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​Chapter One: An Unhappy Husband
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“Hey,” Melissa says to me as I walk through the front door of our small apartment.  “How was work?”

I lay my keys on a table near the door and look at my wife.  “It was okay,” I say as I rub the short stubble on my face.  “Could have been better, but I guess it was just fine.”  Walking over to where Melissa is sitting on the sofa, I sit down beside her.

“Have you had anything to eat yet?”  My wife doesn’t look at me but looks down at her cell phone as she replies to a text message she has gotten from someone in her long list of friends and acquaintances.  

“No,” I answer plainly.  “Have you?”

“No.”  Melissa still doesn’t look at me but continues to text on her phone.  “Do you want to go get something to eat?”

I shrug my shoulders as I ask her, “Did you work today?”  Now I appear to have my wife’s attention as she turns to look at me.  “Did you substitute?”

“Yeah, I substituted, Thomas.”  She shoots me a look that tells me how perturbed she is that I have asked.  “A whole day this time.”

“Good.”  I sit back on the sofa and lay my head back.  “We could maybe get something from the burger place down on the corner.”

Melissa huffs a little as she sits back as well.  “I’m tired of eating at that place.  Can’t we go somewhere nice, Thomas?”

I look over at my wife.  “We really can’t afford to be too extravagant right now, honey.  Remember, you don’t have a full-time job right now and our finances are a little tight.  So, we have to hit the lower cost restaurants until things get better.”

“We could use a credit card, honey.  Just this once.”  Watching my wife’s blue eyes as they lock onto mine causes me to almost melt at the thought of doing anything to make Melissa happy, but then I remember how she has resisted me at almost every turn in trying to get her a better job somewhere else. 

“Our cards are almost maxed out as it is, sweetheart.”  I shake my head as I turn back toward the dark television on the mantle.  “We have overspent and underearned for far too long.  Until you get something more permanent, we are just stuck in this rut.”

“Dammit, Tommy.”  Melissa likes to call me Tommy whenever she strongly disagrees with me about something.  I think in her mind it makes me out to be some sort of childish asshole, though nothing could be further from the truth.  I really could not care less what she calls me so long as she tries to get a better job.  “I like being a substitute teacher.  Those little kids love me too.”

“I know,” I reply as I try to lend a small measure of understanding to the conversation.  “But it doesn’t pay the bills very well when you only work one, two, or three days each week.  You need to be gainfully employed full-time for us to live more comfortably.”

“Like you?”  I don’t turn to look at my wife, but I can feel her eyes staring intensely at me from the side.  “Your job and that pay sucks pretty hard too, Thomas.”

I nod.  “You’re right, Mel.  It sucks hard.  Even so, it’s full-time and it pays a lot better than what you are doing right now.  If you happen to get a job where you are making more than me while working as little as you do, then I will stop pestering you about finding something with more hours.  However, I don’t think you are going to be able to do very well with just ten or twenty hours per week.  You need more hours.  You need a real job.”

Melissa gets up quickly from her seat and stands right in front of me so that I have no choice but to look her in the eyes.  “You don’t value me as a person or as your wife, Thomas.  You never have.”

I grimace as I prepare for the same argument that we have had at least ten times over the last few months.  “You know that is not true, Mel.”

“It’s very true.  You don’t think of me as an equal in this marriage, and I am getting tired of being overlooked for my contributions.” 

“Contributions?  Melissa, I love you and I adore you, but the fact is the bills are piling up.  We can only make the minimum payments on the credit cards, we are a month behind on the car payment, and I’m not even certain that I can make the rent on time.  Do you realize that if I don’t get the rent payment to Mrs. Sanders in three days that we will be late for the third time in a row?  How many times do you think she is going to allow us to do that sort of thing?  We need more money, and I am already working forty or fifty hours per week.  All I am asking is that you look for something that gets a little closer to my contribution to this household, that’s all.  Even if it’s not a full forty hours, it would not be all that hard to find a job making more per hour that want you do right now as a substitute teacher.”  I realize that my voice has raised a little, so I take a breath to bring things back down.  “You shouldn’t take it so personally, honey.  I’m not saying that you are not valuable.  I’m only saying that you need to be doing something other than substitute teaching.”  

Tears come to my wife’s eyes as she continues to look down at me.  As usual, I have touched a nerve with her, and I do feel terribly for doing so.  Something in me resents that Melissa doesn’t want to get a better job, even if that includes working full-time at a daycare or as a paraprofessional in the school district.  I’m flexible to whatever she might want to do, but I can’t stand the idea that last week she only put in one day of work and sat around the apartment the rest of the time.  Jobs have been offered to her from those we know, but she politely turns them down every time.  Why?  She claims because she would miss the kids.  How does that work if she hardly ever sees the same classroom of students more than once in any one-month period?  

“You fucking male chauvinist asshole.”  

