said. “But it sure has a lot of buzzing power.” With that he touched it to her swollen clit and she nearly jerked off the bench. He eased it down over her lips and teased her opening before sliding it back up to torment her clit. Back and forth he went, keeping her right on edge.


    “Clit or pussy?”


    “Clit,” she moaned.


    The vibrator entered her pussy and his lips wrapped around her clit and sucked. It was exactly what she wanted, what she needed. She came with the harsh cry of his name on her lips. The vibrator didn’t fill her. It was small just as he’d said, but it did pack a punch that left her weak with release.


    The sound stopped and she realized he’d turned it off. She was still feeling phantom vibrations as he continued to stroke it in and out of her pussy. His lips released her clit and he slid his tongue down between her folds to her entrance. The vibrator disappeared and he licked at her, flicking in and around, tasting her.


    “Always been the sweetest cream I’ve ever tasted.”


    She gave a husky laugh. “I don’t think I could move if our lives depended on it.


    “Good thing they don’t then,” he replied, placing one more soft kiss on her sex before standing and reaching a hand down to her. “Let’s wash up and get out of here before we start getting prune skin.”


    She groaned but let him pull her up. The man definitely knew how to make her weak with pleasure.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Four


    


    Mischa awoke to the smell of food. Her stomach rumbled, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten since breakfast. There were no clocks anywhere, but with the way the sun’s rays were hitting the skylight, she would guess it was late afternoon. They’d both fallen into bed after their shower and she for one had slept like the dead.


    Her entire body still tingled from the orgasms she’d had today and this was only day one of their vacation. By the end of the week she would be a big pile of mush. If she had her way, he would too. And when it came to Clint, she almost always got her way. He just couldn’t seem to say no to her. Something else she loved about him.


    Tossing the cover sheet aside, she padded to the bathroom. It was still as incredible as she remembered. After she used the facilities she took the time to run a brush through her hair and put on a dab of lip gloss. Then, keeping to their no-clothes rule, she headed downstairs.


    Clint was in the kitchen. Something delicious was cooking. His back was to her so all she could see was the ripple of muscle in his back and the tight buns of his ass. He had an apron tied around his waist, to protect his penis she was sure, and it made her snicker.


    He turned to look at her and his eyes softened. That was love. She saw it loud and clear every time she looked at him.


    “Well, hello, sleeping beauty.” He walked over and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close. His kiss was slow and deep, managing to curl her toes.


    “Are you playing naked chef?”


    “I just made sure to cover the important parts,” he grinned and stepped back.


    Her eyes fell to the front of the apron and she laughed. Right over his cock were the words Kiss the cook.


    “Is that a typo or is that the cook now?” She snickered again.


    Clint grinned. “Oh it cooks all right,” he said and wiggled his eyebrows. “Why don’t you be a good girl and pour us some wine out of that bottle I opened on the counter while I finish this.”


    “What is it that smells so good?” she asked as she moved to pour them wine.


    “It was a casserole in the freezer with instructions on it. It looks like a concoction of ham, potatoes, cheese and onions.”


    “It smells delicious.”


    “And it is ready,” he said as the timer went off.


    She watched as he slid the oven open and bent over to take out the casserole. There was nothing hidden from her in that pose. She bit her lip to keep from giggling. She turned and snagged the filled wineglasses after tucking the corked wine bottle under her arm, and headed toward the table.


    “Did you see this?” she asked as Clint followed her with the casserole.


    “Yeah, we’ll definitely have to come back here again.”


    The agent they’d given the show to earlier had mentioned she’d left something on the table. Something turned out to be a plate of chocolate-covered strawberries, both white and milk and maybe a few dark thrown in. There was another bottle of wine. Her eyes got teary when she saw the label had their names and wedding date on it with Happy Anniversary in big, bold print.


    “I thought you might want to keep that bottle as a souvenir,” he whispered as he placed the hot casserole on the table.


    She nodded her head, too touched at the gesture to say anything.


    “Come here,” he whispered and she turned to burrow into him. “Have I told you lately how much I love you?” He crooned the words to her like he often did. Rod Stewart had sung the same words as they danced at their wedding. He just held her close and swayed them to the music they were only hearing in their heads.


    “I remember the first time Jonas invited me to his house for the weekend. I was half tempted to say no but I went anyway. Then I looked up and saw you walking across the beach toward me and I swear my heart just stopped.”


    “Then I looked at you,” she prompted, knowing this story well and loving it more every time he shared it.


    “You looked at me and I thought my heart was going to beat right out of my chest.”


    “I smiled.”


    “And the rest of the world faded away.”


    “And you turned and ran into the water,” she added with a giggle.


    “Because I didn’t want to scare you off with just how happy I was to meet you.”


    She laughed again and kissed his jaw. “I saw you and immediately thought, ‘he’s the one. I’ve waited my whole life to meet this man.’”


    “I’m glad you waited.”


    “Me too.”


    They swayed for a few more minutes, both lost in memories. Then he pulled back and took her hand. “Hungry?”


    “Starved.” She glanced at the table. “There’s only one place setting. Did you plan to eat while I slept upstairs?”


    “No.” He scooped her up and sat in the chair with her on his lap. “I planned to hold you close and let us take turns feeding each other. No time here. No rush. Just a chance for us to slow down and savor every moment.”


    She sighed. Clint was Mr. Romance. And it wasn’t an act. He was always saying or doing little things that showed her how much he loved her. Notes in her briefcase. Flowers sent for no reason at all. Reservations for dinner in the middle of the week. Sometimes he would even set an alarm to go off on her phone so that a message would scroll across the screen saying I love you.


    She leaned forward, taking the plate and scooping some of the food onto it to cool. Then she reached for one of the wineglasses. “Here’s to savoring every minute of this week.”


    She lifted the glass and took a drink then held it to his lips. She purposely let a little dribble over his lip and leaned it to lick it off. She felt his cock twitch under her ass and smiled. He hadn’t sought any pleasure for himself during their earlier shower. So, after the nap, he would be ready to go. What should she plan to explore with him later tonight?


    She sat the glass back on the table and reached to uncover one side of the plate of strawberries. Selecting a milk chocolate one, she brought it to his lips and let him have the first bite.


    “Tempting me into sin?” He wiggled his brows again and took a big bite.


    “Nothing between us is sin.” She brought the rest of the strawberry to her mouth and ate it before turning to drop the leafy top back on the plate and selecting another one. White chocolate this time.


    “If you had to pick your ultimate fantasy pertaining to us, what would it be?” She held the berry out and saw him thinking as he took a bite.


    She finished it off and dropped the top back on the plate. The steam wasn’t rising from the plate so she forked up a bite of it and brought it to her lips. When she decided it wasn’t too hot, she held it out to him. He opened and moaned as he chewed. She took a second forkful and put it to her mouth. It was delicious.


    She took her time feeding both of them and switching off to share drinks of wine. She could see his mind working the entire time. She wondered which fantasy he would pick. She’d planned for all of them. The bondage, the dress-up, and even the anal sex. Yeah, she was ready for anything.


    Finally full, she fed him a few more bites before giving into curiosity and prompting him for an answer.


    “Well, what fantasy is your favorite?”


    He shifted under her and she felt the swell of his cock. Whatever it was, he was hard and ready just thinking about it.


