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​Chapter One: Long, Hard Days
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I know she is going to be angry with me.  Once again, I am more than two hours late getting home, and Dana is going to kill me.  I’ve promised her several times over that I would try to keep from staying so late at the sawmill, but I can’t help what my customers want.  When Jake Southerland called me this morning and asked if I could finish up on the five truckloads of wood product he ordered, I told him I couldn’t do it.  Then he offered me another thousand on top of what he was already going to pay me.  It seems that Jake has a client that wants some work done quickly and has sweetened the pot for him as well.  Of course, when he offered the additional bonus money to finish up, I couldn’t turn him down.  Not when things have gone so poorly at the mill over the last few months.

“Where have you been?” my wife mutters as I walk through the front door of our small home.

“At work,” I say quietly.  “I’m always at work, honey.”

“Or at the bar?”  Dana’s dark brown eyes focus intently on me in the dim lamplight of the living room.  

“You know I don’t go to the bar anymore, Dana.  We had a large order come in today and we had to get it filled.  Everyone stayed late to get the order done.” 

My wife huffs a little as she pulls some of her shoulder-length hair to the back of her shoulder.  “It’s been more than two hours since you were supposed to be home.  Why didn’t you call to let me know you would be late?”

I shrug as I reply, “You know that I don’t get great cell service at the sawmill, Dana.  I have never been able to call from there without getting dropped.  I can’t help that.”

“You could have driven up to the highway and gotten a signal.  Why couldn’t you have at least done that?”

“Dana,” I say as I shake my head.  “We had a large order.  It was all-hands-on-deck the entire time and I couldn’t afford to drop everything and drive the quarter-mile to call you.  It had to be completed or else Jake was going to have to go somewhere else to get his lumber.”

“Jake?”  Dana’s eyes narrow.  “Jake Southerland?”

“You know that’s who it is.  I’ve told you for two weeks that I was working on getting everything ready for him.”

“He’s an asshole, Robert.  I’ll bet he told you he needed it quicker just to get you to do it.”

“Honey, he had to have it.  We’re talking about an extra thousand that he put down just to get it done.”  I pull a wad of cash from my pocket and lay it on a small table near one of the chairs in the living room.  “I got five hundred of it and then I gave a hundred to each of the rest of the guys who stayed late.  They were happy to make the extra money.”

“Still, you should have called.”  Dana turns and walks back toward the kitchen.  The faint hint of chicken stir fry fills the air as I follow along behind her.  “I’m sorry,” I say as I realize my wife has put a lot of effort into dinner.  Normally I am the one who cooks, especially since I have a knack for whipping together a meal in less than thirty minutes.  However, I have been working a lot more lately as business has picked up, and Dana has been pitching in to cook occasionally.  She’s actually pretty good at it, though I don’t think she really likes doing it much at all.  The fact that she put the effort in to do it in the first place is what makes her so angry with me just now.

“Your dinner is in the refrigerator,” Dana tells me in a sharp tone.  “Heat it up yourself.”  I watch as my wife walks out of the kitchen toward the garage where I have only just parked the car.  Though my stomach growls as I think about the meal I have already missed, I decide to follow her out there to try to smooth things out.

“I try not to do this too often, honey, but there just was no way around it today.  He called and asked me to do it.  I couldn’t just tell him no.”

“Sure, you can,” Dana sulks as she walks over to where her car is parked near mine.  “You are the boss, Robert.  You.  No one else can tell you what to do if that sawmill is yours and you decide it’s time to go home.”

“It’s mine, but I have to pay the bills, Dana.  I need to be able to pay every one of those people who work for me if I expect them to keep coming in to work for me.  Had I not finished that order today, Jake would have probably gone to one of my competitors.”

“Competitors?”  My wife stops and stares hard at me with her dark brown eyes as she again brushes her hair back over her shoulders.  “What competitors, Robert?  You own the only sawmill within twenty miles of this town.”

“I’m not the only one in the county, though,” I remind her.  “Haysworth’s mill in Reston could do the job too, and he’s got twice the number of employees.”

“Jake is never going to go to Haysworth’s for his lumber, Robert.  The two of you have known each other for too long.”  

