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​Chapter One: Little Minds, Big Hearts
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“Well, hello,” my beautiful wife says to me as I walk up to where she is standing on the sidewalk beside her students.  Amilee has been a kindergarten teacher here for almost four years now, and for practically the entire time I have made an effort to come see her on Friday afternoons at this very spot to take her to an early dinner and a movie.  It is our date night together, and I look forward to it every single week.  

“How was your day, Ami?” I ask with a smile on my face as I pull her to me for a side hug.  We have been told in the past that we are not allowed to kiss or fully hug in the presence of the students and I intend to keep my wife out of trouble with her school.

“It was great.  The kids are just about to get onto the bus.”

Just now, a young boy walks up to her and gives her a hug around the waist.  “I can’t wait to see you Monday, Miss Amilee.”

“Oh, I can’t want to see you then too, James.”  My wife bends down and gives the little boy a quick hug before he goes back to the line where he was waiting before.

“Nice kid,” I comment as I pat Amilee on the shoulder.

“He really is a sweet little guy,” she admits.  “They all are, even when they are little terrors.”  We both laugh quietly as another teacher walks up in front of all of the other students lined up along the sidewalk.  

“Alright, kids.  It’s time to go home.  Remember to walk; don’t run.”  She smiles as she waves the students toward the buses parked along the long sidewalk.  For the most part, the kindergarten and first grade students do as she asks, but a few end up getting scolded by the lead teacher as they run to the buses.  

“Better you than me,” I tell Amilee.  “These little brats would get a spanking every day if I had to deal with them.”

“Cedric!”  My wife lovingly taps me on the side of the arm as she shakes her head and laughs.  “You are so terrible sometimes.”

“Well, you know that I can be if you really want.  Maybe I need to get you home and spank you for a while?  Have you been a bad little girl today?” 

“Hello!”  We look over to see the principal of the school walking over to us.  “Is it Friday already?”  I met Greg Sloane a few years ago when Amilee got the job at the school.  He has been the principal here since before Amilee took her current job as a kindergarten teacher.  In his late thirties, the man could easily pass for someone much younger.  As a matter of fact, I can’t help but notice every time I see him that the female teachers at the school pay very close attention to him.  My wife seems just as enamored with him as anyone else, which sometimes causes me to wonder about the state of their professional relationship.

I shake the principal’s hand.  “Yes it is.  Ami and I are going to head over to have a bite to eat before either doing a little shopping or taking in a movie.  What sort of weekend plans do you have?”

Mr. Sloane shrugs his shoulders.  “You know, I don’t know.  I think the golf course is calling my name.”  He smiles as he asks, “How is your handicap?”

“Ugh, terrible,” I laugh while smiling.  “I suck at golf, but I’m working on it.”

“We should go for a few rounds together sometime, you know?  I think it would be a lot of fun.”

“Maybe.”  

“Yeah, it might be a lot of fun.”  I watch as my wife reaches over and touches the other man’s forearm lightly as she smiles at him.  Goosebumps begin to rise along the back of my neck as I look at the two of them together.

“A lot of fun.  Sure.”  I smirk as Amilee’s eyes turn and meet mine.  She quickly draws her hand back away from the principal’s arm.

“Well, I need to get my purse.  I will be right back.”  She turns and walks past me back into the building, leaving me alone with her supervisor.

“It’s a nice cool day,” the principal says as he looks over at the buses.  They are beginning to depart after loading the students.  “I wish it would stay that way for a while.”

“Me too,” I reply.  “The problem is, it seems to get awfully warm around here just when you least expect it.”  This is a thinly veiled attempt at letting Mr. Sloane know that I witnessed whatever happened between the two of them, but my attempt does not seem to be hitting the expected mark.

“It does.”  He nods his head before telling me, “Well, I need to get back inside as well.  It’s good to see you again, Cedric.”  He offers his hand again and I take it to shake.

