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Part Four

The Farm

 


“Maggie said that love was
the flower of life, and blossomed unexpectedly and without law, and
must be plucked where it was found, and enjoyed for the brief hour
of its duration.”
The Rainbow by D. H.
Lawrence

 


“What are you doing next weekend?”
Chloe asked Ginny over the phone. She was too excited to wait for a
text message.

Ginny was caught flat-footed by Chloe’s
enthusiasm. “Umm. We haven’t planned that far ahead,” she said,
thinking out loud “I think the kids have something going on with
school Friday night. Let me check the calendar.”

“Saturday night,” Chloe said. “You
have to clear your calendar for Saturday night.”

“Okay, why?” Ginny asked. There
was an activity night for the kids Friday at the school, but
nothing else. She was wary of Chloe’s sudden need for her to clear
the calendar. “Okay, nothing doing Saturday.”

“The Farm is having one of its
Ladies’ Nights,” Chloe crowed.

“Am I supposed to know what that
means?”

“Oh. Right. You don’t know what
The Farm is, do you?”

“I know what a farm
is.”

“Okay, hold on.” Ginny could hear
Chloe quickly walking through her house for a little privacy. She
imagined the redheaded woman furtively looking around as he she
were about to reveal some dread secret. A door closed and then
Chloe said, “Okay, The Farm is a sort of private sex club up in the
hinterlands.”

“Sex club?”

“It’s not as tawdry as it
sounds.”

“Hinterlands?”

Chloe knew that Ginny was teasing her now.
“Yes, way out of the city and suburbia all the way out in the
country. Apparently it’s in a converted farmhouse and there are
actual crops growing in the fields way in the back. From certain
rooms you can see cows.”

“That is the
hinterlands.”

“But close enough to the city to
have enough customers to stay in business. So what do you say? Want
to go to Ladies’ Night? They only do it once a year.”

“I thought you said it was a
private club.”

“Sort of private. And Trent and I
are members.”

“You’re members of a sex club?”
The little revelation shouldn’t have surprised Ginny, but for some
reason it did. Occasionally Ginny forgot her friend wasn’t just a
soccer mom and state worker; she was also a very kinky woman who
had slept with more men than the average amateur porn
star.

“Yes. Where do you think I meet
all the guys I fuck?”

“On the internet?”

“I’m not a girl just out of
college looking for a hookup, dear,” Chloe said in her most
artificial sarcastic voice. “And you haven’t answered my question.
Do you want to go?”

“Um. What exactly does this
entail? I’m not all that up on my orgies and sex clubs terminology
and etiquette.”

“It’s not an orgy. Well,
occasionally there have been orgies there, but this is something
different.”

“I’m not sure if I want to go to a
ladies’ night. I’m not into women as much as you are.”

“It’s not a lesbian orgy either,”
Chloe told her. “On Ladies’ Night the women are in charge. You have
to bring your submissive male partner along to be admitted. There
are several different games you can play to tease your partner.
Nothing is mandatory. It’s very loose and casual.”

“And you would be bringing Trent
as your partner, of course?” Ginny said.

“Yes. Well, unless you want to
bring him. That’s fine. I’ll bring Sam.”

“And there’s the problem. Sam is
in no way a submissive.”

“Oh. Shit. I forgot about that.
Last time I went it was just me and Trent.” She drummed her fingers
on her jaw for a minute. “Do you think we could talk Sam into
playing the submissive?”

“Maybe…”

“Yeah, I don’t think so either.
Shit.”

“But you want to go,” Ginny said.
Indeed, she was curious as to what a sex club looked like and what
type of person attended them. She could certainly turn her back on
the opportunity, but she didn’t want to have the same boring life
of everyone else in suburbia. “Maybe I can entice Sam in some way.
How strict are they on the rules to this place?”

“Once you’re in, the rules are
pretty flexible. Getting in is the difficult part.”

“How do we get in?”

“Like I said, Trent and me are
already members. We can get you in as recommended guests. But what
to do for Sam…”

“Let me solve that problem. And
let me ask you this: can I have my choice of men once I get
there?”

“Honey, that’s half the reason I
go: the variety. You can pick and choose to fuck whoever you
want…with his wife’s permission, of course.”

