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​Chapter One: Willing but Not
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“A fucking vibrator,” April says as she moves her hips around a bit.  Though she is not very happy with my use of an adult appliance on her during sex, she tends to get off just fine when we do use one.  At least, from my perspective as I move the small silicon-covered device along her clitoris she seems to do well with it.

“You like this though, don’t you?”  I insert the vibrating dildo part way into my wife’s wet pussy before pulling it out to run it alongside her labia.  “It feels good to have this hit your clit just right.  Admit it.”  I push it towards her clitoris and when it strokes around her little nub, April moans.

“Dammit, Sam, I don’t like using that thing.”  She reaches to her chest with her hands to begin twisting and pulling on her tight, pink nipples.  April is a spinner at about five-feet-four-inches tall and she weighs around one-twenty.  Her petite body along with her small C-cup breasts quiver a little as I work the adult toy along her cleft.  “Fuck, you need to just use your dick on me, Sam.”

“You like this, April.  You don’t want to admit that you like it, but you do.”  Moving the vibrator to her asshole, I allow it to rim her just a couple of times before I move it back to her pussy.  “I want you to fuck another man, honey.  Would you do that for me?  Would you fuck another guy while I watch you do it?”

“Oh, Sam,” she groans as her pelvis grinds against the vibrator and my hand.  “I’ll fuck another guy for you anytime you want.”  

“I want you to fuck one soon.  Will you do that?  Do you promise you will do that for me?”

April nods her head.  “Yeah, I’ll do it.  You find a guy and I’ll fuck him for you.”  My wife’s back arches as she bites her her lower lip.  “Fuck, Sam.  Oh, fuck!”  Her back arches hard as she begins to have an intense orgasm.  “Uhhhhh!  OHHHH!!!”  April squeaks as her toes curl and her legs pull back to her chest.  “Nahhhhh...”

“I want to see you fuck a guy!  Oh, I can’t wait, honey.  Fuck him hard!”  I pre-come a little as I lie beside my orgasmic wife.  This is not the first time I have asked her during an orgasm to promise to fuck another man for me.  It is also not the first time she has promised to do so.  Each time, April comes hard and each time I get excited that she has made the promise.  How I wish I could believe that she would feel this way after the orgasm as well.

“Sam...”  My wife pushes her hand down to her twat to move the vibrator and my hand away from her.  “That’s too much.  Shit, that thing gets me going too fast and too hard.”

I turn off the vibrator and roll to my back.  “Play with me, honey.  Make me come.”

April smiles at me as she kisses me.  She then sits between my legs and takes hold of my cock.  “You have a lot of stuff on you already,” she says with a smile on her face as she begins to run her fingers through my pre-come.

“That’s it,” I say to her as she milks my shaft.  “You are so good at this, April.  Your hands are so soft.”

My beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed wife spits onto the end of my cock and begins to stroke her hands up and down.  “You are really hard, Sam,” she comments as she slowly works on my manhood.  It’s been a while since we have gotten off together.”

“Too long,” I admit as I feel my balls tense with every movement of her hands.  “I really do want to see you with another man.”  April’s expression changes a little as she continues to tug on me.

“Yeah, another guy.  You would like that, wouldn’t you?”  My wife smiles a little as she looks down at me.

“I’m serious,” I say as I swallow hard.  “Fuck, April, just do this for another man while I watch.  That is all that I will ask you to do.  You don’t even have to fuck him.  Just play with his cock a little while I watch.”

“Okay.”  April smiles again, but I can see that she is only modestly trying to placate me right now.  

“You wouldn’t really do it, though, would you?”

April turns her blue eyes toward mine.  “I said that I would,” she tells me.  “I’ll give another man a hand job, Sam.”  

“Would you really, though?  I am being very serious, honey.  Would you do that for me?  If I brought another man to our bedroom, would you make him come?”  I want so badly to come inside her hands, but the fact that my wife is obviously not interested in what I am asking of her causes me to soften a little.