“Oh, great.  So, I’m a chauvinist for wanting you to have a better job?”

“You don’t value me at all, Thomas.  You never have, and I doubt that you ever will.  I’m tired of you constantly trying to change me.”

I get up from the sofa now, angry with the way this conversation has replayed between us so often.  From experience, I know that if this argument continues for much longer, I will end up saying something hurtful and Melissa will run to the bedroom, locking the door behind her.  Then, she will spend the next two hours crying and talking to her mother on the phone.  Her fucking mother.  I can’t stand the woman, and I definitely do not want that woman involved in our marital issues.  “Just forget I said anything about it,” I tell her as I turn and walk toward the kitchen.  “Keep substitute teaching.  It’s fine.”  

Melissa follows me to the kitchen and stares at me quietly as I get a glass from the cabinet.  While getting some water from the sink tap, I can see out of the corner of my eye that she is trying to figure out just how to respond.  There has not been a single time before that I have given up so quickly and just conceded victory to my wife.  This has apparently thrown off her line of thought, and now Melissa must reassess how to respond.  It doesn’t take her long to say something, though, as I take my second sip of water.  “So, just like that, you are hanging this all on me.” 

I turn and give her a confused look.  “Hanging what on you?”  

“The guilt.  You’re just going to try to guilt me into getting another job.”  

“I’m not trying to guilt you into anything, sweetheart.  You can go ahead and just do the substitute teaching thing and I’ll keep plugging away at the department store.  We’re surviving for now.  It’s fine.”  The tone of my voice and the way I say this to her doesn’t even convince me as I take a third sip of water.  

“Fuck you, Thomas.  Fuck you in the ass.”  

“That would be nice,” I retort as I become angry.  “Any sort of fucking would be great.”

Melissa looks at me, stunned that I would suddenly send a verbal volley back in her direction.  “If our sex life isn’t what it should be, it’s not my fault, Tommy.”

“Of course, it isn’t,” I say sarcastically.  “It’s all me.  I know this now, and I apologize.  I can’t fuck you correctly and I should leave you the hell alone when it comes to working and bringing home enough money to pay for the things that you want to do.  This is all on me."  I put the glass down on the countertop and then put both of my hands on the hard faux-granite.  “Every fucking thing that goes wrong in this marriage is my fault, right?  That’s what you tell me all the time, honey.  It’s never your fault, you are never in the wrong, and you are the perfect marital partner.  I apologize to you for believing anything differently.”  Turning, I walk briskly from the kitchen and toward our bedroom.  I can hear Melissa moving just behind me as I enter the room and begin to take off my shirt.

“You are such an inconsiderate asshole, Tommy.”

I smile smugly.  “You are absolutely correct, my love.  I am an inconsiderate asshole.  I will accept that and own it.  I will try to do better.”  Tossing my shirt to the bed, I begin to take off my pants.  

“Asshole,” Melissa seethes again as she tries to prick me with her words.

“Yep.  I think we have covered that one.”  I try to be as calm as I can while getting my pants and underwear off.  I need a shower after a long day, and I’m no longer interested in arguing with Melissa over her job choice.

My wife stands quietly as she looks me over.  There is a moment where I wonder whether she might just take off her clothes and fuck me, which is something I would love to see happen, but then some part of her pulls back as she says, “So, are we going to go out to eat or not?”

Shaking my head, I reply, “I guess you can if you want.  I’m going to take a shower and just find something in the cabinets to eat after I am finished.  So, I’m not going out, but you can feel free to do whatever you want.”  My response does not please my petite wife, and I can see by the way that her soft blonde hair caresses her shoulders as she shakes her head that she is becoming angrier with me.  

“You know what, fine.  I’ll go without you.”  Melissa turns and walks out of the bedroom.

“Good.  Have fun,” I call out to her before walking into the bathroom.  After hearing the apartment door open and close, I turn on the shower and begin to clean myself up.  It’s been a long day, with ten hours at work starting a full two hours before the department store opened for business.  We are having several sales all week long and I have been told by my manager that if I am able to reach ten-thousand in sales over the weekend he will sweeten the pot by giving me a bonus of one-thousand dollars.  Knowing the financial difficulties we face in our marriage already, that bonus would be nice to surprise Melissa with if I can get it.  Unfortunately, that means working some very long days to do so, but I’m more than willing to give it a shot.  Even if it seems sometimes that my wife is less willing to do so.
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​Chapter Two: A Distant Wife
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“Where are you?”  It’s a quick text message to my wife that I hope she will answer immediately.  I wait for a couple of minutes, but there is no response.  “Dammit, Mel,” I say to myself as I look at the time.  My wife likes to go out with her friends sometimes on the weekends, and there have been a few times when she has stayed out the entire weekend with one of the ladies.  I’ve gotten used to this arrangement, and I rarely complain, unless I find that Melissa has spent far too much money on liquor and food.  Before leaving just after I came home from work on Friday afternoon, she told me her friend Penny would be picking up the entire tab for tonight’s frivolities and that they would catch a taxi cab back at around midnight.  It is now two o’clock in the morning Saturday, and I have not heard a word from my wife since she left the apartment.

