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Betty wound her shiny
raven hair in long silky strips around curlers, securing them to
the top of her head. Being a housewife in the 1950s, it was part of
her daily chores to look good for her husband Chip, even if she was
dead tired.

Her sapphire blue eyes
followed her husband as he stepped out of the steamy mist of the
shower and into their bedroom. His toned skin glistened with
wetness as he toweled off his hair. Betty bit her lip as she
watched her handsome spouse drop his towel and slide on his boxer
shorts. The sight of his generous manhood still made her made her
quiver, which was a welcome change from her dull housewife
life.

“Sweetheart, is roast beef
alright with you?” Betty asked, sighing deeply as he slipped his
length beneath his shorts, hiding it from her gaze.

“Roast beef for what?”
Chip asked, shooting a puzzled look at his wife as he slid under
the crisp white sheets of their bed.

“For the Donovan’s,
remember? They are coming for dinner tomorrow,” Betty answered,
slightly miffed that her absent-minded husband would forget a
dinner they had been planning for weeks. Jerry and Judy Donovan had
recently moved into the nicest house in the neighborhood, and all
the housewives on Baker Street were jockeying for their
attention.

“Oh Christ, Betty, is that
tomorrow?” Chip grunted, reaching for his book.

“Yes, it is, and I need
you to come home early so you can freshen up before they get
here.

“Sorry darling, but I
can’t. In fact, I am going to be out of town working on an account.
I doubt I will even make it home until after midnight.

Betty watched her
expression change in the mirror. The dinner was extremely important
in her little world, but it was simply a forgettable nuisance for
Chip. She knew she had only one card to play to sway her husband to
come home for dinner, so she folded her hand and played it. Betty
slipped a finger underneath her cleavage, plumping her breasts in
their lacy cups to the point of nearly falling out of her lacy
nightgown. She stood from her vanity and strolled languidly toward
her husband, stealing his attention away from his book.

“Got
him,” She thought to herself as she glided
toward the bed.

“But baby, you know how
important this dinner is for me, for both of us.” She purred,
sitting down on the side of the bed, running a finger along Chip’s
chest.

“I know it is, but I have
no choice in the matter, doll. I have to lock down this account,”
Chip responded, putting his book back on the nightstand and pulling
his wife in close to his body still warm from his shower. He
breathed in a whiff of her perfume as his eyes drifted down to the
whisps of lace straining to contain Betty’s ample bosom. His cock
began to lift in his shorts. Betty’s fantastic tits still make him
hard at the drop of a hat and she knew it.

“But baby,” She pouted,
batting her long black eyelashes and leaning into his chest. The
feel of his body heat through the thin fabric of her nightgown made
the tiny pink buds at the tips of her breast tingle into hardness.
Chip noticed his wife’s arousal against his chest and his manhood
throbbed to attention.

“I will do my best,” Chip
smiled, pulling Betty close to his face for a smoldering-hot kiss.
His mouth ravaged her plump ruby red lips, his tongue wildly
probing inside her mouth. Betty moaned into his kiss, edging her
husband to the point of no return. She knew the art of seduction
well and wielded her weapon like a true master.

Betty’s long, perfectly
polished, red fingertips moved south along Chip’s body, finding the
waistband of his boxer shorts. The small slit in the shorts gaped
open as his cock tented the fabric. Betty knew what she had to do
to seal the deal.

With a firm but gentle
hand, Betty pulled Chip’s length out of the striped blue fabric and
gripped the solid girth. Her body dipped forward, taking the
swollen tip between her lips. Chip groaned as his wife took his
thick column of flesh into her mouth. She moved slowly, swallowing
his cock one delicious inch at a time. Her tongue rolled around his
thickness while her hand massaged his shaft.

“Jesus, Betty, that feels
incredible,” Chip moaned into the air above his big plush king-size
bed. His hands quickly pushed his boxers down his hips to give his
wife full access to his aching fullness. Betty responded with
enthusiasm, cupping his balls and forcing his cock as far as it
would go down her throat. She knew she had changed his mind for
sure now, all she needed to do was make him cum and he would be
putty in her hands.

“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah, oh,
yeah,”

Chip chanted as he thrust
into Betty’s face. His long prick hammered against her tongue, each
pass getting faster and faster. His hips rolled like waves against
her lips, fucking her pretty mouth with everything he had.
Blow-jobs came far and few between for Chip and he wanted to damn
well make the best of it.

That’s right, Betty, don’t
stop.” He begged, ramming into her throat like a wild man. Chip’s
fingers grasped the curlers lining his wife’s head as he held on
for dear life. He yanked the thin rolls of hair toward his pelvis,
feeling his cock beginning to erupt.

“Oh, Betty!” He exclaimed,
arching deep past her tonsils. Her throat opened as his salty
man-milk shot out in spurts and oozed down into her belly. Betty
gladly gulped down his seed, knowing it meant her man would have to
repay her favor. She had him right where she wanted him.

“Thanks, doll, that was
great,” Chip yawned, pulling his shorts back up over his spent
cock.

“My pleasure sweetheart.
So, I will see you tomorrow for dinner right?” She not-so-subtly
asked, curling up next to her husband under the covers.

“As I said, I will do my
best,” He reiterated back to her, his words falling on her
disappointed ears. Betty rolled over, she thought for sure a
blow-job would have done the trick, but all she could do now was
just wait and see if Chip did indeed try his best to make it home.
Her big baby blues fluttered shut as sleep claimed her brain. Betty
had a big night of schmoozing ahead of her, and she needed all the
sleep she could get.

**

Betty’s patent leather
heels clicked against the smooth tile floor of her kitchen as she
bustled around making the last minute touches on her sumptuous
dinner. The beef was perfectly roasted, the veggies were on point,
and even the desert was to die for, everything was coming together
seamlessly, but Betty was sweating bullets.

She nervously checked the
clock hanging on the wall, watching the night growing later and
later, without a single word from Chip. His Cadillac should have
rolled into the driveway an hour ago, and Betty’s anger grew more
ferocious by the minute. The phone rang, startling her away from
her food prep. She was in such a tizzy over Chip’s tardiness, she
aggressively picked it up on the first ring, nearly pulling the
cord out of the wall.

“Hello, Simpson
residence,”

“Betty, hey doll, don’t be
upset, but I am still working on that account. I am not going to be
able to make it back for dinner,”

“Damn it, Chip, what am I
supposed to do? The food is ready and they are due here any
minute,”

“Calm down, sweetheart, I
am sure everything will be just fine without me. You will do great,
I am sure of it. Listen, I have to run. See you later.”

Betty’s blood boiled as
she hung up the phone. She didn’t ask much of her husband, and it
was literally the least he could do to show up and eat some beef.
She fumed, taking her anger out on the silverware as she forcefully
slammed it down on the dining room table. With an obscenity-laced
rant churning in her brain for her absentee husband, Betty gathered
her composure and tried to fake a happy outward appearance for her
guests. The doorbell chimed, and she managed to open the door with
a huge grin plastered across her face.

“Betty, you look
gorgeous,”

“What a lovely home you
have Betty,”

The Donovan’s made
pleasantries at the door, and Betty tried to keep her chin from
hitting the floor. She had met Judy before and knew the woman was a
dead ringer for Marilyn Monroe, but her husband Jerry was beyond
anything that she expected. The tall, muscular
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