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Is it better to
be quiet and unhappy if your partner disapproves of your sexual
preferences? Or is it better to push and prod your partner at the
risk of making them unhappy?

If one is
unhappy, the couple is unhappy – but the marriage is a mutual
relationship.

Dilemma? Or
opportunity?




CHAPTER 1

I squeezed my husband's erection.
Blake remained quiet.

Too quiet. And then when he talked, it
always seemed… too much – too strong.

His eyes remained on the TV screen,
caressing the form and figure of the brunette while I
enthusiastically held onto his excitement.

I had discovered and later developed
my habit pretty much on accident. A few years back we had been
watching Showgirls on DVD and were lying in bed in just our
underwear with the fan lightly blowing across us. Blake's boxers
had moved – a simple shifting that drew me to the motion. I had not
thought about it at all, just reached in and touched it.

I was close with him like
that.

I had pulled it out and stroked it:
the movie was not all that good, anyway. But he had kept watching
and gotten hard. I had wondered if he was aroused by the girls in
the movie. It was a budding curiosity that had pushed me to try
being aware for movement in his boxers when we watched movies. A
couple of times after that I had seen a little.

Coincidentally when certain women were
on the screen: brunettes.

I began selecting movies I knew would
have brunettes in them, maybe sexy, maybe not. And one movie I
finally dared to make the move on him. I can't remember the movie.
Had it been Eva Green? It could have been Anne Hathaway.
Nevertheless, I had tentatively reached in and pulled him out,
stroking him during a part of the movie where the actress was
partially clothed.

He had responded
physically.

It was his voice that would've made me
stop.

He had gotten hard and had allowed me
to stroke him as much as I wanted while he continued watching the
movie.

It became my habit from then on. You
see, I love cock. The entire package fascinates me. That the soft
flap of flesh could fill and become hard was insanely interesting
to me. That it could become stiff enough to penetrate and provide
so much feminine pleasure… I loved seeing it grow. More, I loved
feeling it swell in my hand: that was especially
satisfying.

I loved the feeling of control as a
woman to hold something so symbolic of men's power in my hand and
have him at my mercy. To feel his hot skin expand in my hand to the
point a woman finds more than satisfying and fulfilling was like a
never-ending Christmas gift. Not just a toy in that sense, but an
elixir of deep, emotional enjoyment.

Blake's cock was beautifully
impressive. Sometimes it felt like it was more than I could handle.
Sometimes it was perfect.

So I made it a routine. We saw a nice
woman in a movie we were watching; I pulled it out and stroked. It
made me wet when he responded. It made me very wet if I got his
hips to move – thrusting his cock up into my hand.

It was always a brunette.

He might get hard for a blonde, but
never excited enough to move – or moan.

I became addicted to getting him hard:
I enjoyed it. He did, too.

I had an orgasm one evening without
touching myself. It was an Eva Green movie – of that, I'm certain.
He grabbed the remote while I was stroking and reversed it to pause
on Eva's naked figure. His hips moved and he moaned to her. I came
in a surprising rush; it wasn't a good, hard one, but a light,
sudden shock that left me tingling and energized.

I was hooked. I wanted to find women
in movies that got such a reaction out of him. It wasn't always
easy; he had little interest in blondes. Maybe I should've been
flattered because I, too, am a brunette. I felt saddened when the
movie didn't have a provocative actress. But when he reacted, and
lifted his hips, and moaned, I felt glorious. It was a soulful
victory of sorts.

It was something we did together, as a
couple.

I wanted to find sexy actresses for
him. I was always ready to reach in and stroke him. It was such a
turn-on to feel him get hard and realize it was the actress. It had
become a sexy game and it was our game. I was ready, too, when he
moved and moaned. I would lube him up with oil and stroke him. If
he reversed the movie and froze the frame, I would stroke
faster.

The best movies were the ones I got
him to cum.

Feeling that thick shaft swell and
pulse in my hand was a drug. His erection was beautiful. When it
came, it jerked downward as if drawing into his torso – at the same
time erupting with a shot. It would jerk and flex like that,
sending out a few streams of cum.

I could cause him to moan and cum like
that while he was watching an actress on our TV? Hot.

Just this year, I went a step further:
I began collecting pictures of his favorite actresses to whom I had
stroked him. I searched up pictures of their nude scenes. Even
better were the fakes I would find – their faces on naked bodies
that were good enough to fool. I showed him several on my laptop
after a movie and stroked him. He had cum. Now, if we watched a
movie - good or not – that didn't produce a good stroke, I showed
him my laptop collection after.

I liked what we did. I discovered it
all on my own. It was close, intimate, and ours. Finding movies and
pictures to stroke him to was fun.




CHAPTER 2

 


Unfortunately, I much preferred
blondes. It wasn't a deal-breaker, but I have long envied the
blondes for being so fair and pale and pure.

It went back to my best friend Cindy
in 8th grade. Maybe it was just the age, but I connected
with her like no other friend before or after.

Why couldn't Blake? There were some
pretty blondes. I was able to score some success with him when it
came to Uma Thurman. Watching Pulp Fiction and then Kill Bill
produced some results with him, but they weren't
consistent.

No matter, I intended to keep
trying.

Blake Moore was a good man. Surely he
could bend a little and like what I liked?

"Jody? Are you coming?"

I blinked. I was sitting in the
passenger's seat. The truck was stopped, parked, and turned off. He
was leaning in the driver's door.

I swallowed. "Oh, sorry."

"Get enough sleep last night?" Direct.
To the point. He locked the truck after I got out.

"Sorry, was… daydreaming, I
guess."

He shifted his gaze away. He wasn't
disinterested; he simply had gotten the answer he was looking for
and was moving on to other things. He held my hand to the door of
Diane's Doughnuts and Coffee where he let go and went in ahead of
me.

It wasn't rude; it was some European
habit he had acquired before he met me. The man enters first, looks
to see if the place is presentable enough for his wife, then holds
the door open from the inside for her.

I thought it was cute.

People always looked at him strange,
but he didn't care; he was his own man.

We were seated at one of our usual
tables. What had started as a doughnut shop had evolved into more
of a coffee and light breakfast bistro. The doughnut portion had
shrunk a bit and moved to the side.

Immediately, I noticed the difference.
Instead of just Ramona the waitress, there was another, smaller
waitress who ducked and danced around Ramona as if trying to avoid
her.

In truth, it looked like Ramona aimed
for the girl.

I poked Blake sitting next to me – we
always sat together, never across from each other. "Look
there."

"Hmm?" He seemed lost. Likely thinking
about his craft business.

"There's a new waitress."

He looked around, saw, nodded -
attention now shifted back to his coffee cup sitting unfilled.
Classic Blake.

I watched the two waitresses carry
food and coffee.

Ramona planted herself at our table,
cocked a hip and greeted us. "How are you guys today?"

I knew Blake liked her. She was a
little rough: big brunette hair; overdone makeup like Eva Green at
the eyes; and a smoker's voice.

He pursed his lips: his
greeting.

I smiled as pleasant as usual. "We're
fine. New waitress?"

Ramona scowled and blew a breath
upward to her Peg Bundy bangs. "Favor to a friend of Diane's. I
don't see her lasting." She quirked her mouth to the side. "Maybe I
shouldn't say anything. But she… she's just clumsy."

I watched the girl at the counter
pulling plates from the warming bar. She was small in my mind, but
only in figure. In stature, she was taller than me by a couple of
inches. I glanced at Blake to see if he was participating in the
exchange and considering the girl.

He wasn't. He was smiling at
Ramona.

If our usual waitress had known my
husband more intimately, she would be blushing. But she didn't know
that the tiny expression from my husband meant so much.

If I had reached under the table and
touched him, he might've moaned.

It wasn't that Ramona was ugly, but
she was old. She had wrinkles. Not that old was bad, either. Old
can be beautiful and even sexy. No issue there. But youth? Beauty?
Allure? Innocence? Dare I say, naivete?

Ramona had been around the
block.

Too many times.

I'm sure she had been much better
looking in her younger years.

But now?

There was that wonderful patina of
experience about Ramona: the wrinkles; the fine lines at her mouth
that spoke of frequent grimaces; the wrinkles between her eyebrows
that told of constant stress; the jaded eyes that had seen… too
much.

It wasn't ugly at all.

But it wasn't innocent.

That was my difference.

Ramona was attractive and spoke that
way to my husband. That was fine. But what about the innocence that
took everything with a level of youthful trust? What about the
delicate and inexperienced joy a younger woman had in boundless
amounts of optimism?

Ramona was old enough to be cynical. I
was heading there if I wasn't there already.

What was the new waitress
like?

I asked Ramona, "What's her
name?"

Lost as she watched the girl from our
table, our server said with disinterest, "Krystal." Then she
smirked. "She should be selling cookies at a mall kiosk or
something. She doesn't belong here."

Blake said, "You could use the help;
sometimes it takes forever to get coffee." He flicked at his empty
cup.

Ramona rolled her eyes and brought the
coffee pot over to his cup with a push that sent coffee gushing
from the spout – and directly into his cup.

Experience.

His little grin was still there.
"Thanks."

Stop thinking about her. What about
Krystal? I wanted to kick him. It wasn't something I could ask
about out loud. Maybe later? Maybe during a movie?
Maybe…?

We gave our orders and he watched
Ramona walk to the counter.

I knew he was looking at her
ass.

I firmed my mouth in a straight line
and tried to think of a way to get his mind off her and onto
Krystal.

The skinny, tall girl in question –
seeming so much smaller than the shorter Ramona – tried twisting
out of the older woman's way. A slice of toast spun off the plate
and clattered onto the counter.

An older man there picked it up and
said, "Thanks." He took a bite.

Krystal blushed but looked
disappointed: she would have to make another for her
order.

Ramona appeared not to have noticed
the exchange at all.

Wouldn't Blake appreciate Krystal's
innocence? Wouldn't her soft nature appeal to his
masculinity?

A thought occurred that produced an
instant rush of tingles: wouldn't my husband enjoy feeling her
lithe form squirming underneath him?

I gasped loudly in surprise and
grabbed my coffee cup to cover.

My husband looked at me.

I explained quickly, "Coffee's
hot."

His eyebrows drew down in scrutiny but
he dipped his chin twice.

A deep twist inside me made me squirm
on the chair. I moaned silently to myself as the tension revolved
in me in those deep parts. I looked down into my coffee.

Would Blake enjoy someone like
Krystal? I knew he would certainly savor Eva Green. So why not a
blonde? Why not someone so youthfully attractive?

A gnawing need growled in my recesses.
Would Krystal appreciate a thick man like my husband? Would she
pant and gasp with passion at the sexual fulfillment he could
provide? Would she moan in delirium to his thrusting—

"Uncomfortable?" My husband asked
indifferently.

I realized I was squirming. "I…" I
looked around. Saw Krystal. Saw Ramona. No one was looking. What
would give him an answer? What would be a good answer? What would
get him talking? What would get him to drop it? "They really need
some new chairs; these things are so uncomfortable."

He grunted.

Not my normally desired response, but
at this point, it was perfect.

Blake was a smart man, but he was a
typical man. The fewer words spoken, the better. To me, that was
counter-intuitive. How could he make music of emotions without
wordifying them? But I knew he was not an empty head. His business
sense told me otherwise. Getting him to open up,
however…

We had never really talked about our
little sexual habit. Or my addiction to it. Or his enjoyment. Or…
anything about it at all.

Maybe that should change.

I could start with Krystal.

Would he listen?




CHAPTER 3

 


I lifted my hand, my fingers curled
around his shaft. "I like doing this."

Perfect opening. Now we could really
get to talking.

He grunted. That was all.

Well, crap.

The movie was over.

I tried again. "I have a confession."
There hadn't been a good stroke spot in the show, so I was still
jacking his erection.

His expression went from somewhat
disappointed in the show to attentive. "Hmm?"

"I was having nasty thoughts of that
new waitress today." There. Out in the open, ready to be tackled,
talked about, and taken care of with fluid ease.

His head tilted in alarm.
"Lesbian-like?"

Oh god. I dropped my head in
mock-defeat. "No… Not that. I mean, nasty like… if… we…
you…"

His voice dropped to soothing level.
"Slowly. Use your words."

Dick. Quite the opposite
reaction, I wasn't soothed: I bristled with tension. I didn't like
him even joking that I was some tongue-tied toddler too stupid to
use coherent speech. But it was otherwise a good reaction: we were
talking. I sighed dramatically and gave him the feminine look of
utter, desolate disapproval.

He jerked in a silent
chuckle.

I said, "So I was thinking nasty
thoughts of how she might be if she…"

"Yes?"

"If she was under you."

He moved his head back away from me.
"Me? Whatever for?"

"You're experienced." And much,
much more, my love. But I wasn't able to get it out before he
crapped on my thought.

He shrugged. "I'm sure she can get
some empty-headed jock from school to—"

"That's not experienced."

"So?" The sarcasm was not
hidden.

"Maybe she would appreciate someone
like you." I squeezed his shaft during the stroke. I had never
ventured this deep into our habitual territory before: I had not
talked to him while stroking him about the women we saw.

He stared at my fingers on his cock.
"Well… maybe."

Success. Of sorts. It was small, but I
was going to push it and drive the subject into the opening like a
wedge. "I'm sure the boys her age don't know how to please a
woman."

"Probably not, but they'll
learn."

"But Krystal would really benefit from
a more mature fulfillment."

He regarded me quietly.

Darn it, talk to me. I tried
again. "And I was thinking about how you," I wagged his shaft in my
hand, "would be perfect."

He scoffed because he knew he was big.
"She wouldn't be able to handle it."

The perfect opening! I
whispered raggedly with daring uncertainty, "Wouldn't it be fun to
stretch her out and try?"

His eyes glazed over.

Success! I felt
giddy.

Then he crashed my euphoria by saying,
"All that whimpering and crying and complaining? No
thanks."

I swallowed my disappointment. Whether
or not he thought so, I was sure Krystal would just love taking his
cock deep. That level of fulfillment all the way inside? She would
be floating in the clouds. Her long, young legs wrapped around my
husband's waist? Yum! Hearing her moan and sigh as his cock
slid into her womanhood? Seeing her body tremble as she approached
orgasm while being so wonderfully filled with my husband's
erection?

I said, "She's so pretty and
young…"

Blake tensed a little, flexing his
hips. "I didn't really look at her…"

I squeezed tighter on his shaft. "She
has the tiniest little waist. Probably a very tight
pussy."

He groaned.

This was what I had been hoping for. I
jacked him slower, smiling at his face and pretending my hand was
the girl's pussy. "I bet it would feel so good…" My whisper was
broken: tingles raced up my back and spread from my hips. I was
going to make myself cum just by talking about it.

He frowned, but not in disapproval: it
was his pout of consideration. "You think so?" A hip thrust
followed.

I jacked him faster. "I think it would
feel very good. Very sexy."

The steady beat of his pulse showing
in his neck and temples quickened. His lips were parted as he
stared down at my fingers on his cock. His chest rose and fell,
trembling with the harder beats of his heart. His breathing became
heavier and deeper.

Best of all… his erection began
flexing in my grip.

He was thinking about her.

I squeezed my thighs together as a
sudden spasm of tingles tickled me inside and teased my clit. My
nipples hardened and abraded against my t-shirt. My own pulse
increased as the grasp of victory was within reach.

He gasped, "She was pretty? I didn't…
really look."

No, you were too busy checking out
Ramona. But I wasn't going to accuse him and risk ruining the
moment. I had him where I wanted him – the reminder about Ramona
could come later. I said, "She was so cute."

A flicker of a smile twitched across
his lips. He mimicked my pronunciation, "Cyoot?"

"She was. I'll point her out when we
go tomorrow."

He snorted. "Like I could miss the
only other waitress at Diane's?"

I wasn't trying to make an argument. I
soothed him, "She's adorable." I imagined my husband's stubble
scraping across the girl's smooth cheeks. I stifled a groan as my
eyes threatened to roll up in my head. Up to this point, I had not
realized how much I…

How much I…

Yes, I craved the idea of him and
Krystal together. There was no way my pussy was lying to me – any
less than Blake's cock. Just the idea of Blake kissing and hugging
Krystal was enough to make me gasp.

Would he do such a thing? In eight
years of marriage, he had not. Never before had I wanted to know
about his past before we were married: I just… hadn't wanted to
know. For me, it was a new beginning, and I hoped it had been for
him, too. Leaving the past behind, we tied the knot and forged our
future together. His past was dumped as surely as old luggage in
the trash.

So was mine.

Of course, I had never done anything…
too wild.

Our pasts were thus conveniently
undisclosed, buried, and forgotten.

But now I wanted to know and it…
itched. It burned. I wanted to ask, but dared not – not while I
knew I had victory in my grasp: I was going to make him cum while
he thought about Krystal. It would be… so good.

I laughed to myself.

So very, very good.

But I wanted to know. Had he ever done
anything wild in the past? A threesome with two girls? Or a girl
and two guys? A swap? A foursome? An orgy? As much as I knew my
husband, now I felt delinquent and irresponsible for allowing such
details to go unrevealed.

I sighed, "I bet Krystal would be fun
for your dick…" I squeezed hard and drew my hand down his length.
"So young and tight…"

His hips lifted. "H-her name is
Krystal?"

I was sure he knew, but he wanted to
hear it – confirm it.

I smiled serenely at him.
"Yes."

The hot beat of his erection and the
swelling was enough to alert me. He groaned and lifted his hips up
and down.

I sped my hand motions to help his
orgasm.

He squeezed his eyes shut and grunted.
That wonderful pulsing I had come to cherish vibrated slowly in my
hand. Two quick flexes from his expanding shaft were felt in my
grip. Then the eruption came: several abrupt streams shot out of
the end of his dick, tossed up into the air and down onto my
fingers and his lower abdomen.

