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​Chapter One: A Beautiful Tradition
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“You are beautiful today,” I tell my wife as we sit quietly in the large venue where the wedding is taking place.

Jessica blushes as she turns and look at me.  “This day is about Kaitlyn, Matt.  You shouldn’t be complimenting me or anyone else.”

“What difference does it make if I pay you a compliment?  You are beautiful today, and I don’t care who knows it.”  I smile at my stunning, petite wife.  At thirty, she is as gorgeous as ever, her light brown hair and dark brown eyes perfectly accentuating her lightly tanned skin.  

“It’s bad luck for the marriage,” Jessica replies as she grimaces.  “You don’t want to wish bad luck upon them before they even get started, do you?”  

“Of course not,” I tell her.  “But I know that Preston doesn’t buy into this crap the way that you and Kaitlyn do.”

“Crap?  Her family doesn’t want us to do anything that would jinx them.”

“Oh, wow,” I say as I laugh quietly and shake my head.

“Here she comes,” someone behind us says, causing my wife and I to turn and look toward the large double doors.  The wedding march begins to play as my wife’s best friend since second grade stands just inside the door with her father by her side.

“Now, that is a beautiful sight,” Jessica tells me as she smiles widely.  Kaitlyn begins to walk with her father toward the front of the large conference hall after we all stand to our feet.  As they pass us, my wife says something to the young bride and then turns to take my hand.  

I have spent the last few days teasing my wife about the fact that she was not selected by the bride as her Maid of Honor or at least one of the Bridesmaids.  Jessica has assured me that she is not on the outs with Kaitlyn, but that the bride has so many sisters and other family members who wanted to be a big part of the wedding that she felt compelled to offer those positions to them.  I completely understand that rationale, but it has still been fun to give my wife a hard time about it.  

“I’m betting it won’t last more than three years,” I whisper into Jessica’s ear.

My wife turns and looks at me while stunned.  Leaning close and whispering back, she replies, “That’s a horrible thing to say on their wedding day, Matt.  Take it back.”

“What are we, in third grade?”  I chuckle as I shake my head.  “You know I am only kidding, right?”

“Bad luck,” she says before turning to watch the bride finally standing next to her groom.

“Family, friends, and guests; we are gathered here today to see two lives joined together as one,” the minister says as she smiles at the two young people before her.  

“Three years?” Jessica whispers questioningly as she keeps her eyes on the couple while leaning closer to me.

“Three,” I reply just as quietly. 

“How do you come to that number?”  Jessica is eager to know as she glances at me quickly before turning her attention back to her friend’s wedding.

I sigh.  “It’s the Rule of Three,” I say as I put my arm around Jessica.  “You can’t get around that rule.”

“What?”

“How long have they known each other?”

My wife shrugs.  “I guess about four years or so.”

“Four,” I groan.  “Four fucking years before they decided to tie the knot.  The should not do it at all since they have already waited so long.”

“That’s not a thing,” Jessica replies.  “They love each other, Matt.  They make a beautiful couple.  Look at them.”

I turn my attention back to Kaitlyn and Preston just as the minister says, “Preston Gilmore, you may kiss your bride.”  He leans forward and meets Kaitlyn’s lips in the middle.  They kiss with mild passion for a few seconds before separating.  “Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you Mr. and Mrs. Gilmore.”  We all clap as the young couple smile.  They begin to walk down the aisle quickly as they make their way toward the back of the conference hall.  

“Do you really think they are doomed?” Jessica asks as we clap.

“Probably.  I mean, look at Preston and the girlfriends he had before he met Kaitlyn.  He was a player, honey.  A guy like him just isn’t meant to settle down.”

“He has been with her for four years,” Jessica replies.  “That has to count for something.”

“The Rule of Three, Jess.  They should have married by the time they had been with each other for three years.  Statistically, the longest lasting marriages begin three years or less after meeting.”

Jessica laughs as she shakes her head.  “There are lots of Hollywood marriages that were quick and then over.  Those didn’t follow the rule.”

