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Making Him Watch

by Lilith T. Bell

 



***

 


There was something in the
water in Springville, Minnesota. That isn't a metaphor or a cliché
in this case. It's absolutely true. The tiny town of just under
fourteen hundred people had male births outnumber female by ten to
one. It was an absolutely beautiful place and a popular vacation
spot—keeping Springville's tourist economy going strong—but it
could never gain much in population. A limited number of little
girls to replace their mothers made for a built in form of birth
control.

The thing that had really
intrigued me about the place when my husband first brought me was
how happy all of the women were. Many of them had moved there to be
with their husbands and as near as I could tell the majority of
them didn't work. They seemed far happier with being housewives
than I had ever been, too. After talking to a few of them, my
decision had been made and I'd urged my husband to take the job at
the town clinic.

“Joanie,
what's the point of you not working if you can't even cook me a
decent dinner?”

I stopped my living room
cleaning to shoot a look over at my husband, Dr. Grant Ferraro.
There was an open archway leading into the dining room, framing him
like the king of the castle. My husband was twelve years older than
me—thirty-eight to my twenty-six—and a doctor. Financially, there
was no reason for me to work, but that didn't mean he didn't take
pleasure in complaining about how lazy I was.

“I've been
busy cleaning and unpacking all day, honey. The kitchen is still
too disorganized for much cooking,” I said, trying my best to keep
my voice sweet.

Grant shook his head and set
the cheeseburger I'd purchased down on his plate. I thought the
food from the local diner was quite good, but my husband was
something of a fitness junky. He only allowed himself to have red
meat once a week and was no doubt angry that his weekly treat was
greasy spoon food instead of rare sirloin. “When I get busy with
patients, I can't just shirk my duties with them.”

“Yes, but
you have nurses. Just think of Earl's Diner as a housewife's
nurse.”

He muttered something that I
couldn't make out, wiping his hands on his napkin. His obsession
with fitness had done him many favors that made his occasionally
acerbic attitude easier to overlook. His jet black hair had begun
to go salt and pepper around the temples, but it only added a
dignified air to him. His body was leanly muscled, reflecting his
love of swimming and running on a daily basis.

Grant really was wonderful
to look at, but unfortunately that seemed to be all I was doing
these days. Before we'd moved, a friend had expressed envy over my
gorgeous, successful husband. As I told her then, it was great to
drive a Ferrari but it's useless if you can't get it out of the
garage. Whether it was a difference in sex drive or just a lack of
interest on his part, we were lucky if we had sex once a month.

When the doorbell rang, I
hummed to myself happily and began putting away the vacuum. Grant
was staring at me, no doubt waiting for me to get the door. I
simply focused on putting the vacuum away in the closet, so the
living room was prepared for company.

Just as my husband stood up
from his chair to get the door, I headed over to pull the door open
and greeted the person on the other side with a broad grin. “Why
Sheriff Bakker, what a pleasant surprise,” I said, ushering him
inside.

The sheriff was not the type
of man someone wanted on their front porch unless they were
expecting him. He was well over six feet tall and built like a
bull. His gray hair was kept in a buzzcut and no matter what he was
expressing, his small, dark eyes always seemed to be glaring.

“Is
something wrong?” Grant asked as he came over towards the door.
Outside, there were several cars full of young men
parking.

“Nothing at
all, Doc. Just come to oversee a proper welcome for your wife,”
Bakker said.

Grant shot me a look and I
avoided his eyes. “What's this about?”

“Well, see,
all these boys and so few women, there are some town traditions we
keep to ensure everybody's happy. Don't want what few girls we get
leaving dissatisfied, after all,” said Bakker.

I leaned against the edge of
the door as I watched the boys from town heading up our front walk.
There were Jim and Jake who did roofs and Billy who had inherited
Earl's Cafe from his father and all those handsome hands from the
dairy farm and a few others from town. There were a dozen men in
all and they were all hitting my buttons. And they all wanted
me.

Jim was the first to make it
to the doorway. He was a little taller than Grant, but not so huge
as the sheriff. He had a lanky, youthful build and shaggy blond
hair. His brown eyes sparkled with hunger as he looked at me. Just
about squirming with delight, I leaned up to kiss him in
greeting.

“Come on
in,” I said. As soon as he'd passed by me, I was greeting Jake with
another kiss.

“What the
hell are you doing?” Grant grabbed my arm to pull me away from the
door. Instantly, three different pairs of hands all took hold of
him and I beamed at my rescuers.

“Wife's
gotta have a proper welcome,” the sheriff repeated. “Twelve local
boys tonight and then she has her pick of who she wants to
keep.”

Grant struggled against the
hands holding him. “Get the hell out of my house!”

“Sorry,
Doc. We ain't taking orders from you,” Jim said.

Once all the boys were
inside, I shut the front door. No lock, since this was small town
living now and I had a dozen strong country boys to protect me
besides. I turned around to consider my husband, trying not to
cackle in glee.

“Why don't
you boys get a chair from the dining room and set it up right about
here?” I said. “I want him to have a good view.”

Once they had the chair set
up, the boys pushed Grant down into it, then took handcuffs from
the sheriff to keep him situated. My husband was gaping at me in
horror and shock.