“I told you that I would.”  April rubs my johnson even faster and harder.  “Come on, Sam.  You need to shoot off for me.”  My wife gives me a sort of grin as she plays with me.  She wants this over with as soon as possible because she knows that I am more likely to drop this line of thought once I have shot my wad.  We have been through this many times before, and I have gotten tired of it.  I really do want to see April play with another man or even fuck him, but she has no intention to ever make my fantasy a reality.

“Dammit.  Just stop,” I say as I push her hands away.

“You are so close,” April replies.

“I’m not very close at all.”  I motion toward my wilting pecker.  “Shit, you are just going to rub me raw, April.  You need to stop.”

My wife frowns.  “Is it something that I have done or said?  Was it not good for you?”

“It was good,” I reply.  “Don’t worry about it, alright?  It’s just me.”  I roll to the side of the bed and get up.  Reaching for my shorts, I quickly pull them on and walk toward the bedroom door.  “I need to grade some papers and I guess the thought of that work waiting for me has caused me to not be able to get off tonight.”

April huffs.  “That’s not the reason you didn’t come, Sam.”

“Sure it is,” I say with a scowl.  “Anyway, I have to go get some work accomplished so that the whole night is not a wash.”

“A wash?”  My wife gets up and walks up to me.  “Why do you do this, Sam?  Every time we do this you bring up your fantasy of me having sex with another man.  I’m sorry if I am just not interested in doing something like that.”

“You aren’t interested in that or in at least getting me to the point of getting off, my love,” I say with a measure of contempt.  “Why can’t you just act like it is something you will do when you are playing with me?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she retorts.  “Maybe it’s because of the disappointment I already have that you are not having sex with me but that you just want a hand job.”

Shaking my head, I ask her, “You don’t like having sex on Friday nights, remember?  You have an early morning tomorrow and you are always in a hurry on these nights.  So, I thought that maybe if we did this it would make things easier for you.”

“We don’t have real sex much anymore at all, Sam,” she points out.  “For the last year or so I have jerked you off more than I have fucked you.”

“And that is my fault?  You could just as easily just get on top of me and have sex, April.  Instead, you always just wait for me to do all the work.”

“So, it’s work to you?”  My wife’s expression tells me that I have struck a nerve with my comment.  “All work and no play, huh?”

“I don’t mean for it to sound that way,” I reply.  “It’s not work, April.  I love doing things with you and to you.”

“The to you part being the one that is most likely, huh?”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

April shakes her head as she turns and points at the small nightstand on my side of the bed.  “You like to use other things on me, Sam.  It’s always toys and other gadgets instead of just sex.”

“But, you picked out that vibrator.”

“Of course I did.  If I hadn’t, you were going to grab that huge thing that they had on sale, Sam.  I chose that one to keep you from getting something that would have split me in half.”

“What?”  I chuckle as I smile sarcastically.  “You took me to that store, April.  It was your idea and I went along with it.  Getting you a toy or two was also you idea.  None of this was my idea.”

––––––––
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“I wanted some things for me to use on myself when I needed to, Sam.  You were not supposed to be using them on me.”  My wife shakes her head and walks back over to the floor where her tee shirt and shorts are lying.  After bending over to pick them up, she begins to dress.  “You can be such a selfish man sometimes, do you know that?”

“A selfish man.”  The accusation cuts deeply as I repeat it out loud.  “I can’t believe you would say that to me after I gave you a nice orgasm, honey.  I always think of your needs and wants; I try to give those to you.”

“You try to get me horny enough that will I go along with your little fantasies.  Sam, every time we do something together, it ends up being a conversation about me having sex with another man.  It’s getting really boring and irritating.”

I nod my head.  “You have nailed the boring part right on the head.  The only thing is, though, I am not the reason things are getting boring in our bedroom, April.”  

My wife purses her lips together as she looks hard at me.  “What a terrible thing to say to me.”

“You said it to me first,” I answer defensively.  “Why should you get to lob your words at me without getting a dose of truth for yourself?  April, there are other people who bring a third into their bedrooms to help their sex lives.”

“Yeah, well, we don’t,” my wife says forcefully.  “I don’t see the point in screwing some other man while you watch.  It’s disgusting and not the sort of thing I would want to do, Sam.  You need to give it up.”