“Of course not, my love.  The people in Hollywood are not exactly regular people.”  I look over and add, “Even their own families don’t think they will make it.  That’s why Kaitlyn and her mother told everyone to be careful what they say.”

“They didn’t do it because of that.  It’s because Kaitlyn’s grandmother was a gypsy and they have some really crazy traditions, that’s all.  Naysaying is a very big deal with some of her family.”

“It’s crap,” I tell her as I stand to my feet.  My wife rises as well, and we begin to file toward the back of the large room along with the rest of the crowd.  “The Rule of Three, though, is hardly ever wrong.”

“Hardly,” Jessica chuckles.  “Well, it will be wrong this time.  I know Kaitlyn and I have gotten to know Preston almost as well.  They are both solid people who feel like they have finally found their true loves.”

“Maybe so,” I admit, “But I wouldn’t put any money on them.  

Jessica stops and turns to look at me.  Others in the crowd continue to walk past us as she says to me, “You know, we got married about a month after the third anniversary of when we met.  Does that mean that we are going to end up divorced one day?”

“Of course not,” I reply with a nervous smile.  “We were close to the third year, so we’re good.”

“We were over the time limit,” Jessica pushes.  “You said that anyone over that is doomed.”

“I don’t know about doomed, but we could have some problems.  We will never divorce, though.”

“Never?”

“Never.”  I put my arms around my wife as I smile at her.  “Look, you know that I tease a lot and I’m teasing about Kaitlyn and Preston.  I’m sure they will last forever and be a strong married couple.”  Sensing that Jessica is worried now about what I told her, I add, “Honey, I’m always full of shit.  Even you have told me that before, right?”  

Jessica laughs a little as she nods her head and smiles.  “You are full of shit most of the time.”  We continue to the door and walk out into the foyer of the wedding venue.  My wife approaches the bride’s mother and gives her a quick hug.  “She is the most beautiful bride I have ever seen,” she tells her. 

“Oh, thank you,” Kaitlyn’s mother, Madeline, replies.  “We spent hours on her hair and makeup.  I hope it lasts through the reception.”

“Reception?” I look over at Jessica as I raise an eyebrow.

“I look forward to seeing you there,” Madeline says to the both of us.

“We will definitely be there,” my wife promises her.  “It’s next door, right?”

“Yes, it is.”  Madeline smiles and I feel my cock become a little hard as I watch the expression on her face.  The older woman is nearly fifty years old, but one of the hottest MILF’s I have ever met.  At just a little bit taller than my wife and sporting a sexy, athletic body, Madeline has elicited moments of quiet sexual reflection in my mind.  It would be a huge thrill for me if I could ever put her legs back and pump her little pussy full of my hot spunk.  That will never happen, but I can’t help but allow my mind to sometimes wonder about such a scenario.  

“So, it’s happening now?” I ask.  Jessica has failed to mention we would be attending a function after the wedding.  I came here thinking that I would only have to sacrifice a couple of hours of my Saturday, but my wife appears to have other plans.  

“In an hour,” Madeline replies.  “I do hope to see both of you there.”  The mother of the bride smiles again and gives me a quick wink before turning to talk to someone else.

Jessica pulls on my arm and I follow her.  “Stop it,” she tells me.

“Stop what?” I ask.

“Looking at her.”  My wife smiles wickedly before laughing.  “She’s not as interested in you as you think.”

“She winked at me,” I tell her.  “It doesn’t get any more obvious.”  I have come to believe that Madeline flirts with me occasionally.  Although Jessica has noticed some of the little things that Kaitlyn’s mother does when she sees me, she refuses to believe that the older woman is trying to communicate some hidden sexual message to me.  

“She always winks, Matt.  It’s just what she does.”

“She didn’t wink at you, Jess.  Not once.”  

Madeline just looked at me and shot me the wink.  She wants me.”  We both laugh a little as we continue to walk along the hallway.  “So, where is this reception that you have tricked me into attending going to be?”

