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“It’s our fault for getting married during a pandemic,” I say disdainfully.

Horace’s face skews in sadness as he pulls me to his embrace. “I know, Raine, honey. I didn’t marry you just for the fun honeymoon. I married you because you’re the love of my life. We have a good life ahead. And pandemic or not, we’ll forge forth and wait out this nasty Covid stuff. 

We’re young and able to have a great time, full of energy, and full of passion. The wedding took a year to plan, and unfortunately, we started planning it pre-pandemic. By the time summer came for our lovely June wedding, we ended up marrying outside, in a well spacious location, with our guests adorned in face masks. There were no hugs, no handshakes or eating or toasting. Just the minister standing back and shouting our vows.

Bummed would be a nice word for how I felt about my dream wedding turning into a quickie outdoor ceremony that took all of twenty minutes to perform. The money we reserved for a big wedding went into our honeymoon account. And another bummer, being in a pandemic lockdown, our honeymoon was canceled.

“It’s okay, we’ll move into the patio home, decorate with internet ordered stuff, and establish our lives,” I say to my new husband.

His job as an X-ray tech isn’t in danger. My job as a chef at a five star restaurant is on hold for the time being. They call me in for small catering jobs here and there, but until the pandemic lifts, the Cresendale Restaurant won’t open to the public. I laugh at the irony of it. Four years of culinary school only to begin my career in a pandemic as an occasional catering chef. Wonders never cease.

Despite the current worldwide pandemic, we manage to live a comfortable life. People hire me to cater small gatherings once they lift some of the restrictions. However, the stinking Covid keeps respiking with different strains and it seems we’ll never get back to a normal life as we knew it before the pandemic started.

Horace comes home from a twelve hour shift, and slides onto a stool at the bar. “It’s a madhouse at the hospital,” he says and shakes his head.

My handsome man peers at me with his dark blue eyes, and his thick golden hair framing his manly face. He’s a hulking man, full of testosterone, and always horny. Even when he comes home from a full day’s work, he’s ready to go.

I skip around the bar and crawl up on his lap, my arms encircling his neck. “I’m so sorry you had a rough day. What can I do to make it better?” I ask as I lean in and kiss his lips and move to his neck, my hands exploring farther down his body.

He grins, his eyes looking me over. “For one, you’re too dressed. Being naked will give me energy,” he says and chuckles.

I hop down and grab his hand, dragging him to the bedroom. He tears out of his clothes.

“Shower first, wash off the hospital germs,” he says and heads into the bathroom.

I follow, coming out of my clothes. He’s not going to be naked in the shower without me.

“Hey you,” he says as I step in behind him.

I grab the pouf and squirt shower gel on it. He leans against the shower wall, his hands on the tub surround above his head, his eyes shut. Of course, he’s tired. He had to be at work at four a.m. I’ve been home all day, baking cookies and making a brisket for a client. 

His body stands rigid as I soap every spot on him. Paying particular attention to his cock, he moans. My hands rub vigorously, up and down, helping to relieve the day’s pressures. 

Looking up, I smile. “Want me to stop?”

He says nothing, his hand holds me to him, so I keep rubbing. His cock grows longer and harder and as my hands squeeze over the head and down the girth, he comes into my hands. He turns to the water stream when he’s done and washes the suds from his body.

He smiles and takes the pouf, squirting more gel on it, and washes me. Slowly and deliberately, he soaps every nook and cranny, spending more time between my legs. I moan as I reach for him, lifting a leg to give him better access. The water washes the suds down the drain which is fine with me. I don’t care for the irritation of soap in my cooch.

“Oh, yes.” I moan, his fingers dance over my swollen clit. His other hand grasps my breasts, tweaking and tugging at my nipples. The pleasure floods into my pelvis and explodes, sending me over the edge. I hang onto him as the waves wash through me, dizzy with desire, filled with satisfaction.

“I’m sorry if I forced myself on you in the shower,” I say as we dry.

He looks at me like I’m an idiot. “Don’t be sorry. Never apologize for an orgasm.”

“I know, but you’re tired and I’m egging things on.”

He drops the towel and pulls me into his arms, my towel falls to the floor. Leaning in, his lips touch mine and his cock grows hard again. 

“See, that’s how much I enjoy you. Never ever hold back because you think I’ve worked too long or too hard. The only hard thing is here, baby,” he says and pushes his pelvis out, his cock tapping on my lower belly.

We dress and I serve dinner, a portion of the brisket I cooked earlier for the client, and baked potatoes, a garden salad, and roasted green beans.

“I wish I could go back to work. I’m sorry, I stay bored most of the day,” I say as I shuffle the food on my plate.

“You should write a cookbook!”
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I giggle as I sit at the desk in our shared office. Our patio home has three bedrooms, so we have a shared office, a guest room, and our master bedroom. It’s all very nice. Normally, my office is the kitchen, but until this stinking pandemic lets up and Cresendale Restaurant can open back up, I’m stuck at home.

A cookbook is an excellent idea. Cooking Like a Chef is the title I chose as I write a list of the dishes I’ll cook. To make it even more interesting, I’ll put my mad photography skills to the test and take photos of the meals in progress. It kills two birds with one stone, and enables me to do something job worthy at the same time.

After making the menu of dishes I can cook, I look at the airline schedule and call the resort in Ibiza. Still closed for the moment. No one knows when this pandemic will lift. Our honeymoon awaits us, a time of just enjoying each other and no worries of our jobs or home. Even my job as a chef is on hold and the restaurant has promised a vacation once we can nail the travel plans. 

Horace stops by the grocery stop to pick up the big order I placed. “What did you buy? A month’s worth of meals?” He chuckles as he hoists six bags onto the counter.

“No. This is for the cookbook. It’s our meals
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