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Chapter One


Mindy went to open her closet door and the stupid thing fell off in her hand. After letting out a frustrated cry, she plopped the thing along the wall and reached into her closet for a top. The fact the door fell off its track wouldn’t have bothered her so much if it was the first time it happened, but it wasn’t. The damn thing did it practically every time she touched it. Compounding her frustration was the fact the door was just one of several things around their house that needed repaired, and Dennis never seemed to be able to find the time to fix any of them.
Snatching her top off the hanger, she glanced at the closet door, growled, and then walked back over to her dresser, slipping the top over her head as she walked. She refused to put the blasted door back in place. She was over it. Dennis needed to find the time necessary to get things fixed or hire someone else to do it. This was getting ridiculous. She understood him not being able to do any of the repairs last weekend with his brother visiting, but why not this weekend?
As she entered the kitchen in search of coffee, she thought of their adventure last weekend and discovering Dennis’s secret of getting off on watching his girlfriends—or now, his wife—getting fucked by another man. She glanced over at the small kitchen table where Brent, Dennis’s younger brother made her suck him off before bending her over the table and pounding her from behind like his personal little slut, and the entire time, Dennis sat there jacking off, his eyes glazed over with lust. She could feel the wetness start to pool between her legs at the memory. It was the first of what turned out to be a marathon of sex that weekend, and her pussy throbbed for days afterward. She closed her eyes, reliving every thrust of Brent’s cock, every pounding of his fingers. She took a deep breath before she lost control right there in the kitchen.
She fixed coffee for the two of them, hearing Dennis stirring in the bedroom as he prepared for his work day. Why had he never told her about his little secret? Was he embarrassed that he preferred watching rather than doing? She thought of how many cocks—longer, thicker, even younger cocks—she could have had in their fifteen years of marriage if he had just confessed his dirty little secret. She’d have to figure out a way to punish him for keeping it from her for so long and needing his brother to out his perversion. Pulling the fixings out of the fridge for breakfast, she wondered how far Dennis wanted to go down that path. How would they even find someone who would go along with their fantasies now that Dennis had allowed them to come out into the open?
Mindy had no doubt they would do it again. While Dennis had an amazing tongue, he lacked in the endowment department. He would usually fuck her until he came, and then he would have to finish her off with his fingers, his mouth, or some toy they had nearby. Now, however… Now, it was quite possible she could be getting royally fucked on a regular basis. She just had to figure out how to make it happen.
“Morning,” Dennis said as he entered the kitchen, straightening his tie as he passed through the doorway. “How did you sleep?”
She pulled two mugs out of the cabinet and filled each with fresh coffee. “Pretty good. How about you?” She reached for the handle to the silverware drawer, but when she went to pull it open, the handle came off in her hand. Mindy growled as she closed her eyes and tilted her head to the ceiling. “Dennis!”
He walked over, taking the handle from her and tried to screw it back in place. “I know, I know, but, sweetie, when have I had time? You know how busy work has been.”
“And meanwhile, our house is falling down around us.” She growled again as she snatched her coffee cup off the counter and walked over to the table, forgetting about breakfast in her anger.
“Now, it’s not really that bad,” he said as he finished screwing the handle back on. He then reached for his coffee cup and turned to join her at the table.
“Oh? Did you happen to see the closet door I left propped against the wall in our bedroom this morning?” She lifted her cup with both hands and held it in front of her face. “I’m telling you, Dennis, something has to be done. Either you find time to fix everything that needs repaired or allow me to hire someone.”
“Fine,” he said as he neared the table. Before taking his own seat, he stood beside her, leaned down and kissed the top of her head. “Go ahead and find someone to fix the things you need taken care of. I’m sure there’s a local handyman who can do it pretty reasonably. Just get a couple of estimates first.” He kissed the top of her head again and then took his seat at the table.
She nodded. “Thank you.”
He just grinned as he lifted his cup to his lips. “Anything for you, sweetie.” He then sipped his coffee as he gave her a wink.
She smiled back at him as she took a sip of her own coffee, thankful he was willing to spend the money to bring someone out to the house to fix all the little repairs. She knew he would always have an excuse to avoid getting things fixed. Now, she just needed to find someone.