“Another part of the building.  You know, I don’t know what you see in that stupid game anyway.”

“It’s gold, honey.  How can a guy not like it?”  I took up the game a couple of years ago when one of my coworkers invited me to a tournament with him.  Almost instantly, I became obsessed with a sport that I would not have given two shits about before that day.  Today was going to be a nice day for a few rounds, but now I guess I will spend time celebrating a marriage that I have questioned already.  Oh, well.  At least there will be alcohol and a cake.

“I don’t like golf, but to each his own,” she replies.  “The real game will be seeing who gets the bouquet later at the reception.” 

“The fight,” I say as I laugh.  “I’m glad you aren’t looking to catch anything there.”

“Not me.  I already have my man.”  Jessica stops and pulls me close to her before locking her lips onto mine.  For a moment, we completely forget about the people walking past us toward the reception room.  This is why I married Jessica five years ago.  She is a woman of quick and decisive action when she really wants to be.  This includes her decision to ask me to marry her instead of waiting on me to do the honor.  Jessica will probably never let me live down the fact that I didn’t have the courage to ask her, though.  That doesn’t really matter to me, as I have won anyway.  I love my wife and I cherish her every day.  Even if she hates the sport with which I am now eternally in love.
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​Chapter Two: Traditions are Meant to be Broken
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“Congratulations, you two,” Jessica says to Kaitlyn and Preston as we walk up to them during the wedding reception.  

“Thanks, Jess!”  Kaitlyn reaches out and pulls my wife to her with one arm while holding a glass of champagne with her other hand.  “I’m so glad you and Matt could share this time with us.”  The young woman smiles, her blue eyes moving from my wife to me and then back again as she talks to us.  “The ceremony was great, wasn’t it?”

“Very nice,” I answer as I shake Preston’s hand.  “The two of you look great together.” 

“Thanks.”  Preston pats me on the shoulder.  “I wish I could have been at your wedding as well, Matt.  Had I known you then, I’m sure I would have been.”

“Absolutely.”  I really don’t know Preston all that well yet, having met him about a year ago and then only seeing him once every month or so whenever we get together with them for a meal or something like that.  Although he is probably the sort of guy I could easily call a friend, we just haven’t hit it off as buddies as of yet.  

“So, when do you leave?” Jessica asks Kaitlyn.

The bride gushes, “We are going to head to the cabin at six this afternoon.  It’s a three-hour drive, so we thought we would like to get there while we have quite a bit of evening left.”

“Oh.”  I smile at Preston.  “Good times, huh?”

The groom’s face turns a bit red as he gets my meaning.  “Yeah, that’s what I’m looking forward too.”

“Wow,” Jessica says as she shakes her head.  “You are sometimes so crass, Matt.  They have lived together long enough that they are already intimately involved, you know.”

“Now it’s different,” I reply.  “There’s just something about a wedding night.”

“Yeah, women can get really horny on a wedding night,” Kaitlyn interjects to the shock of her new husband.  “What?  You know that I’m all about a little nooky, right?”

“Sheesh, Kait.”  The two of them laugh as Preston shakes his head.  “You make it sound like we are going to have an orgy or something.”

“Remember that one lady who used to come into our salon?  What was her name?” My wife asks as she scrunches her face in thought.

“Oh, I know who you are talking about,” Kaitlyn replies as she nods her head excitedly.  “Mrs. Dawson or something like that.”

“That’s her.”  A wicked smile crosses Jessica’s face.  “The stories she would tell while she sat in that chair.”  My wife and Kaitlyn operate a small hair salon together in the city and they come into contact with all sorts of interesting people.  

“She had orgies, according to her,” Jessica says as she looks around to make certain no one besides us can hear her.  “That woman lived more than eighty years and had kinds of sex that would make a prostitute shake her head.”  The women laugh as they look at us.  

“Honey, are you ready for some Mrs. Dawson sex?” Kaitlyn asks her husband.

“What the hell is Mrs. Dawson sex?”  

