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Drinking From Our Friend




Damn Keys 

“Shit!” Chrissy grunts in frustration, dumping the contents of her entire purse on the table as my husband, Jarret, and I look at her with confused faces. “I think I lost my keys.”

“How did you manage that?” I ask. “You’re usually so responsible.”

“I don’t know. Maybe I dropped them. Can you help me look?”

Jarret and I slide out of the booth where we’ve been eating and drinking all evening as Chrissy gets down on her hands and knees with her flashlight app to look under the table. Jarret goes toward the front door to retrace our steps, and I head to the bathroom to see if she dropped them in there when we went to the bathroom. 

No luck. 

When I come out of the bathroom, I see Jarret at the bar asking the bartender if anyone’s turned in keys. My always-prepared husband thinks of everything. 

I stand and marvel at him a little. It’s Chrissy’s birthday, so we’re out with her. But we’ve been holed up together for the last two weeks because he’s only on a two-week leave from the military. He goes back tomorrow for another year. If it wasn’t Chrissy’s birthday, I’d be riding his dick right now. He’s gorgeous at six and a half feet tall, solid muscle, dark hair and dimples that make my panties wet just by looking at him.

When I get back to the table, Chrissy’s in tears, and her mascara runs in a river down one cheek. “Hey,” I say, grabbing a napkin. “It’s not a big deal. Maybe you can call a locksmith tomorrow. Your son is at your mom’s for the night. It’ll be fine.”

“It’s not that, Beth,” she says as I smooth her long blonde hair away from her head. I wipe her mascara a little with a balled-up napkin we left on the table and marvel that she still has the same freckles on her nose that she had as a college freshman ten years ago. “I forgot to pump my breastmilk before I left, and I’m already full to bursting. I won’t get to my breast pump until morning.”

“No luck,” Jarret says, coming over to the table before I can respond to Chrissy. “The bartender took my number in case they find them.”

“Well, there’s no use crying in a restaurant booth. Let’s go home. It’s after midnight. Do you think there’s any store you can get a pump at this time of night?” 

“No,” Chrissy says, shaking her head. “I’ll have to hand express.”

“Well, you’re coming to our house. I have a heating pad and warm washcloths if that’ll help.”

Chrissy nods and slides out of the booth, and Jarret extends a gentlemanly hand to help her out. I can’t help but notice how her breasts are pushed up in her bra and how swollen they look in the button-down flannel shirt she’s wearing. That looks like it downright hurts. 

The ride back to our place is quick, and I talk to Chrissy non-stop about her son, our own plans to have a kid after the next deployment, and small talk about the weather. I try to keep her talking to take her mind off of the obvious pain she’s in. I see her wince and adjust her breasts with both hands a few times. I also see Jarret look at her in the rearview mirror a couple of times and wonder what’s going through his mind. I catch him looking up in the rearview mirror like he’s trying to look at her boobs, and I nail him with a “caught you” look and a smile. He shrugs and smiles back at me. I’ve never been a jealous woman, and any man with red blood would look at those swollen titties in the backseat. 

As soon as Jarret puts the key in the front door and turns the lock, Chrissy runs to our bathroom to hand express over the sink as tears leak down her face. I sit on the couch, and Jarret goes to the kitchen to get us all glasses of wine. 

When he comes back, he takes his shoes off before handing me the wine and settling into the couch cushions beside me. Stroking my hair back, he kisses me on the forehead, and I breathe in his deep scent of soap and something that’s just Jarret. 

“Is she okay?” he asks. I’m sure this is pretty confusing for a guy. 

I shrug my shoulders. “I hope so, but that sure looked uncomfortable. Sorry this is happening the night before deployment. I wanted tonight to be special,” I murmur and rub my hand up his leg at the same time that I get an idea. 

My mind spins, and an evil idea forms. 

“Um, Jarret. Do you think Chrissy would be up for joining us tonight?” 

He’s in the middle of lifting his drink to his mouth when he freezes at my words. “Joining us for what?” 

“You know,” I say, nodding my head toward our bedroom and enjoying the shell-shocked look on his face. “Joining us for sex. Don’t tell me you’ve never fantasized about it.”

“W-well,” he sputters. “Every guy has thought about that. I never thought I’d get that, though, especially not since we’ve been married.”

I run my hands up his leg. “But you’d be willing to try it? It would sure send you off for a year with a nice memory.”

My husband looks at the ceiling and shakes his head. “Would she even be into that? I’ve never thought of her as particularly into that stuff.”

I hear Chrissy running water in the bathroom and kiss Jarret on the cheek. “I think she used to rub off with her college roommate. But leave her to me. Why don’t you go in our bedroom, and I’ll work on her for a bit. Act surprised if we come in there.”

Chrissy comes out of the bathroom and looks at us sitting on the couch, smiling awkwardly. Jarret drains his wine glass, stands up and does an over-exaggerated stretch. Smooth. “Well, I’m going to bed,” he says a little louder than necessary. “You girls don’t get too crazy while I’m sleeping.”

I clear my throat a little and wave Chrissy over to the couch as Jarret walks down the hallway to our bedroom to wait. 

“Did you get everything taken care of?” I ask, pointing at her boobs. 

“A little. It’ll have to do,” she says, scrunching her knees up and wrapping her arms around them. “I’m sorry I ruined your night with Jarrett.”

“Psh,” I say, waving my hand. “You didn’t ruin it.”

We talk for a few minutes, and I can see that she’s still uncomfortable since she adjusts her boobs again like she didn’t get enough milk out earlier. After a few minutes, I casually lay my head on her bent knees as we continue talking about whatever I can to take her mind off of her breasts and the fact that I’m trying to seduce her for my husband.

“Um, Chrissy,” I say, clearing my throat a little. “I can tell that you’re still a little uncomfortable. Do you want me to help?”

“You said you had a heating pad?”

“I do if you want it. But I meant that I would…help.” She gives me a confused look, and I realize she’s not really picking up what I’m saying. “I’ll drink from your breasts if you need me to. Or even if you want me to.”









