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Jenny looked at David from across the kitchen table, waiting for him to finish eating. He was reading the newspaper, interrupting his reading only to shove another spoonful of cereal into his mouth. Meanwhile, she stared at the wall behind him with her chin resting in her palms. The silence hung heavy in the air, obscuring the tension between them.

They were avoiding eye contact, and had been all morning. They both knew why, but neither one wanted to raise the subject again. The last time it had been mentioned, the result had been shouting and hurt feelings on both sides.

David was dressed in a suit and tie, ready for work. He was pushing forty, and already his hairline was starting to recede. He had even started to dye his hair black to hide the strands of gray that had begun to appear. He looked more like a stereotypical Asian salaryman than the smiling person she had married.

To the outside world, they were still Mr. and Mrs. Wong, and they’d kept the marital tension within the four walls of their home so far. Jenny wondered how many other outwardly happy marriages were actually cold tombs of silence.

“Say something, damn it,” she muttered, a little too loudly.

“Nice weather we’re having,” David noted, not even glancing up from the paper.

It was better than nothing, and it was actually true. July had rolled around and the summer sun was a daily occurrence, hot enough to go out with only one layer.

David finished his breakfast and got up from the table, taking his empty bowl and putting it in the dishwasher. That was nice of him. Normally, he just left it out and expected her to clear it away. Like a lot of men, he was a slob in the kitchen.

“What time will you be back?” Jenny asked.

“Late,” came the terse reply.

“Could you be more specific?” she asked, annoyed.

“Maybe around seven,” David said, picking up his backpack and slinging it over his shoulder, “I’ll text you if I have to stay any later.”

Jenny followed him to the front door, wanting to see him off. He turned around and gave her a hug and an awkward kiss on the lips.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you, too,” she replied.

The exchange of words was pro forma, and the embrace was brief, but it was better than nothing. And just like that, he was out the door.
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Jenny was on annual leave for the next week, which meant she was stuck at home doing chores. She’d suggested to David that they go somewhere nice, but he’d said no. Her friends were all at work too, so she couldn’t hang out with them.

After turning on the dishwater, she went up to the bedroom. David was reasonably clean with his suits, a lot better than he was elsewhere. To be fair, she wasn’t all that tidy with her own clothes, except for her nice evening dresses.

Jenny caught sight of herself in the mirror: a mid-height woman with obvious Chinese ancestry and an hourglass figure. Her black hair was long and silky, flowing down her back like gossamer. Her eyes were small and deep brown, and her breasts were a standard c-cup.

Did David still think she was beautiful?

Jenny knelt down and picked some shirts off the floor, dumping them in the clothes basket. Still kneeling down, she found a set of papers half-hidden under the wardrobe. She picked them up and looked at them, but her heart sank when she read them.

It was the test results about David’s low sperm count. They had been trying for a year without success, and now they knew why. And when she had gently suggested they find a donor...

Jenny folded the papers up and stuffed them in a drawer. She didn’t want to look at the report any more than he did.

Her motivation to clean up evaporated, and she flopped down on the bed, rolling over until she was staring at the ceiling. But no amount of staring would let her forget how much her marriage had cooled.

They both wanted a child and time wasn’t on their side. He was close to forty, she was thirty, and they weren’t getting any younger. Each time her period came, the tension and stress had grown, as had resentment about whose body was to blame.

Of course, that argument had been conclusively settled by the piece of paper in the drawer. David felt embarrassed by the results and emasculated by her suggestion that they seek a sperm donor. In other words, get someone more virile to help.

Someone more virile...

Jenny closed her eyes and reached down towards something else beginning with v. She had the house to herself, so now was as good a time as any.

She pulled her skirt up and ran her fingers in circles over the fabric of her underwear. She felt a little buzz in her crotch and a silent gasp of pleasure escaped her lips. Before long, she was wet, and she moved her panties aside and inserted two fingers in between her labia.