“All kinds,” she replies.  “She told us about threesomes, orgies, and she even shared some off the wall stuff about the things that she would do with her husband and one of his friends.  I’m not sure she was telling the truth all the time, but it sounded really intense.”  Kaitlyn smiles at Preston and then turns to me.  “Has Jess talked about any of that?”

“Um, not that I am aware of,” I tell her as I shake my head and then look at my wife.  “Are you serious?  An old lady was having group sex?”

Jessica shrugs her shoulders.  “I’m not sure what she was doing exactly.  She claimed on several occasions that when she was a young woman, she did some things with and without her husband.  I got the impression that he was a part of everything that she did.”

“Orgies?”

“Sometimes.”  My mind tries to wrap around what Jessica and her friend are telling us.  Unfortunately, the images I am getting at the moment involve a very old naked woman taking out her dentures to suck on a young guy’s massively hard cock.  Although that doesn’t appeal to me, I suppose it might to others.

“That’s just sick,” Preston says as he shakes his head.  “Why would a woman talk to you about something like that, even if it was true?”  

“Women talk about everything in a salon,” Kaitlyn tells him.  “Some tell us about how terrible their marriages are, and some tell us how wonderful they are.  Others will share with us the way they wish they had better lives and we end up having a special bond with them.  A few of our regulars will tell us about their sex lives and we offer an ear to them.  It’s a safe place for women to just break loose a little and allow some honesty they don’t have at home.  Mrs. Dawson just took it to the extreme.”

“She had orgies with her husband?”  The women nod their heads as I feel my cock become a little hard.  I turn to Preston and pat him on the shoulder.  “Well, good luck with tonight, my friend.  Your wife apparently has some very high aspirations for your honeymoon.”

“Matt!”  Jessica laughs as she shakes her head and stares back at me.  

“I’m sorry, I’m just playing around with you.”

“I know,” Preston says with a smile.  “Still, I am looking forward to a lot of fun tonight.  I hope you can keep up with me, Kaitlyn,” he teases the bride.

“Just you wait,” she tells him as she gives her young husband a wry look.  “Sixty-nine, anal, and whatever else you want is on the menu tonight, big boy.”

“Whoa, too much information!” I say loudly as we laugh.

The bride’s mother, Madeline, walks up and asks, “What’s so funny?”

Kaitlyn’s face turns red as she looks to Jessica for some help in getting out of her obvious predicament with her mother.  “We were talking about an older lady whose hair we used to cut at the salon.  She had some interesting ideas concerning marriage, and we were talking about those just now.”

“Oh.”  Madeline smiles at us before taking a sip of her own champagne.

“How’s Dad?” the young bride asks.

“He’s fine,” Madeline replies.  “He just didn’t feel well enough to stay for the reception.  I sent him home right after the vows.”  Kaitlyn’s father had a terrible car accident a couple of months ago and nearly died in the head-on collision.  Though she offered to wait a while longer before getting married, he declared that the date would be kept.  Robert seemed fine as he walked his daughter down the aisle, but he has considerable back pain at times and needs to lie down to ease the stress on the nerves along his spine.  The important thing is that he got to walk his little girl down the aisle for her big day.  

“Thanks for the beautiful reception,” Preston tells his new mother-in-law.  “It’s very nice of you and Robert to do this for us.”

Madeline smiles.  “Maddie is my only daughter, so why wouldn’t I spoil her and her new husband?”  She reaches over and kisses the young man on the cheek before giving Kaitlyn a hug.  This makes me a little hard as I again think about putting Madeline’s legs back and sinking my cock into her soft, warm muff.  Preston undoubtedly must sense the older vixen’s sexual energy in much the same way that I do as he watches her.  

“Well, there are others to thank for coming,” Kaitlyn tells her mother.  “Let’s go meet and greet, okay?”

“Let’s do it.”  The two women excuse themselves from our presence and we are left, the three of us, to continue some kind of conversation together.  

“And, I’ve now lost my wife,” Preston quips as he smiles nervously at the two of us.  I don’t think there has been a time when he has had to talk to either of us without Kaitlyn by his side.  