My eyes were open in wonder as they
always were when seeing his orgasm. I smiled breathlessly as his
thick cock flexed strongly, sending out his streams of sexual
satisfaction.

A rushing numbness and tension
assaulted me quite quickly. I released him and jammed my hand down
– cum and all – into my panties. I twirled my fingers frantically
to spread and heighten the wave that rolled over me. I didn't want
a partial, small orgasm that left me agitated; I wanted the
complete release.

Waves rolled through me, causing and
removing tension with each passing until several waves later I was
left gasping and satisfied. My body tingled and vibrated. But my
limbs felt leaden and languid.

I wanted to relax now.

It would be a good time to reinforce
our small conversation about Krystal.

But Blake was a man. Thankfully and
regretfully, he was a man. His eyes drooped in a sleepy
stupor.

I always seemed to forget that when I
was ready to talk after sex, he was ready to sleep.




CHAPTER 4

 


I panicked. "Where's Krystal?" The
empty coffee cup felt warm against my cold, clammy hand.

Ramona filled it. She gave me a dry,
cynical look. "Late today. Says she needed to finalize her
apartment lease and will be in later." She rolled her eyes. "Kids
today…"

Blake didn't seem to be paying
attention.

I saw spots before my eyes until the
realization of what our waitress had said registered. "Oh…" The
girl hadn't quit. She would return. The opportunity wasn't missed
forever.

But I was scared.

I could barely function the rest of
the day. It was only when I got home from work at City Hall that I
felt my nerves had settled to some semblance of
normalcy.

What if we had never seen Krystal
again?

The opportunity for something so
exciting would've been forever lost.

Blake would've eventually forgotten
all about her.

And Krystal? Moved on without ever
knowing how close she had come to being truly fulfilled.

Maybe it wouldn't have been any loss
at all.

Maybe it would've been a great
loss.

It's the not knowing that
hurt.

Blake's return from his shop was as
quiet as usual. Other than a loving grunt of acknowledgment, he was
off to the shower without words.

What was on his mind? His work? His
increasing sales? Trying to figure out how to create more office
items using spent brass from rifle and pistol cartridges? Or had he
been too busy packing and sending off orders to make anything
today? Or had he… thought of Krystal?

More likely Ramona.

Not that there was anything wrong with
older women. Certainly, she was pretty and probably sexy enough for
her age. But she wasn't cute.

Cute was youth. Youth was
innocence.

Didn't Blake see the allure of a cute
girl all wide-eyed and innocent?

Ramona might be pretty and marginally
sexy, but she was neither cute nor adorable.

Maybe I missed his first call; I
wasn't sure. I only knew that Blake raised his voice as if he had
already spoken my name.

"Jody!" It was quiet, though.
Somewhat… secretive.

I found him in the foyer, looking
through the glass part next to the door. His dick was in his
hand.

Curious, I came to his side. "What?" I
wanted to know more than why he had called. What was he doing there
doing… that for? I looked out.

Across the street, the woman we had
never met was out decorating her front yard for Easter.

Neither of us knew her
name.

She was married to a construction guy
who came and went in the mornings in an obvious construction truck
with a lumber rack. She was younger than us by a few years, at
least. Maybe early thirties. Her hair was black and short, curled
in just above the shoulders. Her eye makeup was always heavy, but
she didn't use it to deter attention away from an aging figure. She
was thin, attractive, and… sexy.

And my Blake was stroking while
looking at her.

He whispered as if she might hear,
"Want to do your stroking thing on me?" His expression was on the
charming side of boyish and sheepish.

My first reaction was to reject it.
Except… Except that this was another first for us. I had been
trying to get him to react to stroking and looking at women on TV,
so this wasn't all that much different. Besides, the gal across the
street was younger than us and at least in between our age and
Krystal's age.

I gripped his dick and held it. I
couldn't keep my amused and somewhat agitated curiosity out of my
voice, "You like her?" Why her?

He sighed as if relieved and flexed
his hips. His dick moved in my hand. "Yeah; she's
pretty."

I had a flash of him sneaking off to
do things with her while I was at work. I could not stop the
question, "Are you over there when I'm not around and—"

"No!" He sounded annoyed. But he
relaxed. "No; I just think she's pretty. And sexy."

The gal was wearing shorts and bending
over placing lawn decorations.

I stroked him with more confidence.
"Well… okay." I jacked his erection several times in silence while
he stared. I had never thought before that my Blake would be into
this kind of thing. It was all new to me, despite having led him
here myself. I squeezed my hand from the base of his erection to
the tip, then loosened my grip and slid it back down to the base. I
repeated this milking motion. "What do you like about
her?"

"She has beautiful legs and a nice
little ass."

I couldn't help myself. "Because mine
is so big?"

He coughed in annoyance. "You don't
have a big ass. I'm just saying what I like about her. You
asked."

Chastened, I tried to keep my
questions to myself. I jerked his cock while he moaned quietly,
eyes glued to the woman across the street.

I hoped he was enjoying what I was
doing for him. I hoped he felt good. I hoped he would be
pleased.

That's when I realized I was
dizzy.

I was panting, feverish, and
trembling. The ache between my legs was deep and needy.

I'm enjoying
this!

I almost laughed with relief and
wonder.

The gal was up on a step-ladder now,
trying to do something on the pillar of her porch. Her feet were
spread for support and I could tell my husband was looking right at
the gap between her inner thighs.

I asked him, "Does she look
good?"

"Yes…"

Unfortunately, my leading question
didn't get him talking, only answering. I wanted to hear his
thoughts; not try to guess at them.

Suddenly, the gal was spinning off the
ladder and stumbling down onto the lawn. I stopped. Blake jerked.
The woman landed on her butt, legs splayed in our
direction.

I gasped. "Is she hurt?"

He muttered, "It was just a
step-ladder. What was that? A two-foot fall?"

"Maybe she hurt herself." I was
leaning into the window, trying to see closer.

Blake moved his hips. His cock slid in
my hand. "Great pose."

I coughed in outrage. "What if she's
hurt?"

"She's not hurt."

"How do you know?"

"Because she's laughing.
Look."

The gal was head down, face in her
hand, shoulders jerking.

"Maybe she's crying."

"She'd be wiping her eyes."

It was true; the gal was covering her
face, not swiping her eyes. Finally, the woman dropped her hand,
grinned, and shook her head. She heaved a sigh and looked over at
our house.

Knowing she couldn't see us except
from the chest up, I kept stroking my husband. I said, "Maybe you
should go over and help her." It was a practical suggestion, but a
second later I didn't want him to do any such thing. He might…
flirt. I didn't want him flirting. Except… with Krystal. Now
that would be more than acceptable.

He made a dismissive noise. "She
doesn't need my help."

Either my husband was dense or he was
only interested in the manual titillation I was giving while he
looked at her. I was fine with that and I seriously doubted Blake
was dense. He was a quiet man, not empty-headed.

That meant he wasn't interested in
doing anything other than standing here getting stroked while
looking at someone he thought was sexy.

I was all for that.

Especially since it could… lead to
things with Krystal.

I stroked him faster.

The woman had fiddled with something
while sitting there. It looked like a piece of paper - an
instruction sheet for something. Her legs were still spread out,
bent at the knees, crotch barely covered by a strip of her jeans
shorts.

I asked, "Do you want to fuck
her?"

He groaned loudly, pumping his
hips.

I jacked him fast and hard, knowing he
was close. "Do it, Blake. Fuck her. Pound her pussy."

He grunted with effort. "Oh…
yeah…"

"Are you imagining fucking
her?"

"Yesss."

"Does she feel good?"

He groaned again and grabbed my wrist,
freezing it in place. He thrust, driving his erection through my
fingers. "Oh yeah. I want to fuck her deep…"

I stood on my tiptoes and whispered in
his ear, "Fuck her hard and long."

His eyes squinted shut and he rammed
his hips forward. The head of his cock swelled and erupted. Cum
flew out, squirting in long streams. I heard it - the force of the
streams hitting the wood beneath the window panes was very
audible.

I blinked in awe at the amount of cum.
Normally, he dribbled cumming so soon after his last orgasm. But
the previous night seemed to be no impediment. His orgasm was a
strong one and caused an insatiable longing deep inside
me.

Yes, I wanted more of this. Much
more.

More stroking. More teasing. More
insinuation. More implications.

My hand on his erection was a sexy
gauge. I wanted more of that connection. I wanted to know what
drove the deepest, most secret parts of him. I loved the feel of
his cock. I loved the man's body and soul. I wanted
more.

I wanted to know who turned him on.
What did he like? What did he want? What excited him? What made him
cum? His cock could tell me better than his words.

Yes, I wanted more.




CHAPTER 5

 


It was a drizzly Wednesday, chilly and
dreary, when we walked into Diane's and saw Krystal for the second
time.

We were in for a surprise and a
treat.

The young girl seated us after we
pointed to where we wanted to sit.

Blake muttered, "Where's
Ramona?"

Krystal's face crumpled. She answered,
hopes dashed, "She's on her break."

I wanted to kick my husband until his
shin broke.

He chuckled, amused at his own
thoughts. "She finally gets to sit down? Amazing."

"Coffee?" Krystal held the pot
awkwardly. It wobbled in her thin hand.

I wanted to reach out and steady
it.

Blake pushed his cup an inch towards
her – no more.

She tilted the pot and poured,
sloshing coffee as she filled.

Not as deft as Ramona.

We gave her our toast order. I watched
Blake carefully and tried to smile at the girl. I think my attempts
came out as grimaces because Krystal tightened her lower lip
whenever she looked at me – as if expecting to hear me
disapprove.

What had caused her to be so timid in
life? An abusive boyfriend? A broken family?

I noted with a flash of satisfaction
that Blake took at least one full second to check out our new
waitress.

At least.

At the most.

It was victory, but it was also
disappointing – like a sneeze that started and wouldn't finish
building. Like a teasing orgasm that hovered just out of
reach.

All he could spare was one
second?

But at least he had done
it.

You spend much more time looking at
Ramona. But I kept my thoughts silent: no reason to antagonize
him. If he had looked at Krystal for a second, maybe he would learn
to look at her more.

I wanted my husband's eyes glued to
her.

My nipples hardened and I shifted in
my chair.

Blake muttered, "Maybe you always pick
the hardest chair."

Do you have to notice stupid little
things like this and not Krystal walking away from us? I
coughed in exasperation and grated, "I'm fine." The emphasis on
"fine" shut him up.

I tried changing the subject. "How
have sales been this week?"

"Stellar. That Facebook ad really
poured gas on my sales."

I smiled smugly. "That was my idea." I
wasn't trying to gloat; I just wanted to be included in his
success.

"I know that; I never said it was a
bad idea."

I licked my lips to keep from saying
something sarcastic. When I thought one direction, he thought the
other. I watched Krystal at the counter. "She's cute, isn't
she?"

He didn't answer.

I looked at him, expecting him to be
lost in thought while staring into his coffee cup. Instead, he was
looking at Krystal, head tilted to the side, and his lips pursed in
thought.

Oh come on, Blake. She's
hot.

He finally groaned a grudging
acceptance. "Yeah… I guess she's cute. In a way."

I could not stop my eyeroll. In fact,
I rolled my eyes so hard I saw my brain. If she was brunette,
you'd be jerking my hand over and demanding I stroke your cock.
The thought made me wet.

He was watching her.

I shifted over towards him and placed
my hand on his thigh. I looked around, swallowed my fear, and slid
my hand towards his—

"What are you doing?" My husband's
voice was loud enough to floor me.

I jerked my hand away, feeling the
heat rush into my ears and my throat go dry. I grabbed my coffee
cup.

He sighed and looked at me as if I was
crazy.

Oh please just act normal. I
looked away. Last time I try that one in a public place. God,
how embarrassing.

Thankfully, he picked up his coffee
cup and sipped.

I had really wanted to feel him – to
have him in my hand as he looked at her so I could read his
emotions through his dick. It was not to be.

Krystal came with our toast and placed
down the two plates very carefully.

I thought of the flying toast trick
from Monday and suppressed a smile.

She turned the plate in front of Blake
slightly. Then she reached into her apron pocket and withdrew the
packaged jellies. She placed them in a line at the top of his
plate.

Blake began to reach for
one.

She darted her hands back in,
arranging them neater.

My husband sighed, then reached for
one again.

Krystal apparently wasn't satisfied
with how she had placed the jellies and again interrupted his reach
by fiddling with the placements. She said, "Sorry…"

Blake cleared his throat, then reached
again, faster this time as if to snatch one.

Krystal's eyes got big and her hands
dashed in before his to twist one of the jellies around because…
the description was upside down to my husband's point of
view.

Their hands collided.

He coughed.

She squawked. "Oh! Sorry." She twisted
the jelly packet around.

Blake snatched up his napkin and began
swatting it at Krystal's fingers. "Stop it." He chased her hand
away.

She looked crushed.
"Sorry!"

He grunted deeply and snatched up a
jelly.

She exclaimed, "Oh!" Reaching into her
other apron pocket, she extracted a napkin wrapped jelly spoon that
Ramona eschewed. The tall girl tried to sneak in the package
underneath my husband's wrist. They collided again. The jelly spoon
went spinning.

I was staring, horrified.

Blake's eyebrows knotted.

Uh oh. I wanted to intervene,
but I didn't know how.

Krystal tried pushing the spoon back
into place next to his regular serving but ended up knocking my
husband's hand holding the jelly container. It went
flying.

Blake's voice erupted. "Ack! Enough."
I could tell he was amused in a frustrated way.

Krystal could not discern my husband's
mood. She backed up, eyes watering, and ducked her head. She
frantically wiped her hands on the apron and hurried
away.

My heart cringed in sympathy. Wanting
nothing more than to run and hold her in a hug, I said
absentmindedly to my husband, "Did you have to be so
harsh?"

He coughed and said loud enough for
half the restaurant to hear, "I didn't come for battle in the Great
Jelly War." He leaned over and picked up the jelly container from
the floor.

I said, "Don't eat that; it's been on
the floor."

He showed me. "It's still sealed. The
jelly inside is fine."

"You hurt her feelings."

"I didn't mean to."

But you did. "She's trying,
Blake."

"Too hard."

I sighed. Give her a break.
"You should tip her good."

"Whatever for? To reinforce that her
sloppy service is acceptable?"

I rubbed my forehead. No, to
apologize for being so rough on her. I groaned in
exasperation.

He dropped jelly on his toast and
spread it with one motion. Then he bit into the slice with a loud
crunch.

It seemed loud, anyway. No one was
looking.

This was going horribly. What if the
girl quit? What if she broke down in tears and never served us
again? What if she was afraid of the one man who could bring her
such fulfillment of her femininity?

I wanted to repair the morning. I
wanted to reset it all and start over. I wanted… I said, "Maybe you
should talk to her."

"Huh?"

What is so difficult to understand
about my suggestion? Was I speaking Egyptian? Did I need to use
sign language? "You hurt her feelings; she was in tears. Maybe…
Maybe you could say something to her. Talk to her. Make her feel
better. Make her see you aren't an ogre."

He crossed his eyes at me and growled
deep in his throat. "Grr."

I covered my eyes and rubbed. Now
you want to kid around… "I'm serious."

He wasn't listening; he was staring
off out the window.

I sighed.

He said, "Maybe."

"What?"

He looked at me, eyebrows furrowed.
"Maybe I'll say something to her."

He had in fact been listening after
all. I felt such an enormous wash of relief that I sagged in my
chair. It was as if his agreement had taken every last ounce of
energy out of me. I bit into my toast just to try recovering some
vitality.

He was watching her, but it was a
critical look.

What was he thinking? His expression
was like he was considering what a particular length of brass could
be used for in his crafting. Was he thinking nice thoughts about
her?

I hoped he wasn't going to chew her
out. Alarmed at the prospect, I said, "You aren't going to be mean
to her, are you?"

The corner of his lips quirked to the
side in dry distress. "Yeah, I was going to yell and throw things."
He shook his head.

"What?"

"Sometimes you come up with the
strangest things." He lifted his coffee cup at Krystal when she
glanced around.

I fixed the top button of my blouse:
it was sitting there being quite unruly. I watched the girl
approach with timid step.

She stood a tiny bit farther from the
table as if not to intrude and upset my husband.

He nudged his coffee cup. "I'll have
another cup, please."

Startled, Krystal tipped the pot, then
lunged forward when she realized she was going to miss the cup.
Coffee went into the cup but splashed the table.

Blake shielded his widened eyes and
tilted head with his arms as if he was Kirk on the bridge of the
Enterprise and watching a bright explosion on the
viewscreen.

What an ass. I
fumed.

Krystal choked.

I kicked my husband.

"Ow." He scowled at me and then turned
to Krystal too late: she had already turned away.

I slapped my hand to my forehead. This
morning was an utter disaster. I hissed with dire warning, "You
better talk to her." Make it right. I made a sudden decision
to use the restroom. I didn't give my husband a chance to query me
or interrupt. I launched out of my chair onto unsteady
legs.

I felt giddy at what I was doing, but
I was older than Krystal. Why did I feel like a little schoolgirl
at this very moment? I approached the counter and waited until
Krystal had finished wiping her eyes.

I knew that my husband talking to her
would make the girl feel awkward – socially so considering he was
married. I was going to head that collision off at the pass. I
motioned to the girl.

Dread filled her eyes.

I waved her over to me and glanced
over at my husband.

He was sitting, scowling, and
squinting at us.

Let him stew.

She licked her lips and looked down.
"Yes? Is there something—"

I used all the charm I had. I smiled,
lowered my chin, and said smoothly, "My husband is going to say
something to you later. He was joking around over there and he'll
probably say he's sorry."