“See you later, Greg.”  I watch as the tall, athletic man turns and walks back into another part of the building where his office is located.

“Okay, I have it,” I hear Amilee say from behind me.  I turn to see her and then reach out to take her hand.  We begin to talk toward the parking lot to pick up our cars.

“So, what was that all about?” I ask not long after we begin to walk.  

“What was what all about?” my wife asks.  She turns her brown eyes toward me as I smile at her. 

“That thing between you and Mr. Sloane.  What was it?”

“Thing?”  Amilee shakes her head.  “There is no thing, Cedric.”

“There is definitely a thing,” I reiterate as I press her further.  “You can’t tell me that you expect me to believe that the two of you didn’t just flirt with each other out here in front of the buses, Ami.  Something is going on.  What is it?”

My wife suddenly stops in her tracks and looks over at me.  “You can’t be serious about this, Cedric.  Mr. Sloane is my principal and I work for him.  It would be inappropriate for anything other than that to be going on at school or anywhere else.”

I nod my head.  “Well, yes, I can see that.  But, what is going on?  Why did you touch his arm the way that you did?  Is there an inside joke of some sort going on between the two of you?”

Amilee begins to walk again and so I step up to keep by her side.  “This is ridiculous, sweetheart.  You know that I don’t flirt with other men.  I never have and I never will.”

“But you touched his arm.”  She stops again and puts both hands on my arm.  “There.  Does it feel like I am flirting with you?”

I laugh.  “Well, no, but I think that would be because you are upset with me.  You seemed very happy to touch his arm a few minutes ago, though.”

“Oh, I wish you wouldn’t do this today.”  Amilee turns and again begins to walk along the sidewalk.  We are getting close to the parking lot now as well as to what I hope to be a very nice evening with my wife.  Unfortunately, I am beginning to have my doubts as our argument seemingly escalates.

“I’m just curious, that’s all,” I tell her.  “I’m not angry or upset with you, honey.  Just curious.”

She shakes her head as she continues walking.  I have apparently struck a nerve in my wife that I did not think I would strike.  After five years of marriage, it seems that maybe we have finally found the one sticking point in our relationship.  Perhaps it is unfair for me to question her about her relationships with others at work.  Okay, fine, I should probably keep in mind that I sometimes pry a bit too much.  However, this seems like something very important that we should clear up before it goes too far.  What if I were to misunderstand something that happens later between her and the principal or even another coworker?  If we can just get everything out into the open right now, things would surely be better for the both of us, right?  

“I’m sorry,” I say after a couple of minutes of silence.  We have made it to the parking lot and both of our cars.  “I know I was being very presumptuous when I asked you about Greg.  Maybe I should think before I speak next time.”

Amilee opens her car door and puts her purse inside before sitting down.  “So, where are you taking me?” she asks without even acknowledging what I have just said to her.

“Um, well, how about that little burger joint on Carson and Third?”

She nods her head.  “Yeah, I think a cheeseburger would be nice this time around.  I’m tired of seafood.”

“Me too,” I laugh.  Bending down, I kiss her.  Thankfully, Amilee is prepared to offer me her full attention for this as we lock our lips together.

“I’ll meet you there in an hour,” she tells me softly before I step back and she closes her car door.  My wife then puts the car into reverse and backs out of her parking space before driving away.

“Well, that was just spiffy,” I tell myself with a strained laugh.  “What the hell went wrong there, Cedric?  How did you fuck this up?”  I am genuinely confused about how hard Amilee took the questioning of her relationship with the principal.  I expected to get more of a cogent response from her, but unfortunately she is not in the mood to continue discussing this with me.  It means that I have pressed her too much with this and I will need to back off if I want anything from her tonight.  By leaving this way and telling me to meet her at the restaurant instead of just getting in one car and traveling together, Amilee is sending the clear message that I have pissed her off.