    “The one where you’re on your hands and knees on the bed. You’ve sucked my cock until I’m so horny for your pussy that I can’t take any more. Then I slip around behind you and slide in slow and deep. While I’m making the sweet pussy come for me, I’m fingering your tight ass, lubing it with oil. And when you’re ready…when that sweet ass is slick and stretched…I pull my cock out and bury it in your ass. Feeling the tight squeeze gripping my cock and milking it.” He groaned and shifted again.


    “I thought you might pick that one. Remember when I went out with the girls and come home with some bags that I wouldn’t let you see?”


    “Yes.”


    “I bought a few things to help with this fantasy.”


    “Yeah, like what?”


    “Some really slick lube that adds a little tingle where it’s applied.”


    “Hmmm…”


    “And a little plug that helps stretch and prepare.”


    “You bought a butt plug?”


    She nodded her head. “I’ve used it a few times to get me ready. Put it in for ten minutes at a time here and there to get used to the feeling of having something there.”


    He groaned and dropped his head. His cock jerked under her and she felt the wetness on the tip against her skin. “Did you wear it anytime when I was around?”


    “Oh, yeah,” she said.


    “Fuck,” he breathed.


    “I’d like that,” she said and wiggled. “I’d like that very much.”


    “Just the thought of you walking around me with a plug inside your ass gets me hotter than hell. To think that I could have taken that pussy while it was buried in your ass.”


    “I didn’t think of that.”


    “You’d be even tighter,” he moaned. “Did you bring it with you?”


    She nodded her head.


    “Would you be willing to put it in for me?”


    She nodded her head again. She’d do anything for him.


    “Go upstairs and put it in while I clean this up. I need a few minutes to gain a little control.”


    She stood up and let her gaze fall to his lap and the rock-hard cock there. Part of her wanted to just sit astride him and have him fuck her now. He would. If it was what she wanted, he would. But she could see the desire for the fantasy she’d offered in his eyes. And she wanted to give it to him.


    She bent down and kissed him softly on the mouth. “I’ll meet you upstairs.” She grabbed the plate of strawberries and turned toward the stairs. “Bring the wine when you come up.”


    She watched his Adam’s apple as he swallowed and then nodded. She felt his eyes on her all the way and put a little extra wiggle in her hips. Tonight was only the beginning of a week of fulfilled fantasies.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Five


    


    She opened the bathroom door and walked out with the plug firmly inserted. It was such an odd sensation, walking around with it in. The flared base kept her rear cheeks slightly open and she felt like it made her walk funny. She was still wiggling and adjusting a bit when he stopped at the top of the stairs and looked at her. She could see the lust in his eyes. His cock rose toward his belly with the wide head already wet with desire. She wanted to lick the drop of pre-cum off him, wanted to savor the taste of him on her tongue.


    He moved into the room, placing the bottle of wine and a single glass on the table where she’d sat the plate of strawberries.


    “Did you put it in?”


    “Yes.”


    He moaned and his hand shot down to give his cock a firm squeeze. “Fuck, just thinking about it there, makes me feel like I’m going to blow.”


    She smiled and walked across to him. She reached down and ran her thumb over the glistening head, taking the fluid and bringing it to her lips. She sucked her fingers, holding his gaze the entire time.


    “I love the way you taste.”


    “I want to taste you too,” he said.


    “Oh yeah,” she moaned as she leaned into him, trapping his hardened cock between them and rubbing her taut nipples against his chest.


    Their kiss was relaxed, a soft exploration where both of them were the victors. She slid her hand between them and ran her fingers up and down his shaft. His hand followed the curve of her hip around to her ass and dipped lower until she felt him trace the base of the butt plug. His fingers tapped against it and she cried out.


    “Did I hurt you?” His hand stilled on her.


    “No.” She shook her head. “It just sent these sensations through me, sort of electric that just make me… Oh, I don’t know how to explain it.”


    “But it feels good?”


    “Oh yeah.”


    He tapped again and she burrowed her head in his neck. He turned toward the bed and urged her onto it. “Climb up on your hands and knees, Mischa. Let me see how wet you are.”


    She crawled on the bed, keeping her ass high in the air. She glanced over her shoulder and shivered at the carnality in his gaze. Perhaps she should have planned to live out some of these fantasies earlier.


    Clint stepped up to the bed and placed a hand on each of her ass cheeks, squeezing and playing with them. He lifted, separated and jiggled her and each motion rocked the base of the plug, sending a clench of desire through her pussy and a bolt of pleasure up into her core.


    He pressed on her lower back with one palm and she flared her hips out, lifting her ass just a bit higher for him. Dropping her upper body to rest her forearms on the bed, she closed her eyes letting anticipation build the intensity inside her. When she felt the slide of his finger over the wet folds of her pussy she shivered. When he tapped on her clit and the plug at the same time she almost came unglued.


    It was so naughty, so decadent, and was making her hotter than hell. He slid two fingers deep into her sex and she groaned and pushed back into him.


    “You have no idea just how sexy you look right now. My dick feels like it’s going to explode.” His voice was low and husky, tickling up her spine with each word. “I want to shove my cock in your pussy and fuck you with that still in.”


    “Oh god, yes,” she moaned into the bed. “Fuck me, Clint. Fuck me hard.”


    Her husband groaned behind her and she felt the bed dip as he moved in closer. She shuffled back and didn’t stop until she felt him hard and firm between her legs. She could feel the edge of the mattress and the rock-hard strength of his thighs. He teased them both by rubbing his cock along her seam, wetting his shaft in her juices. Then he tapped the base of the plug again, this time with the head of his cock. He had her so revved, it wouldn’t take much to send her over the edge.


    She felt the head lodge at her opening and held her breath. Her husband wasn’t a small guy by any means. Would he fit with the plug still in?


    “Relax,” he whispered. “We’ll take it slow and easy.”


    He pressed into her. There was a slight burn of pain as he pushed in but it was gone, morphing into an overwhelming feeling of fullness. Clint kept pressing deep, slowly and steadily he was sliding every inch into her. Her pussy was clenching and squeezing around him. She cried out as he finally lodged deep and just held still. She could feel the weight of him as she never had before. It was as if every nerve and fiber of her body was linked to her pussy.


    She could hear him breathing hard behind her. Then he chuckled and the vibrations of that small sound had her burying her head in the bed to smother her wanton cries.


    “I’ve wanted to feel my cock in your ass for a long time now,” he groaned. “But the honest truth is that I don’t think I’m going to make it. Your pussy is so tight. The first time I move it, I’m afraid I’m going to go off like loaded gun. Help me out here, honey. Use those fingers for me.”


    Mischa reached a hand under her belly and up between her legs, heading straight for her clitoris. Finding the swollen nub she petted and rubbed it. Her body was shaking, balancing her on the edge of an orgasm that promised to be the most intense so far of her life.


    “One stroke?” she begged certain that was all it would take to get her there.


    She felt the tension coiled in Clint like a snake about to strike its prey. His strong fingers flexed and twitched against her hips. She sensed when he was ready to move and reached high, jerking a pillow down and biting on it.


    Her cunt exploded as he jerked his cock back and then slammed home again. She screamed as her body seemed to implode. Warmth radiated everywhere and behind her eyes was a fireworks show to beat them all. He slammed home again and her rippling channel seemed to fight him, either to keep him deep or to deny him re-entry.