“Fuck you,” I reply coldly and without much thought.  “Just fuck you.”

“Wow.  That is very mature of you, Sam.  Very mature.”  She walks past me briskly and opens the bedroom door.  April then walks out into the hallway and back to the living room of our small home.

“I don’t mean that,” I tell her as I follow just behind her.  “I just wish you would want to do something more, honey.”

“I’m not interested in talking anymore about this.  Please leave me alone.”  She turns and walks into the kitchen where she finds a glass and fills it with some ice and water.  My wife then makes her way to the living room and sits down in a chair before turning on the television.

“Honey, can’t we just talk about this?”  April says nothing as she flips through the channels and finds a program on home remodeling.  We used to sit down on Friday nights and watch these sorts of things together, but for the past year, we have rarely done this sort of thing.  “And that’s it?”  Still, she does not answer me, so I turn and walk back to the bedroom.  

My mind begins to race as I think about the orgasm April had just a few minutes ago.  She liked what I was doing to her and she was receptive to the idea that I wanted to bring another man in for her to either fuck or give a hand job to.  Unfortunately, it was her horniness talking at that time and I knew even then that my wife would not be keen on carrying through with such an idea once she was finished orgasming.  Still, I want to see this happen.  I want her to fuck another man while I watch.  Shaking my head, I try to get these thoughts out of my head.  All I can do now is lay back on the bed and read a book for a while before going to sleep.  April will soon come to bed as well, but she will continue to ignore me.  I have been through this with her before and there is no reason to believe this time will be any different.  There will be no orgasm for me tonight.  Well, not with my wife.  I will probably go to the bathroom later tonight to ease my own tension.  Unfortunately, this has become a constant in my marriage.
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​Chapter Two: A Frustrated Lover
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“So, she isn’t the same as she was before you married her?”  Chad Thomas, a history teacher from down the hall at the same public school where I teach math, asks as we have lunch in the employee lounge.

“Some things have changed,” I confirm as I think for a moment, “But she is still April.  She will always be April.”

“However, the version of April she happens to be right now is not the version you signed up for, right?”  His green eyes steadily gaze into mine as he takes a bite of his tuna sandwich.

I sigh.  “Well, I guess that’s pretty much the way I would sum it up right now.  I just wish she would be more accommodating, that’s all.”  

“Accommodating in what way?” he asks.  Though I have told Chad that April is less than adventurous in bed, I have not told him that I asked her to have sex with another man.  

“I don’t know.  I guess I would like to watch her with someone else just once.”

“Someone else?  Do you mean that you want her to be unfaithful to you?”

“Not unfaithful,” I argue.  “It’s not unfaithfulness if both people in the marriage are okay with it.”

“Oh.”  Chad smiles.  “You are a shrewd devil, aren’t you?”  He laughs as he puts his sandwich down.  “Sam, I have known you since our freshman year of college when we pledged together in the same fraternity, but I have never heard this side of you.  Are you sure you would want April to have sex with someone else?”

“Yeah, I would,” I say with confidence.  “Look, I get that it sounds a little weird, but I really think that it would add a lot to our sex life.”

“Oh, it would add something alright.”  He laughs again as he sits back in his chair.  “Has she ever said she was up for doing something like that?”

Shrugging my shoulders, I reply, “When she is really horny she says she will.  Right before she...”  I stop as I don’t know how to say what I am about to say to my old friend.

“You get her right to the edge and she is fine with it.  She goes over the edge and she is no longer in agreement that it is something that she would like to do.  Is that it?”  I nod my head.  “Well, buddy, that’s the same story I think you would hear in a lot of marriages.  Take mine, for instance; Renee is about as cold as a wife can get.”

“What do you mean?”

He sighs.  “I can barely get anything out of her in bed.  Even though we had a wild time before we were married, she stopped being very interested in sex with me about a year after our vows.  It’s like someone came along and just shut it all off.”

“No sex at all?”

“Some, but not the sort we had beforehand.  Renee hates sex for the most part, especially if I try to do what you have been doing with April.  Roleplay is not allowed in my house.”

