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​Chapter One: Balls and All
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“Fuck, honey,” I say breathlessly as I suddenly awaken from deep sleep.  I turn my head and look over at the clock on the small table beside the bed and see that it is just before three o’clock in the morning.  Turning my attention back to the blonde head bobbing up and down on my cock, I ask, “What has gotten into you?”  Anna says nothing as she continues to push the end of my solid phallus all the way to the back of her throat.  My hands grip the covers of our bed tightly as I try to keep from spilling my spunk suddenly into her mouth.

My wife lifts her mouth from my shaft so that she can run her tongue down the underside of it, her lips landing on my ball sack and causing me to lurch in bed as she sucks the loose skin into her mouth.  “Anna, you little whore,” I growl as I feel her gently take one of my balls between her lips.  She gently massages it for a moment before moving on to the other.  There has been no other woman in my life who gives so much attention orally to my balls the way that she does.  Not one. 

I hear my wife giggle as she lifts my sack and kisses me just beneath it.  Pre-coming a little, I wonder if I will be able to hold out for much longer.  Anna is the queen of oral sex.  Hell, she’s the queen of any sex as far as I am concerned.  More than just a sweet woman willing to do anything to please her husband, she is the sort of person who is almost constantly horny.  Some would call her a nymphomaniac.  Whatever she is, Anna is always full of surprises when it comes to sex.

“Holy shit,” I groan as she slowly moves her mouth over my cock once again and pushes it to the back of her throat.  Gagging a little, Anna squeezes my balls with her hand as she sucks hard on my member.  “Dammit, you know that you’re going to make me pop, don’t you?  Fuck, honey.  Fuck.”  I grind my pelvis into the bed as she refuses to allow me to get away with simply holding off any longer.  I am going to come.  There is just no way to stop now.  “Fuck.  AHHHHH!!!”  I reach down and feel her soft hair with my fingers as I begin to spurt my warm, thick semen into the back of her waiting throat.  Uhhhh...ohhhh...uhhhh...”  Anna massages my balls with her hand as they empty their contents into her mouth and throat.  “Mmmmm...ohhhh...”  Gritting my teeth, I feel lightheaded as I happily release everything I have for my wife to swallow.  Spitting has never been an issue with her as long as I have known Anna.  For her, it is a waste of good jism.  Every single drop of my sexual elixir will make its way to her stomach as she siphons my straw.  

As my orgasm ends, Anna lifts her head from my crotch and smiles at me.  She crawls along the bed, the hard nipples of her breasts grazing my stomach and chest, before locking her lips onto mine.  I can taste my own load of manly gravy on her breath as our tongues move in and out of each other’s mouths.  My cock stiffens a little again, though I scarcely have enough remaining love juice to do anything with.  

“My turn,” she says to me wickedly as she moves her soft, waxed pussy toward my face.  Anna straddles my face on the pillow before lowering her muff to my nose and lips.  My wife is wet and ready for whatever relief I can give her.  Not wanting to disappoint, I begin to kiss and lick at her hard clitoris and soft labia.  “Make me come,” Anna whimpers as she grinds lightly on my face.  “Jason, make me squirt, alright?  I want to squirt.”  She sometimes ejaculates when she comes.  We discovered this when we were in college and I was performing oral sex on her.  Though I did not know as much about pleasing a woman back then, I apparently found whatever it took to get Anna to come so hard that she squirted all over the bed.  Since then, she has done the same thing hundreds of times.  My wife loves to squirt.  She claims it makes her climax much better in the end.  So, I do whatever I can now to help her release in this way.