    Her body was melting, weak and shaking as her orgasm shuddered over and through her in a continual wash. She felt Clint grasp the base of the plug and nodded her head in agreement. He tugged it free of the tight clasp of her body and even that sent her spiraling again, triggering a series of smaller orgasms rippling through her.


    Then the head of his cock pressed there and with little effort slid inside her. It burned, so much bigger than the plug she’d had. She wasn’t stretched nearly enough but her body was so pliant and weak from orgasm. His cock buried in her ass and he shuddered and groaned with pleasure behind her.


    He fucked her with shallow strokes that kept most of his cock inside her and she knew from his breathing that he was close to joining her. He’d lasted longer than he thought. And it felt good. Better than she’d imagined. There was a burning as her flesh stretched to accommodate his size but it faded quickly. Her fingers were still at her clit and she rubbed it again.


    He pulled back for longer strokes, fucking her ass as he liked to fuck her pussy. Her finger pressed and pinched and she could feel her pussy rippling. It felt good. He felt good. And, son of a bitch, if she wasn’t having another orgasm. She cried his name as she came, shuddering as her ass flexed around his shaft. With a harsh cry of his own, Clint joined her and she felt the heat of his semen as he spilled his cum in her ass.


    She collapsed down onto the bed, her knees too weak to hold her up any longer. He joined her, his weight a heavy blanket atop her. She loved the feel of him on her.


    “I think you killed me,” he managed to murmur against her skin. “I think I’ve died of pleasure.” He groaned and rolled over, his softening cock sliding out of her.


    “I can’t move,” she admitted.


    “That makes two of us,” he said, sprawled on his back beside her.


    She glanced up at him and he met her gaze with a smile. “That was amazing, Mischa. Better than any fantasy I’ve ever had.”


    “I liked it myself.”


    “Really?” he asked and she could see the hope that they might do it again sometime in his eyes.


    She laughed softly. “Yeah, I did. I wasn’t sure I would, but I really did.”


    “You weren’t sure and you tried it anyway?”


    “Well, yeah. You wanted it.”


    “How did I get so lucky?” He reached his hand out and she slipped hers in his, sliding their fingers together.


    “I’m the lucky one.”


    “I think we both win this one,” he told her, then groaned as he forced himself to sit up on the bed. “I’ll get a washcloth and bring it back to you. Gotta find that toy first so I can take it in there and clean it off.”


    “Yeah,” she nodded sleepily. “I’ll just lie here until you’re all done.”


    Clint chuckled. They both knew she most likely wouldn’t move until morning. She was already half asleep when he came out to clean her up and barely whimpered when he pulled her up into his arms. She burrowed her head onto his chest and heaved a deep sigh. Nothing smelled better than the scent of Clint and sex.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Six


    


    Mischa woke before Clint and slipped quietly from the bed. Her ass was sore. She’d enjoyed every minute of how it got that way though, so it was worth it. She smiled as she eased into the bathroom. Should she shower, taking the chance that she might wake him or just go downstairs and start coffee and breakfast?


    Thoughts of hot water cascading over her sore muscles beat out coffee today and she pressed the buttons on the wall to start the shower. It was incredible. There was a keypad where she could even select the temperature of the water. Then she hit the on button and could choose if she wanted one, two, three or all four shower heads. They needed one of these puppies at home.


    She was just finishing up when the door opened and Clint walked in.


    “How much do you think one of these costs?”


    “More than we can afford,” he answered with a laugh.


    She sighed. “I know.”


    “Besides you’d never get anything done because you’d be in the shower all the time. You’d get all pruney.”


    She laughed then sniffed the air. “Do I smell coffee?”


    “Ran down and started it brewing. Should be ready by now. I’ll just wash up while you get dressed.”


    “What happened to no clothes?”


    “I thought maybe we’d do some sightseeing today. The brochure says there are several nature path trails just behind the cabin.”


    “That sounds great.”


    “Plus the, uh, agent left a list of places in town that we might like to visit. There’s an antique store I thought we might check out. See if there’s anything your mom might like. I left the list and brochure by the coffee pot for you to look at.”


    “Yeah! Maybe I can find something to take back for the girls too. I wonder if the wine was done locally.”


    “I’m not sure they’ll appreciate a bottle of wine with our names and anniversary on it quite the same way we do.”


    Mischa snorted and shook her head. “No, but I thought it would be cool to order some bottles for Christmas, with labels on them. Sort of a holiday present.”


    “You are a great friend.”


    “I am.” She kissed him softly on the lips before stepping around him to get out of the shower. She glanced back and gave a wolf whistle. “Nice ass.”


    He gave it a shake that had her bursting into gales of laughter. She loved her man.


    She hurried through drying off, wrapped her hair in a towel and stepped out to see he already had the suitcase opened on the bed. She grabbed a short, flirty dress and a soft pair of hip-hugger panties. Her husband loved them. Dressing, she quickly flew downstairs to grab the information and two cups of coffee.


    There were several places she’d like to take a look at in town. Maybe they could plan to spend today looking around and then tomorrow or one other day this week walking the trails. That would be easier than trying to cram it all in one day. The wine and strawberries were still on the table so she headed into the bathroom and sat the coffee on the sink countertop. The wine would be fine and the strawberries would taste great this morning.


    She towel dried her hair then ran a brush through it. She finally ended up pulling it up into a high ponytail. Clint was stepping out as she dusted a light powder over her face and put a little shadow on her eyes. She didn’t wear much makeup but she always felt naked if her eyes were bare.


    “I love that smoky thing you do with your eyes. Looks sexy as hell.”


    “Why, thank you.”


    “Coffee,” he sighed, reaching for the cup she’d brought up for him. It was probably a good thing that they both loved coffee so much. It was easier in the morning when you both had that need for coffee.


    She blinked on some mascara, and leaving her lips bare, turned to really greet her husband good morning. Setting his cup aside, she wrapped her arms around him and leaned in for a long, leisurely kiss. He tasted of coffee and Clint and she sighed in contentment.


    “Good morning,” she said slowly, easing her mouth from his.


    “Definitely. How you feeling this morning?”


    “I’m good.” When he just looked at her, she shook her head. “I’m a little sore, but in a good way.”


    He grinned at her. “Yeah?”


    She nodded and then he was kissing her and she could feel his happiness rising against her.


    “Down boy,” she murmured. “If we start that, we’ll never leave and you promised me a day out today.”


    He snickered. “It has a mind of its own. He’ll settle down if you promise him a reward for being good later.”


    “I promise that what I have in mind for tonight will be more fun than you can imagine.”


    “What kind of fun? Dirty? Kinky?”


    She thought of the body paints and sheets she’d brought. “Yes.”


    Clint lifted his brows at her and Mischa shook her head again. “I’m going to grab some shoes and head down.”


    Clint groaned. “You have to use a phrase like ‘head down’ now?” He glanced at his cock.


    She just snickered and snagging her cup of coffee, skirted around him and out of the bathroom. “I promise the wait will be worth it.”


    Clint followed her out into the loft bedroom. “I know it will.”


    “Breakfast here or grab something in town?”


    “You want to head to town first?”


    “I thought maybe we’d spend today checking out some of the places she listed and then another day walking the trails. Sound okay?”


    “Whatever you want, honey,” he said, pulling on boxer briefs and then shorts. “As long as I’m with you, I’m good.”


    “I love you.”