“You little hottie,” I say with a laugh under my breath as I get into my own car and start the engine.  Amilee is the most attractive woman that I know, and her petite stature means that she is also one of the most sexually gifted.  Whatever flirtations Greg and my wife have between each other, they are both complete professionals.  I trust my wife above everyone else.  So, for now I let go of the concerns that I have about the two of them flirting with each other in front of the elementary school.  Instead, I will focus on our time together tonight.  After all, this is what we have been waiting all week for anyway.
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​Chapter Two: Personal Time
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“Oh, fuck, Ami,” I grunt as I try to hold back from coming in her mouth as she sucks on my cock.  “Honey, shit, I don’t think I can do it.”  I look over at the edge of the bed where the book on sex techniques my wife purchased last month sits.  My job, according to Amilee, is to keep from orgasming as she gives me an intense blow job.  Only after at least fifteen minutes am I allowed to finally let go, and then only inside her hands, not her mouth.  This is all to help deepen my ability to hold out much longer during sex so that we can both fuck each other longer.

She lifts her head up and looks at me while gripping my penis tightly in her small hand.  “You know what to do, Cedric.  Just breathe deeply and slowly while I do this.  I’m not hurrying, so neither should you.”

“Dammit, I can’t just turn it off,” I complain as I shake my head.  My heart is racing inside my chest as I think about how sexy my wife looks this morning.  Her shoulder-length brown hair is put back neatly into a little ponytail that moves around as she bobs her head up and down while servicing me.  

“You can do this, sweetheart.  Just hold on a bit longer.”  Amilee smiles at me before going back down on my cock, her soft lips and tongue slowly sliding along the length of the rod of flesh.

“Fuck,” I whimper as I lay my head back and try to take my mind off what is going on below my waist.  Closing my eyes, I try to think about work or going to the store as I attempt to turn my attention away from Amilee and her fantastic oral skills.  Why the hell do I have to have a wife who knows how to give the best head ever?  Why does she insist on sucking on me like this now?

I last for another minute or so as I open my eyes and put my hands on her head.  Things are getting more difficult now as my mind turns back to my wife and what she is doing to my cock.  Her tongue, soft yet strong, rolls around on the end of my penis occasionally and the sensation finally becomes too much.  “GAHHH!!!”  

“UTTT!!!”  Amilee gags on the first voluminous spurt of my man sauce.  She tries to lift her head up, but I hold her down with my hands as I continue to come inside her mouth.

“OHHHH!!!  FUCK!  FUCK!!!”  

“ACK!!!  UTTT!!!”  Amilee struggles while trying to get up, but all I can do is think about how wonderful it feels to finally release deep inside her mouth.

“Ohhhh, fuck...ohhhh, Ami...uhhhh...”  The orgasm is so intense that I spurt several more times before finally taking my hands away from her head.  My body continues to convulse for another few seconds as I watch my wife sit up with my jism all over her mouth and chin.  

“What the hell was that?” she protests as she wipes her face with her hands.  “Dammit, Cedric, you were supposed to keep from doing that.  You could have at least warned me or let me sit up.”

“I’m sorry,” I lie as I look up at her.  “Honey, it just happened and I couldn’t do anything about it.  I didn’t know...”

“Bullshit, Cedric.”  Amilee gets up from the bed and goes into the bathroom.  She is in there for about a minute before coming back out with a washcloth for herself as well as one for me.  

“I’m sorry,” I tell her again as I hope that this time it might stick.

“You held my head down,” my wife answers sternly.  “You know that I don’t like having my head held down when you do that.  We have talked about this before.”

“I know, I know.  I guess that I just got a little carried away.  It’s really hard to let go when I am in the midst of an orgasm, Ami.  It was just too good.”

“Oh, and so it’s my fault?” she says while raising an eyebrow.  “Is that what you are telling me?”

I smile sheepishly.  “Maybe just a little bit,” I reply.  “You know that you are too good at what you do, right?  You really put in some work on me this time and you still expected me to hold it in?  That’s not very realistic, my love.”