She gulped audibly.

I patted her hand on the counter.
"He's a softie, really. Just," I thought fast, "look him in the
eyes is all. He's really very nice and you seem so
sweet."

Her fingers were cold and smooth. I
wanted nothing more than to grip her hand, haul her over to my
husband, and place her young fingers on his shaft.

I closed my eyes briefly in a sudden
surge of pulse and respiration. My chest fluttered and my head felt
dizzy. "Excuse me…" I stumbled to the restrooms.

It was just about that time, too.
Enough to drink two cups and eat toast, we would now be leaving so
he could get me back home and I could drive to work. He would be
getting up to pay the ticket.

He would say something to
her.

I leaned against the sink in the
bathroom, wanting nothing more than to reach down my slacks and
touch myself. Except I was totally unwilling to do so in a
restroom.

Nonetheless, my pussy squeezed and
clenched beyond any control of my own. I wanted him to smile at
her. I wanted them to talk. I hoped they enjoyed whatever he said.
I hoped… I hoped he got her number.

I found myself shaking with need and
desire.

When I composed myself and left the
restroom, he was waiting for me at the door. I whispered to him,
"Are you going to say something to her?"

He said with indifference, "Already
did," and walked away.

I stood there,
open-mouthed.




CHAPTER 6

 


I hurried after him.
"Wait."

He looked over his shoulder, not
stopping.

In the truck, I huffed and buckled my
seat belt. "What did you say to her?"

He studied me for a second. "I told
her to stick with it and that she seemed nice."

I glared at him, stunned. "That's
all?"

A troubled look crossed his face.
"Yeah…?"

My shoulders dropped. "You gave her
advice on work?"

He could not hold back his
exasperation. "What exactly did you want me to say?"

I looked out the window at the gray
landscape and drizzle. Do I have to do everything
myself?

He said, "I was nice to her. What else
was I supposed to do?"

Get her number. I shook my
head. How in hell could my husband have ever made it with a
girl? Had he forgotten how he charmed me?

He grumbled, "Next time I'll give her
dirty looks and—"

Before he could rant on about it all,
I turned to him and said sweetly, "You could have shown her how
nice you can be."

His eyebrow twitched. He relented, "I
suppose…"

Despairing of him ever progressing and
developing a relationship with Krystal, I resolved that I would
have to make it happen myself. I swear, if he was naked and she
was lying ready, he would suddenly forget how to fuck. I fumed
quietly, imagining that I would have to push on his butt to get him
to thrust in her.

I got warm and wet just thinking about
it.

He would act all uncertain and
questioning. I snorted and had to wipe at my nose. But the
feeling of amusement evaporated. What if Krystal gave up working
there? What if they never had occasion to speak again? What if
Ramona returned and made sure she was our waitress from here on
out?

I had to make contact with Krystal. I
had to make a connection and I knew it. If not, Blake was more
likely to talk to Ramona or the young married woman across the
street.

They were… nice, but I… wanted him to
connect with a blonde like Krystal. Someone young, sweet, and
cute.

I closed my eyes in the truck, trying
to be still, silent, and thoughtful.

But I was a wreck the entire day. The
what-if scenarios all looked bad and worse. Even if I made the
effort to connect with Krystal, what if the girl hated older men?
Would she even guess at what she was missing? What if she had a
boyfriend? Or worse, a fiancé?

Or…

Or a girlfriend.

It was all too common
today.

Girls tried to feminize the guys into
girls and then wondered why there weren't any real men
around.

Well, duh.

Processing payments at City Hall went
a little slower for me. I could not wait until the morning.
Should I head to Diane's after work? But surely Krystal only
worked the mornings. Time, though seeming to fly as fast as a jet
now, dragged beyond my ability for patience. Hours drained slowly
away and I knew that an hour would come when Krystal no longer
worked at Diane's.

When would that hour
arrive?

I had admitted defeat already by
Thursday morning. Krystal would've quit over her performance with
Blake, we would never see her again, and all future girls at
Diane's – if any – would be bitchy brunette lesbians.

A sick feeling churned in my gut when
I walked in behind Blake and saw Krystal behind the
counter.

Once again, Ramona was not in
sight.

Delirious with dizziness, I asked the
girl as she seated us, "Ramona is on break?"

Sounding disappointed and defeated by
my question, Krystal answered quietly, "Yes, every morning now at
eight-fifteen."

My heart skipped a beat and a heat
rose up my neck. Perhaps a little too forced, I said, "That's good.
We like you as our waitress."

Maybe it was too forced. Maybe not. It
made Krystal look at me thoughtfully and ignore Blake's
indifference.

I gave her a warm smile: I felt it
inside. And I resolved that this day – Thursday – would not pass
without definite progress. I knew if I left things to my
husband…

I knew he'd flub, fumble, and fuck it
all up – putting it nicely.

No, I couldn't just leave this to him
and hope for the best. I had to do this myself. For myself.
Or…

Or it would never happen.

I knew that.

As sexy and wonderful as my husband
was, he simply would never act on any of it. He would be happy
being jacked over it, but that was it.

And Krystal would move on and never
know the joy and wonder of what she had missed.

It was now or never.

And it was all up to me.

I hung back after Blake paid the bill.
The encounter with Krystal as our waitress this partly-cloudy
Thursday was subdued to the point that it screamed for me to
act.

So I did.

She looked at me and glanced at my
husband as he paused at the door and looked back at me.

I waved him on and turned to the
waitress. "Krystal… Krystal, right?"

She nodded.

I said, "I'm Jody, and that's my
husband, Blake."

The girl's mouth faltered a smile.
"Did I… do okay…?"

I poured warmth into my words. "You
did fine."

"Oh…" Her lips parted in a smile so
sweet. The movement lit up her eyes and they sparkled brown and
bright.

"I hope you don't think I'm being
forward, but… do you have social media? Like Facebook?"

She nodded. "Mm hmm?"

"I'm Jody Moore there. Would you mind
if my husband and I friended you? Followed you, so to speak? We
really hope you work out here."

Krystal blinked. Then blinked again,
open-mouthed. Then that smile returned. "Oh! Sure. I'm Krystal.
Krystal Lewis."

I pushed our ticket at her and picked
up a pen from the counter. "Write it for me? For the
spelling?"

Pleased to be asked something not
related to the restaurant, she happily jotted down her name in a
flowing print-script.

Expressive, but subdued. Somehow small
and cheery at the same time.

I carefully folded the paper and
placed it in my purse.

She said, "You'd really want to friend
me?"

Not really as a practice, but for
all of this, most definitely. I firmed my smile with certainty
and said, "Yes." Joy lit my steps and exhilaration made my heart
hammer in my chest.

I walked out of Diane's with a purpose
and a goal that was not going to be stopped.




CHAPTER 7

 


She accepted my friend's request the
same day, late in the evening.

I had fretted up until
then.

Jubilation had me smiling from ear to
ear – it almost hurt. We're in!

Then dread decided to drop in for a
visit. Would Krystal be weird? Dumb? Strange? People exposed all
sorts of oddities on Facebook.

A perusal of her page offered nothing
but relief. She had bird videos and nature posts. A couple of
friends wishing her a happy eighteenth birthday just the month
before.

No pictures of her family.

Are they dead?

"What are you doing?" Blake's question
was only marginally curious.

"Looking through Krystal's Facebook
page."

"Something wrong? She a druggie or
something?"

"No… There isn't any… family posts. Or
pictures…" I scanned faster. I noted with a breath of relief and
wonder, "No boyfriend, either…"

Blake shifted on his feet.

I sat supremely confident and in
control in my computer chair.

He asked, "No family? What about her
friends list?"

"I looked…"

"No Lewis names there?"

I checked the list, typing in her last
name. The list evaporated. "Nothing."

"Odd."

"You think so?" I felt it, but wanted
to hear his confirmation.

Somewhat annoyed, he mistook my
question for doubt. "Yeah, like people usually friend their mothers
or fathers. Right?"

I was nodding though, interested and
excited. "That's what I was thinking. I just wanted to hear your
thoughts."

He was taken aback. "Oh."

Sometimes we knew each other so well
we could finish each other's sentences. Sometimes he failed to read
my moods as if we had never spoken before in our lives.

Men.

I had a thought.

My husband was alerted. "Cramps? Pain?
Do you have a headache?"

What? I had an idea, not
cramps! I wanted to exclaim in outrage, but ended up snorting
and laughing.

Blake murmured, "What's so
funny?"

"I was thinking about
Easter."

He faked a laugh. "Oh, of course.
Easter is so funny. Ha. Ha. Ha."

I rubbed my forehead. I moaned,
"Blake…"

"What?"

I straightened. "What if we have
Krystal come visit for Easter?"

"Visit? My brother and—"

"To help?"

His head tilted. A moment later he
said, "You don't think she'd have plans—"

"With who?"

He threw up his hands. "Well,
whatever."

I opened messenger and
typed.

It was perhaps the most important spur
of the moment thing I had ever done in my life.

Her green light popped on and she
answered the private message.

I wouldn't finish chatting with her
until an hour later.

I stretched and went to the bedroom.
My husband was reclining in bed, laptop on his waist. He was
scratching at his chin stubble as if he could scrape it off. I
asked, "Busy?"

His eyes snapped to me. "Naw, just
looking at craft designs." He shut his laptop. "Finish talking to
her?"

"Yep." I cleaned up in the bathroom
for bed.

Blake waited patiently – going back to
scanning designs.

I came out feeling refreshed and
frisky. I slid into the sheets and reached down to his substantial
package.

His eyebrows quirked.

I said, "She's coming over to help
decorate eggs Saturday and also to hide them Sunday
morning."

He gave me a strange look. "She had no
plans? Just drop everything and help a stranger?"

I grinned. And gripped his dick. I
gave it a loving squeeze. "She has a big family."

He coughed. "How—"

"And they all hate her."

He frowned. "What?"

I began massaging his dick. "She is
the youngest of five – by several years. Her father gave all the
family's wealth to the older four. He considers her an accident.
Her brothers and sister don't like her – they think she is
politically toxic."

"Toxic? Is she a weirdo?"

"No, she just doesn't care about it
all. They think she's stupid."

"Sounds pretty smart to
me."

"I know, right? Anyway, she is
excluded from the family – even by her mother – so she has nothing
to do for Easter. She thought decorating eggs and watching Tyler
hunt for them the next morning sounded like fun."

He looked amused. "Well, that sounds…
interesting."

I scooted down and prepared to kiss
his hardening shaft. "Doesn't it?"

"And all this from friending her on
Facebook after having her serve us twice at Diane's?"

I grinned wide with a touch of smug.
"Yep." I flicked my tongue out and licked at the rim of his
helmet.

He flinched, excited.
"That's…"

"You'd be amazed at what can happen if
you just try." It had been his slogan for opening his craft
business.

That it was being fed back to him
produced a satisfying look of acceptance and pleasure. He
nodded.

I put my mouth over the large head of
his dick. Sometimes it was just too big for me. Even for my mouth.
I sucked it in, licking the helmet slowly.

He closed his eyes.

I said, "Krystal has such a pretty
mouth." I went down on him, as deep as I could.

Blake groaned and lifted his
hips.

Early success! This was going
good. Getting him worked up so fast had me in very good spirits and
it made me want to push it as far as it would go. I whispered, "You
know what sounds hot right now?"

"Hmm?"

"Her mouth sucking on you." I sucked
him in again and felt his shaft swell until my jaw began to hurt. I
jacked the base of his dick and sucked on the head. "Don't you
think that would feel great?"

He moaned breathlessly. "Oh…
Jody…"

"No, imagine her mouth on you right
now." I sucked and blew him, lifting and lowering my mouth on his
hard shaft. I hoped he was picturing her in his mind's
eye.

He pushed me off.

I was at a loss for all of a second as
he moved up and pulled me over him. I knew what he was doing:
placing me on his chest so he could lick me while I sucked
him.

I liked this, but sometimes I
preferred seeing his face and expressions. At this time –
especially at this time – I wanted to see how he reacted to my
promptings about Krystal. Instead, I felt his tongue tease my
clit.

My body shuddered from the delicious
shivers that ran my length. Tension twisted inside until I was
sucking him like a whore. His tongue tortured my clit and made me
squirm with need.

Often, he would do this to prepare me
for making love. I… wanted that, but not this time. Sometimes it
hurt. Sometimes I wanted it right after a sixty-nine like this. But
this time, I wanted to see him cum while I sucked him.

I moved with only a small amount of
regret and repositioned so I could see his face. He let me go and
his saliva cooled on my clit in the most maddening way. My nipples
ached and rubbing them on his hairy leg kept the zaps of electric
tingles zipping through me. I asked him, "Would you like to feel
her mouth on your cock?"

He closed his eyes and lifted his
hips.

"Her young little mouth?"

He called out slowly, straining as he
lifted. His shaft swelled dramatically and I knew it was
time.

"Cum in her mouth, Blake…"

Suddenly, he was shooting while I was
talking. Instead of covering his cock with my mouth, I just let him
go. Spurts arched out and provided the proof I wanted that he was
excited by the prospect.

If I could only make it
happen.

Getting Krystal to come over had
seemed a monumental success. But was it anything compared to seeing
her suck my husband?

Would I be able to arrange
that?

Just by trying?




CHAPTER 8

 


Krystal got better as a waitress in
the week leading up to Easter. Shy at first on that following
Monday, she had loosened up over the week and gradually smiled and
enjoyed us by Thursday.

Diane's was closed for the weekend for
Easter and that suited our purpose beautifully.

I think Blake was
uncertain.

He asked me Saturday before Krystal
arrived, "Why Krystal? Or," he appeared to rethink his words, "why
blondes? What's wrong with brunettes like the wife across the
street?"

"Krystal isn't going to have a husband
chasing you down and murdering you with a shotgun. I don't have a
desire to be a widow. Besides, Krystal is cute."

"But so young."

"I… remember when I was in first
grade. We were fresh out of Kindergarten and able to play in the
big kids' playground. We were all together and this fat girl comes
up and glares at all of us. Sizes us all up. She picked Andrea –
the prettiest and happiest of us. Blonde. The fat girl pushed her
down into the dirt. Andrea was half her size. She just sat there
and cried quietly. She didn't bawl or holler or run to tattle to
the yard monitor. She just… sat there and cried. Why did the older
girl do that to her? Because she was the prettiest? Because she was
blonde? Because she was the smallest?"

"Sad…"

"That's what I mean, Blake. It was so
sad. She didn't deserve it. She didn't ask for it. She had never
said a word to this girl. It was the first time we had ever seen
her. It still makes me want to rip the hair out of that fat girl's
head, even today. Maybe… I prefer blondes because it was all so
unfair. Someone so happy and smiling all the time so utterly
crushed by some bitchy brat. I…" I trailed off, quaking today as if
it hadn't been over thirty years since the event.

He touched my shoulder. "I
understand."

I knew he meant it.

I looked down, sure of his sincerity
but doubting my own. I had told him the truth of the episode, but
was it really the cause of all my blonde sympathy? I felt like it
was. But even more, was it the reason behind my wanting to see my
husband on top of a young blonde gal and giving her the pleasure I
knew he could give? Was my first grade episode the cause of all
this?

"Krystal's here." He motioned for the
front of the house and broke me from my reverie.

I wondered briefly why he didn't go
answer the door and make a good impression, but didn't ask. Maybe
it was better I opened it. I was the one who had friended her. I
was the one who had chatted with her. She was more my friend than
his.

Even if I wanted to relish the sight
of his dick sliding into her little pussy.

I stumbled at the front door at the
vision in my head.

I wanted it so bad I could taste
it.

It constricted my chest like a band of
steel.

If I had any control in it all, I
would have it. I would do everything possible to make it
happen.

Would Krystal allow it? Go
along?

I opened the door and the girl stood
there looking cautiously happy and hopeful.

I wanted to cry with joy and hug her.
As it was, my arms spread open and I stepped back with a smile so
big it hurt. "Come in."

Her step hitched and her eyes saw my
arms. There was the hint of a move to embrace me, but she checked
herself and just came inside instead. A brie flicker of uncertainty
was there about the hug and then gone.

No matter.

I scowled out at the street after she
passed, looking for any bully-girls who might want to push her down
and make her cry. This time, after all this time, I would do
something to stop it.

But there weren't any bully girls out
on the street.

Krystal murmured, "This is such a nice
little place."

"Little?" I didn't understand. We had
a large house.

Her eyes widened. "Oh, sorry. I mean,
it isn't really little. I grew up in a house… I'm sorry. It's not
little."

It dawned on me: the Lewis Family was
wealthy. Likely, this was the size of the guest house to
them.

But Krystal wasn't hiding anything.
She said with a flush of shame, "My apartment is smaller than your
living room."

I pretended that I was Blake and said
something meant to be witty, but rather wise and flat: "Apartments
are supposed to be small."

I didn't get the laugh my husband did.
How he did it; I don't know. I showed her into the
kitchen.

Blake was absent. And stayed that
way.

It was while we were applying glitter
to a line of glue on some of the eggs that he popped his head into
the kitchen. "You gals painting the Mona Lisa on those
eggs?"

We had been chattering like
schoolgirls. I had learned a lot about her father – very little
about her mother. Krystal seemed intent on avoiding that
topic.

She didn't cower from my husband. She…
smiled at him.

And made me wet.

I wanted… so much more.

Blake came and squatted next to us as
we sat on the floor surrounded by eggs. I noticed he neither leaned
closer to me nor to her: he was equidistant.

Impartial.

Uncommitted.

I was fine with that and felt better
for it when he left the kitchen after inspecting eggs. I knew he
loved me; he didn't need to demonstrate that to Krystal and make
her feel the odd wheel.