“There, Jason.  Right there.”  My wife grinds into my face hard, her wet pussy smearing its sweet sauce all over my face.  I nip at her clit and pull hard on it with my lips.  Anna likes this sort of thing.  “Oh, sweetheart.  You’re so good at this.  Damn, I wish I could take you to work with me every day.  I would probably get nothing done.”  She pushes her pussy hard into my face as I continue to eat her out.  “Shit, Jason.  Uhhh...”  Her luscious moisture is now so plentiful that I find myself swallowing occasionally to keep from choking on it.  The flavor is sweet and inviting, so I do not mind enjoying a taste of it at all.  To the contrary, I thoroughly enjoy it.  “NAHHHH!!!”  Suddenly, her body quakes and Anna begins to come.  “OHHHH!!!”  She squirts a little as she pushes her pussy hard into my face.  “JASON!!!  UHHHHH!!!”  My wife rides my face and I relax, allowing her to use my nose and lips as her personal sex toys.  There is no way at this point that I can do much to suck or lick at her clit.  “OHHHH!!!  FUCK!!!”  She grips the headboard of the bed tightly and rocks it hard as she continues to grind into my face.  Anna is fully engulfed in her orgasm now and she intends to ride it as far and as hard as she can until she is finished.

It takes another half-minute or so before my wife becomes satisfied and slows her grinding.  Another few seconds later she lifts her wet muff from my face and finds a spot on the bed beside me.  Anna kisses me even though my face is covered in her juices.  She does not mind the taste of her own moisture just as I no longer mind my own.  Sex is like this for us now.  There is nothing we will not do for each other.  

“I’m sorry,” Anna chuckles as she looks over at me.  “I really pushed hard into your face.  I hope I didn’t hurt you.”

I smile at her.  “No, beautiful.  You were fine.  I enjoyed it.”  I truly did.  The fact that my wife wants sex so badly is a real turn-on for me and has always kept our time in bed fresh and exciting.  There is no telling each time what Anna will want to do, so I have learned to simply go along and enjoy it.  We have never had any disappointment while in bed together.  

“Still, I sort of forgot about you while I was straddling your face.  My mind was somewhere else.”  I can see by the look in her blue eyes that my wife wants to tell me something.  So, I wait for her to continue.  “There was this patient I had today.”  

“A patient?” I say while cocking up an eyebrow.  “A guy?”  

“Yeah, a guy,” Anna giggles.  “A very attractive guy.”

“And younger, I would guess?”  

“A college man.”  My wife smiles at me.  “He had an issue with a crown in his mouth, so I was working on that.  While he was under the influence of the gas we were giving him, he had a weird reaction to it.”

“A weird reaction?” I chuckle.  “And what was that reaction?”

Anna swallows as she stares into my eyes.  “He got really hard.  I mean, really, really hard, Jason.  This guy has been very blessed in the pants.”

“A big one?”  I laugh.  “Did you do anything about it?”  I know Anna.  As a dentist, she sometimes encounters young men who make her a little horny.  We have spoken about this before and she knows that I am fine with it.  As long as she comes home and uses that in our own sex life I find it to be a good thing.  

“Yeah, a really big one, Jason.”  I get the sense that my wife is holding back as her hand moves toward my semi-erect manhood.  

“Did you touch it?” I ask her.  Though it would be a breach of ethics for her, I have to know. 

Though she does not answer immediately, Anna finally tells me, “I sent my assistant to another room to get something.  When I did, I reached down and felt it through his shorts.  He didn’t notice that I did it because I was so quick about it.  The effects of the gas made him a little too out of it to know anyway.”  There is a wicked grin on her face as she squeezes my cock.  “He really was a big guy.”

“And what would have happened if your assistant hadn’t come back into the room, Anna?  Would you have done more?”

“Maybe,” she admits.  “ I really wanted to pull it out through his shorts leg.  I could have, but there just wasn’t any time to do so.”

“Did your assistant see the hardon?”  My cock is now solid as my wife pulls on it.  I pre-come a little as she runs a finger along the tip of my meat.

“Yeah, she saw it.  She even joked about his endowment and I acted as if it were an inappropriate thing to say.  My own employees think that I am a stuffy, sexless hag, Jason.”  We both laugh at this comment.  It could be no further from the truth.  “I wanted him.  I was wet.”

“You got wet over this guy?”  I laugh a little.  “Honey, you should have closed that door and rode him hard.  That would have been fun, huh?”

“He would have noticed that,” she replies.  “I would have been in a lot of trouble with the Board of Dentistry if I got caught doing something like that with a patient.  It wouldn’t be worth it.”