“Come on, just text me back, Mel.  Please.”  The words on my phone’s screen plead with my wife to let me know she is okay.  That’s all I want right now, to know that she has not gotten hurt in a car accident or so drunk that she is lying in an alley somewhere.  I love Melissa, and my instinct is to do whatever I can to keep her safe.

Sitting down on the sofa in the dim light of a single lamp, I wait for a response from my wife.  It suddenly occurs to me that I don’t even know which bar she had planned to go to with Penny.  “Shit,” I say quietly into the darkness as I look at my phone again.  “Please, sweetheart.  Just tell me you are okay so that I can go get some sleep.”  Though I don’t have to be at work very early in the morning, I am afraid that if I don’t get some sleep soon I will be out of sorts when I finally do.  “The GPS,” I say to myself as I look at my phone’s screen.  Our cell carrier has an app for locating our phones, so I decide to turn it on and see where Melissa is at this time.  Of course, her phone may not necessarily be with her, but I have to hope that it is.  At least this would give me some sense as to where she could be right now.  

“What the fuck?”  I look at the location on the map on my phone screen and run a hand through my hair.  “That’s on an odd side of town.”  There are several bars I am aware of on our side of the city, and one of those is almost always where Melissa and Penny go to tie one on.  My wife’s cell phone is pinging in a completely different location than I would have expected.  Getting up from my seat, I go back to the bedroom and put on a pair of pants and a tee shirt.  After pulling on my shoes, I grab my car keys and leave the apartment to go find my wife.

“Shit, it’s cold out here,” I say to myself as I go to my car in the lot behind the apartment building.  “I should have put a jacket on.”  It’s drawing closer to three in the morning and I am beginning to wonder what kind of bar would still be open at this hour.  Most are closed by one or two in the morning, and there is a city ordinance concerning when they must close.  I think that time is two o’clock, but I can’t be certain.  Barhopping isn’t exactly the sort of thing I like to do, which is why Melissa finds going out with friends the best way for her to enjoy drinks and conversation.  The two of us have not been out to have a drink together in more than five years, and I doubt that will change anytime soon.  

Driving toward the signal of the cell phone ping, I begin to worry that the worst could have happened.  “What have the two of you gotten yourselves into?”  The empty interior of my car offers no response, but I feel like I need to say something before I go a little crazy worrying about Melissa.  “Dammit, why do you have to run off and do things like this?  Why couldn’t you just go to a bar nearby?”  Shaking my head, the worry I feel becomes tainted with a hint of anger.  “You never fucking think of me, Mel.  You always do this crazy shit to spite me, and now something has probably gone wrong.  What will I do if some maniac has killed you and stolen your phone?”  

I shake myself free from the frightening thoughts as I continue driving.  It’s a long way to the pinged location, and I need to keep a clear head.  “Please be okay.”  I rub my stubbly face as I change lanes and look for the highway exit.  Now just a mile or so away, I will soon have my answer on where my wife’s cell phone is pinging from.  “Shit, this place is busy.”  The traffic that I suddenly find myself in is thick and moving slowly along the exit ramp and the street below.  “Come on, people.  Learn to fucking drive.”  I press the car’s horn as I tap repeatedly on the steering wheel.  “Just pull into the street, for fuck’s sake.”  Another car honks at me and a man puts a hand out of his drivers-side window so that he can give me the middle finger.  I want to respond in-kind, but I don’t.  The fact is I don’t have the time or the inclination to get into an argument or fight with some meathead.  I just want to find my wife.

“Finally,” I say with relief as I pull onto the street at the end of the ramp.  Looking at my cell phone, I can see that the ping is very close.  Following the map instructions on my phone, I turn right and drive for about a block before getting to a small motel just along the side of the road.  Pulling in, I begin to look around the parking lot for any sign of where Melissa could be.  Seeing none, I pull up to the motel’s office and get out of my car.  As I walk in, I get a creepy sensation along the back of my neck.  

“Good morning,” a kindly old woman says behind the clerk’s desk.  “Can I help you?”

“Yes ma’am,” I reply as I look around for a moment.  “I’m looking for my wife.”

“Your wife?”  She looks at me as she narrows her eyes.  “Is she expecting you here at this time?”

“No,” I say without thinking.  I realize by the way that the old clerk looks at me that this was probably not my best response.  “She went to a bar with one of her friends and hasn’t come back home.  I have followed her cell phone ping to this location, so I’m just checking up to see if she is okay.”  

“Okay?”  She shakes her head.  “I can’t hand out any information on guests here, young man.  I would suggest that you call the police and get them involved if you think that your wife has gotten lost somewhere.”