“Sweetie,
you were the one who wanted to try country life,” I reminded him
before I pulled my shirt over my head. I heard several sighs of
pleasure, which made me shiver in delight. With Grant for a
husband, there was no way I could have gotten away with not keeping
my body fit. He complained if he noticed an extra inch of fat on my
hips, but never seemed to take joy in all my hard work. As I looked
around, I saw admiration and hunger on a dozen pairs of eyes. The
thrill of power was intoxicating.

Grant struggled against the
handcuffs, rocking the chair from side to side. “Get your shirt
back on right now, Joanie!”

“Ma'am, you
want us to gag him?” one of the boys from the farm
asked.

I considered that for a
moment, then shook my head before I popped open the button on my
jeans and dragged the zipper down. Every eye in the room was glued
to that zipper. “No. Let him beg.”

Once I'd slid my jeans off,
I was left in a pink lace bra and a matching pair of panties that I
was soaking through with my arousal. I hadn't believed what the
local women told me when I'd first asked them, but then I'd seen
how each one had at least three different men waiting on her hand
and foot and watching after her with looks of abject lust. Chivalry
had a whole new meaning in Springville.

I waited just a moment,
luxuriating in the anticipation on all their faces, then unhooked
my bra and dropped it on the couch. A few of the boys groaned and
most of them were now rubbing their cocks through their jeans. My
thumbs hooked under the waist on my panties and I turned to give
most of them a view of my ass as I bent over, sliding the fabric
down my legs. Once I'd stepped out of the scrap of lace, I marched
over to one of the farmhands. He had short auburn hair and blue
eyes. There was a dimple in his cheek when he grinned at me.
Beautiful.

“I want to
taste you, Rick,” I told him breathlessly.

The young man wasted no time
working his jeans open. His cock was pale to match his light skin
and uncut. He had a good inch or so on Grant in length, so I was a
little unsure of how much of him I could take. There was only one
way to find out, though.

Grasping his hips, I ducked
down to slide my lips over his head. His hand was still gripping
his shaft and guided it into my mouth, making me moan. All around
the room, I could hear zippers opening up and I shuddered. Behind
me, I could feel one of the boys teasing his cock at my pussy lips,
rubbing it through the wetness that was collecting there. I moaned
and rolled my hips back toward him eagerly, spreading my legs
further apart.

Rick's hand buried itself in
my hair as the boy behind me thrust forward at last. I slid my lips
down the cock in my mouth, my body arching and writhing in
pleasure. I'd always wanted to know what it would feel like to suck
a dick while being fucked. Lately, I'd been spending too much time
wishing for plain old vanilla sex.

The boy behind me began
pounding into me, any hesitation now gone. At my mouth, Rick was
thrusting between my lips, his sweet cock sliding over my tongue. I
couldn't see much with Rick fucking my mouth, but I felt as some of
the others moved closer. There were hands on my breasts, massaging
them, rolling my nipples between their fingers. I felt hands slide
over my back, treating me like some precious gift. They were
supporting me bent over now so I released Rick's hips to reach out
blindly.

I found two fresh dicks to
wrap my fingers around, stroking their lengths. The feeling of
being completely surrounded by maleness was exhilarating and I
could feel my pussy growing tighter around the cock inside of me.
The man behind me jerked forward, his hips pumping against my ass
as he came, flooding me with his hot, sticky seed. As soon as he'd
pulled out, there was another one inside of me. Slightly thicker
than the last, though not so long. I loved feeling those faint
differences between them, the instant variety.

Above me, I could hear Rick
groaning, his breath coming in quick gasps. His cum filled my
mouth, his cock twitching and I swallowed every drop. So far, none
of them had had enough stamina to satisfy me, but that was fine.
There were still plenty of them to prove their worth. One of the
boys I'd been jerking off pushed his way to my mouth, trying to
take Rick's place. I grinned up at him, licking the salty cum off
my lips, then took a quick glance over my shoulder to appreciate
the view. It was Jim fucking me, his eyes closed in deep
concentration. The others were all jerking themselves off slowly as
they watched, looking agonized at being denied.

The most delightful sight
was Grant, handcuffed to the chair. His cock was clearly outlined
by his slacks, probably harder than I'd ever seen it. His cheeks
were flushed and his eyes looked torn between humiliation and
hunger.

“I want to be able to watch
him,” I told Jim breathlessly.

Confusion passed over Jim's
face for a moment and then he grasped what I wanted. His arms
wrapped around my waist to pull me up against him before he kicked
the coffee table over at the right angle. When he settled my knees
on the edge of it, all I had to do was turn my head slightly to see
Grant's lust-glazed eyes.

“Do you like watching,
honey?” I asked him.

He groaned, struggling
against the cuffs. “Joanie...”

I smirked, then turned my
face back to the boy in front of me, swallowing the offered cock.
He wasn't as long as Rick, so I could take his full length, making
him moan shakily, his hips jerking forward. That encouraged me to
keep going, sliding my lips up and down his shaft rapidly.

Behind me, Jim was going a
bit slowly, grinding into me each time our bodies met. One of his
hands had moved under my body, his fingers stroking over my clit.
That combined with the ardent fondling at my breasts was drawing
the tension tighter in my body. The boy in my mouth spilled himself
with a grunt just as my lips fell away from him. I was gasping for
breath, my body rocking and thrashing in a wonderfully intense
orgasm. The hot splash of the farmhand cumming all
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