“But, given the chance, you would have done it, Anna.  I know you.”  My cock flexes inside her hand as I get horny just thinking about my wife with another man.  We have sometimes talked about her fucking someone else, but her position in the community as well as her licensure to practice dentistry have always stopped us short of actually doing something.  Besides, my own position as a public school teacher would also be put in jeopardy if we were caught doing anything a little too improper.  Simply having sex with people other than each other, if the rumor got out, could cost us our jobs in this community.  

“Yeah, I would have fucked him hard.”  She laughs wickedly and bends down, locking her lips onto mine.  Pulling hard on my cock, Anna causes me to pre-come yet again.  My balls ache as she teases me.  Then, almost as suddenly as it all started, my wife releases my hard shaft and tells me, “I need to pee.”  Smiling at me, my lover turns and sits up in bed before getting up and going to the bathroom.  The light comes on in there and the door closes before I roll to my back and laugh to myself.

“Holy shit, you little minx,” I say of my wife as I think about what she has just told me.  “I wish you had fucked him, Anna.  I wish you had brought him home to let me see you fuck him.”  I know she would do it.  I know she wants to enjoy other men and I have wanted to let her do as much.  If only our careers were not on the line to do something so crazy, we might have done it already.  Still, I am not certain that will stop my wife one day.  There will eventually be some patient that comes through her clinic that will push her over the edge.  Anna will fuck some guy she finds too attractive to pass on.  When it happens I just hope that she can get away with it.  If not, we will both find ourselves looking for somewhere else to practice our professions.
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​Chapter Two: A Great Sex Life
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I hear a knock on the side of the door of my classroom and look over to see the teacher from next door, Patrick Somers.  It is a little past seven o’clock in the morning, which means we still have more than an hour before students arrive.  I am a little surprised to see Patrick here already as he rarely comes in this early to prepare for the day.

“Hey, what’s up?” I say as I look over at my friend and colleague.

Patrick sighs.  “Well, I am, unfortunately.”  He allows a strained chuckle to escape his lips as he sits down in a student desk nearby.  “Couldn’t sleep last night, so I finally got up and came in to work early.”

“I was wondering why you were here so early,” I reply with a smile.  “What kept you from sleeping?”

He shakes his head.  “Some of the crap with my wife, I guess.  Sara and I have been having some tough times lately.”  We have spoken before about his relationship with his wife of five years.  Sara is a very nice woman, at least from what I have seen of her over the last few years.  Unfortunately, she has become more distant to her husband over time as they have gotten more comfortable in their marriage to each other.  While I have been experiencing wonderful sex with Anna almost every night, their sex life has become little more than a whimper of what most teens enjoy.  

“Still not getting any?” I ask.  Patrick shakes his head.  

“You know, I finally got tired of trying to get anything started with her, Jason.  So, a few weeks ago, I quit altogether.  I stopped slapping her ass and touching her breasts.  I stopped nibbling on her neck and trying to pull her shirt up in our own home while being playful.  I stopped it all.  At first, I hoped that it would cause Sara to think about what she was missing, but instead my wife acts as if nothing has changed.  She still doesn’t act like she wants sex at all.  Man, I am getting nothing from her in bed.”  Patrick grits his teeth.  “What the fuck do I do with this?  My own wife won’t touch me, Jason.”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I hate to hear that things are so tough, Pat.  You know, you could try taking her for a weekend away somewhere.  Maybe that would get things stirred up for the two of you.”

“The weekend?  I’ve tried that already.  We went a couple of months ago to a nice place on the lake, remember?  Nothing happened.  Not one fucking thing.  And when I did try to get something going, Sara told me that she was tired and didn’t feel like it.  Instead, she offered me a hand job.”

“Well, there’s something,” I muse.  “Did you take it?”

“Why bother?” he retorts.  “Her hand jobs are terrible now, Jason.  She acts like I’m bothering her when she does them and then I can’t get off.  How do I get off if it’s obvious my own wife doesn’t want to give me one?”  My colleague gets up from the student desk where he has been sitting and begins to pace the floor nearby.  “Last night I thought I would try again.  You know, to see if holding back from all the sexual touch was working.  She turned me down again.  Sara rolled over and told me that she was tired, but she would give me a quick hand job if I wanted one.  A quick hand job.  Like it’s something you drive through to get at a fucking McDonald’s.”  