It wasn't the best gesture I thought
he could make, but I was pretty certain that if he had tackled and
kissed Krystal that she might not have understood the abrupt
advance.

All would be well.

Or would it?

My thoughts drifted to tomorrow. How
was I going to get Krystal to soften up around my husband? Pushing
into totally unknown territory, I blindly lashed out with a
suggestion. "Tomorrow…"

"Hmm?" There was something so
Blake-like about her hummed query.

I knew they would be… a good
fit.

I said, "His brother Alfred is married
to a gal…" I stumbled to a stop as if uncomfortable. In truth, I
wasn't sure how to present this to her being that we were such
newish friends. "Her name is Tiza."

"Pretty name."

I lowered my chin in confidence. "On a
not-so-pretty personality."

She looked down. "Oh."

"The woman is… not very nice. She's
always looking to make my husband feel inferior to his brother. To
make him uncomfortable. To make me uncomfortable."

"She sounds like my
sister."

I laughed. "Maybe. Maybe
worse."

Her eyes got large and she said with
youthful certainty, "I don't think anyone can be worse than my
sister."

"Maybe not. But let's just assume she
is as bad, at the very least."

"Okay…"

"Blake is going to need a lot of
support. He loves his brother, but Tiza…"

"What do you want me to
do?"

I shook my head as if to imply nothing
was required. "Just… be there for him. He'll appreciate it if you
stay close to him. Talk to him. He's really a very nice
man—"

"Oh, I know. He really is."

I smiled to show I wasn't upset over
the admission. "I am so glad you see that, Krystal. Believe
me."

"So… just be nice?"

I leaned close and lowered my chin
again. I blinked at her through my eyelashes. "You know what I've
found?"

Her eyes were round with
question.

I said, "Little touches go a long way
towards calming him." I demonstrated by gently gripping her
forearm. "The more often, the better."

"Touches? He'll let me touch
him?"

No, I will let you touch him. And I
will love it. "He will. He might be surprised at first, but
touching him would be like petting a horse. Eventually, they calm
down and are peaceful."

She didn't appear familiar with
horses.

I said, "Petting a bird can be the
same way—"

Her head and eyebrows lifted in
recognition. A delightful little parting of her lips in a smile
sent tingles up my back.

I tested the waters immediately,
half-dreading the answer I might get. "Blake isn't… icky, is
he?"

Her eyes popped open in shock. "No!"
Her eyes dropped. "I mean… I… No, he's not icky." She ended with a
laugh of disbelief.

I sort of looked at her from the side.
"So he's not icky?"

She blinked firmly. "Definitely not."
She blushed. "I hope you don't mind me—"

I touched her. "I don't mind at all.
I'm curious. Tell me."

She looked towards the doorway where
he had appeared, then back to me. "He… isn't like… guys I
know."

I asked honestly, "Is that
bad?"

She giggled. "No, not at all. I mean,
he's nothing like the guys I know in a good way. He's
so…"

I waited.

She was at a loss.

I prompted her "He's so…?"

She stretched her lower lip in a
stress expression. "He's so masculine."

"And that's good?"

She blushed deep and nodded.
"Sorry."

I touched her again. "Don't apologize.
Honesty should never require an apology."

"I don't mean to offend
you."

I straightened and firmed my lips.
"You know, Krystal…"

She blanched.

I said, "I think we spend too much
time apologizing for potential offenses when there are none. Just
say what you mean. If the other person can't take it and gets all
triggered, then that's their problem; not yours."

She blew out a breath and rolled her
eyes. "I wish a lot more people thought that way."

I was gazing at her with my heart
pounding away in my chest. I want you to touch him. I want your
hands on him. I want your lips on him. I want your naked body on
him. I want you under him. I swallowed convulsively.

She asked meekly, "Are you
okay?"

I blinked. "Yes. Why?"

"You look sick."

I coughed. I cleared my throat. I
snorted. I sniffed. Finally, I laughed. "No, I'm not sick; I was
just thinking about our conversation."

She nodded with all the acceptance of
youth – full of trust and earnest sincerity.

I wanted to reach out and stroke her
hair. I wanted to trail my fingers along her temples. I wanted to
trace her nose and lips with my fingers. I wanted to guide her head
down onto my husband's dick.

I had to find a way to make it
happen.




CHAPTER 9

 


Tiza glared at me from behind my
brother-in-law. Her arm was protectively placed around little
Tyler's shoulders.

The brunette visage was screwed up in
distaste and revulsion. Her pinched nose looked right at home
amidst the loathing and contempt roosting in the lines on Tiza's
face. The woman's eyes flicked next to me to Krystal.

I sighed inwardly. What a great
start to Sunday. "Come on in."

Krystal stayed silent.

God, she's perfect. I was
definitely thankful Krystal had whatever upbringing she had to
arrive at this personality. I avoided Tiza and allowed Alfred to
embrace me. Tiza's scowl deepened into rage.

As if it was my doing.

Personally, I enjoyed seeing the
woman's deepening scowls of hatred: her anger portrayed her
jealousy to perfection.

Let the bitch stew.

Alfred looked quizzically at
Krystal.

I said, "This is our friend, Krystal.
She's here to help."

Tiza coughed in revulsion.

Swelling inside me was the deep joy in
seeing her own husband ignore her petulant noises.

And then everything made a sudden,
irrevocable sense and I wondered how I had never seen it
before.

Blake came into the entry and
play-slugged his brother's arm with a soft tap. He patted the back
of Tyler's head.

And he practically ignored Tiza's
instant shift from scowl to fawning hope.

So she has a thing for Blake. How had
I not seen this before? Was it because I had only really become
aware of possibilities fairly recently? Desiring to see my husband
press his body onto a blonde had awakened within me the vision to
see it?

Tiza's bright and yearning smile was
only too obvious.

Blake's mouth twisted in barely
constrained distaste, but I saw it. I knew him.

I looked at Alfred.

His engaged smile didn't seem out of
place, but the position of his head…

Did he know? Did he know his wife had
a thing for my husband?

Strange.

Kinky.

But, not for me.

Oh, if you only knew, Tiza, you
bitch. I felt sublime as I regarded her and took in Krystal's
perfect form. I would much rather see the girl's young legs wrapped
around my husband's waist than Tiza's bitchy visage sneering at me
from under him.

The very thought caused a wave of
disgust within me. I stumbled as my stomach heaved one way, then
the other.

No, that was never going to happen.
And by the look on Blake's face, I had nothing to worry
about.

My goal was to let Blake and Krystal
spend as much time alone together, even if other people were around
– which is what I accomplished by staying back, pretending to have
things to do in the kitchen or elsewhere, and always appearing
smiling and supportive.

Until Tiza.

The woman must've seen something of
what was going on.

It was with squinted, gloating eyes
over a passive-aggressive face that the bitch cornered me in the
kitchen. Her voice was calm and not at all deceptively. She wasn't
trying to hide her sarcasm: she was relishing it. "You don't even
know what's going on with your own husband."

I could've blown her away by admitting
what was really happening, but… You know? It just wasn't any of
this bitch's business. I crossed my arms, sighed patiently, and
gave her a very slack look. "You know, Tiza, my husband and I were
laughing about you just last night."

The woman's eyes gleamed with hatred.
Her nostrils flared very unattractively. She thrust her chest
outward and upward in what my husband and I joked as "The
Tit-Heave:" a physical manifestation of huffy-stuffy disapproval.
She thrust them up and down at me as if she were being poked in her
ass by an electric prod of arrogance.

How I hated this woman.

What the hell does Alfred see in
you? Poor Tyler. I shook my head at her.

Tiza ground her teeth together and
spoke, causing little spit bubbles to form at the corners of her
clenched mouth, "Blake is fucking that young girl; everyone can see
that. How does that feel, Jody?"

Great! But I had another, more
dire response ready. I slid one foot forward as if tracing a line
forward. I shifted my weight with it, leaning in close to the
woman. I placed a finger within heat distance of her neck. I said
in a pedantic whisper, "It… won't… be… you."

Her hand was a flash, swinging up
towards my face before my eyes could register.

But I had taken karate as a girl. I
remembered well. With a simple hand slap, I stopped her hand from
striking my cheek. I gripped her wrist just a few inches from my
face.

She fumed at me.

I said, "Get out of my kitchen," and
thrust her hand away.

For a brief second, she wound up for
another slap. But she thought better of it and twirled in a waft of
rage-stink and revulsion.

Men thought fights were about who
slugged the hardest. They would never realize that stopping the
physical with a defensive move as I had accomplished – after all
these years! – was a greater glory.

I had hurt Tiza worse than the hardest
punch: I had robbed her of her childish aggression.

With serene satisfaction, I floated
through the rest of their visit. Out back, Tyler was counting his
eggs while the others looked on.

To my joy, Krystal was holding Blake's
forearm as if they were a couple. The intensity of the tension that
wrenched my guts into knots left my knees wobbling.

What I wanted more than anything at
that very moment…

Yes.

What I wanted was to see Krystal take
my husband somewhere away from their eyes and push her young pussy
down on his cock. I wanted to watch her ride him like an insatiable
banshee until she drained him of every last drop of cum.

With that, I went inside to our
bedroom. I could hear her voice out there, talking about the egg
hunt and whatever else her pretty voice intoned. I closed my eyes
and slid my hands down my slacks to my clit. Hot and tense, I moved
my fingers until the aggravation was spread in a more pleasurable
way.

My husband wasn't a cheater. Other
than our little games during movies, he didn't even look. He was
the perfect gentleman husband who would never slip up and embarrass
me by gawking like a teenager at some woman's stupid
tits.

Nope, Blake was devoted.

That was great. It was wonderful. It
was also an impediment. How was I going to get my man to pursue my
interest in Krystal?

And how was I possibly going to get
the girl to return the pursuit? How was I going to get them
together?

Naked together?




CHAPTER 10

 


Krystal placed the plastic cups Tiza
had scattered around the house into the trash.

I asked without preparation, "Any
boyfriends?"

She blinked once, freezing.
"No…"

"Why not? You're so
pretty."

She blushed and hid a grin.
"Thanks…"

I waited.

She looked away. "The guys my age are
so weird. They remind me of my family."

"Was your father really that
bad?"

She looked at me with an intensity
that was brutal. "Yes. He excluded me from receiving anything
because he considered me an accident. He simply decided that I
don't count."

"That's awful."

"I know, right?"

"Do you avoid guys because of your
father?"

"No, not really. No. I mean, I don't
want to go out with some guy who reminds me of him. I want a guy
who cares. I want someone who listens and values who I
am."

"All the things your father didn't
give you."

"Right, I guess. I mean, like, I also
want a guy who isn't like the soy boys who think I'd be perfect if
I had a surprise for them."

I bent my head forward.
"Surprise?"

She blushed furiously.

I prompted her. "What? You can tell
me."

"It's… um…"

"Go on."

Krystal firmed her lips and her eyes
brightened as if her exuberance couldn't escape her mouth anymore
and instead was gushing out from under her eyelashes. "You know…
Gals who have guy parts."

I laughed abruptly. "That really is a
thing?" I had heard of it, but…

She nodded. "Most guys want a girl who
is really a guy."

I shook my head.

"The cute ones are always gay. Then
there are the bad boys with the scowls and pouts that some girls
get all thirsty for. But they're practically worse: into drugs;
beating women; mooching money…"

I laughed.

Krystal stared at me as if uncertain
at whom I was laughing.

I waved my fingers. "I'm not laughing
at you. I'm laughing at the sad state of romance."

She blurted, "Romance!" She shook her
head. "As if…"

"What do you think of
Blake?"

She gave me a hunted look and a
nervous one at that.

I calmed her. "I think he's the kind
of man you'd be looking for. He's honest, loves women, and isn't
politically weird."

She asked carefully, "He has no
triggers?"

I lifted my chin in thought. "Well,
the only time I've ever seen him shaking mad is when the lawn
contractor gave us ryegrass instead of Zoysia and claimed it was
what we ordered. He charged us the Zoysia price, too."

Krystal's expression was
vacant.

I cleared my throat. "Imagine ordering
the works on your large pizza and getting a small with three
pepperoni slices – and getting charged for the large with
everything on it."

Her eyes lit up in instant
understanding.

"Anyway, my Blake is a good
man."

Krystal looked away.

I said, "It's okay if you like him; I
wouldn't be jealous at all."

She looked back sharply. "No? That was
one of the first things Diane told me about waitressing: watch out
for the wives of married men."

I giggled low and friendly. "Some
women are very jealous and greedy. I'm… more of the… kind who
thinks life should be enjoyed."

She studied me.

I said, "I was hoping Blake would be
the kind of man you'd find agreeable. I think it would be great if
we were all friends."

Krystal's face broke into a ready
smile. She was so adorable.

I asked in a conspiratorial whisper,
"He isn't too… old for you, is he?"

Her eyes became large in shock. "Are
you kidding? I love older men!"

Daddy issues? Didn't get the
approval from your father, so you look to other older men? I
nodded to myself. "So… you wouldn't be all grossed out if he hugged
you?"

She burst out laughing and shook her
head with a vehemence that told me she had thought about it at the
very least. "Um, no!"

I gave her a look of joyful discovery.
"Well… I'll have to let him know…"

She blushed again. "That is… If… I
mean…"

I got within touching distance and
lifted my fingers to her cheek. Her skin was soft to the touch.
"Krystal, you're a gem. It would fill my heart with happiness to
know such a pretty young girl finds my husband
attractive."

She gulped, but her eyes darted to my
face and away, and back again. Then they partially closed as she
took a deep breath to the touch of my fingers.

I said, "I hope you like
waitressing?"

The spell was broken by my probing
question. She shook her head and her eyes cleared. "I hate it. But,
I mean, I like you guys. You're so nice."

"Then why work there?"

"Diane used to work for my father.
It's a favor to him so he doesn't have to give me any money. I
don't know…"

"So you get nothing from him but your
brothers and sister do?"

She shook her head slightly. "He pays
half my rent to get me out of his hair. My brothers and sister get
fifteen thousand each, every month. It isn't really
fair."

"No, it isn't. What would you rather
do than wait tables?" I dreaded the day she would suddenly no
longer be there. Gone.

"Practically anything."

With one arm crossed, I tapped my lips
with the fingers of my other hand. A thought… "Blake!"

Krystal jumped.

My heart raced with the implications.
"Blake!"

He came hurrying in, worry on his
features. "What's wrong?"

Krystal stared at both of us, deer
caught in the headlights.

I said, "How much time did you spend
packing your shipments this week?"

He scratched his neck in a clawing
gesture of aggravation. "Four and a half days. Got in three hours
of production the whole week."

"Sounds like you need someone to
handle packing and shipping."

He grunted.

Then he looked at both of
us.

His eyebrows lifted and he looked at
Krystal.

She paled under our scrutiny. She said
weakly, "What?"

I asked her, "Want an easier job?
Something more suited to your attention to detail?" I had in mind
her incessant arranging of jelly packets.

Open mouthed, she looked at us. "Well,
yes…"

Blake's face broke into a big grin. "I
might actually get some work done."

I had a vision of my husband bending
Krystal over the production table and forcing his cock into her
thin body. I swayed on my feet in a rush of heat and desire. I
hope not, dear.

Blake said to her, "Are you interested
in learning office skills? Shipping and handling?"

She spoke slowly, "I don't know
anything about—"

"Are you willing to learn?"

"Sure, if I'm shown."

Blake nodded quietly. "I can show
you."

Yes, show her. Show her everything.
Show her how. Make her moan. I grabbed the counter to steady
myself, desperately wanting to do something that would cause both
of them to look at me as if I was insane. I needed to be touched,
badly. I licked my lips and said breathlessly, "I think she'd be
perfect."

Krystal asked him, "What is it you
do…?"

Blake gave her a lopsided grin. "I
fashion office products out of spent brass."

"Spent brass? What's that? Recycled
stuff?"

"Sort of. When someone fires a gun,
the brass casing is spent and usually thrown away or recycled into
reloads. More often, thrown away. I weld them together and make
things."

Krystal tilted her head envisioning
it. "Oh… that sounds neat."

"It's fun as long as I don't have to
spend all my time packing boxes. Orders have gone through the
roof."

"So do you shoot the guns at your work
and—"

My husband laughed. "No, I get them
from one of the gun ranges here in town."

Krystal murmured, "Wow, that sounds
like fun. I'd… have to give notice at Diane's…"

I swelled with satisfaction. First for
the idea she had the responsibility to inform her employer of the
intended change; and second, to confirm that she wanted to be
employed by my husband.

My head was swimming with
possibilities. She can wear miniskirts to work and no panties
and tease him all day. She can wear pigtails and chew gum. She can
jump up and down and cause my husband to drop things. She can ride
my husband's cock with wild abandon and drain him dry every
day… I leaned heavily against the counter as I began to see
spots in front of my eyes. I was going to pass out from the
excitement.

I needed her to be on my husband's
cock, riding his erection with vigor and youth. I required her
little pussy devouring his thickness in the rushed urgency of young
lust.

He gave her a hug when she left that
was so chaste I wanted to chew off the sides of my cheeks from the
inside.

I was mad for days.




CHAPTER 11

 


"You really don't have to do this."
Krystal looked at both of us from the jumpseat of his truck. Mostly
at Blake.

I said, "It's just toast and coffee."
We were bringing along Krystal to Diane's on her first day working
for Blake. We both hoped it would be something
permanent.

My husband was warming to the girl,
but not in the way I wanted. He almost appeared to be trying on the
father-figure role.

Whereas I wanted him to be romantic,
not fatherly.