“She’s here,” I say again.  “I have the cell phone ping.”  I lift my phone so that the woman can see the green dot on the map.  “It’s at this location.  I just want to make sure that she is alright, and then I can go.  Can’t you just call her room and let her know that I am here?”

“I never said your wife was here in the first place,” the woman replies.  “You’re assuming that thing is correct.”  She points at my cell phone as she scowls at me.  “There is no way that I am going to tell you which guests I have here or what room they are in.  At least, not without the police.  If you call the police, they can come here, and I can let them check on your wife.  Otherwise, I can’t give you any specifics about any guest here.”  The old woman is very reserved as she sits back down in her chair.  “I think we are done here, mister.  It would be best if you just left.”

I know why she is doing this, though I completely disagree with her.  There is a concern that I could be someone meaning to do harm to Melissa, so the old woman is trying to keep that from happening.  I’m certain that she his also thinking about the bottom line should a lawsuit happen if I found Melissa and harmed her in some way.  Still, I don’t like being kept from just confirming that my wife is safe.  “Thank you,” I tell the woman before walking out of the office.  While getting into my car, I scan the parking lot again with my eyes.  Though the GPS ping could be a room or two off, I decide to go ahead and try to find her this way.  I will need to park the car where the woman in the front office does not see me, though, if I am going to do this.  

“Dammit,” I say under my breath as I pull through and turn to find a place to park.  “Just one dark spot.”  Squinting my eyes, I look toward the end of the parking lot and realize that I can settle in at the corner between two parts of the motel.  A broken street lamp will allow me some cover as I get out and begin to try to determine where Melissa is staying.  I turn off the car’s headlights so that the old clerk in the office doesn’t see me look around.  Then, as I park, I quickly turn off the engine and strain my eyes to see whether someone has spotted me.  

“Quietly, Thomas,” I tell myself as I get out of the car.  The interior light comes on as I open the door, so I quickly reach toward the dash and scroll the small wheel to where it goes off.  Looking toward the motel office, I wonder if I have been seen.  If so, the police will likely be called, and I will be in trouble for skulking around.  Even if that happens, it would not be such a terrible thing as I consider how important it is that I find Melissa.  I need to know that she is safe.

Looking at my cell phone’s screen, I see the green dot and use two fingers to zoom in.  “Twenty feet,” I say to myself as I begin to walk toward the building to my left.  “She’s close.”  The only problem is that I won’t be able to know if the signal is coming from the bottom floor or the second story.  Looking around the motel parking lot and seeing very few cars, I imagine that the old clerk would prefer to fill the bottom floors before moving on to the top floors.  It would, after all, make cleaning the rooms much easier.  So, walking toward the signal, I make my way to room one-thirteen.

There is sound just on the other side of the door as I listen quietly.  I hear at least two voices, and maybe the television playing in the room, but I can’t make out what is being said or done.  So, I decide to knock on the door.  As I finish the third knock, the sound inside the room goes quiet and I think about how crazy I must appear to be while knocking at just after three in the morning.  Waiting another minute or so, I shake my head as I think about the silence from the other side of the door.  Have I made a mistake?  Is my wife here or not?

“I’m fine.  I’m at Penny’s house.”  The text message takes me by surprise as I lift my cell phone to look at it.

“What?  Penny’s house?”  I look nervously at the door in front of me.  “Fuck, are you kidding?” I text back to her.

“No, I’m here.  What’s wrong, Thomas?”  I take a deep breath as I look over the message.  Is it possible that I have been taken to the wrong place by this damned app?  Have I just interrupted someone in their own room and caused them to panic because of a strange man knocking at this time of morning?  Maybe so.  My skin begins to crawl as I walk quietly back to my car.  

“When will you be home?” I ask.

There is a moment of pause as I get into my car and turn on the engine.  “Sometime in the morning, okay?  We are both a little drunk, honey.”  There is a smiley emoji at the end of my wife’s text message as a wave of relief washes over me.  “I’ll be home a little later.  I promise.”

“Okay,” I say to Melissa.  “Please be safe.  I love you.”

“You too.”  It’s all the response I get back from her as I place the phone back into my pocket.  Melissa has gotten colder and colder in the way she speaks to me and rarely does she actually tell me that she loves me anymore.  I have tried to make it a habit any time I text or call her, but she always answers in the same way.  “You too.”  It’s gotten to the point where I no longer expect her to declare her love for me.  How sad has our marriage become?

Putting my car into gear, I turn on the headlights and drive out of the motel parking lot.  Disappointed in the location app installed on my cell phone, I make a mental note to call the cell phone company in the morning.  This could have been a real emergency and the GPS screwed up.  Thankfully, though, Melissa is with her friend and safe at Penny’s house.  Now I can go home and get some sleep.
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​Chapter Three: None of Your Business
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Melissa comes through our apartment door quietly at almost nine in the evening Sunday.  I watch her walk in and expect her to say something to me, but she says nothing as she walks toward the bedroom.  “Hey, are you okay?” I ask.