I cannot help but chuckle at the reference.  “Look, all marriages go through some rocky times, Pat.  Maybe the two of you just need to find a good therapist to visit for a while.  Marriage counseling is supposed to be great nowadays.”

“Marriage counseling,” he seethes.  “As far as Sara is concerned, we have a great marriage.  She tells her friends that things could not be better, Jason.  Honest to fuck, that woman thinks that our sex life is normal.  I don’t get to dip my wick in my own wife and she thinks this is all normal and just fine!  What the fuck?”  Patrick paces again as he runs his fingers through his hair.

“Um, well, do you want me to give you a hand job, buddy?  Just to give you some relie?.”  I watch as my friend turns and shakes his head before smiling.

“You are a fucking nutjob, Jason.”

I laugh.  “Yeah, well, anything for you, Pat.”  We both continue to laugh as he sits down nearby once again.  “Look, I get that things are difficult for you and Sara right now, but she really does love you.  I can see it in her eyes when the two of you are together.”

“Yeah, I know,” he replies.  “That doesn’t take care of other things, though.  Jason, I’m thinking about looking for something on the side.  At least that would help me to get some sleep.”

“Something on the side?  You mean, like another woman for sex?”

“Maybe.”

“Like a hooker or something like that?”  I swallow hard as I sit back in my chair.  The expression on Patrick’s face tells me that I have hit upon something.  “You do realize that if you are caught with a hooker that you could lose your teaching license, right?  They don’t fuck around with that sort of thing, Pat.”

“They should just keep their noses out of my business,” he answers with a growl.  “I mean, I could go out and just have sex with some other woman and it’s just fine with them.  If I pay for it, though, they want to take my license and ban me from teaching.”

“I think it has something to do with what students might think of a teacher hiring someone for sex,” I tell him.  “It’s not a good look, Pat.”

“It’s not a good look for me to show up early at school and then take my frustrations out on my students either,” he retorts.  Patrick shakes his head.  “I need something, man.  I can’t just keep masturbating quietly in the bathroom for the rest of my life.  I need the touch of a woman and Sara just isn’t willing to be the one to do it.”

“Therapy,” I stress again.  “You both need it, Pat.”

“Is that how you and Anna keep things going?  You go and see a therapist?”  His dark brown eyes lock onto mine and I feel as if my colleague is searching my soul for the answer.  

“We are just lucky,” I tell him.  “There are some couples that just seem to synch perfectly together.”

“No, what you mean to say is that you got lucky and found a woman who is a nympho, Jason.  That’s the truth of the matter for you.”  Patrick looks accusatorily at me as if I have somehow robbed him of his share of sex.

“I never said she is a nympho.”

“You don’t have to,” he replies.  “Jason, you do realize that you talk some about your bedroom life, right?  I have heard you in the teacher’s lounge commenting about the wild times you have had with her in bed.  Hell, you have almost bragged about it.”

“I don’t talk about it that much, do I?”

“Enough,” Patrick replies.  “We all know that you get it good in bed, man.  That’s fine, but sometimes I just fucking wish you had gotten Sara and I had gotten Anna.”  He chuckles nervously before adding, “I’m sorry.  That came out just plain wrong, Jason.”

“It’s fine,” I say with a smile.  “Sure, I’ll admit, I got lucky.  But, there is a lot of work to a marriage to keep things spicy, Pat.  You need to get Sara to agree to see a counselor with you so that you can work things out.  Otherwise, you might never have sex with her again.”

He shakes his head.  “I don’t think the therapy thing will work.  Sara has commented that she thinks her hormones are off and that is why she doesn’t want to have sex anymore.  I’ve tried to get her to go to her doctor and get things checked out, but she won’t.  No matter what I do or what I suggest for my wife to do, I get shot down.  That’s why I think I’m going to have to go somewhere else for satisfaction.  I hate to say that, and I love my wife, but it is what it is.  I need what I need, Jason.” 