    “Love you too.” He smiled at her. “Feeling adventurous today?”


    She looked up from buckling her shoe. “What’s on your mind?”


    “I brought a few things with me too,” he told her. “Like the vibrator we used in the shower.”


    “Oh really,” she grinned.


    “I have a little something maybe we could try out today.”


    “Okay.”


    He took out a bag she didn’t remember seeing in their suitcase and revealed something. “It’s a mini vibrator that you insert. It has an attachment that slips up between your lips and rests on your clit.”


    She took it from him. “It looks like a butterfly.” It went off in her hand and she jumped and almost dropped it. Her gaze flew to him and he held up his hand with a remote. “Oh my god.”


    “The key to the kingdom, so to speak. I can make the vibrator go off or just the butterfly dance, or both at the same time.” He demonstrated the toy for her. “The key is that you never know what’s coming. Or when.”


    She swallowed, eying the device in a different light now.


    “Game?”


    She glanced at him then back down at the toy in her hand before nodding her head. He slipped the remote in his pocket.


    “I’ll meet you downstairs.”


    She nodded again and headed back into the bathroom to put the toy in. She wasn’t surprised that her panties were already damp with excitement.


    


    He kept her on edge all day. They’d gone to the antiques store first and by the time they left she’d forgotten about the toy. Well, not forgotten, so much as just become accustomed to it there. She’d just forgotten the part where he held the “key to the kingdom”. Her mistake.


    As they’d left the store they’d run into the agent who had left them the gift and caught the “show” they provided. Mischa knew she was blushing but played it off as best she could. She’d thanked her for the basket, the lists and brochures, the plate of strawberries and lastly the wine. Turned out there was a place here in town that would personalize just about anything you could think of as a gift.


    Mischa saw the woman casually throw a couple of glances at Clint but he was being quiet and letting her do all the talking. Mischa mentioned that she’d really like to recommend the cabin to her friends and, just like that, they were headed back to the office to pick up some brochures to take home.


    She should have paid more attention to her quiet husband. As soon as she stepped through the door and into the air-conditioned office, the first flutter hit her clit. She squeaked. Like a damn mouse, she squeaked. She saw Clint’s shoulders shake a little out of the corner of her eye and did her best not to look at him. If she did she had no doubt they’d both be laughing.


    “Are you all right?”


    Ever the helpful agent, the woman looked at Mischa. And Clint turned the vibrator on. It rolled and moved inside her. It was quiet, thank god, but she was having a hard time keeping from moaning herself.


    “The cold just hit me and blew a shiver down my spine,” Mischa lied, but at least it might explain her hard nipples at the moment. She was going to kill her husband.


    By the time they left the office she was a quivering mess. As soon as they stepped out the door he turned them off and took her hand, giving it a squeeze.


    “That was just on low,” he casually mentioned as they walked.


    She groaned. “I thought I was going to lose it in there.”


    “My dick’s so hard. I’m not sure which of us this is supposed to prime.”


    She glanced down and noticed the bulge at her husband’s crotch. That might explain some of those glances the agent was throwing his way. Mischa laughed.


    “Maybe you should be more careful with your toy,” she snickered. “Don’t want to accidently have it go off at the wrong moment.”


    The flutter started again and in seconds increased in tempo. She bit her lip to keep from crying out.


    “Medium,” he said.


    “Shit,” she groaned. If he decided to put it on high she was toast. She’d have an orgasm in front of God and everybody. She glanced at his hard cock just visible under his shorts. Of course, she had little doubt he’d come just watching her. It might be worth it.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Seven


    


    Mischa’s legs were shaking when they got in the car. She’d been close to orgasm six times today before he’d backed off and let her come down. She wished he’d just let her come. They were silent until they hit the road out of town that would lead them to the cabin.


    “Why don’t you pull your skirt up and slip your panties off?”


    Mischa licked her lips and looked at him. The remote was out and in his hand. It would be guiding her while his other hand guided the car. She lifted her hips off the seat and shimmied her panties down over her thighs and off her ankles, leaving them on the floor. Then she slowly lifted her dress until her pussy was in clear view.


    The folds were flushed and swollen, damp with her juices.


    “Open your legs a little more for me,” he crooned and she shifted them wider. She reached over to the side and eased the seat down into a reclined position. She lifted the skirt of her dress a little higher and spread her thighs more. The flutter started.


    She moaned and wiggled her hips on the seat. She was so primed and ready to go. The vibrator started and she flung her head back and tried to focus on breathing. It was wicked, so incredibly wicked.


    “I see how tight and hard those nipples are.” His voice was a silken caress over her inflamed skin.


    She reached back and loosened the halter top of her dress and let it drop so that her dress was a pool of material around her waist. She glanced his way and then took her nipples between her fingers and began pinching and tugging on them. He groaned and she knew he was imagining the same thing she was. His hands, his mouth, manipulating her nipples instead.


    He moved the setting to medium. She cried out and her hips rocked on the seat. He turned the car onto the road that led them straight to the cabin. His eyes kept bouncing between her and the path ahead. Her stomach was a coil of nerves ready to burst at the last provocation.


    “Unzip your shorts and let me see your cock,” she panted. She wanted to see how hard he was, how excited it made him to see her this way.


    He pushed the brake and slid the car into park then made quick work of sliding his shorts and boxers down. His cock popped free, a hard, thick rod she wanted to taste and feel.


    “Drive,” she demanded. She needed to get to the cabin, wanted the toy gone, replaced by him.


    He shoved the car back in drive and drove a hell of a lot faster toward the top. She was whimpering and gyrating her hips, pinching and tugging her nipples. Her body was screaming for release. She glanced at the remote in his hand. He could give it to her. With one push of the button he could send her over the edge. She squeezed her eyes shut fighting to hold on, to keep from tumbling over the edge into the lake of pleasure.


    The car stopped and the motor turned off. She fluttered her eyes open. Clint had the door open and was on his knees on the seat beside her. His cock was in his fist. The remote in his other hand.


    “What do you want?” His voice was as strained as hers and she knew he was just as ready as she was.


    She licked her lips. His cock was so close. She could almost taste it. She slid her seat belt free, almost laughing as her hands fumbled pressing the release. He’d obviously had no trouble freeing his belt. Her eyes locked on his.


    “I want you to jack off on me. My face, my tits, wherever you want to.” He groaned and pumped his cock faster. “And when you’re close to coming, when you can feel it. I want you to rev me up to high.”


    “Fuck,” he moaned. His hand pumped his cock faster and faster.


    She was moaning and wiggling. Pinching her nipples, she licked her lips again and flicked her tongue at him. “Give it to me. Give me all your come.”


    The toy ramped up to high and Mischa screamed as orgasm rocked through her. She felt the hot splash of his cum on her chest, her chin and then her pussy. It drove her higher. She used her fingers to bring the taste of him from her chin to her mouth. So good. She loved the taste of him, loved knowing that it was all for her.


    She moaned again. “Off,” she mumbled, panting and writhing as the toy continued stroking her.


    “Shit,” she heard Clint mutter before the toy finally stilled. She continued to twitch and moan, feeling the phantom strokes over her already-screaming nerve endings.


    Clint took his shirt off and used it to clean her up. He gently removed the toy from her, making her cry out again as a tiny wave triggered through her once more.