“Well, she won’t go too far.  She’s crazy about you, Preston.  You have a real catch in her,” my wife tells him.  “Kaitlyn is a loyal person.”

“That’s good,” he says with a chuckle.

“What you mean is she won’t go out and find another boyfriend,” I say to my wife playfully.  “Geez, honey, why would you call her a loyal person?  Of course, she is loyal to Preston.  She married him.”

“You guys know what I mean.  She is a great companion and will always be there for you when you need her, Preston.  Kaitlyn means it when she says that it will be for better and for worse.  She’s a great friend and I’ll bet she will be an even better wife.”

“I know.”  Preston smiles before taking a sip of his champagne.  Looking across the room at his new wife, he tells us, “I just hope she made the best decision for herself, you know?  I hope she didn’t settle for me.”

“Settle?”  Jessica shakes her head.  “Kaitlyn doesn’t settle for anything, Preston.  You know that, don’t you?”

“Sure, I know that.  I just don’t feel like I deserve her, that’s all.”  The young man’s hand shakes a little as he continues to hold his champagne.  “I’ve had a lot of girlfriends over the years, and I didn’t stay with any of them.  I left them, and they all told me I was trash.  Maybe I am trash.  I just hope she didn’t make a mistake.”  

“Why would you...”

“Let the guys have a chat, okay?” I interrupt my wife as I smile at her.  “Preston and I need to get to know each other a little better, so we are going to take a walk.  Let Kaitlyn know we are out on the deck if she begins to worry, okay?”

“Alright.”  Jessica turns and walks toward her friend as Preston and I make our way to the double doors.  We walk outside onto a large deck that overlooks a scenic lake and take a seat on one of the many loungers arranged outside for the guests of the party.  

“Tough day, huh?” I say as I look over at Preston.

“Nah, it was fun.  I’m glad to be married now.  It’s about time.”

“Still, it’s tough on the both of you.  Marriage is a huge step to take and you have now taken it.  The way you feel is common with a lot of guys.”

“I feel fine.”

“Okay.  You feel fine.  But what I saw in there was a guy who is having second thoughts after already making his vows to the woman he loves.  You do love her, right?”

“More than anything else in the world,” he confirms.  “I would die for her.”

I nod my head.  “I get that.  You would make the ultimate sacrifice for her.  I would do the same for Jess, but you are still worried about something.  What is it?”

Preston sits back in his chair.  “I thought that was fairly obvious, Matt.  I’m worried that I will disappoint her.  That’s all this is.”

“No, there’s more,” I say as I look hard at him.  “You have been living with her for four years.  If you were worried about disappointing her, you would have already taken off.  What is really going on?”

The young man stares back at me for a brief moment before reaching into his coat’s breast pocket.  Producing a cell phone, he presses on the screen and then hands it to me.  “Her name is Allison Turney.”

I take the phone and look at it.  “Holy shit, man.  What’s this?”  My eyes look over the very naked body of a gorgeous woman on the cell phone’s screen.  

“She sent it to me this morning right before the wedding.  Allison is the girlfriend I had right before I met Kaitlyn.”

“Four years,” I say as I look up at him.  “Why after four years?”

Preston shakes his head.  “We have been hooking up sometimes.”

“While you were with Kaitlyn?”  The new husband nods his head quietly.  “Allison didn’t want me to get married, Matt.  She sent that picture to me to try to get me to back out of it.  She wants me back full time.”

“You can’t do that,” I say sternly.  “You have just promised another woman your heart for the rest of your life.”

“I know,” he replies.  “This is eating me up, man.  What do I do?”

I shake my head.  “You need to delete that fucking picture and forget about the other woman, Preston.  Then you had better hope and pray that she will forget about you and not say a word to Kaitlyn.  If she does...”

“That’s why I said what I said.  I hope she hasn’t made a mistake with me.”  Preston seems honestly torn by what he has done.  He loves his wife, but at the same time he yearns to be in the arms of another woman.  For the last few years he has had both the love and affection of Kaitlyn and the unconditional sex of another.  This is indeed a problem.