“Yeah, I understand,” I answer as I watch Patrick get up from his seat for the second time.  “You have to be careful, though.  I’m serious about the licensure thing.  They will take it if you get yourself arrested for paying for a prostitute.  However, there are women around who are willing to put out without money.”

He nods his head.  “I’ve signed up for that shit online, Jason.  Some of the women are nice looking and willing, but others are desperate women who are just trying to pass the time while their husbands are away.  I don’t need some other man finding out that I have been diddling his wife and then come after me.  That’s why buying sex seems to be a better option.”

“But it’s expensive, especially on our pay,” I tell him.  “You wouldn’t be able to do it much.  However, if you find a woman on the side willing to get together quietly once in a while you could do much better.”

“Maybe one of my students’ mothers,” he laughs.  “That would be dangerous, huh?”

“Too dangerous.”  We both laugh as I think about how difficult things have become for my friend.  Patrick is a good man and a great teacher.  It is really a shame to see him so unhappy in his sex life with Sara.  He loves her, but he needs more than what she is willing to give him right now.  If I were in his shoes, I would be looking for relief somewhere else as well.  

“I need to get to my classroom.  Maybe grading tests will take my mind off sex.”

“It tends to kill any sexual mood I’m in,” I laugh.  I watch as Patrick leaves my classroom before turning to look at a message on my cell phone.  Anna has sent me a message with a picture attached.  I open it up to see her pussy in a picture.  “Fuck, honey,” I laugh as I shake my head.  Every day is different in my marriage, and it is exactly what keeps everything fresh for the two of us.  Without a doubt I am far luckier than Patrick in my own marriage.  Anna loves to give and receive in so many ways and she knows when I need a good blow job or full sex.  We have never had to worry about being frustrated sexually.  I am truly thankful for that.  I hope Patrick and Sara can find that same sort of thing, though it appears that will not happen anytime soon.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Three: Professional Gratification
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I look up from my cell phone and see Anna walking through our front door.  She comes over to me and gives me a quick kiss and hug after putting her car keys on a hook on the wall.  “It was a wild day,” she tells me with a wink before sitting down nearby.

“Oh?” I say with a chuckle.  “Did somebody have an impacted tooth that you had to pull?”  

Anna laughs.  “Well, I did have one of those, but it was wild in another way as well.”  She sits forward in her chair before telling me, “There was a really nice looking guy there who had a teeth cleaning and checkup scheduled.”  My wife smiles at me before adding, “He is married and in his late twenties.  I think he told me he has a kid, too.”

“A married guy with a child,” I say as I nod my head.  “Honey, are you telling me that you had a thing for him?”

She shrugs her shoulders.  “I guess I did.  Honestly, he was so damned hot, Jason.  He flirted with me first, though.”

“Really?”  I sit forward in my own seat after putting my cell phone down.  “And how did he do that?”

“Well, he started out by being a little too friendly.  He reached out to shake my hand and I took it.  However, the guy didn’t let go for a while as he commented on my eyes and hair.”  Anna blushes a little.  “It was pretty unusual as patient visits go.”

“Was he a new patient?” I ask.

“Well, no, but I don’t think he ever spoke to me like that before.”  My wife pauses to think about what happened today before adding, “He was really into me, Jason.  I think he was trying to figure out what my thoughts on him were.”

“I see.”  My cock becomes a little hard as I try to imagine the man in her office.  “And, did he figure your thoughts out?  What did he do?”

Anna’s face continues to be a little red as she tells me, “After the handshake, he told me about his wife.  He was really complimentary but said that she is very rarely at home.  Apparently she is a saleswoman for some large company.  Anyway, he made the comment that he would love to have coffee with me sometime and talk about dentistry.  He is apparently an author on the side and said he wanted to write a book on medicine.”

“Yeah, I’m sure that he does,” I chuckle.  “An author on the side.  Me too.”  Anna’s face turns even redder as she continues to look at me.  