“Fine,” she replies as she looks at me briefly.  “I need to take a shower, okay?  So, maybe we can talk tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow?”  I get up from where I have been sitting in the living room and walk up to my wife.  “Melissa, you disappeared for a while without letting me know where you had gone, and then you come home late today.  I’ve already been to work and then back again since you texted this morning.”

She shrugs her shoulders.  “Sorry.  I guess we just lost track of time.”  

“Wait,” I say as I reach out and gently take hold of Melissa’s arm.  “Sweetheart, I know that you sometimes go off with friends for a while, but this really scared me.  Normally you are the type to text me if you are going to be at someone’s house.  What is going on?”  I can see by the look on her face that my wife would prefer to be left alone, but she turns anyway to address my concerns.

“Look, it was a really long night on Friday and Penny offered to let me sleep it off at her place.  So, I went.  I’ve told you before that I might go off with my friends for a weekend, Thomas.”

“I know you have,” I reply with a smile, “But you have always checked in beforehand.  You didn’t answer several of my text messages and you were somewhere other than your phone’s location.”

“What?”  Melissa narrows her eyes at me as she walks up to me.  “My phone’s location?”

“The active GPS on the phone, sweetheart.  When we got the phones, we added that to the plan with our carrier so that we could track our phones if they got lost.”  I shake my head.  “Apparently it didn’t work so well, though.”

“Let me get this straight,” Melissa says as she becomes red in the face.  “You were trying to spy on me?”

“Spy?  No, I wouldn’t say that...”

“What the hell is wrong with you, Thomas?” my wife spits out as she looks hard at me.  “Why would you do that?”

“You were missing,” I counter.  “Honey, I used it to find you in case something had happened to you.  It led me to a motel across town and I knocked on a door before getting your text message.”

“You were spying on me,” Melissa says through her teeth.  “You don’t trust me, do you?  You think you need to keep tabs on me to keep me in line, huh?”  Her blue eyes are intense as she stares at me and I feel my skin begin to prickle.  I have offended my wife, and she will be certain to see that I pay for that.

“There was no spying,” I reply calmly.  “I only wanted to make sure you were alright, Mel.  That’s all that I was doing last night when I went out to look for you.  Can’t you see that I was simply doing things out of a concern for you?”  I shake my head as I watch the expression on Melissa’s face continue to sour.  

My wife is still not happy, but she turns toward the bedroom and says, “I’m going to take a shower and get into bed.  Good night.”  She walks quickly to the bedroom and I follow behind after some thought.  Melissa begins to take off her clothes as she says, “I’m tired, okay?  Don’t bother me tonight.”

With disappointment, I reply, “Okay.”  I don’t leave, though.  I stay and watch my wife take everything off and make note of her small, soft breasts and the large pink nipples that adorn them.  Melissa’s skin is light and soft, her pussy neatly waxed and given the sort of treatment that makes me hard whenever I see it.  My wife is a beautiful woman and I love to be around her when she is pleasant.  I love even more being around her when she is naked.

“So, a shower?” I say as my hardon begins to pitch a tent inside my shorts.

Melissa looks at my swelling midsection and replies, “I’m not in the mood, Thomas.  I’m going to take a shower and then get into bed.  Nothing else tonight.”  I nod my understanding just before she walks into the bathroom and turns on the shower.  I follow her and watch as she steps into the shower and closes the clear glass door behind her.  

“Do you mind if I just sit in here?” I ask as I sit down on the toilet.  

“Whatever,” Melissa replies as she begins to wet herself down and lather up.  I feel myself get hard as I watch her begin to wash everything, starting with her face and neck and then going to her chest.  Her hands move around her lovely small orbs, and I enjoy watching each one spring out from behind her hands as she washes them.  Melissa’s breasts are the most beautiful breasts I have ever seen, and they are so soft that I practically beg her to allow me to touch them every morning before she puts on her bra.  Though she typically complains about being groped so early in the morning, my wife normally acquiesces and allows me to play for a minute or two while she is getting dressed.  That’s about all I get from her, though.  Sex has become so uncommon that I have almost forgotten what it feels like.

“Can I come in and shower with you?” I ask as I move around on top of the toilet seat, my hard cock poking at the front of my shorts.  At first, Melissa does not acknowledge that I have asked the question.  “Mel, would you mind if I hopped in with you?”

She turns and looks at me as she begins to shave her legs.  “I’m tired, Thomas.  Give it a rest, okay?  Maybe we can do something tomorrow.”

“I have work tomorrow,” I complain as I grimace.  “Just a quick shower...”

