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Tis the season, Andy thought wryly as he picked ornaments off the floor beneath the Christmas tree, its sharp pine scent filling his nostrils. They'd put it up early, just before Thanksgiving – Linda liked having the tree up as soon as possible because she thought it made the house feel more festive.

His wife's cat Shelby liked to bat the shiny baubles around and eventually knock them off. They put plastic ones all around the lower part of the tree so the mischievous little feline wouldn't do too much damage.

As he hung the ornaments back on the tree his wife called out to him from the kitchen.

Honey, I have to go to work today, and I was hoping maybe you could get out and do some shopping for me?

She made it sound like a question, but really it was a demand.

Andy groaned and rolled his eyes. He was not the kind of guy who was into shopping – unless it was for a bigger TV. He preferred to lounge on the couch and watch sports – any kind of sports, or even better, go see it live.

His wife Linda, though, she loathed sports. Her thing was shopping – her whole life was shopping. They'd had plenty of fights over the years over which one of them was wasting their time. Finally, they'd come to accept that in these two areas they would just have to agree to disagree.

She'd wanted him to brave the crowds on Black Friday. He hadn't been keen, not at all. In fact, his exact thoughts were Black Friday? Hell no!

That day was for idiots, as far as he was concerned – all the pushing and shoving to get deals that were probably not really deals at all? Yeah, no thanks to that.

But Linda had pushed it – pushed it hard, for him to get out and get some deals. She had to work so she was shopping vicariously through him. He didn't want to do it, not at all. But he knew she'd never let up and maybe that's why he'd done what he'd done.

He'd done something on that Black Friday he'd never thought he'd do.

He still couldn't believe he'd let it happen.

He thought back to how it had all started.

***
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LINDA STOOD THERE, her hand on her hip, giving him that look that said: 'I'm being reasonable, you should be too.'

Honey, it's once a year, she'd cooed. Do it for me?

Then she'd batted her eyes at him.

No, he'd said, knowing in his heart he'd give in eventually – because if he didn't, she'd make him pay. She was being nice about it now, but eventually she'd demand he do what she wanted. Maybe he'd tell her she'd have to give him a blowjob later – she hated sucking cock, always had, but he'd married her anyway. Love is blind, and stupid, and doesn't understand the importance of a good blow job now and then.

He knew he was being petty, thinking that way.

Pretty please? She persisted.

Come on Linda, you know I fucking hate shopping? He said, loathing the whiny sound in his voice.

I know you do, she said, her expression changing as she folded her arms and scowled at him. If you loved me, you'd go shopping for me.

If you loved me, you'd suck my cock, he grumbled under his breath.

What? She spat.

Nothing.

I need you to do this for me, she said, her voice cold.

Fuck, he'd said under his breath.

Not unless you hit at least three stores for me on Friday and get me some good deals!

This had made Andy irritated, as it did all men, when women withheld sex to get what they wanted. It was mostly because of two things, one – men didn't have the willpower to play that game and two, it worked.

He was tempted to throw a blowjob request on the table, but then decided against it.

Fine, he said.

Linda had stood there beaming, not just because he was going to go shopping for her, but because he'd given in.

If she only knew in that moment what situation she'd just sent her beloved husband into.

Neither of them saw it coming.

So that morning Andy woke to a quiet house, feeling a bit out of sorts, and cranky.

In the kitchen he found a third of a pot of lukewarm coffee, leftover from his wife's breakfast routine. He poured it into a mug, microwaved it for a minute, then added some cream. He waited for it to cool then took a sip. It wasn't bad, but it wasn't great either.

Then he'd sat at the kitchen table trying to wake up, he made a decision. If he had to brave the insanity of Black Friday, he was getting something out of it. He deserved a little treat.

Thanksgiving Day had been low key, which was good. Linda was at work. His only job that day was to go out and find her three good deals. While he was at it, he was going to get something for himself, though he wasn't sure what.

He grumbled with irritation as he finished his coffee and realized he needed more. He filled the coffee maker and turned it on – within moments.

He really hated the idea of going out – he was feeling lazy, it was the end of a long week, plus there'd been drinks the night before. That always made him feel a little sluggish the next day. Maybe that's why he was feeling odd and did that thing that he'd never thought he'd do – his mind had been off kilter.

Despite dreading today, and the shopping he was being forced to do, he'd had an extra deep sleep with some very strange dreams. Maybe his anxiety over dealing with the crowds was the source of them.

He'd briefly thought about just not doing it, and letting Linda be pissy, but could he handle her shit all weekend? He wasn't sure he could. She was all ramped up after he'd said yes, in a mood, being a little extra, as the kids say, then extra salty, which they also might say. He wasn't sure. He was heading towards forty and he'd lost track of how kids talked today.