Blake spoke, causing immediate silence
in the truck. Even Krystal had become accustomed to his infrequent
outbursts of speech and communication. He said, "Coffee will get
you going in the mornings. Did you know the North considered coffee
to be one of the crucial aids in eventually winning the Civil
War?"

The girl considered it in
silence.

I asked, "What? Where did you get
that?"

He looked at me out of the corner of
his eye. "Grant's memoirs."

At Diane's, Krystal hesitated outside
the truck.

I said, "It's okay. You worked here
once is all. You didn't blow things up and leave with hateful
words."

"Ramona…"

"Will treat you just fine." I let a
certain amount of forcefulness into my words to let it be known I
would accept no lesser behavior.

Whether or not Krystal trusted me to
speak for Ramona or not, I didn't know. But she came along behind
us.

She said as the warmth of the interior
enveloped us, "It feels so weird coming in as a
customer…"

Ramona immediately eyed us and then
Krystal. Her face was neutral as she waved us permission to find
our table.

Past the murmur of a couple of older,
grizzled locals at the breakfast counter, we walked to our table.
For the first time, I was uncertain as to seating. Normally I sat
beside Blake. Would he want to sit beside her? Wouldn't that be
much better?

But he touched the chairs with silent
indications of who went where. I was appointed the chair next to
his.

Well, then they could look at each
other that way… Maybe this is better. I sat where I was
directed.

Ramona came to us, pad in hand, though
she never needed it. "Well… this is an unusual
grouping."

Blake pushed his coffee cup forward
one inch.

She deftly threw coffee into it with
not more than one drop landing outside the cup.

I said, "Krystal works for Blake now,
packing boxes."

Ramona's dry smoker's voice rattled,
"What I wouldn't give to have had a job like that."

I swallowed objections. I didn't like
the idea of Ramona putting moves on my husband at all – even having
the opportunity. And then Blake would've been checking her out all
day. Also, Ramona's idea of packing his creations might be tossing
them from a distance to land in the box…

No, none of that was a good
idea.

Blake said, "Toast,
please."

I nodded at her to indicate I'd have
my usual, too.

Krystal fidgeted with her clean cup,
then turned it up to receive coffee. "I'll try some coffee. And
toast, too, please."

Coffee got thrown into my cup, and
then Krystal's. Ramona was nothing if not efficient and neutral
about it all. She gave a partial smile and nodded her
departure.

Blake didn't check her out.

I froze at his omission, wondering
what, why, how, and when. Was he covering that up for Krystal's
benefit? I had no clue. Did that mean he was preparing to romance
the girl and didn't want her to see his interest in the older
woman?

I could hope for the latter, but Blake
wasn't forthcoming in any way, shape, or form for a final
answer.

Krystal lifted her cup.

I cautioned her. "Put an ice cube in
it or you'll burn your tongue." I demonstrated scooping a cube out
of my water glass with my spoon.

Blake was oblivious, his eyes glazed
and far away somewhere out the window. He said, "Listen to her or
risk ruining your tongue for the day."

So he had been listening… I felt the
warmth of our bond and I squeezed his thigh with my
hand.

Krystal said, "Thank you for inviting
me…"

So polite! I gave her my
friendliest smile.

Blake shrugged. "It's just coffee and
toast…"

I sighed silently. What a great way
to dismiss such a perfect opening for a personal connection.
Men. I said, "If you like coffee and toast to start the day,
let's make it the routine."

Surprise lit up her eyes. "You mean,
like, every morning?"

I nodded.

Blake said, "Sure, why
not?"

Ramona brought the toast and set the
plates down just as carefully for Krystal as she did for
us.

I winked at the girl.

Our waitress reached into her apron
pocket and tossed a handful of jelly packets on the
table.

Krystal immediately began twisting and
arranging them. She organized Blake's strawberry choice first. Then
mine. Then hers.

Yes, if I can get her out of her
clothes and onto my husband's dick, this is going to be perfect. I
sipped at my coffee and said to my husband, "The comptroller wants
me in early again this season. I'll probably have to skip Diane's
for a few weeks."

Blake grunted.

Krystal asked, "Why?"

"Payment processing during April…
second half of property taxes. It's crunch time."

Her expression softened in
understanding – whether or not she actually grasped it.

But tax time never really necessitated
me skipping Diane's. To me, this was a profitable excuse to get
these two hopefuls alone. I squirmed in my chair hoping that Blake
would have Krystal sit next to him. Maybe she would eventually
touch his thigh under the table – just a little reassuring squeeze.
It would be so… good for him. For both of them.

The ache that gnawed my insides harder
and harsher made me shift again on the chair.

My husband murmured, "You won't be
missing these chairs…"

I felt heat rise up my neck and
cheeks. The tips of my ears felt hot. Was I blushing? How could
someone like my Blake be so oblivious but catch every little
thing…

The agony that began in the chair
lasted throughout the day. What were they doing at work? Was he
leaning over her at the desk in his studio? Was he gently guiding
her hands in how to place his creations in the small shipping
boxes? Was she gazing up at him with open lips? Were they kissing?
Was he running his hands over her with urgency and
passion?

Several times, I pressed my fist down
between my thighs at my desk. Fortunately, I was relatively alone,
though my office door was always open. Every time I thought of my
husband sweeping the girl up and deep-kissing her, I pressed hard
against my slacks. The pressure and pain were delicious – the
imagery in my head delightful.

When I got home, Blake's face was dark
and broody. I felt my world come crashing down in flames and
ruin.




CHAPTER 12

 


My chest vibrated – my heart
palpitating in panic. "What's wrong? What happened?"

Blake took me by the arm and propelled
me into the bedroom. "We're going to talk."

I spun as he flung me forward and
released me. What had happened? I gaped, wordless.

His eyes were thunderclouds under
heavy brows. "What exactly are you pushing for here?"

"Wh-what?"

He advanced on me, angry. "This
Krystal-thing is getting out of hand."

"What? What do you mean?" I trembled
in fear – not of my husband, but that he had slammed his foot down
and wrecked all my progress.

Oddly, he removed his jeans and
boxers. His dick hung heavy and half-swollen. He pointed at it. "Is
this what you want? I've walked around like this half the day.
More."

I blinked and then laughed with utter,
profound relief. "Well… yes… that's… so nice to--"

He grabbed my arm again. "Are you
trying to push Krystal and me together? Is that what's going on
here?"

I gripped his shaft and breathed
shakily, "Yes…"

He shoved me backwards. I landed on
the bed, legs and arms spread and splaying for stability. With
moves that left me breathless, he yanked my clothing from me. He
grated through clenched jaws, "All damn day I've helped her get
acclimated—"

I moaned.

"Her light perfume and her…" His dick
rose.

I groaned.

He gasped, "The touch of her
skin…"

I cried out as the tension between my
thighs and deep inside threatened to double me over.

With a savage thrust, he threw my knee
to the side and aimed his erection at my opening. "I actually found
myself…"

"What?" I whispered.

"I found myself thinking about what
she'd feel like—"

I groaned so loud he went silent. I
stammered, "Y-yes! Fuck me. Do me, hurry." I was wet. There was
little likelihood this would be painful.

The head of his cock created an
immense pressure, as usual, and pushed my folds open.

I cried out with need as the pressure
increased and my lips were forced wide. The pressure deepened,
sliding inwards, into my hungry hole.

I looked up into my husband's intent
expression and welcomed the invasion of his lust. It slid right in,
well-lubed by the entire day's worth of my tortured thoughts.
Deeper and deeper, the stuffed filling sensation went on and on
until I felt I couldn't move – I was too full.

I quivered, nipples pebbled, and my
breathing rapid.

He whispered harshly, "I wanted to
fuck her."

I lost my composure, calling out
loudly, "Yes! Fuck me! Use me like I'm your little Krystal. Ram
your cock into me and pretend it's her!"

Blake growled mightily and began
heaving – driving his thickness in and out of me. Over and over, I
was filled by his excited manhood – demonstrating to me his
surrender to the girl's cute sexuality. I drifted high and higher,
imagining that I was her and knowing how beautiful and sexy it
would be if it was all real. Blake inside Krystal? So very hot. I
moaned and muttered, thrashing my head from side to side as the
incredible filling sensations robbed me of coherence and
restraint.

I wanted his cock in her. I wanted her
pussy so filled that she was reduced to senseless slobbering and
gibbering.

He slowed, panting, "You… talk like
this…" He thrust hard three times all the way to the limits of my
depths. "But are you really, truly meaning any of this? Or is it
just pillow-talk?"

I humped my hips up lewdly, wanting
and needing it all – enjoying every reaming drive of his shaft. I
grunted gutturally and shamelessly with the effort.

He asked, "Is it?"

"Yes. No. I want you to do
her."

"I don't want to hurt you by doing
something you'll regret—"

I touched his face as my chest melted
into a sluggish puddle. "Oh, my dear, dear Blake…" I touched the
stubble on his cheek and beamed up at him as his hips drove my sex
to higher and higher heights. "I want it more than anything. I want
you doing this to her. I want you making love to the girl just like
this. Deep and hard."

He squeezed his eyes shut and groaned.
"Like this?" His hips jerked and began pounding me. His balls
slapped harshly against my butt cheeks. The mattress creaked
alarmingly and all I could think of was Krystal's lovely body being
totally worked into a frenzy right here. Right now.

I cried out, "I want it!" I grabbed
his butt and hauled hard, pulling on him as if I could pull him
into her. "Fuck her, Blake!"

He roared, driving like a maniac –
abusing my pussy with his hyper-erect cock. He yelled out, "Oh…
fuck! Krystal!" Then his cock exploded.

I could tell by the grimace of lust on
his face, the jerk of his hips, the swelling of his shaft in my
already stretched pussy – and the scalding explosion of wetness
inside my deepest parts.

My vision vanished. I think my eyes
rolled up in my head as I felt a swelling lift that created
pressure and heat as I rose. Suddenly, it all burst – and I was
crashing down an immense wave of frenzy and satisfaction. Over and
over I cried out as the waves pushed and dropped me until I flopped
exhausted and spent. Every inch of me tingled and quivered as if
plugged directly into a wall outlet.

It was the most intense orgasm I had
ever had.

My husband settled down onto me with a
slow certainty that I welcomed.

We embraced, hot and happy, satisfied
and subdued.




CHAPTER 13

 


Krystal was early on a very warm June
morning. I let her in with a sense of growing
hopelessness.

For two months, she had worked for
Blake. They had gone to breakfast without me every morning except
for weekends.

Blake, for his part, seemed as if we
had never talked about me really wanting her to be with him,
sexually. It was as if I had spoken it and we had both forgotten
it.

As more time passed, I was sure that
my husband would never take that step and make the ultimate move on
Krystal – even if it was what I most desperately wanted.

The lack of consummation was
incredibly disconcerting to me. Did my husband not want to give me
what I most desired that was in his power? He said he hadn't wanted
to hurt me, but didn't he realize he was hurting me in an area so
deep I might never recover? I had spilled my darkest sexual secret
to him and he had… brushed it off. Essentially just wiped it all
away as if he didn't agree so then I must not really have the
desire.

Was it a matter of selfishness? Was he
so selfish that he expected me to conform to his desires but not
mine?

"Hi, Jody." Krystal always
smiled.

I felt a weariness that went
bone-deep.

The girl was dressed for the summer
heat and the lack of air conditioning in Blake's shop. Her shorts
were deliciously loose so that my husband could easily slide his
hand up them and feel her tight butt, or her warm pussy. But did
he? No. Her tank top displayed the mounds of her boobs, high and
firm, with no need for a bra. The top was short enough to expose
her midriff.

It should make any man hard. But
Blake? It was as if he didn't see any of it.

I smiled weakly.

She gave me a peck of a kiss. Why? I
had never figured it out. Maybe because I was nicer than her
mother.

When Blake came into the kitchen
jangling his keys, she leaned up and pecked his cheek,
too.

How cute, I thought
drily.

But maybe it was none of my husband's
fault? What did I know? Maybe Krystal had said something that
firmly established a barrier in any potential relationship and my
husband, of course, respected it.

I announced, "I'm no longer needed
early at the office."

My husband muttered, "You'll be
joining us again?" There was hope in his voice.

Since he had dropped the ball on
hooking up with Little Miss Sexy, I nodded.

Krystal's expression was neither happy
nor disappointed. If she harbored an opinion behind that apparent
neutrality, I could not discern it.

I sat in the passenger's
seat.

Krystal climbed in back. "I got used
to that nice seat…"

Blake grunted. "Guess I should've
gotten something with better back seats."

"Or an older truck with a bench seat
so she could sit up here with us." I held little notion that the
suggestion would spark any thoughts of intimacy anywhere. It was
useless.

At Diane's, I began to notice little
things.

Ramona stopped dead in her tracks,
almost frozen, and gave me a level stare. At first I thought it was
revulsion or disgust. But… maybe it was pity.

Then when we approached our table,
Krystal moved naturally to take the chair I always used. She was
sitting before Blake's grunt could interrupt her. I moved woodenly
to the other side and sat in the chair Krystal had sat in the last
time we were all here together.

With a shrug, my husband sat next to
the girl.

So they'd been sitting together? Was
this a good sign? A tiny flicker of possibility alighted in my
soul.

Ramona came to the table and did the
freeze-thing again. She was being a tad over the top dramatic. But
the message was not lost on me.

Krystal was in my chair, and in the
curious position of sitting close to my husband like I had – chair
scooted over slightly to be close.

This was… looking better and better!
Had all this been happening behind my back? I began to be irritated
that my husband, whom I trusted, had not informed me of Krystal's
softening or advances.

Shouldn't he have told me?

Or had he bothered to
notice?

I studied him.

He pushed his coffee cup forward one
inch.

Ramona deftly flung coffee into it
while eyeballing me with nothing short of bald accusation. I could
tell she thought I was stupid.

You don't know. Or are you jealous
that it wasn't you? I giggled to myself, feeling better for the
first time in weeks.

Blake said, "Toast,
please."

Krystasl instantly chimed in after
with, "Muffin, please."

So the girl had changed her breakfast
and developed her own habit.

I said, "Toast, please."

Ramona dipped her chin in a nod and
gave me a final, lingering look of dire disapproval I had ever seen
from the woman.

No doubt, if I wanted to please my
husband, I would've invited Ramona over to drain his cock. He
would've been happy, the sex would've been great, and Ramona
would've been really into him.

But she wasn't blonde and that wasn't
my fantasy. What I had was a fantasy, wasn't it? Or was it a kink?
Or would some sexless nerd with a paper degree decide that I was
mentally disturbed?

Couldn't people just have their sexual
fun without someone else disapproving and wagging
fingers?

So what if I wanted a girl to ride my
husband's beautiful cock?

What business was it to anyone
else?

I leaned over my steaming coffee and
said to her, "Do you ever sun?"

She tilted her head delicately.
"What?"

"You know, lay out in the sun? You
look so pale."

"Oh, sunbathe? No, not
really…"

"Why don't you come over Saturday and
sun with us?"

She looked frozen in a way different
than Ramona. "I… don't have anything to wear. What does one even
wear to… sun?"

"As little as possible."

She shook her head and looked down
submissively. "I…" Her features fell.

I said, "Blake, honey, why don't you
let me take her Friday to get some sunning clothes? Would a
half-day hurt?"

His head jerked to the side in a slow
gesture of surprise and focus. He studied me and then her. And then
me again. "Well, sure, if you want." There was a tease of a smile
on his face.

If I read him right, it was a glimmer
of possibilities such as when he thought of the whole brass
crafting thing in the first place.

Krystal said, "What I'm wearing is not
good enough?"

I shook my head with pursed lips.
"You're wearing way too much."

Blake snorted.

I said, "Even in this weather, you're
wearing too much."

She said, "You're covered."

"I work in an air-conditioned office.
It gets chilly in there."

"Oh."

"Those shorts look loose enough, but
there's too much material."

She blinked and looked into her
lap.

"And that top might as well be a
blanket."

Her eyelids fluttered in momentary
disbelief. "You think so?"

I nodded. "Anyway, don't worry; I'll
buy everything. It's just an outfit. I'll get a new one,
too."




CHAPTER 14

 


I held up the frame and scrutinized
the slip of fabric swinging from it.

Krystal's eyes were large.

The salesgirl – Jamie – scowled at
Krystal and beamed a warm commission-smile at me.

Oh, jealous of the girl, are you?
And I'm just a safe little checkie for your purse? I made a
show of holding the fabric up to Krystal. "Hmm, maybe too much
fabric."

The girl choked.

Jamie frowned deep.

I said it for the salesgirl's benefit,
not Krystal's. But I was feeling especially antagonistic at the
moment towards the intrusion. I muttered loud enough for Jamie to
hear, "My husband doesn't like seeing a lot of clothing when we
sun."

Jamie spun away in a huff.

Krystal stammered speechlessly with
tiny coughs of air.

I watched Jamie retreat. Then I leaned
close and mouthed to Krystal, "I said that to get rid of the
sales-gal."

Krystal's face broke into instant
understanding. "Oh!" She giggled nervously.

But I was watching her like a hawk. I
said, "But Blake really would appreciate it if we weren't wearing
blankets. It's fun to tease men that way, don't you
think?"

"I… uh…"

"You know I've seen him look at you a
few times. It tickles me when he looks flustered."

The girl blushed. She tilted her head
down. "He does? Really?"

"He really likes it when you wear
loose shorts. And those tight tops?"

She smiled with a touch of victory.
Then her expression fell away abruptly as she focused on me and
realized who I was in the relationship. "I mean… uh…"

I touched her. "Relax, Krystal. You're
so sweet. Listen, I think it is a ton of fun to make men flustered.
I think it should be our mission tomorrow to make him squirm. Would
you help me with that?"