“No.”  Melissa says nothing more as she finishes up shaving and then washes her hair.  I watch her move in the shower and find the way she cleans herself attractive, but my hard manhood soon wilts because of a lack of attention from my wife.  She’s not in the mood.  She never is, so I do now as I normally do; I give up.

“Fuck,” I grumble as I get up from my perch on the toilet.  “I’ll be in the living room.”  Walking out of the bathroom, I can almost feel the relief in my wife that I have relented and will stop bothering her.  She’s not going to have sex with me, no matter how badly I want it right now.  I am nothing but an aggravation for her at this moment, nothing more, nothing less.

Settling into a chair near the sofa, I turn on the television and turn to a channel to watch a new program.  Then, as tiredness overtakes me, I fall asleep.
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​Chapter Four: Not Now
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I wake up to find Melissa sitting on the sofa, channel surfing on the television.  “Tired, huh?” I say as I sit up in my chair.  My wife says nothing, just gives me a quick glance before going back to the program on the television.  “You know, I can’t really remember the last time the two of us really had a nice time together, Mel.”






She turns to look at me as she puts the television remote down on the end table beside her.  “You know that I haven’t felt so well, Thomas.  With all that we have been doing recently...”

“All that we have been doing?”  I shake my head as I try to process what my wife can mean by this.  “Are you referring to the long weekend out with your friends or my working long hours to keep food on the table and a roof over our heads?”

Melissa looks at me hard as she frowns.  “Are we back to that again?  Are you going to shame me over the fact that I am a teacher instead of something else, Thomas?”

“A substitute teacher,” I stress as I sit forward in my chair.  “Not a real teacher, sweetheart.  You go in when the regular classroom teachers can’t be there and follow their instructions for the classes.  You are not having to put in the planning or other work that goes along with that job.  Melissa, you are a babysitter.”  I often do not think through what I am about to say when I am as tired as I feel right now.  This is a terrible mistake on my part, considering that Melissa will take every bit of it for the hurtful insult that it appears to be.  I have no defense.  I have stepped into my own pile of horseshit.  

“How noble of you to go to your nine-to-five job every day and take care of little old me,” Melissa says with a strained look on her face.  “Thank you so much for all that you do, oh master of our home.  I bow before your greatness and hope to one day be a sales floor lackey just like you.”  My wife does a quick bow from her seat before sitting upright with tears in her eyes.  “You are an inconsiderate asshole sometimes, you know that?”

I nod my head.  “Maybe so, Mel, but at least I am willing to help you get the sexual relief you need once in a while.”  It’s common in the early mornings, about three times each week, that I will fondle Melissa just as she is waking up from sleep.  She seems more receptive at those moments, probably because she has been dreaming of some other man in her arms.  Each time I work on her, I finger her pussy and asshole until she comes.  Then, almost as if something has been turned off, Melissa rolls out of bed and runs to the bathroom.  Her excuse centers around a sudden need to go to the bathroom.  Then, she comes back to bed and tells me that she is disgusting and needs a shower before we can do anything.  It’s at this moment on each of those mornings that I am forced to either get ready for work or to fight my way to an orgasm.  So, even though Melissa gets her jollies off, I get nothing.

“You’re pathetic when you come begging for sex, Thomas.  A man wouldn’t beg so much.” 

“Then what do I do?  Throw you over the sofa and fuck you while you yell at me?  What is it that a man like me should do in order to get off once in a damned while, sweetheart?”  My heart thumps hard as I stare back at her and challenge my wife’s characterization of me.  

Looking me over and with contempt in her voice, Melissa responds, “Jerk yourself off, you big crybaby.  That’s what men do when they get so horny that they can’t stand it anymore.”

Frustrated, I get up from my chair and walk over to the sofa where my wife is seated.  I sit down beside her after pulling my shorts and underwear down.  “Fine, I will.”  I begin to rub my swelling manhood as Melissa watches with concern.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“Exactly what you told me to do, sweetheart.  I’m going to jerk off.”  The thought of coming with my wife watching me causes me to get even harder as I begin to pre-come a little.  Looking over at Melissa, I ask, “Would you at least be willing to rub me for a while?  To help me come?”  I smile widely as I hope that she will have forgotten my comment from just a few minutes ago and begin to give me some pleasure.

“I don’t see why I should.  You obviously know what you’re doing, Thomas,” she says with a smirk on her face.  It appears that my wife is enjoying seeing me get horny enough to do something so bold.  “You’ll get there eventually if you keep stroking that thing.”

“Just a touch,” I beg her as I reach for her hand.  Melissa doesn’t back away and I pull her hand to my cock.  She wraps her fingers around it gently and I begin to move her hand up and down along my shaft.  “Oh, shit, this is nice,” I moan as I get closer to an orgasm.  “Your hand is so soft, Mel.”  It’s been a while since I have felt her hands on my penis, so this is a special treat for me, even if I am forced to move her hand for me.  

