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I woke up when I heard my phone. It is too early for this. I can’t believe I forgot to turn my phone off. It went off in the other room every five minutes for the last hour. Not today. Not now. I rolled over to the most handsome man on the planet. Luckily, my husband was sleeping and dreaming about whatever men dream. I quietly maneuvered out of bed and made my way to the kitchen. My bare feet were concealing movements. 

The plan was to turn off my phone quickly and slip back into bed before my husband woke up. I cannot answer the phone on Saturday mornings because it is supposed to be our time. Our time is fun. It usually started with him getting up to go to the bathroom to come back and eager to put his face into my vagina. I playfully pretend I am sleeping until I explode from orgasm. Then he mounts me and takes me for a ride. Sometimes I cum again, and on some occasions, it happens three times. Especially if I take a shower in the morning, then he licks BOTH holes. For obvious reasons, I did not want to miss that. No doubt, if he woke up before I slid back in, he would not slide in me or give me a tongue lashing. I am a stressed-out executive; I need that magical tongue this morning. 

I grabbed the phone on the sterling steel island and read the messages and emails that couldn’t wait until Monday. It was the usual nonsense except for an urgent email from the VP. She was visiting one of our OEMs overseas and needed a deck that she had forgotten. Ugh. I pulled out my laptop and searched for the file. I couldn’t remember where it was, and searching for it took some time. Here we go. I found it. The deck was mislabeled. I sent the email with the new document attached and waited for confirmation that she received it. 

How long have I been out here? Is he up yet? I tapped my foot, nervous that I would get in trouble. I was anxious, like a teenager who stayed out too late. Working too much was the only point of contention in the marriage, and I sometimes felt guilty. I came up with the idea of not working on Saturday, and now I was breaking it. I didn’t want to ruin it because my punishment for breaking it was not something I wanted on a Saturday morning. Maybe a Saturday night, but not the morning. That is the last thing I wanted to start the weekend. My husband wouldn’t yell and scream at me. He isn’t like that, which is one reason I love him so much. He will use the passive-aggressive approach for the rest of the weekend. Honey, can we go here, or do you have to do work? Are you making food for the kids, or do you have to do work? 

I looked down the hallway, and I didn’t see anything. I thought I heard something. I must be hearing ghosts now. Pull it together, Wendy. I watched the screen, ready to push the monitor closed the second my boss responded. I felt two hands on my hips. Shit. James is awake and behind me. My boss still hasn’t responded to my message. What do I do? He isn’t saying anything. He is giving me a warm embrace. Remnants of yesterday’s cologne wafted into my nostrils. A firm touch on both hips and the immense body heat he radiated. 

“Hey babe,” I said to judge his mood. I shifted my legs and tapped on the table. He still didn’t speak. Lips kissed the side of my neck. Tingles of excitement raced down my body, mixed with relief. This is a good start. James is not mad, at least, but what was he doing? I felt hands exploring my body in the middle of the kitchen. Our kids could walk out anytime, but they were teenagers. The last thing I wanted to explain to them was why Mommy yelled while she wrestled with Daddy in the kitchen. The kisses continued, and my lady bits started to tingle. Our kids would probably sleep until noon on a Saturday, and we should proceed. Maybe he will toss me on the island and eat me right here. My excitement to be free from the VP and then from my clothing brought more tingles. 

“Wendy, you owe me. You broke our Saturday morning agreement,” he whispered as his hand grabbed the waistband of my pajamas. He kissed my neck and then got a little upset. Damn, I guess I have to pay up. Maybe I can stall a little.  

“James, not here,” I tried to reason, but his hand continued the pursuit. I also pushed my ass into his crotch. I was daring him to defy me. 

“Wendy, come back to the room now,” he said sternly. The power and command of the voice rippled along my skin. I bit my lip involuntarily at the control and command. He was mad. He was going to use that anger to pound me into next week when we got to the room. Excitement forces my heart to beat faster.  

“I can’t. I have to make sure the deck made it. The VP needs it, and I sent it, but I have to ensure she got it,” I pleaded. I sounded like one of the teenagers begging for Daddy’s forgiveness or reprieve.  

“Okay, then we do it here since that deck is important,” he said. And there it is. The passive-aggressive shit has started already.  

“James, we can't do it here. What about the kids?” 

“Yes, here. Yes now. Plus, your punishment for breaking the rules is due. I am going to take that payment, too. You keep doing your work. If you stop doing your work, I will leave, and It will count as a refusal of payment,” James said. I tried to turn to face him and explain, but he turned my shoulders back, facing the computer. Mr. Passive Aggressive just found a little backbone. I guess he was mad. Shit. I think it wouldn’t hurt to let him have a little fun. Maybe that would get him off my back until the email came, and then we could go to the room. 
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His fingers danced along my waistband and untied the drawstring with a single pull. Seconds later, my pajama pants fell to my ankles. His hands moved to my panties, and kisses danced around my neck. Tingles from his unshaven beard mingled with his lips. Warmth flooded my mind and soul. I giggled in anticipation of the soft lips. Would I let him do this to me in the middle of the kitchen? It was brazen, and I loved it but could not stop him. It was like he pressed the off button to my Boss Bitch persona. He was in control, and I was not. Then he stopped. 

“I don’t hear you working.” I don’t want to work. I want you to keep kissing me. “I should go so you can get to work. I am distracting you too much.” I felt the pajamas lift back from the ground. I leaned forward and started typing, hoping it wasn’t too late. The agreement said he got to pick the time and place to take payment if I broke the rules. He stopped raising my pajamas as I typed furiously. See, I am working. You can continue. James dropped them back to my ankles. 

No. I don’t want to answer emails from John. I don’t care that John isn’t on the invite for an important meeting. I have no fucks to give to John because he will not be at the meeting. I tried to run my hands through my husband's hair as he slid my panties down to my ankles. I wanted to be in control. I needed to guide him to make sure he did it right. He grabbed my wrist and put it back on the table. The defiance sent a shiver up my legs. He told me no. I don’t know why we like to be told no and put in our place. Playful nibbles tickled my backside as the cool air brushed against my naked ass. Two powerful hands spread my cheeks as I pressed send on the email. My husband’s tongue just licked my lips. Maybe I will get my morning treatment, and he won’t take payment. Maybe.

I moaned when the fingers squeezed my hard clit. I could barely read the screen. Fingers, on the other hand, entered the action. One digit pushed against my tightness. My lips were cautious initially, only to let them in moments later. It slid in and out of me while his fingers, on the other hand, played with my joystick. I tried to type a response, but the second finger went into my pussy with the first. I stopped typing for a second, and then I remembered the game. I didn’t want him to stop, so I responded to Kyle. Typing the entire time, his fingers went in and out of ever-wetting pussy. 

Nancy, I don’t care about the intern. I can’t believe I have to send
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