Shit, it was a small thing to do for her, right? She really was a good partner, not that demanding. They got along well except for the blowjob thing. He could live without blowjobs, he told himself.

Andy liked being alone in the house. He hadn't bothered to put on a bathrobe, he was just walking around naked. There was a gay couple living next door and sometimes he liked to tease them. He knew they found him attractive, and he'd caught them looking across from their house into his on more than one occasion. The kitchen had a double set of sliding doors that led out to a walk that ran along the side of the house.

One time he'd been walking around naked and realized they were watching. He'd pretended he didn't know. He'd made sure to let them get a really good look. He even stroked himself until he was hard.

It was just a little game they played, Andy wasn't gay, but he liked the attention.

He was pretty sure they were over there jerking off every time he put on a little show for them. He imagined them, hiding in the shadows, watching him walk around the kitchen naked, and jerking themselves off.

He wondered if they were over there now, peeking out from behind their curtains, getting a good eyeful of his body and his junk, their hands slipping down to stroke their hardening cocks.

The thought of it made him smile.

He even started to get hard himself.

He liked putting on a full show for them, getting himself aroused and teasing them with his fat straight meat. They could look, but they couldn't touch – at least that's what he told himself as he put on those naughty little shows for them.

He even told himself that, when he'd finally gotten so close that he had to pump out a load. That first time that he'd done that, he told himself he'd done it for them, not for him – to keep them interested. But then he found himself doing it again and again, pumping his loads right onto the sliding glass door so they could see it all.

He'd been doing that now for a while, and each time he wondered if they were over in the shadows licking their lips and wishing they were there to lick it up. He wondered if maybe he should let them. The idea of one or two guys, on their knees, eagerly lapping up his jizz gave him a little thrill.

He'd done that a several times, turning and squirting onto the thick glass – knowing they were over there, one or the other or both, watching his spunk spurt in hefty shots against the glass, then slowly dribble down, just waiting for a tongue to lick it up.

Yeah, he loved doing that.

He'd didn't think of it as queerbaiting, or that it might be a shitty thing to do. As far as he was concerned those boys were probably enjoying it more than he was. When he ran into them, he was always friendly, and as they chatted, he could see how they looked him up and down and licked their lips, like they were remembering all the times they'd seen him naked, hard, and pumping out a load.

He knew they wanted him and sometimes he'd even stand there and work up an erection for them. He never touched himself, he just thought about the shows he'd put on for them and his cock would respond. He'd watch their eyes go down to the lump in his pants and then they'd stand there staring, sometimes their words trailing off. He loved the way they longed to be on their knees for him.

That morning, he woke with some exceptionally hard wood, and he knew he was going to be putting on a show for them. He'd peeked out the bedroom window – both men's cars were parked in their drive, so they were home.

He'd gone down to the kitchen, poured himself a cup of tepid coffee from the pot his wife had made before heading to work and put it in the microwave for a minute. While he waited, he dumped the grounds in the trash, cleaned out the coffee pot and started a fresh one. He took the reheated coffee from the microwave, added some cream, then went and stood in front of those glass doors, naked, his hard cock standing out rigid and ready as he drank the slightly burnt coffee.

He was so horny, so in need of a warm mouth on his cock, he'd briefly been tempted to open the sliding doors and offer his throbbing erection to his neighbors. Would they slip over and suck it? He thought they might. Would he do it? Let a guy, or two, suck on his cock? He was tempted. Very, very tempted.

He'd been craving a blowjob so bad! He didn't even care which one came over – hell, they could both come over and take turns working over his cock – he was that fucking horny!

Fuck, he needed a blowjob so bad! It made him mad that his wife's unwillingness to do her wifely duty had him toying with the idea of letting their gay neighbors do it.

His cock was now rock hard, and he stood there by the window, stroking it and sipping his coffee, wondering if they were watching. He was craving a mouth on his cock more than he ever had. He was mad at his wife and suddenly the idea of getting sucked off by the guys next door seemed like the perfect revenge. He was so tempted!

He stood there, jerking off. He got himself close several times, thinking he might spurt for them. He knew they were over there; he'd seen a shadow moving in the kitchen. Jerking off, he thought, wishing they could be over here worshipping him and his big fat cock.

Then the coffee maker beeped – it was done brewing, and he glanced over at it. That’s when he saw the stack of Black Friday circulars sitting on the granite countertop and reality came rushing back.

Shit, it was like a fucking sign.

He knew Linda had left them out for him – a not-so-subtle reminder.

Although he was tempted to tease his neighbors a little longer, if they were even watching, he knew the more he indulged in this little game, the more likely he was to be tempted to skip shopping Black Friday all together.

But if he did that, he knew there'd be hell to pay. He'd never hear the end of it.

So, he let go of his dick, and after making a cup of freshly brewed coffee, he went upstairs, his cock hard and sticking out the whole way, and had a long hot shower.
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