“Geez, and here I am complaining,” I chuckle.  “You do love her, right?”

“I’m not sure that I do anymore,” he answers.  “I mean, it’s been five years of this bullshit and for some reason, she thinks that this is normal for a married couple’s sex life.”

“Is she having an affair?” I ask my old friend.  “If a woman is suddenly not interested at all, it can mean that she has found someone else.”

Chad shakes his head.  “I looked into that last year with a private investigator and found absolutely nothing.  To be honest, I was disappointed.  I had hoped he would catch her so that I could divorce her for infidelity.”  

“That’s not something I would ever hope for with my wife, Chad.”

“Look, I get it, Sam.  You love April, and I’m happy for you.  My marriage, though, is in the shitter and there just isn’t much I can do about it.”  Though seemingly discouraged, Chad adds, “You need to just keep working on her, man.  Don’t let her win this.”

“I don’t know how else to go about trying to convince her.  April is not okay with the idea of having sex with anyone else and I am becoming angrier and angrier as time goes on.  I am getting pretty tired of all the strife this is causing in our marriage.” 

“You should probably consider getting your nob polished by another woman at some point, Sam.  I have found that the occasional personal session helps to keep my horniness in check.  It seems to make things a little easier between me and Renee as well.”

I can’t believe that I am hearing this.  “Are you seriously admitting that you have affairs behind your wife’s back.”

“Oh, no,” he replies while shaking his head.  “I don’t look for affairs, man.  I just go and pay a young lady to help me relieve a little stress once in a while.”  Chad smiles widely as he sits back in his chair.  

“A prostitute,” I say quietly as I look around the employee lounge.  “Chad, if you get caught doing that sort of thing you could lose your teacher’s license.  You would be finished professionally.”

“I know.  Still, it’s something that I have come to need whenever I feel like I might explode otherwise.”

“I just go to the bathroom and rub one out,” I laugh as I make the up and down motion with one hand.  “At least there is nothing illegal about that.”

“No, there isn’t, but it just isn’t the same, is it?”  His eyes look hard into mine as he adds, “We men are expected to be quiet and just take whatever we are handed by our wives, but how is that fair?  You and I each married our wives and we thought things would be a certain way.  Now that we are faced with them not being as into sex as they were at one time, what else can we do?  We have to find someone to help us out.”

I shake my head.  “I don’t know that I want to do that, Chad.  I love April and I can understand why she isn’t very interested in sex sometimes.  Her flower shop takes up a lot of her time and she often gets home late at night when she is very tired.”

“But there isn’t a boyfriend on the other side of things?”

“No.  April just isn’t interested in another man at all.  I’m sure of that.”

“I don’t know man,” he says with a smirk.  “I could get my private investigator’s number for you if you would like.”

I chuckle.  “I am not wasting my money on someone to follow my wife around, Chad.  Thanks anyway.”  

“Just let me know if you ever want that number.”  He smiles as he picks up his tuna sandwich and takes a bite out of it.  Today’s lunch break is very much the way every day goes for the two of us.  We meet here, have some lunch to eat, and complain about our marriages and our wives.  However, our conversation today has gone a little further than most have previously gone.  I am surprised to find that Chad’s marriage is on the rocks, but I suppose that is the way of some marriages.  I would prefer to never get to this point with April.

“What do I do?” I ask while shaking my head.  “I can’t just force her to do that for me.”

“No, you can’t,” he admits, “But something has to give.  Maybe if you keep working on her she will eventually give in to the idea.”

“I don’t think that she will,” I reply.  “Things are getting to the point where we don’t have much sex at all and April doesn’t seem to be interested in helping to get things going any better.  Hand jobs and such are just not doing it for me.”

“Like I said, Sam, find a girl to pay for that.  It does a world of good, man.  I promise you that it does.”

“I know.”  Though I have thought a little about going to an escort for some of the extra attention that I need, I really can’t afford the cost of one.  Sure, I could get a nice blow job or even full sex from a paid woman, but I can’t do that once a week or even once every month.  It would be more money than I can afford and there is no guarantee that April would never find out.  She notices missing money if I so much as buy lunch at a burger joint.