    “Shhh,” he crooned as he used his shirt to wrap the toy up. He gave a weak laugh. “I think I might need a minute before I carry you into the house.”


    She remained sprawled out in the passenger seat. “Holy shit! Where did you find that?”


    “Jonas,” Clint answered. “He and Jacey have one.”


    “Figures Jacey would have it first,” Mischa snorted, making Clint laugh.


    She watched with hooded eyes as he pulled his boxers and shorts back up, zipping them but leaving the button undone. She should probably pull her dress up but she didn’t have the energy and, if they were sticking to their naked rule, then it would just be undone again as soon as they reached the house.


    She smiled when he bent to lift her into his arms and shut the door for him. She snuggled up, letting her head rest in the groove of his neck and sighed. Most of their trip so far had been spent either sleeping or having sex, with a few meals thrown in here and there. All in all, it was the best vacation she’d ever had.


    He slid her onto her feet on the porch so that he could unlock and open the door. Her legs were still wobbly and she let the cabin wall hold her up.


    “Want me to pick you up again?” Clint asked.


    Smiling, she shook her head. “As long as I don’t have far to go, I’m good.”


    Clint nodded his head. “I think we should relax for the rest of the day. Much more at this pace and I think I might have a heart attack.”


    Mischa giggled. She totally agreed. Sex was amazing, but then it always was with Clint. He’d been her first and, hopefully, he would be her only. It seemed so many couples were getting divorced. The statistics often scared her. Especially when it happened to people they knew.


    They made it inside and collapsed on the couch. She lay there for a long moment just breathing him in. He was so solid, her rock in life. They fought and had arguments just like everyone else, but they never went to bed mad. Never. They had time together and time separate where they could hang out with friends. They respected each other and had agreed from day one that they would always listen and hear the other person out when it came to the big stuff.


    The little stuff was different. When they couldn’t agree on a movie or a place to eat or even what television show to watch, they had a system. It was pretty simple. They took turns, which meant sometimes he won and sometimes she did. And if things ever got heated, they had a code word. This was to signal to the other person that things were going a little far and that they both might need a time out. So far all this worked.


    She wasn’t naïve and neither was Clint. They both understood that marriage and their relationship were something they had to work at and maintain. It wouldn’t always be easy or smooth sailing. But then, the important things in life rarely were.


    She glanced up at him and smiled. Someday she hoped they had a little boy who looked just like him, all shaggy blond hair and big green eyes.


    He dropped a kiss on her brow. “I love you, Mischa.”


    “I love you too.”


    They just stayed there for a while, content to sprawl half-dressed across one another. She wondered if Clint even realized that he continuously ran his hand over her skin, just soothing and touching. Probably not. He was just one of those people who liked to touch. He was always hugging, kissing or rubbing on her. She loved it.


    “I can’t decide if I want to collapse on the bed for the rest of the night or not,” Clint said as he stretched and shifted.


    “I’d say we could snuggle and watch a movie or two, but there’s the whole no-television thing.”


    “So, how much trouble would I be in if I admitted that my laptop is hidden in the car?”


    Mischa laughed. “Depends on why it’s hidden in the car.”


    “Well, I thought it would be great to have just in case we needed it.”


    “No work?”


    “No work.”


    “Don’t suppose you have any movies hidden with it that we might want to watch.”


    “I may have bought a few newer releases that we both mentioned wanting to see and haven’t gotten around to.”


    “There’s popcorn in the kitchen.”


    “So I’ll go grab the laptop and movies and set it up in the loft? You make the popcorn?”


    “I’m glad you thought of it. I’ll meet you up there!”


    


    Clint kissed her softly then pushed to his feet. “Do I know my wife or what?”


    He wiggled his eyebrows at her and made her laugh harder. Yeah, he knew her pretty well. She pushed to her feet and pulled the top of her dress up and tied it real quick. It definitely needed to go upstairs and find its way into the bag she’d brought along just for their dirty clothes. She snickered. There certainly wouldn’t be a lot of laundry to do when they got home.


    She heard the door open and close and Clint yelled out as he headed toward the loft. She got the popcorn popping and opened the fridge to grab some bottles of water. After searching a few cabinets she found the perfect bowl to use for popcorn and rinsed it out. She could hear the shower as she headed up the stairs. Just the thought of all those showerheads drenching her in hot water made her sigh in anticipation.


    They really needed to check into getting shower like that for home. Maybe for their next anniversary.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Eight


    


    They spent the next day hiking all the different trails. It was fun to be out and about just exploring with no real agenda. It was so easy to get caught up in work at home and forget that there was a whole world out there that didn’t involve their jobs. They ran and played and took pictures of everything.


    In lieu of a picnic basket, Clint had stuffed everything in the backpack his laptop had been in and carried that with them. They spent the entire day out and enjoyed every moment of it. By the time they got back, they were both ready for a shower and dinner. Afterward, they cuddled and talked for a bit and then fell sleep.


    


    Mischa stretched and yawned her way into wakefulness, she couldn’t help but smile. Today was their anniversary. This was the day they’d married and committed to spending the rest of their lives together. In sickness and in health. Good times and bad. She still recalled perfectly how she’d felt looking into his eyes while they repeated their vows.


    Clint was already up, and from the smells, she knew he was busy in the kitchen making breakfast. He was such a great cook. She hurried into the bathroom, eager to start this day. She had something special planned for today. They’d had a nice relaxing day yesterday, so they should both be up for playing out a fantasy today. She’d even go first.


    She came out and grabbed the bag of goodies she’d brought with her and set the bed up for later. She placed a few other things on the bed. She wasn’t sure if they’d use them or not, but she’d bought them just in case. With one last look, she headed downstairs and followed her nose to the kitchen.


    Clint was just setting stuff on a tray when she walked in. He was wearing the same apron and she grinned.


    “I think I really need a picture of you like that to take back with me.”


    “Only if I can take a few of you too,” he responded.


    Mischa thought for a minute. “Okay.” She’d let him paint her first then let him take some pictures. That would be one way to get him interested in all the body paints she’d bought and brought with her.


    Clint’s eyes lit up. “Have to use the digital camera, so no one else sees.”


    “Absolutely,” she agreed. They still had a 35mm camera they used often. They both enjoyed taking pictures with it. That was the camera they’d used yesterday and those were the pictures they would share with their families and friends.


    “Hungry?” Clint’s voice was husky and she knew that he was not just referring to the food he’d cooked.


    “Starved,” she admitted. She wasn’t talking about food either.


    “Grab the coffee and meet me at the table?”


    She nodded and headed over to pour them both a mug before following him. The table was gorgeous. He’d gone outside and picked some of the wildflowers and placed them in a cup of water. It was a colorful hodgepodge of blooms that made her heart smile.


    He took the cups from her and set them on the table before pulling her into his arms for a good morning kiss that had her toes curling.


    “Happy anniversary, Mischa.”


    She sighed. “Happy anniversary, Clint.”


    “I was thinking this morning about how nervous I was waiting for you to walk down the aisle.”


    “You were nervous?”


    “Hell, yeah! There was always the chance you’d come to your senses and run away.”


    Mischa laughed. “Never.”


    “You were the most beautiful bride in the world. The way you piled your hair up in loose curls that surrounded your face.”


    “I didn’t know you paid attention to my hair.”


    “I pay attention to everything about you. The way you nip your bottom lip when you’re worried or thinking. The way you tilt your head to the right when you’re really listening intently to something. The sound you make when I hit just the right spot when we make love.”