“Jason, I got really wet as he spoke to me.  He really turned me on.  I almost offered to fuck him right there in the office, but my damned assistant came into the room and stopped the whole conversation.”

“Honey, we have talked about that,” I tell her.  “You know that if you do something like that you will end up losing your license.  You have to be careful that you don’t cause someone to turn you in for that sort of thing.  Even flirting with him.”  I suddenly realize something and ask, “Would it be possible that the Board of Dentistry could send guys around to try to get dentists to misbehave in some way?  What if he was trying to get you to do something stupid, honey?  You could end up losing your license.”  Though I enjoy hearing how horny Anna can be at times while at work, I worry that she will allow it to go too far.  The last thing we need is to lose our respective licenses for something like sex with the wrong people.

“No, Jason, they don’t do that sort of thing,” she assures me.  “This was a real patient.  I almost lost it, though.  After the cleaning and exam, I had to excuse myself for a few minutes and go to my office.  I closed the door, locked it, and got my little friend out.”  

“Your little friend?”

“The little friend that you got me last Christmas, Jason.”  My wife smiles wickedly at me. 

“Oh, hell.  That little friend.”  I laugh before asking, “Did you really use that little vibrator on yourself in there, Anna?”

She nods her head.  “I pulled off my pants and put my feet on the edge of my desk.  Then I used that little vibrator all over my pussy until I came, Jason.  Fuck, I came so hard.  I even squirted a little.”

“Shit.”  I adjust my hard cock inside my pants as I think about Anna playing with herself while using the small finger-attached vibrator on herself.  Though the gift was one given in jest during the holiday season, it appears that my wife found a real use for it at the dental clinic.  

“I used it on my clit, then put it inside me and before I knew it I was coming hard.  Jason, I was so fucking loud.  I think a patient or two might have heard me in the waiting room.”

“You had patients waiting on you?” I laugh.  “Honey, you can’t just do something like that.  What if they start to talk about you in your own office?”

She giggles.  “I told the ladies that I had stubbed my toe on the desk while I was in there.  They seemed to believe me, but I left a mess.  I had to lock the door to my office behind me and then go clean up a little later.  I think I even smelled a little like sex because of how wet I stayed the rest of the day.”

“Fuck.”  I laugh as I move around in my seat.  My cock now completely solid, I wonder if I should pull it out and let her suck on it.  Anna would do that for me, especially while so horny, but I do not want to make this about me.  Not now.

“Am I really a nympho?” my wife suddenly asks for a second time as she looks at me with concern.  “Do I lose control, Jason?”  This is the first time Anna seems to be concerned about her sexual urges and how they might be affecting her work.  

“Well, a little,” I admit.  “You do like sex quite a lot.”

“Sure, I do, but do I take it too far?”

“Not with me,” I chuckle.  “But like we have talked about before you need to be careful with your patients, honey.  You don’t want to lose your license or be driven out of the community because you decided to give in to your desires.”

“My desires,” she says with a smile.  “I guess I am a little different than other women.”

“Yeah, I have a friend at work who has the opposite issues with his wife,” I tell Anna.  “They don’t have sex at all.”

“Which friend?” she asks.

“Patrick Somers.  His wife Sara isn’t nearly the sexual dynamo that you are.  Apparently it’s starting to wear on him.”

“Do they have sex at all?” she asks.  I shake my head.  “Poor guy.  I’ll bet that is really frustrating.”

“Too frustrating,” I reply.  “I told him that they should go see a marriage counselor and talk it out.  Maybe Sara is just having issues that he doesn’t know about.”

“A marriage counselor?”  Anna shakes her head.  “They need a sex counselor, Jason.  At least, as long as their marriage is not falling apart.”

“It isn’t,” I say to her.

“Well, then they need a sex counselor.  They have some sort of sexual dysfunction.” 

“Ah, the doctor and her professional diagnosis.”

“I’m a dentist,” Anna laughs.  “But, I do read up on things.  I have been reading about my own wild lusts and so I have come across the opposite end of the spectrum too.  I feel bad for your friend.”