“We can’t help how our wives change, but we can change the way we deal with it, Sam.  You just have to get to where you are willing to write things off and move on for sex.  I have, and it has been great.”

“Okay.”  I grimace as I think about what Chad has to do now to get what he wants in bed, but that is not for me.  I will never simply go behind April’s back to cheat on her.  I want my wife to want the same things sexually.  This is what really makes me horny.  The thought of her enjoying another man while I watch causes me to get hard even now.

“Well,” Chad says as he looks at the watch on his wrist, “That’s it for me.  I have class in five minutes.  I need to go.”  He gives me a quick smile before taking the last bite of his tuna sandwich.

“Have fun,” I say with a nod.  “Next period is my planning period, so I have a while before I get my next class in.”

“Well, there you go,” he says while standing to his feet and throwing away the sandwich bag he had carried his lunch in.  “Go back to your classroom, lock the door, and jerk off.”

“Shit, Chad,” I reply.  “I am not going to do that here at school.”

“Why not?  I do?”  We both laugh before he turns and walks out of the employee lounge.  Though I don’t actually believe that he has ever done such a thing here, there is a part of me that wonders whether he ever would.  Chad Thomas was one of the most likely in college to take on dares and do things that most other guys in our fraternity would never do.  He has always had a daring spirit, and it is that very spirit that got him into some trouble our senior year at the university when he was caught taking part in a panty raid.  Thankfully I declined to go with him and the other five guys who were caught, but I nearly agreed to take part.  This just shows how quickly something can spiral out of control.

Though I really don’t have to yet, I get up and toss away my own trash before making my way to the lounge door.  I still have lots of grading to do on some algebra tests, so this would be the best time to get started.  Hopefully, things will be better at home this weekend and I don’t want to have any extra work to do as I again try to convince April that we need more in our sex life together.
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​Chapter Three: No Rose Garden
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“Hey, April,” I say as I walk into my wife’s flower shop in the north of town.  “How are things this morning?”  It is Saturday and my wife, as usual, is hard at work.  

She smiles at me.  “Everything it going okay.  How are you?”

I fidget around for a moment before I tell her, “I’m sorry I acted like such an asshole the other day, honey.  I hate when we have a fight over something so silly.”

April nods her head.  “I hate that too, Sam.”  She smiles warmly at me as she sits down on a stool near the checkout counter.  I have a seat nearby as well and watch as she begins to put together a small arrangement of flowers.

“So, have you had a lot of customers this morning?”

“A few,” she replies.  “About six phone orders have come in since nine o’clock.  I have to get those ready before noon.”

I nod my understanding.  “So, would you like to go out for lunch with me later?”

April looks over at me.  “Well, I just don’t think that will be possible today, sweetheart.  I’m short-handed since Melissa called in sick this morning.”

“Really?”  This news disappoints me as I had wanted so badly to take my wife out and just have a nice meal with her.  “You don’t have anyone else coming in?”

“There really isn’t a need, Sam.  I can cover things here.”

“But, what about lunch?  Are you even going to be able to get something to eat later?”

She smiles at me.  “What is bothering you, Sam?  It’s not like you to worry about how I am going to be eating my lunch.”

“I just hate that we can’t go out together, that’s all.  I was hoping that I could take you to that new food truck nearby.”

“Oh, I have been wanting to try that food out too.”  She sighs.  “I just can’t do that today, Sam.  Maybe next weekend?”

“Maybe next weekend,” I sulk.  “Fine.”  I get up and begin to walk to the front door of the shop to leave.

“Wait, Sam.  Why are you leaving now?  I have a few minutes to talk to you while I am working on these orders if you would like.”

I turn and look coldly at my wife.  “I think I should get to work on the yard back at home, April.  I will see you later.”

“Wait.”  My wife gets up from her stool and walks over to me.  “Are you really going to take this out on me?  I told you that I don’t have anyone else here to watch the shop.  I really can’t go out and eat lunch with you today, sweetheart.”

“You have other people who work for you,” I tell her.  “I can’t believe that someone couldn’t come to help out for an hour or so.”