    “You hear that sound a lot.”


    “That sound’s important to me.” He stepped back and tilted her head up to look at him. “I know I’m not perfect. I make mistakes. I forget things, and, sometimes, I get so wrapped up in a project at work that I forget anything else exists.”


    “I’m just as bad.”


    “Think that’s what makes us so perfect for each other?”


    “I think it helps.”


    “You’re more than just my wife, Mischa. You’re my best friend.”


    “You’re mine too.”


    He pulled her in and kissed her again, softly, and then just hugged her close. It felt perfect.


    “Let’s eat before it gets cold,” he murmured and held a chair out for her. “I have to say that I may demand we eat naked from now on.”


    She smiled. “I’m not sure we could do this at home. Not with the way the backdoor looks right into our table. Not with the way people show up out of the blue.”


    “I suppose you’re right,” he agreed with a sigh. He looked seriously disappointed, which made her laugh again.


    “Did you have anything planned for today?” She hoped he didn’t. She really wanted to spend the day in bed with him.


    He looked at her for a long moment and finally shook his head. “What do you have in mind?”


    “I might have a plan or two,” she admitted.


    “Any hints?”


    “I thought we might play out another fantasy and see how it goes.”


    He shifted in his seat. “No hints?”


    “I’ll let you see for yourself when we go back upstairs. I’ve got it all set up for us.”


    He grinned at her and dug into breakfast with more gusto. She did too. If things went as she planned they would be needing all the energy they could get.


    She was on pins and needles by the time they started up the stairs. She couldn’t wait to see his face. This was one of the sex fantasies they talked about most. They both desired it in some fashion.


    She heard Clint catch his breath when the bed came into view. She looked at it with a critical eye, taking notice of how he was seeing it. The velvet cuffs were already attached to the four posts of the bed just waiting to embrace someone. She had a blindfold, both a slip on and a silk cloth they could tie as well, at the top of the bed on a pillow. Then she had a ball gag, a vibrator, a feather and some honey dust. She still wasn’t certain on the gag but it had come with the beginner’s bondage set she’d purchased.


    “What do you think?” she asked when he just stood there and looked.


    “Are you sure about this?”


    She nodded her head. “I thought maybe we’d take turns.”


    He swallowed audibly and nodded.


    “I’ll go first,” she said and moved to sit on the bed. She gestured to the stuff just lying in the middle. “I wasn’t sure what you’d like to use or not. Some of it came with the cuffs.”


    He finally unglued his feet from the floor and moved toward the bed. He picked up the ball gag and tossed it aside. “Although there are times I’ve wanted to gag you, it’s never been during sex.”


    Mischa laughed. “Hey!”


    Clint grinned as he picked up the feather and dust. “Now these are definitely required. This too,” he added as he picked the vibrator up.


    She scooted up the bed and picked a blindfold up in each hand. “These?”


    “You okay with being blindfolded?”


    She nodded. “I wouldn’t have bought them if I wasn’t okay with trying.”


    “Which totally makes me rethink the whole gag thing,” he said, glancing to where he’d dropped it.


    She laughed again and threw a pillow at him. “Very funny, Mr. Comedian.”


    He moved over to set the things he wanted to use on the table beside the bed and then slid onto it next to her. “Which one do you want?” he asked as he took the blindfolds from her and looked at them.


    “Why don’t we try the one that just slides into place for now?” she offered.


    He pulled the other one through his fingers and wiggled his brows at the easy glide of the silk. “I might have another use for this one anyways.”


    He pushed her onto her back on the bed and came over her. His kiss was electric, bringing every nerve in her body alive. He took her hands in his and extended them over her head then out to the sides before letting go. She watched his face as he reached for the first cuff and brought it toward her arm.


    “Just slip it over my hand and pull it snug at the wrist,” she whispered.


    He slid the first cuff into place and wrapped it securely around her wrist, adjusting the Velcro several times before he was satisfied. Then he did the same to her other wrist. His cock was hard and ready and it brushed her several times as he moved around her. She wanted to taste it, to suck it and lick it. She knew he could see it in her eyes.


    He shifted so that he was kneeling up by her head and leaned in letting his cock graze her cheek. She was splayed out on top, her hands unable to grip him and bring him to her lips. She moved her head trying to get him in the position she wanted but he evaded her. He toyed and played rubbing over her lips but not letting her take him between them and suck him deep as she wanted.


    “If I let you do that, this will end a lot quicker than I want it to.”


    “Or it could just take the edge off and give you more time to play,” she shot back.


    He smiled and moved off the bed. She watched him walk to the foot of the bed and held her leg out to him when he picked up the cuff. He secured her quickly then moved to the last post where she held out the other leg for him.


    “Just one more thing,” he said and moved back onto the bed with her. He leaned in close and traced his lips softly over hers. The next thing she knew he’d slipped the blindfold into place and adjusted the back so that it wouldn’t roll up or down.


    “Is that okay? Does it pull your hair?”


    “It’s fine,” she said. She couldn’t see anything. It was completely dark.


    “Can you see anything?” His voice sounded as if it was coming from the side of the bed. The side where all the stuff he planned to use was.


    She shook her head.


    “Good,” he whispered and she could tell he’d moved. She was breathing faster, not with fear but with anticipation, and it was making it difficult for her to follow the sound of his movement. She had no idea when or where he would touch her. Her nipples were hard points and she could feel her juices coating her pussy.


    A finger trailed through her sprawled thighs and she moaned and tried to follow it with her hips.


    “I’m guessing this really turns you on.”


    She heard him suck his fingers and knew he tasted her on his tongue. The thought made her even wetter.


    “How about this?” he whispered the question just before she felt something else slide between her thighs. It was the silk cloth that had been the other option for a blindfold. He ran it between her legs, tracing a path along her inner and outer thighs, across her abdomen, around her breasts, grazed her nipples and then slipped between her wet folds. Then he traced the same pattern again.


    She moaned and tugged at her bonds. Clint’s laugh was a husky wash over her skin. She could feel his breath on her nipple and tried to lean toward him. She really wanted to feel him sucking on her nipples, wanted the graze of his teeth there. But he wasn’t cooperating.


    She groaned and let her body sink back down on the mattress. That’s when he struck. He gripped her nipple between his teeth and tugged softly before sucking her just the way she liked. She could feel his body next to hers on the bed, the hard rise of his cock along her hip. Then he was gone and she was left moaning for more.


    She felt the tickle of the feather over her stomach. It had her quivering and catching her breath. He ran it along her thighs, across her nipples, and up over her cheek. He trailed it down the inside of her arms and had her squirming at the ticklish feel. Then it was gone.


    She strained her ears, trying to hear what he was doing. Was he getting the vibrator next? She was so wet and ready. His hands cradled one of her feet and massaged over it. She groaned and flexed her toes in his grip. She felt his breath and then he was sucking her big toe into his mouth. Her nipples were tingling, remembering how that felt.


    He moved to the other foot and treated it equally. His mouth moved away and she felt the bed shift between her legs. She could feel him there, the brush of his skin against hers and he ran a hand up the inside of her legs, forging a path for his wicked tongue to follow.