“There you are,” the young bride says as she walks out onto the deck.  “Come back in, dear.  We need to cut the cake and do all the other wedding day stuff.”  Kaitlyn gushes as her husband gets up and walks over to her.  He looks at me and I nod my head to let him know that his secret will stay with me before he turns and walks back into the building.  I remain outside, and Jessica comes out to join me.  

“Well, did it work?”

“Did what work?” I reply.  

“Did you straighten out his nerves?  He seemed to be on edge.”  Jessica sits down in the chair beside me.  

“I think so,” I lie as I smile back at her.  “Preston just needs to adjust to the new realities of life.  He loves Kaitlyn as much as she loves him.”  This seems to please my wife as she sits back in her chair.  “So, when are we going home to have our own little sex romp?” I ask as I chuckle.

“Oh, you want to have a little fun?” Jessica asks in a sultry voice.

“Fuck yeah, I do.”

“Well, then, my love; after a little cake and some dancing you shall have sex.”

My cock becomes hard as I look over at my wife.  “It’s a date.”  We stand to our feet and go back into the building to continue celebrating the union of the young couple.  I worry for their future and have my doubts, but there is no reason to share my thoughts on this subject with my wife right now.  We will enjoy the afternoon together and then go home where Jessica and I will tend to our own marital needs.  
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​Chapter Three: A Shared Experience
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“We have a good marriage, right?” Jessica asks me as she lies in bed next to me.

“We have a very good marriage,” I reply as I roll over and look into her dark brown eyes.  “This has been the best five-plus years of my life, Jess.”

She smiles at me as she reaches over and strokes the side of my face with her hand.  “You are so sweet when you want to me, aren’t you?”

“I try,” I joke before kissing her on the tip of her nose.  

“Do you suppose that they are doing it right now?”

“Who is doing what?”

“You know; Preston and Kaitlyn.  Do you think they got to the cabin and are finally having their honeymoon?”  Jessica’s face perks up as she thinks of her friend and her new husband.

“Wow, honey.  Are you seriously in bed with me wondering about another couple’s sex life?”  I chuckle as I shake my head.  “I’m sure they know by now how to have a little fun, so I’m sure they are having sex right now.”

“Yeah, they have to be.”  Jessica rolls to her back and looks up at the ceiling.  “We had a good honeymoon too, didn’t we?”

I can see where this is going, so I roll to my back as well and join my wife in staring at the crème-colored ceiling above our bed.  “It was a very nice honeymoon, Jess.  We went to stay at a hotel near the ocean and fucked all night.”

My wife giggles.  “We made a lot of noise, didn’t we?”

“The people in the room next door were pissed.  They came over at least twice to ask us to be quiet before they called the front desk and complained.  It was really embarrassing to get a phone call from the management at the hotel that basically said we would be evicted if we couldn’t tamp down the noise.”

“You were the one being so loud,” Jessica tells me.  “You got really vocal.”

“You gave me an awesome blow job, honey.  How the hell could I not yell out when I came in your mouth and you swallowed it?  It was the first time you swallowed for me!”  My wife doesn’t like much to swallow my spunk and has rarely done so either before or after our wedding.  The honeymoon was apparently a time when she felt it was important enough to me for her to do it.  “It was the best blow job I ever had.”

Jessica is quiet for a moment before asking, “That blow job is the best you have ever had?”

“Yeah.  It was great, honey.  I really loved it.”

Again, there is some silence as my wife stares at the ceiling.  After some time, she says, “I guess that all of the blow jobs I have given you since then just don’t hold a candle to that one, do they?”

“That’s not what I said,” I reply as I realize that she is hurt by what I have said.  “Honey, all of your blow jobs are great.”

“Just not as great as that one was, right?  The one I gave you last week wasn’t as good, was it?”  