“I could probably get somebody here, but then I would have to pay them.  It seems that it would be better if I just do the work myself, Sam.”

“And it seems like it would be better if I just go home and get that yard work finished.”

“Sam.”  April frowns as she looks me over.  “You are being an asshole right now.  You shouldn’t be holding that against me.  This is because I don’t want to have sex with someone else, right?  You are still stuck on that even though it has been two days now.”

“I didn’t say that,” I complain.  “Why are you trying to put words into my mouth?”

“I can see it in the way you are looking at me right now.  Tell me that you don’t hold a grudge for the way I turned you down on that idea, Sam.”

“There is no grudge,” I insist.  “Sheesh, April, do you have to make everything about what I want sexually?  Not everything I do has something to do with sex.”

“Just most of what you do,” she replies flatly.  “I know you very well, sweetheart.  You are pissed at me and it shows.”

“I have to go,” I say as I turn again.

“That’s right, just go,” April tells me.  “Don’t bother trying to work anything out.  It’s your way every time, isn’t it?”

I turn to face my wife as I feel my face turn bright red.  “Why do you have to make this about me?  You are the one not wanting to go have a little lunch with me, April.  Just drop it and I will be on my way.”

“Drop the sex thing, then,” she replies.  

“The sex thing.”  I turn fully around and walk back toward my wife.  Stopping just a couple of feet from her, I caustically answer her.  “You used to be the kind of woman who would do just about anything during sex.  Do you remember that?  April, you even went topless on the beach during our honeymoon.”

“Topless?”  She shakes her head.  “I lost my top in a wave, Sam.  I didn’t take it off on purpose.”

“And you didn’t try to cover your chest,” I quickly reply.  “You didn’t care if anyone else saw your breasts.”

“Shit, Sam, is that what this is all about?  Just because I allowed a dozen people to see my tits on the beach six years ago, I am supposed to be ready to have sex with some other man?  That seems really stupid, doesn’t it?”

“Stupid?”  Though I would have liked to have left while I could, I now find myself forced to try to defend why I feel the way that I do.  “April, there are so many couples that have sex with other people to spice things up.  I was talking to Chad the other day, and...”

“Chad?  The teacher?”  My wife’s eyes lock onto mine as she shakes her head.  “That guy is a horndog, Sam, so I am not surprised he would have a comment about our sex life.  I am just embarrassed that you would be talking to him about us.”

“I didn’t tell him everything,” I lie.  “Chad is my best friend, April.  You can’t expect me to just ignore that fact.”

“His wife doesn’t even like him.”  April’s reply is sharp and rings true.  “The last time I saw Renee happy was just after she married him.  Since then, things have gone downhill for her.”

“I can’t help that, honey.  Chad, though, listens very well whenever I have something I need to get off my chest.”

“What did he tell you?  Let me guess; he thinks you should just divorce me and move on, right?”

“He has never said that to me,” I answer.  “Chad doesn’t want us to go through the same shit he and his wife have been going through.”

April shakes her head.  “If he cared at all about Renee and their marriage, he would be just a bit more understanding of her and their issues would go away.”

“Like ours?  Honey, you don’t even want to roleplay anything like you used to.  Dammit, I am getting so tired of the way our marriage is going.”

This comment seems to stab sharply at my wife as she answers, “Then maybe you should go find a new wife, Sam.  If you are so unhappy with me, find one that will make you happy.”

“You have made me very happy in the past,” I tell her.  “April, we had a lot of sex at one time and you used to make an effort to have real sex with me.  You don’t even do that anymore.”

“Because you are so fucking demanding,” she shoots back.  “Sam, every time we have sex or I give you a hand job, you talk about me having sex with someone else.  That’s not what I want to do and I wish you would just get off that fantasy.  It’s not going to happen, so you are wasting your time trying to get me to have sex with another man.”  April’s blue eyes turn from me as she walks back to her stool behind the counter.

“Then what do I do?” I ask her.  “I’m not getting what I need from you in bed, right?  So, what the fuck do I do?”

April shrugs her shoulders.  “Maybe you should ask Chad to give you a blow job.”