    She was moaning and wiggling, desperate to feel him between her legs. She needed to feel him inside her. Her pussy was so ready to be fucked. But he didn’t touch it, skirting around it and moving up over her stomach to play there. She could feel the heat of his chest pressing her sex and ground her hips up into him as best as her confinement would allow.


    He moved up farther, licking under her breasts and around the sides. His hard abdomen now pressed tight against her pussy.


    “Clint,” she moaned his name. She was vibrating with need.


    “Shhhh,” he whispered softly and licked over first one nipple then the other before pushing her breasts together and blowing across them both. He shifted above her and straddled her chest.


    He pushed her breasts tighter together and his cock fucked up between her cleavage. They both moaned. He stroked his cock there, using his thumbs to rub over her nipples and urge them to impossibly tighter points. She buried her chin down in her chest and flicked her tongue out searching for him.


    He groaned and on the next stroke of his cock the head just nudged her tongue before sliding back down. She strained harder, matching the flick of her tongue to when she could feel it rising out of the top of her breasts. This time she was able to flick it all the way over the head, tasting a bit of pre-cum.


    “You are so fucking sexy.”


    He released her breasts and shifted again, sliding his legs between hers and coming down on top of her. His chest crushed her to the bed and he took her mouth in a kiss that stole her breath. She could feel his cock pressing along the lips of her pussy and pressed up into him, coating him with her cream.


    She broke from the kiss, panting. “I need you.”


    He groaned and ground his hips down into hers. “There’s more I want to do.”


    “Please, Clint. I can’t wait much longer. I need to feel your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me. Ride me hard until we both can’t take any more.”


    He groaned again and moved. Mischa cried out, pulling at all four of her bonds. Then she felt Clint at her feet. He made short work of releasing her legs. Then he was back on the bed moving into her. He took her feet and slid them up onto his shoulders then leaned down into her.


    “Like this.” She wasn’t sure if it was a question or a demand, but it didn’t matter. She loved it like that, loved how deeply he filled her in that position. She nodded her head vigorously, “yes” a mantra that spilled from her lips.


    He shifted his hips and let his cock spear through her folds, butting against her clit before sliding lower again. He stroked her that way several times before he finally slid low enough to allow the head to lodge at her opening on his next upward movement. He held still for what felt like forever.


    “Fuck me,” she cried. Then cried out again as he slammed inside.


    It was as hard and fast as she wanted it, as she needed it. He forged so deeply that she swore she could feel him right at her womb. He was relentless. He kept the strokes coming. Hard, fast and so incredibly deep. She was screaming and begging incoherently. Her hands fisted and tugged at the bonds and her feet flexed against his shoulders as she tried to lift her hips into his thrusts.


    “So good,” she cried. “Yes, yes. Fuck me. Make me come. Oh god, make me come.”


    She could feel the sweat on his skin, could feel it on her as well. She wanted her hands. Wanted to play with her nipples, to reach down and finger her clit. She wanted to grab him and urge him on even faster, to dig her nails into him and mark him as hers. But she couldn’t. He was completely in control.


    “Oh god” became her new litany as she reached higher and higher toward climax. She was close, so very close to orgasm. He rammed his cock deep and stayed that way as he reached across the bed for something, taking her legs with him. Then she heard the hum of a familiar sound. He pushed her right leg down off his shoulder and moved the vibrator over her.


    She bucked and yelled as her pussy contracted around his shaft. She felt it throughout every inch of her body. She tingled, from head to toe, she was one huge nerve ending that was in a constant state of excitement.


    The vibrator disappeared. Her right leg was released and the next thing she knew the blindfold was being tugged off.


    “I want to see you when I come,” he grunted as he started fucking her again.


    Her body was still quaking in small mini orgasms as he rode her. She wanted to beg him to release her hands so that she could touch him but she could tell how close he was to orgasm. So she gripped the bonds tightly and used that grip to help give her leverage to rise up into every thrust.


    He groaned and she felt the first hot spurt of cum inside her pussy. She loved the way his cock felt as he came. Loved the fact that they’d decided not to use condoms anymore after marriage, preferring skin on skin. They were trusting in her birth control pills, not foolproof, but a chance they were willing to take.


    He collapsed on top of her, and though she knew he wouldn’t stay that way long, she relished every moment of it. There was just something about it that she loved. He heaved a sigh, kissed her lightly on the lips and shifted back up to unbind her wrists.


    She stretched her arms and moaned. She must have constricted the circulation in them with all her twisting and tugging. Clint lay back down beside her and pulled her into his arms. She rested her head on his chest and snuggled into him.


    “Any more fantasies and we may never leave here,” he said. “It’s like fantasy cabin.”


    She snickered. “You just don’t want me to have a turn.”


    “You want to tie me up?”


    “Maybe.”


    “Baby, after that, you can do anything you want to.”


    Mischa hid her grin against his chest. She planned to.

  


  
    


  


  
    Chapter Nine


    


    “Are you sure about this?” Clint tugged at the bonds on his hands and shifted his legs.


    Mischa had stripped the bed and put on the sheets she‘d brought with her. Clint was sitting up with his hands bound to the bedposts but she had left his legs free. She hadn’t blindfolded him either. She wanted him to see what she was doing. Somehow, she thought it might be more erotic if he watched.


    She picked up one of the small tubs of body paint and picked up a brush. She climbed on the bed and sat beside him.


    “Blue?” He looked untrustingly at the paint. “You sure this will wash off?”


    She giggled. “What happened to ‘you can do anything you want’?”


    He sighed, which made her laugh again. She dipped the brush into the paint and then brought it to her tongue. “Blueberry.”


    “Just remember that some parts of me should never turn blue.”


    She grinned at him and dipped the brush again. She traced it over his nipple, painting the nub. Then she leaned down and licked over it, running her tongue in circles before wrapping her lips around it and sucking. Clint moaned.


    “Too bad some things can’t be blue,” she whispered wickedly. “I love blueberry.”


    “You don’t play fair.”


    She reached over to the table for another tub. This one was pink and smelled like bubblegum. She dipped the brush and tasted it. Not bad. The woman who’d sold them to her told her to try them on the brush before they applied them to the body. No sense in using something that they didn’t like. Took the fun out of it if you weren’t willing to lick or eat it off.


    She moved so that she could reach his other nipple and coated it in bubble gum pink. She licked and sucked and painted it again.


    “Pink is good. You know what they say, real men wear pink.”


    Her lips twitched as she moved slowly away, blowing her breath over him the way he did her. Judging by the tight buds of his nipples, he enjoyed it just as much.


    “There’s plenty to choose from.” She picked up tubs and set them down before holding one up. “Let’s find the one I like best first.”


    “Purple?” He shook his head.


    “It says its grape.” She dipped the brush and tasted.


    He laughed at the face she made. “Not grape?”


    “Too grape.”


    “What’s the green one? Kiwi?”


    She picked it up. “Watermelon.” She smacked her lips. “Yummy.”


    She dipped the brush and tasted it. It was really good. She dipped the brush again and leaned down to paint over his abdomen. She positioned her head so that her breath fanned the head of his cock. Clint moaned but he held still while she worked. When she was done painting she moved to set the brush and tub down allowing him to see what she’d done.


    Clint laughed. “Lick me off.”


    “Seemed appropriate.”


    “What are you going to write on my cock? Suck my…” She hushed him with a finger over his lips.


    “Don’t make me gag you,” she teased.


    Clint took her finger in his mouth and sucked on it. She pulled it out slowly.


