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We have money. At least, more money than most in our neighborhood. It wouldn’t be a stretch to assume we are millionaires, because when all assets are added together we are. Money is no issue for my wife and I, but space inside our three-bedroom home is beginning to be at a premium. That is, due to the constant shopping she has been doing the last couple of years.

“It’s completely full,” I tell Monika as I look through her large walk-in closet. “There’s no more space to put any more of the stuff you’re buying.”

She frowns, her blue eyes glaring at me. “It’s not that much, really. Just a few pairs of shoes and some dresses, Craig.”

I wave my arms around in front of me toward the things in her closet. “You do realize that I have to put my clothes in the other bedroom closet, right? There’s no room in here for so much as one of my neckties, honey.”

It’s 1953 and Chicago is a bustling city with more than enough shops and department stores to fill my wife’s days with shopping and outright buying. Marshall Field’s Department Store has become the bane of my existence, and I wish they didn’t exist. I give my wife a thousand dollars per month, far more than most households in the city take in as income, and she uses it to buy more and more things. I’ve pleaded with Monika to slow down a bit, but she won’t. She craves having more things. She’s become quite gluttonous.

“Ladies must be ready to be dressed to impress,” she tells me while fluttering her eyes at me. “You should know this very well, Craig. Your mother is an instructor at one of the women’s academies and I’m sure she teaches this to her pupils.”

“I doubt she tells them to go and buy out an entire collection of shoes,” I complain. “Dammit, all I’m asking is that you stop buying so much.” Sighing, I ask, “Can’t you give away some of this? Or return some of your shoes to the store?”

She shakes her head. “You don’t do that, Craig. Returning clothing and shoes after they have been worn is a terrible thing to suggest.”

“You haven’t worn some of this at all,” I retort. “Come on, Monika, at least stop buying things for a while.”

A tear forms in one of her eyes. “You’re being cruel, Craig.” Turning, my wife marches out of the closet and into our bedroom. Rolling my eyes, I turn to follow her and find her sitting on the bed facing away from me.

“I’m not being cruel,” I tell her. “You have to stop buying so much, honey. We don’t have the space for it anymore and I’ll be damned if I’m going to buy another house. You wanted this one, and we have it.”

She crosses her arms. “Other women of my stature have nice things, Craig. They are allowed by their husbands to shop.”

“And to collect so much?” I shake my head and chuckle. “You have more than thirty pairs of shoes in that closet. Monika, you can’t add two dozen more pairs to that over the next year or so. You’re out of space and already filling up one of the other bedrooms.”

I sit down beside my sweet wife. It’s not that I want to hurt her, but she must come to understand that what she’s doing cannot be sustained. There’s simply no more room for the things she craves, and Monika must begin to pull back on her compulsion to buy more things. This material gluttony that she’s experiencing must subside and I’m not sure what else to say or do to make it any easier for her. 

“You counted my shoes?” she says quietly as she turns her eyes to me. Reaching up, she brushes some of her shoulder-length brown hair over her ear so that she can see me better.

“Last time we argued about this,” I answer her. “There were thirty-two pairs then, and I know you’ve bought more since then.” Turning to face her better, I put a hand on her shoulder. “I know you’re bored during the day, but there are other things you can fill your days with, Monika. Your mother works for a charity in the city, right? Maybe you could speak to her about working alongside her?

She grimaces. “She feeds people in a soup line, Craig. Surely you don’t want me to be around those sorts of people.”

“They’re hungry,” I remind her. “And it’s a good thing that your mother does. She doesn’t go out and shop as much as you do.”

Monika shakes her head. “I’m not going to work in a soup line. It’s beneath me.”

“And not beneath your mother?” I laugh. “Your parents have more money than we do.”

“That doesn’t matter. I was raised to be more than that, and that’s just what I intend to be.” Monika stands to her feet and walks back into the closet. She doesn’t say anything else for a while before telling me, “We could hire someone to come in and build more shelves. That would help to clear out the closet.”

“You would just be collecting things all over the walls instead. That wouldn’t help much, honey.”

“It would help for a while, right?” Monika turns and smiles at me. “Besides, you want me to be happy, don’t you?” Her hand moves down my chest and stomach to my trousers. She pushes past my belt and into my boxers to find my cock.

“That’s not fair,” I tell her. “You know you’re not supposed to work your womanly ways on me when we’re talking about things.”

“Why isn’t it fair? Don’t you like what I can do for you, Craig?” A wry grin crosses her face as she looks into my eyes. “You like the way I service you, don’t you?”

“Monika.” Though I protest lightly, I want what my wife is offering me. She can see it, too, and she obliges me as she goes to her knees and unfastens my belt to pull down my trousers and boxer shorts. My hard manhood springs out and she quickly takes hold of it with her hand.

“You’re in need of something that only I can give you, my love.” Monika smiles wickedly before kissing the end of my cock and then slowly taking it into her mouth. Her soft, red lips gently hug the sides of it as she pulls me to the back of her throat.

“Fuck,” I mutter, my filthy tongue finally letting loose as I enjoy the sensation of my wife’s soft mouth on my phallus. Monika knows that I enjoy a slow, gentle sucking on my cock, and she does this expertly as I look down at her beautiful head of hair. 

For the next several minutes, I hold tight to a rail where some clothes are hung. My wife hungrily gobbles my shaft as her fingers massage the two robin eggs just below inside their nest. I breathe heavily, my body moving closer to climax, and suddenly it doesn’t
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