Amilee sighs.  “We have to do something to help get our sex life going again, Cedric.  That book is our best bet for doing that.”

“Our sex life is fine,” I reply.  “Sure, we both get a little stressed at times and we have some problems because of that, but it’s just fine otherwise.  We are good, honey.”  I sit up and reach for my wife.  Pulling her toward me, I kiss her deeply and she returns the affection as our naked bodies for a moment come together.  However, Amilee soon pulls away as she gets up from the bed.  

“We need to get ready for work.”

“Ah, honey,” I say as I shake my head.  “Come on.  Let’s try again.”

“You don’t want to follow what the book says to do, so I don’t see the point, Cedric.  We have work today, so it really doesn’t even matter right now.”  My wife goes to the closet and opens the door before going through her clothes to find just the right outfit for her day at school.  I sit and watch for a moment before finally saying something to her.

“You know, we should go on a cruise or something during the winter break this year.  I’ll bet I could find a really nice package that would be a great time together.  What do you think?”  I smile as I wait for Amilee’s response.

She turns and looks back at me after selecting a blouse and skirt for today.  “You know that I don’t like the ocean, Cedric.  I have never liked it and I never will.  It just brings back too many memories for me.”  My wife grew up along the coast with her family and loved to play on the beach and swim in the water as a child.  Unfortunately, she nearly drowned in the water one day when a rip current pulled her out away from the shoreline.  Amilee has not so much as dipped a single toe into the ocean since then and I honestly can’t say that I blame her after that experience.  

“I’m sorry, honey.”

“Look, we need to get ready for work.  We can talk about this later.”

“But I want to take you somewhere so that we can enjoy some time alone, honey.  Where would you like to go?”

Shaking her head, Amilee tells me, “I want to go stay in a cabin in the mountains.”

“In the mountains?”  I chuckle.  “The damned mountains?  There’s nothing there, Ami.” 

“That’s the point,” she replies as she puts on a bra.  “We would only be spending time with each other.  There would be no distractions and we could have sex all day long if we wanted.  It would be a perfect thing to do.”  Amilee knows that I am not the nature-loving type.  It is the very reason we rarely do anything away from the city or away from the conveniences of having internet access and being able to dine at a restaurant.  I have never enjoyed being out in the middle of nature away from other people, and I doubt that I ever will.  

“I don’t like the mountains,” I sulk.

“Shit, Cedric, you are so difficult sometimes.”  Amilee turns and continues to get dressed.  

“Maybe you should just fuck him,” I say snarkily. 

My wife turns and gives me a stern look.  “Fuck who?”

“You know who,” I say as I grimace a little.  “The man you like to flirt with at work.  The one you are probably already thinking about while you put your blouse on this morning.  Greg Sloane.”

Amilee’s eyes widen and she shakes her head.  “Are you serious right now?  Dammit, Cedric, that’s a disgusting thing to say to me!  How could you?”  Angry with my suggestion, she turns and pulls out the rest of her clothing before walking to the bathroom.  I get up from the bed and follow my wife.  

“You want to screw him, don’t you?  Just do it and be done with it.  The two of you are like two teenagers salivating over each other.  It’s really disgusting to watch.”

My wife shakes her head as she turns her head and glares at me.  “Why are you doing this?  You know that I don’t have a thing for him, Cedric.  You and I are married, remember?  I don’t cheat on our marriage.”

“I never said that you have,” I reply.  “But you wish that I were more like him.” 

Shocked, Amilee walks over to me while clutching her skirt in one hand.  “What do you mean by that?  I have never told you that.”

“You sometimes say his name in your sleep,” I lie.  I want to see what her reaction is to this comment and I can tell that I have hit upon something.  Maybe she really does dream at night about the principal at her school.  

Amilee looks into my face and tells me, “I don’t dream about him.”  She appears to have caught me in my attempt to snare her with my lie.  