“Well, he feels bad as well,” I laugh.  “He is talking about finding a prostitute or even another woman to have an affair with.  The problem, though, is that if he is caught he could lose his teacher’s license.  At this point, though, Pat might be willing to do anything no matter the consequences.”

“Sex will drive you to do stupid things,” Anna admits.  “Jason, you would tell me if I got too stupid, right?  If I were about to do something too sexual and you knew about it, you would stop me, wouldn’t you?”

“I guess it depends on what it would be,” I answer.  “I don’t want you getting hurt, so if it happened to be something like that I would try to stop you.”

“What if I start to have sex with patients?  Would you try to stop me?  Would you intervene?”  Anna’s face shows the concern that she has for her sexual desires and how far she will sometimes go to quench them.  My wife does occasionally worry me as to how far she would be willing to go to get off, but so far she has been great about not crossing a line.  With her patient today, however, Anna might have gotten too close to leaping over the line and getting exactly what she wanted from her patient.

“I will never let you hurt yourself,” I promise.  “But, you need to try to control yourself at work, my love.  You can’t just screw a patient.”

“I know,” she replies.  “That’s why I retreated into my office.  Still, that could have ended poorly.”

I laugh.  “There is probably very little the Board of Dentistry could do about you having a little fun in the privacy of your locked office.  You masturbated and dealt with that horniness, right?  That’s what you have to do.  Keep yourself from getting too horny, Anna.”

She smiles at me.  “You are such a sweet and understanding husband, Jason.  

“Yeah, that’s me.”  I laugh as I smile at my wife.  “So, do you want me to cook some dinner or would you prefer to go out and get something?”

Anna looks at the bulge in my pants.  “Well, I suppose we can go to a restaurant, but I would want to take care of that for you while we are there, Jason.”  She nods her head at my swollen crotch.

“What do you mean?” I ask nervously.

“Let me get under the table and help you with that the way that I did when we went out just before we got married.  It’s been too long since we did that.”  Anna smiles at me as she gives a wink.

“You’re going to get us caught,” I laugh.

“Nah.  Just let me do that for you, okay?  I want to do it, Jason.”  There is really no way that I can deny my wife what she desires, especially when it involves dealing with my own horniness.  So, I smile and nod my head before getting up from my chair.  “I need to go to the bathroom first.  I’ll see you outside in the car.”  Anna turns and walks to the bathroom and then I make my way to the door.  As I go outside, I begin to think of the conversation I had with Patrick this morning.

“He’s right,” I say as I get in the car and turn it on.  “I am a very lucky man who has a nympho as a wife.  I doubt Sara has given Pat a blow job or anything else while in a restaurant.”  Of course, very few women have done that for their significant others.  This is just one of the many things Anna will do for me and has done in the past.  We are a couple matched perfectly together for such things, which makes me a very happy man.  Even though I worry that we might be caught in the act, I want my wife’s lips wrapped tightly around my hard penis before I eat my meal tonight.  It is just the sort of thing I have come to enjoy with Anna.  
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​Chapter Four: Flaming Desire
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“I’m tired of that little shit, Zach D’Angelo,” Maria Stout says as she grimaces.  After pouring herself a cup of coffee, she sits down with the rest of us who have taken refuge in the teachers’ lounge during our lunch break.  “If he doesn’t get transferred from my classroom I am going to end up running down the hall screaming.”

“He’s a freshman,” another teacher, Lance Davis laughs.  “Just threaten him with in-school suspension.  Maybe the thought of being away from his buddies for a couple of days will calm him down.”

Mrs. Stout levels her eyes at the younger teacher as she shakes her head.  “He may be in ninth grade, but he’s eighteen years old and he doesn’t give a shit about anything I say to him.”  Some of the other teachers in the room smile or laugh as they hear her retort to Mr. Davis.  It is no surprise that the middle-aged English teacher despises the young hooligan in her class.  We have all had to deal with Zach in one way or another, whether in the classroom or during our duty shifts before and after school.  She is right; he is a little shit.

My phone suddenly buzzes inside my pocket.  I look down and see that my wife is calling, so I get up from where I am sitting and walk to the other side of the room while the other teachers continue to talk about Zach and one
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