She swallowed, blinked, and scratched
at her arm. "I… guess… Sure. I mean…"

I laughed and squeezed her arm. "This
will be fun. Have you ever seen him get… flustered?"

She lowered her eyebrows, thinking.
"Flustered?"

"You know…" I pointed at my crotch and
made a growing motion.

She opened her mouth in shock and
covered it with her hand. But her eyes were laughing. "No, of
course not!"

I said directly, softly, and
truthfully, "What a shame."

Krystal was quiet, looking at
me.

I said, "Let's make it our mission to
make it unbearable for him. Unless the idea makes you sick or
something."

"No, it doesn't. I mean…"

I laughed again. "Have you… no, you
haven't. But… have you ever seen," I looked around furtively, "a
really big one?"

"A big man?" Her eyebrows were
knitted.

"No, not just a man… A man's…" I
pointed down again.

The girl colored. "Well, sure, I mean,
on the internet."

"You have got to see Blake's. It is a
wonder of this world."

Her breath caught and her mouth
remained open. Her tongue moved slightly behind her lips and teeth
as she studied me. "He wouldn't be… mad that I…"

I gave her a level look. "We're all
adults here. No, he wouldn't be mad. But women have to handle men
carefully."

"And you wouldn't be mad that
I—"

I squeezed her arm again. "Of course
not. We're in this together. Our mission is to make him so
flustered that he has to try hiding his… predicament."

Krystal giggled.

I said, "Sound like fun?"

She bit her lower lip and nodded
fast.

I began to shake. Fortunately, I don't
think Krystal noticed. But here I was hatching plots and schemes to
get the girl involved in making my husband hard. If it failed, it
certainly was a huge success with me: I was getting wet.

I selected an even skimpier swatch of
fabric and said, "What do you think?"

That blush came back, fiercer than
ever.

I muttered to myself loud enough so
she could hear, "Too bad we don't have a pool. We could buy those
bikinis that go see-through when wet. That would be the best
fun."

Krystal gasped. She covered her
amazement by studying the clothing. Her look was
dubious.

I shook my head suddenly. "No. If
we're going to do this, let's really do it. Together. You and me.
Shall we?"

"What?"

"Something even skimpier."

Her eyes got large. "But this barely
has any—"

"These… right here."

"What are those? Shoelaces?" She
sounded serious.

"These are extreme micros." I fingered
the fabric and then moved over to the side where I saw… Yes, the
see-through versions. I announced, "Here we go.
These."

I heard her swallow. "Are you
sure—"

I gripped her arm in soft reassurance.
"Don't worry; we'll do this together. Okay? You and me. No need to
be embarrassed." I made a fist. "Girl power."

Krystal giggled. "Okay."

I almost came at the register buying a
mere handful of inches of fabric for two women to wear in front of
my husband.




CHAPTER 15

 


I pulled Krystal into the master
bedroom on Saturday. She looked uncertain. I kept the smile on my
face and said, "I think I need courage, too. My goodness, these
bikinis are small."

"Jody? Maybe we shouldn't—"

I gave her the convincing eye. "We can
do this." I held up the tiny flips of fabric. "It'll be fun." Blake
was already lounging out back, wearing the most constricting briefs
he could fit into for the purpose of keeping his stuff tightly
under control. It had the much better effect of outlining it
perfectly when it got hard. I was certain it would be his
undoing.

She fondled the material I handed to
her. "He'll see me in this? Won't that… I mean, won't
you…"

"Don't worry, Krystal. He won't be
laughing at us."

"You sure you won't be mad if he sees
me like this?"

I clapped my hand flat to my chest.
"I'd be delighted if he did. My goodness, but getting a reaction
out of him is impossible."

She laughed as if she knew.
"Yep."

So you've tried. Good girl. Very,
very good girl. I could kiss you. Just the knowledge of it
quickened my pulse. "Let's do our utmost to make sure he sees every
inch of these bikinis—"

"That's not difficult even at first
glance."

I burst out laughing. The girl had a
quick sense of humor hidden in there. "Listen, it is our highest
and most sacred goal today to make him flustered.
Agreed?"

Her mouth was open in that surprised
consideration expression again. After a second or two, she said,
"Okay…"

I grinned like a contestant winner and
bounced on my feet. "I'll go first; don't laugh at me."

She said with the utmost of concern,
"I wouldn't laugh at you."

I stripped down.

She averted her eyes.

I looked good for my age, but I… was
naked, after all. I struggled with the bikini; it was all twisted
up. "Dammit." I twisted and untwisted some more. "Well, crap." I
fiddled and pulled. "Son of a—" Finally, blushing myself, I pulled
on the string. It felt like that's all it was: a string.

It was. The patches of fabric at the
breasts and pussy were barely big enough to cover anything. It
didn't even really cover my pussy. I wiped a sudden sweat from my
forehead. I can't believe I'm going out in this. What was I
thinking? "Your turn."

She looked at me as if I had asked her
to wear a single thread in a roomful of prison escapees. But she
took it and seemingly had no problem at all untangling the knot of
bikini.

How did it get all knotted
up just being in a bag?

She stripped down and I admired her
young body and long lines. Taller than me by a couple inches, she
was well-formed and her skin was flawless with youth.

I felt self-conscious.

But I wanted Blake to see her. I
wanted him to look at her and enjoy her. He saw me and loved me all
the time. This day was for Krystal.

Her face was red. "Is this really
okay?" she turned in the mirror, frowning doubtfully.

I whispered to her, "It's
perfect."

She let out a resigned
sigh.

I said, "Let's go make him
hard."

She moved immediately, trying to
follow behind me close enough to be hidden. At the sliding glass
door, I pulled her forward to stand beside me.

Blake wasn't looking but rather facing
away.

I whispered, "Come on, let's do this.
Act natural."

She whispered back frantically, "How
does one do this naturally when practically naked?"

I ignored that and led her,
arm-in-arm. I announced our arrival. "Did you leave us any tanning
oil?"

My husband jerked upright and twisted
around. His mouth fell open.

I said, "I bet he hogged it
all."

He exclaimed, aggravated, "I did not.
There's even a full bottle…" He flicked his fingers.

I had said it to break the ice, not
create an argument, so I let it all fall without any further
comment. I said to her, "Let's oil up. It's organic coconut tanning
oil. Not that commercial cancer stuff."

Krystal's voice was weak and small.
"Oh."

I asked my husband, "Are our bikinis
okay? There wasn't a huge selection." Truthfully, the color
selection had been horrible. I had black for myself and white for
Krystal.

Blake cleared his throat nervously,
"Um, they look fine."

I nudged the girl and whispered low,
"See? Everything's okay."

Her eyes flashed back and forth until
she nodded and her shoulders lost their tension.

I wanted nothing more than to demand
Blake oil her back, but I thought too much too soon might ruin
things. I offered to trade oiling backs with her.

Krystal relaxed even more. "Oh,
sure."

I moved my ponytail out of the way and
let her apply oil. I noticed Blake sneaking peeks.

Then I oiled her and I pointed for
towel placement. I winked at her: we placed them in full view of my
husband. Lying down on our stomachs, our feet were to him. This
helped both of us acclimate to being in his presence so
under-clothed. By the time we were ready to turn over, we were both
feeling very confident and composed.

So before we did I sprung my move. I
asked Blake, "Would you bring us some water from the fridge? The
pitcher with the lemon slices in it?"

He jerked upright. "Oh. Yeah, sure."
He got up, bulging at the front in a partial erection. It was
obvious, but not too obvious.

Krystal was studiously looking
elsewhere.

When Blake was in the house, I said,
"You missed it!"

"What?"

"You missed his…
predicament."

She blushed. "Oh? Was he? I
mean…"

"You have to look when he comes out.
This is hilarious. Here, turn over. It's time to sun our fronts
anyway."

She wordlessly followed suit a second
later, but I could see the redness in her cheeks.

I whispered, "Don't worry. Watch him
when he comes out." I looked down her body. Even with her legs
closed, I could see every detail of her pussy. It looked heavenly.
I had to restrain myself from reaching over and giving the girl's
little folds a rub. My hand itched, but I barely held
back.

Maybe I should have. Then again, maybe
she would've freaked out. Who was to tell how someone would react
unless one tried?

Blake came out, tray held low but not
low enough to hide anything being that we were lying on the ground.
His bulge was apparent, obvious, and lustily long.

I heard Krystal swallow.

I whispered fast, "Isn't that a
sight?"

She nodded nervously.

I went even further when he squatted
to lower everything to us. I said, "What do you think, Blake? Do
you like the black or the white better? I think I like the
white."

He blinked and cleared his throat,
trying not to look at Krystal.

I pointed. "I like how the white
outlines against her skin color. It would probably look better on
me, too."

He looked at Krystal's pussy and
swallowed. His bulge began twitching.

I wanted to touch myself and orgasm
right there. I wanted to stroke him while he looked, right there.
Right now. Instead, I controlled myself.

His voice broke, "The white looks
nice."

Without any direction from me and to
my utmost joy, Krystal's legs twitched and spread open about a foot
at her feet. A good inch or two between her thighs.

Blake looked, mouth open, frozen in
placing the glasses down for us.

I didn't want to move. I didn't want
to break the spell of him staring at her pussy. I held my breath so
as not to disturb his gaze. Even I could see Krystal's lips and
clitoral hood. It was beautiful. I didn't want to spoil the view my
husband was enjoying.

When he looked down and swayed, I knew
he was feeling dizzy from lust.

I said, "Isn't she
beautiful?"

Krystal murmured something
noncommittal.

Blake scratched fingers across his
chest in a signal of extreme anxiety. "Yes… she is."

I clapped my hands together silently.
"What a nice thing to say. Krystal? You should thank him for such a
fine compliment."

She stammered, "I… uh… I…"

Blake said, "Sorry. I didn't mean to
make you uncomfortable."

The girl smiled, blushing hard. "No, I
mean, thank you. It's nice to hear."

My husband stood up to return to his
chair.

I patted my side. "Blake, honey, come
here."

"Hmm?"

I patted the spot next to
me.

He stood there at my side, facing
Krystal.

I curled an arm around his leg,
reaching up.

Blake didn't want to play and
practically danced out of my grasp as if prancing barefoot on a hot
metal grate. He wasn't going to let me even get close to his
package.

I pouted, but Krystal and I had
certainly accomplished much this day.

And it seemed so fruitless when the
girl went home and nothing had occurred between them.




CHAPTER 16

 


Blake was not cooperating.

But that's not to say I was being
stymied in my need to see them together.

I made sure every morning to sit
across from my husband so as to force them to sit together. I
endured Ramona's looks of disapproval. What business was it of hers
anyway?

Krystal worked for my husband, and by
all accounts, did her job well. Business improved as his deliveries
accelerated. No longer constrained by packaging and order-taking,
he was able to produce and eliminate his backlog.

That worked well for him, I guess. He
seemed happier.

For me, his business was secondary in
relevance. He worked with the girl of my dreams. They were together
every working day. If and when she came to sun, he saw her then,
too. His looks were no longer so guarded and not a month after our
initial sunning, he was openly looking at her figure.

And getting hard.

If things didn't happen at the speed I
needed, at least they were happening.

Even better was Blake's social
interaction with Krystal. He included her in our talks at Diane's.
He laughed at her goofy jokes. She laughed at his snarky
sarcasm.

I wanted nothing more than to force
the girl's pussy down onto my husband's cock.

It was with those thoughts and on a
Saturday sunning that I came to the end of my tether. If I left all
of this to my husband, he might make a move on Krystal and shove
his cock into her when she turned forty.

The girl reclined next to me,
peacefully, legs open enough to invite long looks from Blake. She
knew it, too.

When Blake struggled into the house
for drinks, I twisted over to her. "Krystal…"

"Yes, Mrs. Moore?"

I appreciated her being polite, though
I suspected she thought she was being sneaky by enticing my husband
and treating me with too much respect. Let the girl think what she
wanted; I was going to strip away what remained. "Just Jody. We're
all friends here."

She pursed her lips and looked at me
bashfully.

I said, "Blake really likes
you."

Her eyes brightened. Her lips cracked
wide in a smile. Her eyebrows shot upwards. Then she covered it all
with a delicate frown. "I… hadn't noticed."

Yeah, I bet. "Listen, he and I
are quite a bit more relaxed than you might imagine."

She tilted her head and regarded me
quizzically.

I placed a finger on her forearm. "How
do you like the idea of being a little closer to Blake?"

Her breath caught and her eyes took on
a haunted look. She swallowed before answering,
"Closer?"

"I love my husband, more than anything
you can imagine. He's my world. I… have a need for him to have the
best in life. To… I want him happy. Nothing would make him happier,
and me happier, than if you and he…"

She was definitely holding her breath.
Her temples throbbed visibly, but there was no outrage in her eyes
– only caution.

I continued, "Have you thought what it
might be like to be with him once?" Once! As if. If she ever
did, she would be hooked, and I knew it.

She didn't answer right away; she was
too busy studying my face. She drew in a shuddering breath and
looked away, ashamed. "I… I mean, I guess I have."

My face broke into a relieved smile
that went all the way to my eyes and beyond. I felt my hair tingle.
I whispered, "Please tell me you'd like to."

"But you're his—"

"Yes, I'm his wife. And I want him and
you to…"

Her eyes widened. Her mouth dropped
ever more open. But there was a gleam there in those sexy brown
orbs. She placed a trembling hand on her breastbone.
"Me?"

I nodded with enthusiasm.

She took another breath – a deep one.
"I… I mean, I definitely… I mean, I'd… be honored."

I bit my lower lip so hard I almost
drew blood. Spots swam before my eyes and I felt a tension leave me
that I hadn't realized was there. My back broke out in a cold
sweat.

Closer and closer, I had come to
victory, though it had taken far longer than any plan I might have
envisioned on my own.

She asked, "How… uh…"

I experienced a flash of an idea.
"Watch a movie with us."

Her face crumpled in confusion, then
brightened in understanding. "Oh, a porn?"

I laughed and wondered why I hadn't
thought of something so easy. "Uh, no. We don't have
any…"

She frowned. "A movie-movie? Like in
the theaters?"

I nodded. "We, uh… We're in bed when
we watch. Well, on top of the bed. But usually in our underwear.
Since we're wearing even less with these micros, I say we just
watch in these."

"A movie?"

I giggled. "I usually touch him when
we do."

Her eyes got large. "Oh!"

I laughed off the tickle burbling in
my chest. "Sorry. I know it sounds strange…"

"I'm not saying anything!" Her eyes
were large with possibilities, uncertainty, and fright. "Will he
want me there? I don't want to intrude."

"You let me handle him. He's my
husband, after all. Someone has to wear the pants in the
family."

She snickered.

My eyes kept wandering and so did my
mind. I kept imagining her underneath my man, her long legs wrapped
around his waist. Dammit! I'm going crazy.

Blake carried the tray of drinks out,
no longer trying to hide his bulge. His comfort-level with his
package display seemed to me a good sign.

"Blake, honey, we're going to watch a
movie."

His face twitched into a frown and his
eyes darted to Krystal and then fell. "We are? Oh…"

"Krystal is going to watch with
us."

His eyes snapped back up hungrily to
me. Then to her. "Oh…" His lips stretched into a small
smile.

I watched with much satisfaction as
his eyes drifted languidly along her form, pausing at her breasts
and her pussy – caressing her – before swallowing hard.

I did not see movement in his tight
shorts, but they were constricting, after all. The length of it was
pressed outward and the head clearly outlined to the
side.

I caught a flashing glimpse of Krystal
looking at it.

My chest began to seize up. I found it
suddenly hard to breathe. My husband and the girl of my dreams were
checking each other out and liking what they saw. Could I force the
issue this very day? Would I finally find my deepest sexual desires
indulged in the most satisfying way?

Blake asked, "What are we
watching?"

I wish we had a porn.
"Showgirls."

His eyebrows twitched. We rarely
watched something more than twice. This would mark our third. His
silence was his assent.

I knew my husband: he definitely
would've objected if he had any aversion to watching it. The
question on my mind was if he was looking forward to it due to our
history of touching?

Months and months had passed. And here
I was, preparing the DVD player to watch a movie and everything in
the whole world wanted to intrude and take too long. Did the player
really load up this slow?

Blake was out of the room.

Krystal whispered, "Are you sure I'm
not intruding?"

I was squatted, watching the blue
lights dash across the loading panel. I rose immediately and
gripped her shoulders. I put my face close to hers, smelling her
youthful feminine mix of perfumes and shampoos in a single
inhalation. "My dear, you're not intruding. This is for all of us.
You're the most important person here—"

"What am I supposed to do?"

My eyes darted to the door.

Still no Blake.

I tightened my grip on her upper arms
with urgency. "When we watch movies, I often touch him. Well, more
like I'm always lying touching him, cuddled-like, you know? But if
I see a nice girl in the movie, I like to touch him." My eyes
flashed downward to demonstrate.

Her eyebrows lifted and a ghost of a
smile swept across her lips.

I said, "Maybe you could help
me."

Her eyes opened all the way. Her
whisper was forced, panicked. "I can't! What if he gets
mad?"

I pushed my chin up at her with every
ounce of certainty I felt, "He won't. Besides, it's all my idea and
I'd take any blame."

Stress accompanied her words, "I don't
want to lose my job."

Now I straightened my back and squared
my shoulders. "You definitely will not."

She let out a long breath and opened
her mouth to speak.

Blake came in carrying a bowl of
pretzels. "Am I interrupting you two?"

Yes! "Not at all." I picked up
the remote and motioned to the bed.

My husband decided to act like a
retard. He stood there dumbly with the question plain on his face
about where he was supposed to lie.

You big jerk. I will have to remind
you how your dick works, won't I? I said sweetly, "Get in the
middle."