Chapter Two


Mindy spent all day Monday calling around and interviewing handymen, obtaining quotes on their rates, things they would do or wouldn’t do, and their availability. She didn’t need someone to come in, start a job, and then get busy elsewhere before they finished. As much as she would have rather been searching for someone to fulfill her fantasies with Dennis, she needed to get the handyman hired first before she went crazy the next time the closet door came off in her hand. Before the end of the day, however, she had finally settled on a Brandon Rieder of Rent My Husband, Please. The best part was, he was ready to start the very next day. Hopefully, once she had Brandon started on the repairs, she could turn her attention back to finding someone to pound her while Dennis watched.
Tuesday morning, Mindy slipped on a pair of jean shorts and a loose T-shirt before slipping out of the bedroom to fix coffee and breakfast. Dennis was already in the shower, and her morning was back to normal, the closet door left leaning against the wall. She would have Brandon fix that first.
By the time she placed their plates on the table, Dennis joined her, straightening his tie and kissing her cheek. “What time is your handyman supposed to be here?”
“Ten o’clock,” Mindy said as she slid into her seat. “I already have a list to get him started.”
Dennis nodded as he lifted his coffee cup. “Good. I know you’re excited about getting some of these things done.”
“More than excited,” she said with a sigh. “If that closet door fell off in my hand one more time, I think I would have killed someone.”
“Well then, since I would have probably been that someone, I’m glad it’s getting fixed.” He winked at her and then started in on his breakfast. After swallowing his first bite, he glanced over at her, and she noticed the sheepish way he looked at her. “So, you haven’t said much about last weekend since Brent left. Are you having any regrets or problems with what happened?”
Mindy shook her head as she picked up a slice of bacon. “No regrets, just questions. Like, why didn’t you tell me about your kink before? We’ve been married fifteen years; I would have thought at some point you would have trusted me with that little turn-on of yours.”
He gave a weak shrug. “Well, even though it turns me on, in my head it sounds kind of embarrassing, you know? Like I’m not really a man or something. I mean, it doesn’t exactly make me look all tough and badass that I like another man to come in and use my wife in front of me, does it?”
“Is that what you want to feel like? A badass?”
He shook his head. “No. I just enjoy watching you with another, being taken, pleasured, surrendering to what he wants.”
She nodded as she continued eating, thinking about it. “And how far did you want to go with this? I mean, are we talking about swinging or are you wanting to be cuckolded? Is it something you want to explore more of or was watching your brother fuck me enough for you?”
He grinned at her. “That was hot, for sure, but I want more.” Then he must have worried he said the wrong thing because he rushed his next words. “If you do, that is. I never want you to do anything you don’t want to do.”
“What? You don’t think I want to be pounded by thicker, longer cocks?” She grinned at him as she bit into another piece of bacon. “Oh, I definitely want more. Lots more. I just want to know how far you want to go with it, that’s all.”
He swallowed his coffee as he gave her another shrug. “To be honest, I never really—”
“Stop right there,” she said, cutting him off. “I know better. If this is your fantasy, then you’ve fantasized about it while jacking off. You’ve pictured scenarios in your head that made you come. I want to know what those are, so I can help you fulfill them.”
He didn’t answer at first, and Mindy could see the battle on his face with being so open and vulnerable. She could understand how it might be difficult to reveal a secret perversion he kept silent about his entire life. However, if he truly wanted to see it happen, he needed to be honest and completely open with her. She wanted to give him what he craved; she just needed to know what that was, no matter what it was. “It’s all right,” she said. “Nothing you say is going to upset me or weird me out. I just want to make you happy, and in doing so, bring a little adventure to our lives.” She shrugged. “It’s your fantasy, love, and we’re in this life together forever, so might as well be as real and honest as we can with our desires.”
He sipped his coffee, licking his lips when he was done. With a deep breath, he said, “All right, but tonight, when I get home. I’m out of time this morning.”
She smiled at him. “Okay, tonight then. Afterward, we can figure out how to make what you want happen.”
He shoved the rest of his eggs into his mouth, dropped his fork on his plate, and then slid out of his seat. Kissing her softly on the lips, he promised to tell her everything later, and then he left for work. She watched him leave, pushing thoughts of his fantasy out of her mind for the time being, and then turned her thoughts to Brandon and the house repairs that she wanted worked on first, the mundane, every day tasks swallowing up the more erotic adventures she would much rather be having. Ah well, all in due time.
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Mindy wants more from her handyman than just repairs.
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