“Well, it sure seems like you are taken with him, my love,” I say as I shake my head.  “Maybe you should just let him come over and have sex with you so that we can get it out of the way.”

“Are you listening to yourself?” my wife asks.  “Mr. Sloane is a married man and he has a little boy, Cedric.  He’s a very nice person to work for, sure, but we are not carrying on anything behind your back.  So, if you would please just knock this off...”

“I dream about you with him,” I interrupt.  “It makes me horny.”  This part is in fact a truthful admission to Amilee that up until now I had not planned on sharing with her.  

“What?”

“I have had some dreams where you are having sex with Greg, and I was horny while you were doing it.  You let me watch while you fucked him.”

My wife shakes her head as she purses her lips together.  At first, it appears that she will not say anything, but then she replies, “Why would that sort of thing make you horny, Cedric?  That’s not something that you should be dreaming about or even thinking about.”

“But I do.  It has a lot to do with the way the two of you act around each other, Ami.  I’ve seen you both flirt when I come to the school every Friday afternoon.  There is something there between the two of you and I think you know it.”

“No, there is nothing there,” she argues yet again.  “We are married to each other, right?  You and I should not be having this conversation right now.”  Amilee turns and walks back toward the mirror in the bathroom before putting her skirt on and then pulling her hair out of the ponytail it has been in.

“I’m sorry if I am shocking you with this, but we need to do something for our sex life, right?  I guess maybe having a few fantasies about you and another man is how I am dealing with it all.”

“Don’t imagine me with another man,” Amilee answers evenly as she brushes her hair.  “It’s not right.”

“Maybe not, but sometimes I can’t help thinking about it.  You do too.  I know you do.”

“No, I don’t.”  My wife has always been a persistent woman in whatever she believes or says.  She is not one to easily change her position on something or to suddenly contradict what she has said before.  Amilee is a strong, confident woman who knows what she wants in life, and that is a feature I have always found very attractive.

“Fine.  So you don’t want the guy.  It just seems like you do sometimes whenever the two of you are talking to each other.”

Amilee sighs.  “Look, we are just good friends and colleagues, alright?  He is a very nice principal to work for and that makes my job much easier.  So, maybe I do kid around with him and maybe that seems like flirting, but we are definitely not flirting.”  Looking at me in the mirror as she begins to do her makeup, Amilee adds, “I promise, Cedric, we are not even thinking about having sex with each other.  As for the sex life you and I have together, that will get better.  You just need to learn to hold out longer.”  My wife gives me a wry smile before beginning to apply her eyeliner.

“It wasn’t fair, though,” I tell her.  “That kind of blow job is not one any guy can stand up to without coming.  You should have started me off with a slow hand job.”

“Maybe so,” she replies with a giggle.  “But you have to learn to keep from coming like that so quickly.  You can do that for me, right?”  Amilee smiles at me in the mirror again.

“Maybe,” I agree.  “But first, I need to see how long you can hold out if I give you a little oral.”  I reach down and pick up my petite wife.

“What the hell are you doing?” Amilee protests as I carry her back to the bed.

“Seeing how long you can hold out if I am licking your clit, sweet lovergirl.”  I laugh as I put her on the bed and lift her skirt.  The shoe is on the other foot, now.  It is time to find out whether my wife can do what she claims I should have been able to do earlier.  Work be damned, I intend to put her to the test.
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​Chapter Three: Hotter Than Most
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“What’s up buddy?”  I look up to see another insurance adjuster, Robert McElroy, taking a seat beside my desk.  “How are things these days?”

Smiling as I sit back in my chair, I reply, “It’s been a couple of weeks since I have seen you around.  Some said you might have died.”

He chuckles.  “Well, that thing down in Mobile was a mess.  I had to spend a little more time there than I thought that I would.”  Robert was called to Mobile, Alabama to work on a tornado claim for a couple of the insurance company’s larger corporate customers.  One of them, an auto dealership, lost practically all of its inventory due to the hail storm that came right before the tornado.  The winds then took care of the building itself.  “So, what have you been up to?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “Not much.  Things have been pretty slow around here.”