“I would be willing to do this for you once in a while if you weren’t such an asshole sometimes, you know.  If you would just treat me a little bit better, you would be getting off all the time.”  Melissa tightens her grip a little, causing me to buck in my seat.

“I treat you very well, honey.  Especially when I help you come.  But then you don’t help me.”  I echo my complaint from earlier and hope for some understanding from Melissa, but her loosening grip tells me otherwise.

“Then do it yourself.”  She pulls her hand from my cock as I moan in protest.  “Go ahead.  Make yourself come.  I’m not going to do it.”  Melissa sits back and begins to look at some text messages on her cell phone.

“Shit,” I mutter as I begin to stroke my own meat again.  “Dammit, Mel, this isn’t fair.”  I’m too close now to stop, so I move my hand faster and faster up and down my pole.  

“Are you really going to do this, Tommy?”  Melissa turns to watch me as I play with myself.  “You are really going to come, aren’t you?”

“Fuck,” I mumble as I feel my balls begin to release their jism.  “Oh, hell...uhhhh...”  I move my cock to where it is pointing toward my wife and the first shot of my white man sauce lands on her arm.  

“What the hell, Thomas?” Melissa squeals as she tries to back away.  The second squirt is not quite as powerful, but lands in her lap.  “Shit!”  My wife stands to her feet as my come runs down her arm and leg.  

“Ohhh...FUCK...”  I groan and move around in my seat while spewing my hot semen out onto me and the sofa to the side of me while Melissa looks on with disgust.  There is a small measure of accomplishment in my soul as I think about what I have done.  Though she has refused to help me get sexual release, Melissa is now wearing the product of that release now.  She will have to clean herself as well as her robe.

“You’re fucking disgusting, Thomas,” my wife tells me as she walks to the kitchen to retrieve a towel for herself.”

I get up from the sofa with my soft cock still in my hand and reply, “If you had helped me out with this, it would have been a little less messy, Mel.  Instead, you decided to be this way with me again.”

“This way?”  Melissa shakes her head as she cleans herself off.  “Has it ever occurred to you that you constantly tell me what I should or should not be doing?  Have you ever thought that maybe if you spent less time criticizing me, I would put out a little more?”  Her blue eyes stare me down as she tosses the soiled towel into the kitchen sink.  “I mean, what the hell was that?  You shot all over me.”

“I didn’t really mean to,” I lie.  “You were just there, and you told me I had to do it for myself, remember?”

“You meant to do it, Thomas.  I have seen you get off before, and you know how to aim it.  You got this all over me even though you knew that I have already had a shower and didn’t want to do anything with you tonight.” 

“You never fucking want to do anything, honey.  Never.  As for any criticism I have made, I’m sorry.  We are underwater on the bills right now and I have been wracking my brain trying to find a solution to our financial ills.  We are one late payment away from having a collection agency come after us.”  I shake my head as I begin to shake.  “I put in a lot of hours at work every week, and I can’t get a simple hand job.  You are now withholding sex from me, Melissa, and it’s not right.  We are supposed to be in this together, but instead of being with me you run off with your friend Penny or somebody else.”

“Penny is better company,” my wife blurts out.  “She’s not at all like you, which is what I like.”  Melissa gives some thought to her next comment before adding, “You know, I really don’t like you anymore, Thomas.”  The comment lands a sharp blow to my chest, taking away my breath for a moment as I try to fathom the enormity of what she is saying.  

“You don’t like me?”  I walk over to Melissa and ask more directly, “Do you mean that you don’t love me anymore?”  The look in her eyes gives me the answer and it almost takes me to the floor.  “Oh, wow,” I say quietly as I walk back over to the sofa.  I don’t sit down, owing mostly to the fact that my jism is still on one side of it, but I lean against it to steady myself as I suddenly feel ill.  

“I don’t know,” Melissa replies quietly.  “I just know that I like getting away from you sometimes, especially when it is with Penny or someone else I know.”  My wife focuses her teary blue eyes on me to add, “I’m not comfortable with you in bed anymore, Thomas.  I don’t want to have sex with you and I don’t want to jerk you off.  I’m sorry.”  She turns and walks into the kitchen while I continue to lean on the sofa.  

“Then, what do you mean by all this?” I ask her.  “Are you wanting a divorce?”

Melissa pops her head back around the corner as she replies, “Oh, no, I don’t want that right now, Thomas.  I just need some time to think about things, okay?  Just give me some time.”  She sighs heavily as she goes back into the kitchen and I begin to toss around in my head exactly how we can fix the problem.  I’m not sure that we can, though, as I look around the living room.