    “Watermelon does taste good,” he whispered. “I’d love to lick it off your pussy.”


    Mischa moaned and shifted. She’d love that too and he knew it. But this was for her. It was her turn to pleasure him. She’d envisioned this since she’d picked the stuff up at the store. Jacey and Dee had giggled and told her that she had to share how good the body paints were.


    She leaned back down to his stomach and licked over his abs. Man she loved the ripple of muscle in his abdomen. He had the most amazing body in the world as far as she was concerned. She traced over the words with her tongue. The watermelon did taste good against his skin. She traced the words again, this time being more thorough and licking him clean.


    His legs shifted restlessly. She had something special in mind to paint on his cock with. But she wanted some more play time first. She took the brush again and dipped it back into the watermelon. This time she painted her nipples with it. Clint’s eyes followed each stroke of the brush and his nostril’s flared.


    Setting it aside again, she straddled him and slowly brought a green nipple to his mouth. He took it in, sucked it and worked it with his tongue. She felt his cock pulse between her legs and shifted her hips back and forth to rub against it. She pulled away from him and offered the other watermelon-flavored nipple in replacement.


    He didn’t disappoint. They were both panting when she pulled back this time.


    “Let me try the blueberry.”


    She smiled and reached over to grab the blue tub and brush. She painted her nipples again while he watched with lust-filled eyes. When they were as blue as she dared she rose up and shimmied so that they bobbled in front of his face. He leaned forward but she countered by shifting back. He tugged at his bonds and growled.


    “Do you want them?”


    “Yes.”


    She leaned forward and teased him, rubbing her nipple along his jaw leaving a trail of blue. She pulled back before he could capture her and traced her tongue along the path she’d left.


    “Tastes so good,” she moaned, sucking and nipping him with her teeth.


    “You’re not playing fair,” he groaned.


    She pulled back and let her gaze skim over the blue spots she’d left on his chest where her nipples had touched.


    “I’m making a mess,” she murmured huskily. “I better clean up after myself.”


    She licked the trail off his chest making sure her nipples grazed over his stomach. With a sigh she moved lower to lick those spots, letting her nipples brush his thighs and cock. When she pulled back this time and looked down, there was nice, random pattern of blue paint exactly where she wanted it. She’d have to clean that up.


    First she lifted back up and put her nipple close enough for him to take. He nipped her a little harder than she anticipated and she moaned. He released it when she tugged and she gave him the other one. This time he gripped it with his teeth forcing her to lean in and let him suck it some more before pulling away.


    “My turn,” she whispered and moved down to lie between his thighs and lick over him. She didn’t spend too long in any one spot. She sucked and licked his inner thigh, then moved up to his lower abs before moving to nip along a spot on his shaft. She stayed away from the head and the sensitive groove just beneath it.


    She shifted again and moved off the bed.


    “Where are you going?” Clint’s voice was rough with need. She could see the muscles bulging in his arms where he tugged on the bindings. He could break them if he wanted. They were for play after all. But he wouldn’t. He was giving her free rein to do as she wanted.


    “Grabbing this,” she turned with a can of whipped cream that she hidden earlier. She tore the top off and resumed her position between his thighs. She shook the can and aimed it at the head of his cock. Clint groaned and his cock bobbed.


    She pointed the can and let the whipped topping foam out and cover him. It covered the head and slid down along his shaft. Some if it landed on his lower abs and the insides of his thighs. She had no more teasing in her. Her mouth was watering for the first taste of the cream on his cock.


    She lowered her head and licked him everywhere. Any place the whipped topping covered felt the stroke of her tongue. She sucked and tasted, cleaning him so that she could cover him again. She reached for the can and shook it before spraying another dollop on the swollen head of his cock. She dropped the can and looked up at him.


    Slowly she opened her mouth wide and sucked the head, taking it deep into her mouth. She flicked and jabbed with her tongue, alternating between hard and soft sucks. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and squeezed. As her mouth lowered, taking more of him in, her hand rose to meet it. She began a rhythm that she knew Clint enjoyed.


    Her other hand dipped lower to caress and play with the taut sac of his scrotum. She loved the feel of his skin there, loved to nuzzle and suck at him, but she refused to give up his cock to indulge herself. She was hungry and he was the only thing that could satisfy her.


    “Mischa,” he moaned her name but she ignored him. She knew what he wanted. He wanted her to stop, to fuck him, and she would. Just not yet. Right now she wanted to suck and lick and taste, to drown her taste buds in him.


    “Mischa.” His voice was rough, demanding. She loved it when he sounded that way. She sucked harder, stroked her hand faster and gave his balls a gentle squeeze.


    “Fuck.” His hips lifted from the bed, pumping his cock into her mouth. She felt him fighting to hold off orgasm. She was already close as well. Sucking his cock always made her so hot. She’d had an orgasm several times just by fingering her clit while she sucked him off.


    His hands wrapped in her hair and tugged her head up off him. He came up to his knees in front of her and pressed her back onto the bed.


    “Your hands are supposed to be bound to the bedposts,” she reminded him.


    “Might need to buy something a little stronger if you plan to torture me with that sweet mouth of yours,” he replied.


    She smiled. Then he rammed his cock in, filling her pussy with that wide shaft. She cried out lifting her arms to grip his shoulders and wrapping her legs high around his waist. He rode her fast and hard, and she loved it. It was as if Clint finally gave in to the savage need to take, to claim, to possess every inch of her. She loved it when he lost control during sex, when he went wild and got a little rough. It awoke that primal place in her too.


    “That pussy feels so fucking good,” he groaned. “Don’t want to stop fucking you.”


    “Don’t stop,” she screamed. “Give it to me. Fuck me. Harder. Give me all that cock.”


    “You like that cock?”


    “Ohhh god,” she groaned. “I’m going to come. Make me come!”


    “You want to come?”


    “Yes!”


    He slid his hand down and pinched her clit. She bucked and screamed, her body exploding into one of the best orgasms of her life. He pressed his thumb down on it and rubbed, keeping her in the throes of orgasm while he continued to fuck her mercilessly.


    “Feels so good,” she moaned.


    “Fuck yes,” he muttered. “I’m going to come.”


    “Yes.”


    “Going to fill that pussy.”


    “Yes!”


    “Here it comes, baby. Here it comes.”


    He slammed in deep and cried out as his cock spurted inside her. She held on to him, each blast of semen setting off another tremor through her. Slowly she felt the tension leave his body. His arms relaxed and he lowered to rest on top of her. She slipped her legs down, releasing his back from the tight grip she’d held him in. His cock softened and she shuddered again as they both panted.


    Her shoulders shook. He snorted. Their eyes met and they both started laughing. He rolled off her and pulled her over with him so she rested against his chest. There was just no way around it. Once sex ended, sex talk was just funny.


    She rose up on her elbow so that she could look into his eyes.


    “Happy anniversary, Clint.”


    He smiled, brushed her hair out of her face and tucked it behind her ear before reaching up to kiss her.


    “Happy anniversary, Mischa.”


    She snuggled back down in his arms and shut her eyes, content. Their marriage wasn’t always perfect. They fought and argued just like any other couple. But when it came down to it, she couldn’t imagine her life without him. He brought out the best in her. And this week… It was a reminder of just how perfect they were together. She was looking forward to a lifetime of anniversaries.
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