I grimace as I shake my head.  “I can’t believe you would say that to me, April.  That’s disgusting.”

“It’s the only way you are going to get what you want, Sam.  Just imagine I am there with you while you roll around in bed with him.”  She almost giggles as she wraps two flower stalks with green tape.

“Shit,” I say while shaking my head.  “You can be really mean sometimes, April.  I’m done.”  I turn and walk to the front door.

“Yeah, I feel that way too whenever you say that you want me to be with another man, Sam.  Welcome to my world.”

“Then maybe I should just find another woman for a little fun, huh?”  I make the threat just loudly enough that my wife hears me as I stand beside the door to the shop.  

“Are you serious?”

“And what if I am?  You don’t want to help me out with my needs anyway.”

“I tried to get you off the other day, Sam.  It’s not my fault that you couldn’t keep yourself hard enough.”

“That’s fine.  I think I might know a woman or two who could help me keep it hard long enough to get off.  I’ll let you know how it goes, April.”  As I open the door, I can hear my wife’s footsteps behind me.  What I have said has definitely gotten her attention.

“And I suppose that is an idea your friend has given you?”

“Does that really matter?  The fact is, I know that you are not going to help me with this, April.  A man has got to do what a man has got to do.”

My wife purses her lips together.  “If you dare to go behind my back with another woman, Sam, that is the one thing that I will divorce you for doing.”

I sigh.  “Yeah, I figured as much...”

“Stop it.”  April is agitated as she looks me over.  “Don’t ever threaten that sort of thing again, alright?  It’s not funny and I won’t stand for it.”

“So, I should instead either hand-fuck myself or have Chad suck on me?  Would that be okay with you, Princess April?”

“Don’t ever call me that,” she says with a snarl.  “You know I don’t like it when you call me that.”  The princess moniker is something that I rarely use against my wife unless we are in an argument with each other.  A former pageant contestant in high school, April lost by one vote to Christine Baker for Senior Beauty her final year.  That loss has stuck with my wife for all these years and still stings for her.  

“Then don’t suggest I get a blow job from a guy.”  My body tensing to the point of aching, I add, “Just forget I ever asked to take you to lunch, April.  I can see that you are not interested in going out with me.  I won’t bother you like this again.”  I turn and open the door to the shop before stepping out onto the sidewalk.

As I begin to walk toward my car, my mind struggles to put together what has just happened.  “Fucking blow job from fucking Chad.  Really?!”  I am angry at the moment and so I don’t quieten what I say enough to keep others nearby from hearing me.  I don’t care, though, as I make the short walk to my car.  After getting inside, I start the engine and think for a moment about how difficult it sometimes is to talk to my wife.  For now, it is probably best that I just go home and take a nap.  After all, it has been a stressful week and I could use the rest.  There really is very little else to do on a Saturday morning since I have completed all of my weekend paper grading.
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​Chapter Four: Advice From a Friend
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I should not be doing this.  Calling Melanie to talk about what has been going on between me and April feels strange, but I have nowhere else to turn right now.  She is the only one who could possibly understand the issues we are having in our marriage right now.

“Hello?”  My old college girlfriend, Melanie Smith, answers the phone.  I spent most of my time in college dating her and only met April because of her.  After our split, Melanie believed that April would be more like the woman I should end up with, and she was right.  

“Hey, Melanie,” I say after clearing my throat.  “It’s Sam.”

“Oh, hello, Sam.”  Goosebumps rise along my arms as I hear her soft voice.  “How are you doing?”

“I’m good,” I reply.  “And how are things with you?”  

“Things are pretty good.”  She pauses before asking, “What’s up?”

“Well,” I begin after taking a quick breath, “I thought that maybe you could help me with something personal.”

“Personal?  Okay.  What is it?”  

I begin to second-guess what I am doing as I sit quietly in a small restaurant just after I have gotten off work at the school.  “It’s about April and me.  Well, about our bedroom life, really.”

“Your bedroom life?”  Melanie giggles.  “Shouldn’t you be talking to her about that sort of thing, Sam?”

“I have been,” I tell her.  “April doesn’t like what I have to say about it, though.”

There is
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