I turn and begin to walk back to the bedroom.  “I’m going to bed,” I tell Melissa as I go by.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”  She does not respond as I walk to the bedroom.  It doesn’t take me long to be lying in bed, but it seems to take forever for me to fall asleep as I think about the woman in bed beside me.  How can she dislike me so much?  Have I really been so terrible?  Something about all of this bothers me a lot as I think it through.  There has got to be more to this story than what I have seen so far, and it will be up to me to figure it out.
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​Chapter Five: Out of Sorts
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“Hey, would you mind giving me a hand with this, Tom?”  Vanessa Middleton is a young woman who has been employed with the store for several months now, and I find her enjoyable to work alongside.

“Sure.”  I pick up a box of scarves that are to be displayed on a small end-cap that Vanessa is prepping.  “These are nice,” I comment as I begin to pull them out to hand to the young sales associate.

“They are supposed to be really warm.”  She smiles at me, her dark brown eyes locking onto mine for a moment before looking down at the box.  “The red plaid ones first.”

“Okay.”  I hand her three of the red plaid scarves and then give her another color for the next hook on the shelf.  “These are expensive.”

Vanessa nods her head.  “Eighty dollars for something to wrap around you neck, even if it is nice, is a bit much for my tastes.”  The young woman smiles sweetly as she uses her fingers to brush some of her long hair behind her right ear.  “With this job I can’t even afford something so extravagant.”

“I know what you mean,” I reply as I give her the last of the scarves from the box.  “There’s talk of a pay raise coming next month, though.”

“A raise?  Who did you hear that from?”

“I’ve got connections,” I boast with a wide smile of my own.  At twenty-five years old, Vanessa is a beautiful woman who is mildly flirtatious on the best of days.  There are times when she has been a bit more overt with her attraction toward me, though I always brush her off gently.  Recently, though, I have found myself wishing that I was no longer attached to my wife so that I could at least find a woman who would be interested in me again.  Someone like Vanessa.

“Oh, those are really nice scarves,” a voice says behind us.  Vanessa and I stand up to greet my wife.

“Melissa,” I say with a shaky voice, as if I have just been caught fucking my coworker in the women’s clothing section of the store.  “What are you doing here?”

With a wary eye, my wife looks from me to Vanessa and then back at me again.  “I thought I would come by and see how things are going for you today.  This weekend was such a mess and I didn’t get a chance to talk to you about it.”  Melissa looks at Vanessa again and asks, “Can I have a moment with my husband, please?”  

My coworker looks at me before replying, “Absolutely.  I’ll be over in the lingerie section.”  I feel a chill run along my spine as I witness the first volleys of a sparring war between two women in my life.  Melissa obviously has some contempt for the woman I was hanging scarves with a moment ago, and Vanessa couldn’t help but lace her withdrawal with the lingerie comment.  Though it might seem like nothing to most, to a husband who knows both women very well, it’s a scary indicator of what could happen if either of them became truly angry with the other.

“Thanks, Vanessa.  We’ll get that other stock up later, okay?”  She nods while smiling at me, not bothering to give Melissa another glance before walking away.  I turn to my wife and ask, “What’s up?”

She glares at me for a moment, but then looks away as she says, “I’m sorry about how harsh I came off the other night, Thomas.  Things were said in the heat of the moment, and after giving it some thought, I can see that what I said has been very hurtful to you.”  She walks up to me and gives me a quick hug before saying, “I heard from Nancy this morning and she wants me to come to see her this weekend.”

“Nancy?  Who’s Nancy?”  

“You remember Nancy, sweetheart.  She’s the woman I used to go to aerobics classes with a few years ago.”  

“Oh, the lady with the pink purse.”  I distinctly remember that Nancy carried a small, pink clutch purse wherever she would go.  It was an odd sight, considering how bright it was and how frumpy the woman typically dressed.  “Didn’t the two of you break things off over something she did?”

Melissa nods hesitantly as she looks around.  “Well, Nancy was a little drunk when she got us into trouble with those bouncers.”

“That’s right,” I say as it all comes back to me.  “The two of you hit a nightclub and got yourselves thrown out.”  I chuckle a little as I shake my head.  “I’ll bet you are still banned from that place.”

My wife doesn’t seem to take as much humor away with the thought of what happened, but responds, “She is a different person now, Thomas.  That’s all water under the bridge.”

“She hit a guy over the head with a bottle of beer, right?  Wasn’t that what you told me when I picked you up that night?”

Melissa nods as she looks back at me.  “It was five years ago, honey.  Things have changed, and we have all moved on.  Anyway, Nancy wants to go out this weekend and I suggested that she and I get a room at one of the resorts.”

“Resort?  What do you mean a resort?”  Melissa and I have been arguing for some time about our finances, so the last thing I need to hear from her is that she is going to be spending some of the money that we have set aside for bills.

“Don’t worry,” Melissa answers as she sees from where my concern comes.  “Nancy is paying for everything and won’t take no for an answer.”

“So, let me get this straight, Mel.  After coming here to apologize for what you said
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