Robert nods his head.  “How are things with Amilee?”  He smiles as he crosses one leg over the other and puts his hands on them.  Though we are colleagues, Robert and I are also friends and have known each other for several years.  We tell each other things about our personal lives that we tell no one else, and I can only assume that he is wondering about my married life because of a conversation we had just before he left for Mobile.

“I guess they are okay,” I tell him.

He shakes his head.  “Is she still after you to change how you do things in bed?”

I look around before replying, “Not so loud around here, alright?  I don’t need someone to hear you.”

Robert smiles.  “She’s still not happy, huh?”

Leaning closer to my friend, I tell him, “I think that she might have a thing for the principal at her school.”

“What?”  He raises his voice a little and I put a finger to my mouth.  “Sorry, man.  What is this about a principal?”

“His name is Greg Sloane.  He’s maybe ten years older than her, but I noticed last week that they were flirting a little with each other at the end of the school day.”

“In front of you?”  I nod my head.  “Shit, he’s got balls.”

“I’m not sure either one of them realize that they are flirting with the other, Rob.  It seemed a little weird to be there to see it, though.”

“She’s a hottie,” he offers.  

“What?”

“Amilee.  Cedric, you know that your wife is hotter than most other women, right?  You knew that going into the marriage, didn’t you?  When you have a hot wife you have to be prepared to have guys flirt or make passes at her.  It comes with the territory.”

“Is that what has happened with Dana?” I ask jokingly.

Robert shrugs before telling me, “She’s an athletic trainer, Cedric.  So, yeah, she gets looks and she returns them.  She flirts when she has to in order to get more business.”

“She flirts on purpose?” I ask as I shake my head.  “Doesn’t that bother you at all?”

“Not really.  At least, not anymore.  I guess it bothered me in the beginning, but you know, Dana is her own woman and she knows what she is doing.  She makes good money because she knows how to play the game.”

“Play the game?”  I laugh quietly as I smile widely at him.  “So, there really isn’t a problem between the two of you because of this?”

“No, of course not.  It makes sex much hotter.”  Robert winks at me before adding, “Dana has even given a couple of blow jobs to get some bigger clients.”

I feel a chill run down my neck and back as I look incredulously at him.  “Are you serious?  You can’t be serious, Rob.  There is no way that you let your wife give head to other men.”

“I didn’t let her do anything, man.  Dana sucked a couple of guys off to get them to keep her on as a trainer and she has made bank because of it.  This is the name of the game sometimes.”

I still can’t believe what Robert is telling me as I study his face to determine whether he is pulling my leg.  Unfortunately, it appears that he is being very honest about his wife’s business dealings.  “Rob, you can’t just let her do that.”

“Why not?  She knows what she is doing, and she comes home to me every night.”  Robert smiles as he reaches over the desk and pats me on the arm.  “Look, Cedric, wives like ours have a certain sexual quality about them that other men notice and admire.  It helps Dana and Amilee to get what they want and need at work.  It’s not that big a deal as long as they don’t go off with the guy and then leave us high and dry.  Am I right?”  He smiles at me as I let what he has said sink into me.  

“I don’t know.  I mean, I have had a few fantasies about Ami and Greg, but nothing that I thought would actually come true.”

“Do you think she has already had sex with him?” Robert asks.

I shake my head.  “No, I don’t think anything like that has happened at all.  I joked with her about something like that the other day and it actually pissed her off.  Ami was not happy that I would suggest something like that.”

“Ah.  Then you may be wrong about what you think is happening, buddy.  Maybe you should rethink whatever it is that you think you are seeing.  It could be purely platonic.  Men and women will sometimes just be that way with each other when there really isn’t anything to it.”

“No, I think there is something to it as far as the way
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