She tried to concentrate on a good image to keep her going. David? No. In all honesty, he wasn’t the man he used to be, not to mention his problems downstairs. Even a more handsome fantasy image of him just wasn’t doing it.

New images floated through her mind. An ex-boyfriend from college, an athletic white guy she’d lost her virginity to; her boss at her first job, a calm and confident family man with a Spartan-like beard; her next-door neighbor’s grownup son.

All the while, Jenny rubbed herself harder and harder, feeling the pressure build up down below. The images in her mind morphed into an amalgamation of men from her past, a generic hot guy with sculpted muscles and a tender touch, running his hands all over her.

She was getting hotter and wetter with each passing second. The pleasure was growing inside her. She couldn’t hold it back for much longer.

The phone rang.

The rude chiming noise was so loud she yelped in fright, as if someone had just walked in on her. Jenny jumped off the bed and snatched the phone off the hook.

“Hello?” she asked.

“...Hi. We are calling you from Microsoft Technical Support Department–”

Jenny hit the ‘block number’ key and slammed the phone back into its cradle harder than necessary. Then she scowled at the phone.

“Goddamn robocalls,” she muttered.
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Jenny couldn’t get back into the mood. Try as she might, her brief fluttering of arousal was gone. With nothing better to do, she finished the rest of the chores and ate lunch.

It was a beautiful day outside, far too beautiful to spend indoors. At the same time, she couldn’t be bothered to go into town. Sunbathing in the backyard was a good compromise.

With just a bra and a thong on, Jenny felt a lot better lying on a deckchair with the sun kissing her naked flesh. The temperature was just right, too. Enough for the warm breeze to feel soothing as it breathed across her skin, but not so hot that she would get a tan.

It was Monday, so no one else was around. There was something incredibly liberating about being nearly naked out in the open. She was tempted to take her bra off. She was even tempted to go completely natural.

Jenny began to drift off, the caress of the wind clearing her mind and carrying her gently towards sleep. But part of her didn’t want to go to sleep just yet. Part of her wanted to finish what the robocall had interrupted.

She opened her thighs a little, enough to allow her hand to slide down between them. The piece of fabric guarding her modesty was thin. One touch of her finger made her feel a little bloom of wetness, and she dared herself to masturbate in broad daylight.

The sound of something landing in the grass took her slightly out of it, but she assumed it was just a bird until she heard someone land in the grass.

Jenny opened her eyes and gasped.

The intruder was a twenty-something young man who had just vaulted over the fence. He froze like a rabbit caught in the headlamps, afraid that she was about to scream for help.

“I just wanted to come and get my Frisbee, Mrs. Wong,” he tried to explain.

“Who the hell said you could just jump into someone else’s backyard without asking?” Jenny snapped, sitting up on the chair, “didn’t your mother teach you any better?”

A flash of anger passed across the young man’s face like a fleeting shadow, unnerving her even more. Something about the question had irked him.

“Jesus fucking Christ...” he began to say.

“And watch your goddamn language!” Jenny snapped again.

“I just want to get my fucking Frisbee back,” he said, cursing defiantly.

“You should ask before trespassing!” Jenny replied sharply, feeling very insecure confronting this thuggish young man alone with no clothes on.

“What’s wrong? Were you playing with yourself?” he asked sarcastically.

Jenny flinched with embarrassment. Had he seen her? Had he been watching her?

“Oh my fucking god, you were!” he said with a laugh, seizing on her expression.

“That’s enough,” Jenny said resolutely, standing up and approaching him, “you need to–”

She never got to finish her sentence as she slipped on something plastic and tumbled to the ground, her fall barely cushioned by the grass.

As she lay groaning on the ground, the young man she had been berating came rushing to her aid, crouching down beside her to see how she was.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

“Do I look ok?” she said irritably.

“Stay still,” he told her, hooking his arms behind her back and under her knees.

Jenny wanted to panic as he lifted her into the air, but decided it was better to cling on rather than risk him dropping her. He carried her princess style through the open backdoor into her own house before kicking it shut behind him.
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