He nodded as if he hadn't thought of
it, but that it sounded particularly practical.

I motioned for Krystal to get on his
other side while I climbed next to him.

The girl hesitated, but one hungry
look at his middle section had her moving as if stung by a
bee.

I could see she wanted it. I could
tell she respected me, if having secret thoughts of taking my
place. Well, there was certainly no danger of that happening, but I
didn't feel the necessity of going over all that with her. What I
had said to her was said and it should be enough.

Hopefully.

But here we were, all three of us on
the bed in nothing more than our sunning suits. Truly, less than
underwear.

I got wet.

I could not help myself.

I snuggled close to Blake and nodded
towards Krystal for her to do the same. "Keep warm; snuggle
up."

She did not stall or second-guess; she
squirmed closer to him until she was touching him like I
was.

Oh my gosh, this is incredible!
It was one thing to engage in my hobby of stroking my husband and
feeling his warm flesh fill to a girl on our TV screen. It was
another to feel his heat all down my body while a beautiful blonde
girl was pressed against his other side. That deep coil inside me
began turning and the deep crux of my legs starting to
ache.

I slid one knee up while the opening
was still showing credits. I rested it on his thigh not because my
leg was uncomfortable, but rather my clit pressed against his hip
benefitted from the movement of my leg. I unconsciously pressed my
hips forward against his side.

His eyes flickered over to me. His
chest held a slight vibration: his heart was beating harder than
normal. Just under the surface of the movie was the sound of his
heavier breathing.

I watched his tight trunks. They were
stretching bigger.

I wanted to stroke him and feel his
smooth sexuality. I wanted to squeeze his hardness and show
Krystal. I wanted… right now. But I held back, barely controlling
the insane urges. The restraint made my chest hurt and my jaw
vibrate.

It was a little over twenty minutes
into the movie when they were showing mostly nude girls that I
worked up the courage. My hand wanted to act; my brain kept
stopping it. I let go and let my hand.

My touch made Blake jerk and shift
uncomfortably. I saw out of the corner of my eyes his flashing –
moving back and forth wondering if he should stop me or…

He said, "Uh…"

I shushed him. "Quiet; we're trying to
watch the movie. Right Krystal?"

Her breathless whisper told me she was
watching my hand. "Right…"

I drew my fingernails along his length
until I heard his shuddering breath. I was only touching the
material of his trunks, but could feel the heat through them. I
bided my time, waiting until he relaxed.

When my husband's muscles melted down
from bunched to comfortable, I whispered, "Krystal."

Her eyes immediately found mine. Hers
were wide and waiting.

I said, "Feel this." I scratched his
trunks.

She moved her hand
unexpectedly.

I would've thought she might hesitate,
straddle the fence of her morality, or whatever she felt were her
limits. Instead, her hand shot out and her fingers gently gripped
my husband's package.

But as fast as that, she withdrew it
and said, "Very impressive."

I motioned impatiently to bring her
hand back – finally wiggling my fingers to her. I gripped her hand
and pulled with slow resolution. I placed her fingers down on his
trunks and pressed my hand over hers.

My husband was holding his
breath.

I was doing something I had heard my
uncle say a few times and never understood: I was strobing. I was
seeing fantastic lights and experiencing a tingle of sensations
that sizzled up my legs, arms, and pussy. My nipples were hard. My
clit ached.

I moved her hand under mine, stroking
him through the material.

His chest rose and fell like an ocean
before a storm. His feet twitched and his package grew much more
noticeable. The material was stretched to the tearing
point.

A part of me wanted it to burst forth
like the Hulk or something.

She was moving her hand.

I let go.

She continued to rub.

I began to black out from the feeling
of intense satisfaction that threatened to totally overwhelm me.
Here I was, lying with my husband, while the blonde girl of my
fantasies stroked my husband's bulge.

I squirmed on the bed, pressing even
more against his hip. I had to hold my breath to keep from moaning.
I'm not sure what triggered it, but suddenly I was pushing down on
his trunks. "Get out of these."

Blake jerked. "Uh…"

"Don't argue. You're going to hurt it
keeping it in there. Right Krystal?"

Her big eyes looked at both of us, but
her words were goofy-certain. "That's right."

It sounded so funny coming from an
eighteen year old girl that I almost laughed. But my husband let
out a breath and said, "Okay."

I blacked out.

I really, really blacked out. I
couldn't see anything. But as I registered that I was seeing
blackness, my vision cleared as my head swayed. My hand was between
my thighs, between my husband and me, moving.

His trunks were off and he was
settling back, his dick already completely hard.

Krystal was gaping at it. "Oh my
god."

I gasped deliriously, "Touch it. Feel
how… hot it is." Was it hot? Or was I? Or was I dreaming all of it?
It felt so… surreal.

Her fingers gently gripped my
husband's shaft. Her lips were parted and her tongue glistened in
the light of the show.




CHAPTER 17

 


I ground my fingers down on my clit,
pressing as hard as I could. I groaned lustily, "Go ahead and taste
it, Krystal. Please."

Blake's breath caught.

She almost sighed in disbelief, "Are
you serious?"

I shook. "Yes!" My hand was out of
control. I twirled my fingers feverishly around my commanding clit.
I was at its mercy. My body quivered and shook so violently I was
certain I had come down with pneumonia and gotten the chills. My
teeth even chattered. I repeated, "Yes! Do it."

The girl abruptly scooted down and
leaned over him. Her ponytail allowed me to witness her mouth
opening wide and her lips descending on my husband's
cock.

My eyes rolled up in my head and I
flopped onto my back. I stuffed fingers up my hole. I mashed my
clit sideways and then the other way. I circled it. I pressed. I
drove fingers into my hole again. All the while, the coil inside
tightened constantly and consistently. My shoulders and nipples
ached.

There was a tiny ripping
sound.

Suddenly my hand was no longer
constrained by the micro. One of the strings had ripped free.
Dammit. I'll have to buy another.

Krystal hummed in amazement with my
husband's dick in her mouth.

Blake groaned softly and I felt his
hips move. He was very turned on.

"Yes," I muttered. "She's sucking you
so good and you like it…"

He moaned.

I sighed with urgency, feeling the
building of a monumental orgasm. "She's getting you ready,
honey…"

Again, he moaned, this time lifting
his hips.

Krystal stopped. "Ready?"

I wasn't sure if she was mimicking me
as a question or asking him. But finally, Blake seemed to remember
how to be a man. He pulled her up and stroked her skin. They kissed
and it was explosive.

I saw lights again as the wave seemed
to hover me right at the edge. I bit the side of my mouth wanting
to finish, but not wanting to finish yet.

To see him kissing the girl's mouth
that had just sucked him was an incredible sight that I will
treasure until the day I died. I crammed all my fingers into my
aching hole and clenched my jaw.

There was a tiny tearing sound and a
giggle.

I opened my eyes to see my husband
unwrapping his gift. Just the slightest tug from him and I knew I
was going to have to buy her another micro, too. Maybe I could get
him to take her and he could do it.

That would be hot.

I moved my five fingers in and
out.

Blake pulled Krystal onto him and slid
his hands along her perfect skin.

I groaned like a cartoon
ghost.

He pulled her more and she straddled
his waist. His dick was behind her, pointing up and bobbing to his
heartbeat. My husband was fully excited, hard, and ready for this
eighteen year old blonde dream. His hands were all over
her.

Yes, her micro bikini was gone.
Tattered and torn on the floor, most likely.

Good.

Best money I had ever
spent.

Blake and Krystal continued kissing
and she was energetic about it.

Ah, the zeal and zest of youth.
I slowed my hand, feeling the orgasm recede slightly as I became
accustomed to the sights and sounds washing over my soul. Playing
before me was not a movie, but reality. This was a thousand times
better than carefully edited movie scenes and contrived scripts.
This was real! And it was happening to me!

My fantasy. My desire.

Her gasps and his sighs filled me
inside with a warmth that radiated outward. Tingles sizzled along
my pussy and legs – down to my toes. Vibrating in my chest was a
thumping that was cuddled and coddled by the sound of my husband's
sexual ardor with the girl.

It was not what I expected.

I had thought it would be so hot that
I would cum and it would be great. But that seemed so superficial
now. It was more than hot: it was so normal, natural, and superior
to what I had expected. What my husband was doing was musical. It
played along the strings of my sex and soul, implausibly elevating
me higher than I thought my simple fantasy could
accomplish.

What I had wrought… was
beautiful.

Krystal gasped.

I opened my eyes. When did I close
them?

Blake was trying to do something
between them.

The girl whispered feverishly, "It's
too big."

He said something – or his breath
caught; I wasn't sure.

They were moving, getting
up.

I looked on in stunned loss, wanting
to take control and make sure they didn't interrupt
anything.

No, my Blake was getting the
oil.

I was already wet. I felt a gush
inside that made my throat go dry. Yes! Yes! Yes!

He sat on the edge of the bed and
lubed himself. When he was done, he shifted his head at the girl
ever so slightly.

Krystal didn't even look at me. She
went to my husband.

I quivered. Everything inside me from
my toes up to my heart and my brain cried out for him to use her –
to utterly wreck her little pussy for his enjoyment.

And mine.

Hers, too.

In that order.

If she wasn't the highest on my list,
that didn't mean I didn't care; I certainly wanted her to find
everything so fantastic that she would beg for more. Beg him to
fuck her more.

Oh… yes… I played again around
my clit, feeling the comfortable ache begin to build
anew.

But my husband interrupted my
self-pleasurable reverie. He pulled Krystal around as if to sit her
on his lap, but it was to literally sit her on his erection. He was
in control and my pussy clenched with spasms of
gratification.

Krystal cried out and
tensed.

He said, "It's okay; you can do it.
It's all oiled up."

She panted breathily, "Okay, okay,
just go slow. Do it."

He pulled again. Her back was to him
and she wriggled to help him. Not getting whatever angle he wanted,
he hauled back on her. He dropped back onto the bed and pulled her
down. Her legs went wide. With a frantic speed, he reached down and
positioned his cock at her pussy.

I caught glimpses of this – a flash of
that. Little else. But I knew what was happening.

Right here on my bed! I circled
my fingers faster. Yes, do the deed. Fuck the girl right here. It
will be perfect.

He brought his hands in under her
legs, lifting them. His hips lifted.

Krystal gasped and tensed. "Oh! Ah!
Arhh!" Then her voice rose loudly. "Ahhh!"

My husband grunted and blew out a
breath. "See? It fits."

I blacked out. When I could see and
hear things again, I was feverishly shoving my fingers into my
hole. My husband was rocking the bed. He held Krystal in the
weirdest position – she was facing out from him but he was inside
her and his arms were pulled up under her legs so that her knees
were almost bent back to her head.

I was on top of the highest clouds of
joy.

His erection disappeared into the
girl's pussy hard and fast, in and out. He drove into her with
savage grunts. Krystal was whimpering and squealing.

I sat up weakly to take a peak. Just
sitting on the bed almost caused me to pass out. I was on the verge
of hyperventilating with ecstasy.

Blake's cock was destroying her
pussy.

I became so wet that my juices leaked
out of me.

Her pussy was lewdly stretched open
around his driving shaft. It was so sexy that I was in a swoon. I
was another person. Someone else. Pod-Jody. I don't know. But the
next thing I was aware of was my face was pushed between them and I
was frantically licking my husband's shaft when I could reach it. I
rather found most of my contact on Krystal's pussy.

A hand grabbed the back of my head and
pulled me in. My face was mashed against the girl's young pussy as
my husband destroyed it. I licked like a starving maniac. I kissed
his wonderful thick shaft as it drove in and out. I licked her wet
pussy lips and clit. The taste on my tongue was my husband and
something more… subtle. Her. I devoured her clit and Krystal
squealed again, louder. I could feel her body shaking and hear her
grunting and whimpering right above me.

Blake's grunts turned vicious after my
tongue hit his cock. He began calling out, "Oh, yeah! Oh
fuck…"

I licked and pushed with my tongue –
as if I could help him fuck her with it. I grabbed his balls and
massaged.

I hoped he didn't pull out.

It was Krystal who lost it and to my
tongue, no less. She pulled my hair painfully as she tensed and
then she let loose a wail of long release that I felt through the
convulsions of her pussy. The lips squeezed and contracted. Her
clit throbbed perceptibly on my tongue.

She jerked and grunted in a way that
told me she hadn't had very many boys – if any at all. It was very
unwoman-like. She gushed words all at once, "Oh my god! Oh yes! Oh
fuck. Yes, oh yes!" Each word was accompanied by a yank on my hair.
My husband's cock had made her cum and my tongue had
helped.

Warmth spread through my chest and
crept swiftly up my neck until my face was hot. A feeling of
intense completion and fulfillment replenished a soul wearied by
the vagaries of the world.

I almost missed it.

I realized that my husband was quiet,
but it wasn't because he was dissatisfied in any way, he was
finishing! His balls had tightened in my hand. I felt the long,
flexing pulses in his shaft that said he was delivering his lengthy
squirts of cum into the young girl's quivering pussy.

I helped! For me, this was what did
it. I jerked backwards from a spasm that wracked my body. The
tension let loose, tossing me up and throwing me over. I rolled -
figuratively or literally, or both – through an orgasm that left me
spinning. All I knew was that I hit the floor on my side of the bed
having rolled right off of it. The shock made some of the orgasm
recede, but it was without a doubt, the most intense orgasm I had
ever experienced.

I laughed so hard my face hurt. My
mouth was stretched wide in a rictus of a grin that couldn't be
stopped.

I might have claimed it was because I
had orgasmed myself off the bed, but I knew the truth: I felt the
victory and elation of my husband having fucked a young blonde
girl.




CHAPTER 18

 


Days passed and I was still
smiling.

Blake thought I had hit my head or
something in the fall. "Maybe you should have a doctor take a look
at that."

"My head?" I knew his sarcasm when I
heard it.

"No, your smile."

I explained patiently, "I'm happy,
Blake. Don't you understand?"

He looked at me dubiously. "Can't say
I do."

It was Tuesday and he was home from
work. He was still sore.

So was I.

It had all been so frantic and
intense.

I asked, "Have you done her at your
shop?"

He scowled in disgust. "My shop? Are
you kidding?"

"Bend her over the desk." I was
getting warm.

He chuckled suggestively, but was
shaking his head. For whatever reason, he didn't find work-sex
appealing.

I said, "When are we going to do it
again?"

He pulled me into a hug, shaking his
head. "I don't get what you get out of this? Why do you want me to
be with this girl? She's young and—"

"Because she's young and blonde and
beautiful." I placed my palms on his chest. "I want you to enjoy
her. I want her to cum on your cock." I shifted, feeling much, much
warmer. "I want you to get hot with her."

"What about you?"

"I get hot being there. And then hot
later with you. Don't you see, Blake? This is a treasure we
share."

"And you don't think differently of me
now?"

I laughed with delight. "Not worse,
no. Definitely better, yes."

He snorted. "Me fucking her makes you
happy?"

I nodded, eyes wide and
genuine.

His eyebrows lifted in resignation.
"Then I'll keep fucking her."

I sagged in his arms and groaned with
relief. "Thank you."

"That's really what you
want?"

"I want you to take Krystal shopping.
Buy her crotchless panties. Then fuck her silly at work bent over
her desk."

The bulge pressed against me began to
harden. A small smile played across his lips. "Really,
now?"

"Really. Grunt. Ram her. Make her
scream. Give her your best and come home to me with a satisfied
look on your face."

He opened his mouth in a silent pant
and thrust his hips forward.

I grinned happily and reached down. He
was stiffening fast. "Get out of these."

He did. In the bedroom, he stood tall,
stroking himself while watching me get out of my work
clothes.

I watched his hand moving on his
erection. "Did you like her hand on you?"

"It felt different."

That's not what I asked. But I
bit back that retort. "Did you like it, though?"

His expression was open and honest.
"Yes."

I closed my eyes and exhaled joyfully.
"I want you to enjoy it."

He came to me and hugged me again. He
said, "Do you want me to enjoy everything?"

I pushed him playfully and forcefully
back to the bed. When he had reclined back on our bed, I climbed up
and straddled him. I gripped his erection and twirled it at my
entrance. "Feel how wet I am."

He murmured his
acknowledgment.

I stuffed the head into my opening and
settled. The helmet popped in and I began the arduous process of
sliding myself down on him. The stretching and filling of my sore
muscles was still sexy and satisfying. I closed my eyes, wondering
if he had really stretched her out, or if her pussy had more easily
accepted him. She was taller, after all. "Did she fit better? How
did it feel?"

"It felt nice."

I opened my eyes to give him a
threatening look.

He said, "What?"

"Did she fit better? Tell me she fit
better."

"It was different."

"But was it better?"

He looked away.

I had my answer, even if he wanted to
think he was sparing my feelings. I leaned on his chest, lifting
and lowering as if nothing was sore. "I want her to feel and fit
better."

His eyes were back in an instant.
"Why?"

"Because she's beautiful and perfect.
And your cock deserves such perfection. I hope she fit better. Did
it go in easier?"

His hips did a little shifting –
helping. "Yes."

I closed my eyes and sighed with
contentment.

He murmured, "Why would you be happy
she fit better?"

I looked at him direct in the eyes. "I
want her to fit better. I want your cock to enjoy it. I want it to
feel better. You deserve to have that."

"But you feel great—"

I was shaking my head in rejection.
"I—I'm glad you think so, but…"

"But?"

Where to start? What to tell him? Talk
about Andrea in first grade? Cindy, my friend? Or that I felt such
sympathy that I wanted him to sympathize with me? I wasn't sure on
any of it, I only knew it was what it was. "But I want you to enjoy
her more." I rushed on before he could interrupt what I was trying
to get out. "I'm glad you love me and I love you. Please understand
that this… is… Consider it like a gift. But I want your help,
too."