 


The drive up to The Farm was pleasant. It was
the end of winter and the sun was setting later in the evening. The
group of four saw a beautiful sunset over the Green Mountains in
the distance as they drove up north. Conversation in the car was
sparse. Everyone was a bit nervous.

“Aren’t you worried about someone
else seeing you there?” Sam abruptly asked Chloe.

“What?”

“You’re the one so very concerned
about your privacy because you work for the state, but here you are
about to do who-knows-what in a public setting.”

“The Farm is a private club,”
Trent said from his position in the back seat. He was sitting next
to Ginny. His hand was on her thigh. Earlier it had been between
her legs and he had been rubbing her pussy under her skirt and
through her panties. They had been exchanging kisses like teenagers
on a second date. “What goes on there isn’t discussed by anyone on
the outside. It’s one of the rules.”

“It’s why we haven’t said anything
to the two of you for so long,” Chloe added.

“And no one ever breaks the
rules?” Sam asked.

“Not so far,” Trent answered. “I
did hear of an incident a few years ago, but it was taken care of
and there hasn’t been a problem since. Besides, think about it. If
you were to accuse someone of attending a party at The Farm, the
only way for you to know is if you were there as well. Accusing
someone of the same activities that you did yourself is kind of
stupid.”

Sam didn’t feel like pointing out that a
determined person could stake out the entrance to the club, record
license plates on cars going in and out, use a telephoto lens to
take pictures of those in attendance. He didn’t say this because he
didn’t want anyone to change their minds. He was enchanted by what
they were about to do.

Ginny had quietly listened to the conversation
and had been hoping no one would change their mind either. She was
eager to strip off her clothes and hopefully have sex in front of
completely strangers. She liked her kink and this would be yet
another opportunity to indulge in it.

“Turn in here,” Chloe told Sam.
She was next to him in the front seat. Since he was driving she
couldn’t indulge in the same antics as her husband and Ginny in the
backseat, but she had placed an unnecessary hand on his thigh and
crotch more than once.

Sam maneuvered the care between two high stone
pillars that closed the property off the state highway. The
driveway he followed was long, almost a quarter mile, before he
arrived at the farmhouse with a large, out of place parking lot in
front of it. On the other side of the lot was a large red barn.
Once the group got out and stretched their legs Chloe pointed to
the barn. “They have parties in there and out on the lawn behind it
when the weather gets nicer.” There was a steady breeze blowing. It
wasn’t terribly cold, but none of them were dressed for the
weather; they were dressed for the party.

“Have you been to a barn party
before?” Sam asked. He was from far up north where high school barn
parties weren’t the same as a barn party at The Farm. Not exactly
the same, but similar in a many fashions.

Chloe knew exactly what he meant. “Here, yes.
And I’ve gotten laid at them more than once. But I’ve never been to
a barn party at an actual working farm.”

“Really? I have. And, oddly, I’ve
gotten laid at them as well.”

“Ha ha,” Ginny said. “I’m
freezing. Let’s get inside.”

There were lights on in all the windows of the
large farmhouse. Walking quickly up the steps to the front porch
the group was led by Chloe who knocked on the door. They were
admitted at once by a woman waiting for arriving guests. She was
wearing a French maid costume that was almost purely ornamental.
Sam couldn’t see her nipples or pussy, but the outlines of both
were clearly visible through the satin material.

“We’re here for the Ladies’ Night
party,” Ginny told the maid. She gave their names and added, “And
guests,” with a nod to Ginny and Sam.

“Of course,” the maid said.
“Please follow me.” She turned carefully in her high heels and led
the way. Her short skirt didn’t come all the way down to cover her
buttocks, letting them hang out just under the hemline. Sam and
Trent exchanged knowing glances, admiring the maid’s firm ass that
was barely clad in a tiny thong. Garters hung down from a hidden
belt and were attached to fishnet stockings completing the fantasy.
Ginny caught their exchange and rolled her eyes.

“Boys will be boys,” she
sighed.

“Locker room is right this way,”
the maid said with a knowing smile. Sam smiled back, then realized
maybe the girl was smiling because she knew what the quartet was up
to, or maybe she was smiling because she knew that he and Trent had
been ogling her ass. “Formal dress for the ladies, please. Sub
dress for the men. Party is upstairs in the main parlor. Most of
the guests are already there. Enjoy yourselves.”

 


Chloe and Ginny wore slightly retailored
bridesmaid dresses
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