If I were an honest man with my wife, I would admit to her that last week’s blow job wasn’t half as good as the one I got on our wedding night.  However, I know better than to be so honest.  So, I lie.  “Honey, we had not had sex for a month before our honeymoon, so I was as horny as I had ever been.  That made everything we did so much better.  That’s why I yelled out and got us into trouble too.” 

“Because we skipped sex for a month?”

“Don’t you remember how hard that was for us?  We wanted to let our desires build up to the honeymoon, so we abstained for a month.  We didn’t even masturbate so that we would be really turned on for each other during the honeymoon.  It was intense.”

“I remember,” Jessica replies as she looks over at me.  “But you liked that blow job better, didn’t you?  Just be honest, Matt.  Don’t lie to me about how you feel about the blow jobs I give you.”

I sigh.  “Have I ever failed to come when you have sucked on me, Jess?”

“I guess not,” she answers.  

“And, have I ever complained about the way you give me blow jobs?”

“No, I don’t think that you have.”  Jessica lies motionless for a moment before asking, “Do you like it better when I swallow?”

My wife has pinned me into a corner and I can’t keep avoiding answering her.  So, as tactfully as I can, I reply, “I love any kind of blow job I can get, honey.  I really do.  However, if given the choice, I would prefer that you swallow.  It just feels much better and you don’t stop sucking when you do it.  Whenever you spit, you stop sucking and begin to worry about the spunk in your mouth.  Swallowing is the best for a great blow job.”

I worry now that I may have upset Jessica with my admission, but she seems to understand as she turns her head and looks at me.  “Do you want me to try more often to swallow when I give you a blow job?”

“If you can.”

“I don’t know if I can, but I will try, Matt.  The texture of it is the biggest problem for me.  Maybe if I can get past that I can be better at giving you head in the future.”  

“Maybe,” I say as I feel my cock become hard.  “We could do a lot to spice things up besides just that, though.”

“I would love to spice things up,” Jessica replies.  “We could both give a little more to make things better in the bedroom.”

“What do you wish I would change?” I ask her, realizing that I am opening myself up to a real can of worms if I am not careful.  

“About sex?”  

“Yeah.  What would you like me to do better with you?”

“I don’t know,” Jessica begins as she looks at the ceiling again.  “There are a lot of things I really like.”

“Like what?”

My wife sighs as she crosses her arms on her chest.  “If you would let me come while you are still inside me.”

I shake my head.  “I do that a lot.”

“No, you don’t.  You come when I am not yet finished, Matt.  I want you to stay inside me until I finish.  You normally pull out while I am still orgasming.” 

“Really?”  I had no idea that I was being so selfish in my sex life with Jessica.  “Every time?”

“Unless I come first,” she confirms.  “You used to be much more thoughtful about it, but it seems like now you just do your thing, come inside me, and then pull out while I am still trying to get through my orgasm.  It’s like pouring cold water on me while I am getting off, Matt.”  Jessica sounds offended as she doesn’t look over at me.  “If you could hold out a bit longer and then come with me, it wouldn’t be as much of a problem.”

I am a selfish sexual partner sometimes, but when I am in the midst of a coital experience, I have a hard time doing anything besides what I have been doing.  Knowing now that I have not been thoroughly pleasuring my wife for some time, I determine that I will do better for her.  “You will be my primary focus from now on,” I tell her.  “Jess, I’m sorry that I haven’t been the partner that you deserve.”

She finally turns to look at me.  “Matt, I’m not trying to come down on you, but I want us to both come to want to please each other.  Preston and Kaitlyn are experiencing their first night of sex as a married couple, and that is enough for them to have a great time in bed.  We have been married for more than five years now, so we need to be more creative with each other.  We need to make this new for us over and over again or we are going to get stale.  We could even begin to want each other less than before.  I don’t want that to happen.” 

“Neither do I,” I tell her.  “I will try harder from now on, my love.”

“So will I.”  Jessica turns to her side and faces me, stroking my face with her hand once again before giving me a light kiss on my lips.  “I love you, Matt.”

“I love you too, my sexy little wife,” I reply as I
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