“It’s all business when it comes to our work, Dana.  If Jake thinks that he is about to be squeezed out of his job as a contractor, he will do whatever he has to do.  That’s just the way things work, honey.”

“Robert, you know as well as I do that he just screws around with you for the fun of it.”

“We’re not in high school, Dana!”  I shake my head as I feel myself become just a bit frustrated with this argument.  “Jake and I were buddies in high school, and sure, that probably helped me land the majority of his lumber orders.  But, Dana, dammit, you have to understand where we are coming from when we think about things from a business perspective.  It’s hard enough to keep contracted work when the competition hires guys for less and less money.  I need Jake’s contracts.  Without them, the sawmill loses half its business or more.”

Dana turns and begins to look for something in a box near the side of the garage.  “Maybe it should.”

“What?”  I walk over to my wife.  “What did you say?”

She turns and faces me, a small photo album in her hand.  “You heard me, Robert.  I wish you had never taken that business over after your Uncle Jim died.”

The comment causes my stomach to tighten as I look into Dana’s face.  She knows what the sawmill means to me now; what it has always meant to me.  Uncle Jim Turner was my mother’s brother and one of the few members of her side of the family that bothered to have anything to do with me as I grew up.  He was a role model for me in a family where my father left my mother when I was a small child, and he filled a niche that no other man could.  When Uncle Jim passed away a couple of years ago, it felt like the most natural thing in the world to take over the business.  I’ve done well with it since then, with a few minor issues concerning his previous contracts.  However, I can’t help that his old business associates see me as a young man out of my element.  I traded in an office job to take on the sawmill, and they all still imagine me as some kind of soft-skinned college frat guy.

“I had to do it,” I say evenly as I look down at the small photo album in Dana’s hand.  “You have your family heirlooms and I have mine.  It just happens to be that mine involves a sawmill.”

My wife walks past me without saying a word, closing the door behind her as she leaves the garage.  I follow her after a moment’s thought, walking all the way to our bedroom where Dana sits down on the end of the bed to look at the small photo album.  “Take your shower,” she tells me as she turns a page.  “Hurry up, I’m tired.”

“Okay.”  I move toward the bathroom and think about the strong odor of the day’s task that must cover me.  A shower is just what I need, and then maybe Dana will come to forgive my tardiness for dinner.  If not, oh well.  There is just so much on my plate right now that I will never make everyone happy all at once.  

As I let the water move down my body, I think about when Dana and I met in high school.  It was in the tenth grade when she moved in from out of state, and from the first moment I saw her I decided she would be mine.  Of course, she didn’t have the same feelings about me at first, considering that she acquired a boyfriend just after arriving and kept him through her junior year of high school.  Thankfully, our senior year together was one that was marked with her breaking up with the other guy as well as an opportunity I had to woo her to me.  We hit it off immediately on the first date, with a wild round of sex between the two of us on the very next date.  Dana was my first time, and I have only strayed a couple of times since then.  College can be a difficult time for a young, horny man if his girlfriend is more than a hundred miles away.  

I turn off the shower and step out to dry myself off.  As I do, I realize that I have a raging hardon wagging from side to side.  It’s the same effect Dana has had on me for the last several years, and one that sometimes gets me into trouble when it happens in public.  There have been more than a few people realize that I was a bit too excited when I have been around my wife, which has amused her on some of those occasions and embarrassed her on others.  I want to fuck my wife, so I’m hopeful she will be forgiving enough to want to have a little fun with me.  Opening the door, I look into the bedroom as my cock continues to harden.  “Dana, are you asleep?”  I strain my eyes to see in the dark of the bedroom.  My wife has turned out the lights and gotten into bed already.

“Almost,” she replies.  “Get in bed and get to sleep.  You have an early day tomorrow.”  

I smile as I walk over to the bed.  Putting my cock near the edge of the bed so that it taps my wife’s hand, I ask, “Would you like to help me out with this, Dana?”  I rub the tip of my manhood along the back of my wife’s soft hand as I look down at her in the dark.

Dana pulls her hand back under the cover and says to me, “Not now, Robert.  I’m tired and you have work tomorrow.”  She opens her eyes and looks at me to add, “Or, are you going to take off from work tomorrow?”

“Take off?”  I shake my head.  “You
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