"My help?"

"Like her. Enjoy her."

"And this helps you?"

I nodded, hoping he was getting it
even if I couldn't put a finger directly on everything I was
feeling.

He grunted. It was the typical male
utterance of recognition that I had said something without being
informative as to whether or not he agreed, disagreed, was
approving, or disgusted.

I coughed a frustrated sigh. "Tell me
you enjoyed it."

His expression shifted – eyebrows
lifting as if to consider allowing me at least that little bit of
admission. He made an encouraging noise. "I did."

"Tell me about it."

He looked at me dumbly.

I explained, "I want to hear it. About
it." I moved slower, nodding to encourage him.

"She… felt good…"

I barely refrained from rolling my
eyes. More! I said gently, "Go on."

He got a guarded tension about the
eyes. "Her canal was longer…"

I firmed my lips and sighed. "You
don't have to feel like you're sparing me. So her pussy fit
better?"

That same guarded look was followed by
the barest, slightest, grudging nod.

I felt it in my cheeks – the quivering
and twitch of muscles that led to the sudden breaking of a wide
smile. I moved with more force and abandon. "So her young pussy
felt good on your dick?"

He nodded again, faster.

"Did she feel all tight?"

"Only at first. Then everything went
smooth. Like she loosened up or stopped being tense or
something."

Finally. Let it all out! More!
"Did your cock like it?"

"Yes."

"Did it feel better than being with
me?"

His eyebrows drew down in obstinance.
"Listen, Jody. I love your pussy, even if you don't let me in all
that often. I love the feel. Nothing is going to replace you. No
matter how young, or blonde, or tight, or whatever."

Bless your heart, my love. But all
that isn't necessary. At least not right now. What came out was
a little more impatient. "That's great and all, but I want her… to
be special… for your dick."

He was listening. "All
right…"

"So I want to hear about it being
better. At least, I hope it was. I want to hear about it fitting
better. How much easier it was to have sex with her. How much
harder you were with her. How much you liked it."

He sighed just audible enough for me
to detect his frustration. "Okay, fine. Yes, I liked it. Yes, she
fit better. I liked the feel of her pussy. It was fun and I want to
feel it again."

Even if those words were delivered
somewhat spitefully, they were exactly what my soul wanted to hear.
I closed my eyes and rode him faster. "Yes! That's it. That's
exactly it." I moved my hips up and down, taking his thick erection
in and out of me. "Fuck her more, Blake. Fuck her good and deep.
Use her body for your satisfaction. Fuck her and kiss her." I began
to shake with tension. "Ram your cock into her and cum deep inside
her…"

His hands lightly cupped my hips and
left warm imprints.

I tilted my hips harder, thrusting
back and forth and feeling the deep ache being compounded with that
other ache of his thickness. "Imagine I'm her right now and tell me
how good it is…"

He sighed with sexual tension and
panted lightly. "It felt so good…"

The tension inside me was tight. My
words came in a rising gasp of imminence. "Are you going to fuck
her more?"

He groaned and closed his eyes. His
hands pulled on my hips and he pressed his erection up into me
farther. "Yes… If you want me to. I want to."

I almost broke, half-sobbing with
relief and elation. "Yes! Fuck her more. I want you to fuck her
more. All the time. I want your cock in her as much as possible." A
loud buzzing filled my ears and my vision went black. The room was
moving and my hips were frantic. I felt that thickness stretching
me deep and I rode it up one wave, and fell with it to the start of
another. Up and down, in and out, high and low, I rode my husband
as the waves threw me up and tossed me down in a succession of
rolling convulsions that left me shaking, sweaty, and
sated.

Somewhere in there, I had felt heat
and wetness spread inside me. I had ridden him blindly to an
immense orgasm and coaxed it from him as well. I fell over to the
side, panting and exhausted. His warm cum ran out of me.

And I was wishing it had been leaking
out of her.




CHAPTER 19

 


Blake warmed to my fantasy and helped
bring it to life. I could not have asked for better from my husband
because I didn't know what was satisfying until it happened, but
here was one such incident that made me achy and wet.

I was home from work, two Mondays
later. I was sitting at the kitchen table looking through the
mail.

Blake came in, followed by Krystal. He
leaned down and kissed my lips. "Hey."

"How was work?"

"It was fine. Sales are good.
I…"

I looked up at him, winked at Krystal,
and then considered his stuttering stop.

He was trying to suppress a smile. "I,
uh, took her shopping…"

A flash of brightness made me forget
the electricity bill. "Oh?"

He blushed and pulled Krystal forward.
Bending slightly, he lifted her skirt in front. Underneath were
panties – the crotchless kind.

I could not contain my smile. I
bounced in my chair and clapped my hands. "Wonderful!"

Krystal giggled and
blushed.

I said, "You just have to wear those
to work. Try to entice him."

Her voice was strained with mirth and
sarcasm, "It's not like I haven't been trying…"

Good girl! I beamed at her.
"Sometimes men need extra pushes." I had an idea and said to Blake,
"Since she hasn't gone home yet, why don't you take her into the
bedroom and test those panties out?"

His eyebrows did a dance of interest.
"Sure thing. Coming?"

I pushed the mail aside. "I… Maybe
I'll sit this one out. Why don't you take her in alone? You haven't
had that pleasure yet. Go try it."

"Are you sure? Our second time
and—"

"I'm sure. I'll be there next
time."

He scrutinized my expression for a
second, then nodded. He looked at Krystal. "How about a shower,
girlie?"

She bit her lower lip and twisted back
and forth on her feet. Her expression was all yes.

I sat in the kitchen, deciding dinner
was off and listened to our bedroom door shut. The remains of
Krystal's perfume and strawberry body wash drifted with a hint
across my nose.

The water began to run and I knew my
husband was getting naked with a young girl in our bathroom at that
very moment.

I was wet and the ache that started
deep inside was promising to be monstrous.

I got up and moved to the hall,
slowing and lingering as I listened. The ache between my thighs got
worse. I heard nothing.

I undid my slacks and slipped my hand
inside. I leaned my back against the wall and toyed at the
insistent tension around my clit. I wondered what they were doing,
wishing I could be in there with them.

Was he in the shower yet with her? Was
he washing her? Was she stroking him? Were they kissing?

I spread the tension around, circling
and easing the aching pulses. My clit tingled and my nipples were
hard against my bra. I toyed faster. I hoped they were kissing and
touching each other. I hoped she was stroking him and he was
fingering her.

I curled my fingers and pressed them
into my wet hole. I closed my eyes and sighed with ragged relief. I
pressed inward, hoping to appease the hollow ache, but
accomplishing nothing except to make it more insistent. I drove my
fingers in and out, then pulled them out to try taking care of the
tension at my clit. Heat built rapidly until I was squirming
against the wall.

It was then that I heard the water
shut off. How long has it been? Something inside me registered the
passing of many minutes, but I wasn't certain. Fifteen minutes?
Twenty?

There was a laugh from both of them in
the bedroom, just on the other side of the closed door. Then
silence. The bed creaked once. Then again. Then nothing.

The door was too thick – solid wood
and not apartment-style cheap. Our carpet was thick and the walls
substantial. I could hear nothing.

Until Krystal's soft cry. Even that
was muted.

Had he penetrated her? My fingers
circled faster.

Again, I could hear nothing more. My
own harsh breathing was dominating the hall.

Was that a groan? I stilled, holding
my breath.

Nothing.

The ache inside was burning me –
doubling me over. I ground my fingers around furiously, gasping. I
hoped he was fucking her deep and good. I hoped she was taking
every inch and loving it. I hoped it was good for both of them. No,
I hoped it was the best they'd ever had. I imagined my husband's
muscular back and butt flexing as he drove into the young
girl.

My world slid sideways and tilted.
Heat blossomed like a slow explosion from my pussy and began
spreading through my body. I wriggled my fingers on my sensitive
clit harder and faster. Lights exploded across my eyes and I shook
and bumped against the wall. The orgasm that overtook me was
strong, fast, and unfathomable. I thought I was going to pass
out.

Tingles pulsed in strong waves as the
aftermath of the orgasm left me drained and panting.

In the bedroom, I could now hear the
girl's moans. I cursed myself for not being blonde, but hoped
Krystal was getting the best from my husband. I wanted so bad for
it all to be perfect for them.

I slid slowly into a squatting-sitting
position and listened to my husband fucking the girl on our
bed.




CHAPTER 20

 


I asked hopefully, "Is Krystal coming
over?"

Blake was looking out the side panel
windows at the front door. "No, it's the gal across the street."
His hand slid down his shorts.

"Krystal isn't—"

"It's that time of the month for her…"
He sounded disappointed.

On the one hand, I was happy he was
disappointed. On the other, I was disappointed she wasn't coming to
ride my husband's dick. I peeked out the window beside
him.

The young wife across the street was
out front in her cutoffs. She was once again on a step ladder at
their front porch where the flag brace attached to the
wood.

My husband's hand was moving in his
shorts.

I said, "Let me do that. Get these
down." I tugged at the material. If the young blonde wasn't
available, we could do the next best thing.

He stepped out of his shorts – his
cock dangling heavily.

I gripped it and began
massaging.

He stared out the window.

"Do you like what you see?" I jacked
his erection, pulling up sharply and sliding my grip slowly down to
the base to start over again.

He breathed, "Yeah…"

I mused, "I bet she would love your
cock…"

He groaned and thrust his
hips.

"Do you want to fuck her?"

"Yes."

"Even though she's
married?"

He groaned again, louder. "Yeah. Even
better."

"Better?"

"It's so… forbidden."

I jacked him faster, warming to the
idea. "Do you think her pussy would feel good?"

"Mmm…"

"Fuck her pussy, Blake."

He moaned loudly.

I stroked him fast and hard. "Do
it."

His muscles began tensing. His legs
quivered.

I knew he was close. "Do it! Fuck her!
Drive your cock into her married pussy!"

He lifted on his toes and tottered.
His shaft swelled.

I squeezed the head.

His eyes squeezed shut.

I jerked my hand twice.

Cum erupted out of his cock, squirting
long streams against the wood panel. His shaft flexed and jerked in
my hand, sending stream after stream out of the head.

My pussy ached.

It felt good to do this
again.

I leaned up and whispered loudly,
"Krystal only."

He staggered to the side and nodded.
His cock dripped and oozed beautifully.




CHAPTER 21

 


Krystal was back in action, so to
speak. To my satisfaction, she wanted to come over the very first
weekend after her cycle ended.

That made me very happy.

It made my Blake into a walking
erection.

He put out an exercise mat and some
blankets on the floor of our bedroom.

"Why?" I asked.

"The mattress doesn't allow me to get
good knee-purchase."

"Huh?"

"It's too soft. When I want to drive
it deep, the mattress makes it harder."

I felt a rushing flush of warmth at
the idea. "Oh." I was happy he was putting down the mat.

Krystal gave me a brief kiss on the
cheek when she came in that Saturday evening, but she was all eyes
for my husband.

Perfect. I smiled on like an
approving spirit of lust and love.

They didn't want dinner or talk, or a
movie; they wanted each other.

I felt the tension in my chest and
pussy. They were going to fuck, fuck good, and I knew it. I could
feel it deep inside.

It was Krystal who touched my
heart.

She asked, "Are you joining us this
time?" She could not contain her hope, though her expression said
she expected me to decline.

"I will."

It was the instant resultant smile
that cemented the warmth and connection between the three of us.
Krystal didn't want me gone. She didn't want my husband all to
herself: she was ready to welcome me as an integral part of her
relationship with my husband.

I might have taken that as a sign, but
I didn't. But that doesn't matter because I was savoring the
weekend as it developed. Anything with Krystal would be good. I had
looked up the couple across the street using the address-finder
site on the net. Interestingly enough, the young wife across the
street was a Jody, also. Chester and Jody Ricks were listed as the
current owners. I was jealous of Jody and didn't tell my husband –
I didn't want him thinking that because she had my same name and
was also a brunette that he could sneak over there and fuck
her.

Nope.

I was only making room for
Krystal.

Blake had started without me. He was
standing, kissing Krystal when I carried in my glass of water. My
entrance spurred him. He undressed the girl in quick moves. He
ordered me, "Get undressed."

I objected, "But—"

"Get undressed." He was removing his
clothes.

I did so, rather wanting to enjoy them
together and not be a direct part of it all.

My husband had other ideas. He pulled
me into a hug with one arm and pushed down on Krystal with the
other. She knelt and took his cock into her mouth.

My husband's mouth pressed to mine and
I accepted his kiss. His tongue was aggressive, and I found myself
responding and getting much warmer.

He had just kissed the girl and now he
was kissing me. Hot. I kissed back with growing fervor.
Knowing his cock was getting sucked by the girl made my tongue as
aggressive as his. I got super wet.

But then his attention turned. He
knelt down and pushed Krystal until she was lying flat on the mat –
her legs wide and open.

I admired her pussy as I touched
myself. It was so sweet, small, and delicious-looking. Perfect for
the invasion of my husband's large manhood.

She awaited him eagerly.

He did not disappoint her – or me –
and pushed his cock into her in a series of straining adjustments.
His feet scrabbled on the blanket and he pushed and humped forward
until he was buried completely in the girl's young
pussy.

Her eyes were closed in ecstasy and
her legs wrapped around my husband's moving waist. He fucked her on
the floor of our bedroom for a few minutes. I sank down to the mat
and watched enrapt.

Blake pulled out, leaving the girl's
pussy gaping and open. He grabbed me by the back of the neck and
pushed.

Suddenly, I was on my knees and
forearms, face in her pussy.

He ordered, "Lick her. Get her
ready."

She wasn't ready already? I blinked.
But I tongued her clit with growing enthusiasm. I was getting her
prepared for my husband's return.

Taking me by surprise, the pressure
against my pussy was followed by the popping sensation of his
entry. His thickness began filling me in a hard shove. I groaned on
the girl's pussy and licked faster.

Krystal panted like she was running,
and looked down at me with wonder and approval.

My husband rammed my pussy with his
cock. It went in easily because it was already wet with Krystal's
saliva and her pussy juices.

I groaned gutturally as the ache
turned over, twisted, and tormented me deep inside. I stuck fingers
into the girl's pussy and played. My face mashed over and over onto
her clit as Blake thrust hard into me from behind.

I was delirious.

Then he pulled out, leaving me wobbly
and tingling.

I slumped over.

He lifted Krystal's legs and put them
on his shoulders. Her pussy was wet and open, ready. He pressed the
head of his cock in and sank that thick shaft into her until it was
gone.

Krystal moaned out with airy
appreciation.

He fucked her.

And fucked her.

It was deep. It was soft. It was
thorough.

Eventually, I climbed onto the bed to
play and rest. I listened to my husband fucking the young girl and
twirled my clit to orgasm. The rising swell of lust and
satisfaction lifted me above it all and gently dropped me down to
depths of release that caused me to shake and call out with
extraordinary gratification. Lights and tingles swam through me and
spread out like an exploding panorama of July 4th
fireworks.

My husband's dick was deep in
Krystal's young pussy and it was the best night I had ever
experienced, even if I didn't know there was more in
store.

I drifted into a warm, deep sleep to
the sounds of their gasps and hushed whispers.




EPILOGUE

 


I slept in the abyss of pleasure and
dreamed of trees, deep rivers, and long breezes.

Little by little, I rose above it all
until I realized I was hearing something outside.

But not outside.

I awoke to a Sunday morning still
dim.

I twisted, rolling over to look around
the room. I was greeted by the most erotic sight I had ever
experienced: Blake was on the floor, behind Krystal, pulling her
hair while he drove deep into the girl's pussy.

They were still fucking.

Had they been at it all
night?

Warmth flooded me and caused me to
smile in supreme serenity. I watched from the comfort and heat of
the blankets while my husband drove into the girl faster and
faster. He was close.

I was just in time, so to speak, to
witness the best part.

He groaned out quietly, jerking hard
as he pressed forward into her. He was cumming – squirting his seed
into the girl's depths. She would be feeling those long, hot
splashes inside her that went on and on and finally began running
out of her pussy.

How many times had he cum in her since
I fell asleep?

Blake panted with
exhaustion.

Krystal held up her torso on trembling
arms.

My husband began to move again –
pumping his hips. In and out his cock slid and moved. He didn't
pull out, he kept fucking her. The girl moaned quietly and pushed
back against him, accepting and taking every inch of his
erection.

They kept fucking as if he hadn't just
emptied his balls into her.

I have never experienced such a lack
of tension as at that moment. Nothing caused me trouble or torment.
Cares and worries were blissfully absent.

All I had was a euphoria so complete
that I remained still and just enjoyed the sounds of their
love-making. I had agonized long over getting to this point, and
now?

And now I was going to savor every
tingling second.

My husband's dick was deep in the
blonde girl's pussy.

He had given me everything I
wanted.




 


Thank you for reading Cute
Server, I hope you found the story enjoyable!

For similar titles in the
hot-husband/cuckquean vein, check out these titles by Laran
Mithras:

 


Honey, I'm Not Wearing This – she has
her husband dress as a woman for her sex-toy parties

Watching Will – she shares her husband
with her best friend

Ache to See Him with Her – her sexy
cousin and husband are quite a pair!

Making Cake for My Husband – little
neighbor girl is prepared for Pamela's husband

To Be Her – Barbara is stunned by the
new coworker and wants to emulate her

Chloe's Craze – her husband resists
her fantasies and she becomes desperate

 


Sexy Romances:

 


Go Away – an enemies to lovers romance
out in the woods

Eclipse of Her Heart – a modern
romance of longing and love
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