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I wasn’t happy. It was five o’clock
and Ryan still hadn't arrived home. I should have known better to
believe him when he promised he’d be on time today. Ryan hasn’t
been on time since he hired his too young, too blonde, assistant
Julia. It made me wonder what exactly she was assisting my husband
with.


At twenty-six I consider myself too
old to play the jealous wife, but recently Ryan’s given me plenty
of reasons to feel the part. Alone at the table I push my dinner
around my plate and my bare ass is growing cold against the leather
cushion of the chair. I was planning to surprise Ryan with dinner
and more, but now my g-string and apron clad body feels colder and
lonelier than it has in a long time.


“I’m too young to feel this old,” I
say to my now cold mashed potatoes, “Tomorrow I’ll be
twenty-seven.”


The potatoes don’t answer, but I talk
on anyway. Hell, it’s not much different than talking to Ryan
recently.


“We’ve only been married for seven
years, but this week alone has felt like a life sentence. What the
hell has happened to us?”


I push my plate away and nest my head
in my arms. I was planning on having myself a good cry, but the
door knob rattles and I spring to my feet. I don’t want to see Ryan
and I don’t want him to see how lame I look right now. I don’t want
him to think just because I work from home I sit around wearing
sexy lingerie, waiting for him to come home. I don’t even want to
look at him. What had I expected? Damn it, I at least expected him
to show up on time, even if we just had missionary on the bed. Even
if it was boring sex, at least, it would be sex.


My clit is throbbing, but I’m mad at
Ryan. He can go wank off, for all I care. I head into the bathroom
and turn the shower on. I untie the apron and toss it against the
wall before wiggling out of my g-string. The fabric rubs against my
clit and I bite my lip. I bet Ryan didn’t send Julia home from work
with a throbbing clit. The warm water cascades down my back and I
lean my head against the shower wall. I really don’t think Ryan’s
screwing Julia, but I am pissed that he’s late again.


“Donna!” Ryan yells from downstairs.
His deep voice sends a shiver down my spine. In the earlier days of
our marriage I looked forward to him coming home. He’d come through
the door kicking his shoes off and pulling his fast food shirt over
his head. We married when we were still in college and life was
great. We’d kiss hello, our tongues dancing together, and our hands
caressing chest, shoulders, ass, breast, and other intimate parts.
Most days we’d have sex before we even decided what we were eating
for dinner.


“Donna?” Ryan calls again. He sounds
uncertain, almost worried. I bite my tongue to keep from answering
him. I want to be mad for awhile, the neglected throbbing between
my thighs urges me on.


His footfalls on the stairs make me
peek out the shower corner at the door knob. I haven’t locked it.
Ryan’s going to sashay in here thinking that I’ve been waiting for
him in here. I don’t want him to know how neglected I feel, because
I don’t want him to think my unmet needs can be used in the power
struggle our marriage has become.


“Damn it,” I hiss under my breath,
when the knob turned.


“Hey hon,” I say, not bothering to
open the shower curtain, “You were late again and I thought I’d
take a quick shower.”


“Sorry, I’m late,” he sighs, sounding
a little too relieved.


What did he think I’d left his ass?
Not that I haven’t considered it. I squeeze my patchouli scented
body wash onto my loofah before I begin to scrub my skin. I don’t
accept his apology or say anything else. My hands travel over my
body, paying my breasts and pussy more attention than I really need
to.


I peek out at Ryan. His shoes are
sitting by the door and his tie is hanging on the door knob. He
looks tired and something else is wrong too. His broad shoulders
hang lower, making him look smaller and his dark brown hair is
messier than I’ve seen it in awhile. His back is towards me and I
can’t see his face.


I lean my slick soapy body against the
wall and watch him. We both stay pretty busy so it’s been awhile
since I’ve had the opportunity to watch my husband in such a candid
moment. The flesh under his suit is pale, because we skipped our
beach vacation this year. Our reservations had to be canceled at
the last minute when Ryan’s company couldn’t survive the two weeks
without him.


I swirl my finger around my clit. My
pussy is soaked with desire. I want to jump out of the shower and
kiss Ryan’s shoulder blades. I want to run my wet soapy hands
through his messy hair before turning him around and pushing him
against the wall. His belt falls to the floor and I hear his zipper
slide down. I stretch my neck, trying to see if he’s already hard.
Does he want me as much as I want him?


Ryan’s pants fall to the floor and he
steps out of them. He looks over his shoulder at me and grins. His
gaze fall to my fingers playing at my clit and his nostrils flare.
He quickly strips off his boxers and nearly trips over his slacks.
I giggle at his half-hard prick flopping around and he gives me a
goofy grin that doesn’t reach his deep brown eyes. Are we on the
same page? Has he been missing me too or is it guilt? I’m not sure
what to think or say.


“I’m sorry,” he says again, stepping
into the shower. I step to the side making space for him. Water
splashes onto the tile before Ryan can close the curtain. “I had to
finish up a few reports before I could get away.”


I nod, but don’t say anything. Ryan
steps in front of me and his half-hard erection brushes against my
stomach. I bit my lip, arching my back, imagining how much better
I’ll feel once my body is full of him, brushing against my inner
folds, pushing its way inside, finding my g-spot and all of those
other little sweet spots that are hidden away from
sight.


“You’re mad,” he says, a frown pulling
at his lips, drawing my attention to the stubble on his
cheeks.


He’s right. I am angry, but
I’m horny too and I do love him. I trace his jaw line and rise to my tiptoes to meet
his lips. Ryan wraps his arms around me and I move closer to him
trapping his erection between our bodies. I rub my thighs together,
forcing my pussy lips together, making them brush against my clit.
I moan into the kiss and Ryan opens his eyes while nibbling my
bottom lip.


I lift one of my legs, wrapping it
around his hip and inviting him to touch me. My knees quiver in
anticipation of his touch. When was the last time he had actually
touched me, played with me, licked me, or done anything besides
kiss me and shove it in? Oh and yeah, Ryan likes to give my ass a
slap every now and then. Oh, so spicy. I fight the urge to roll my
eyes and take his hand from the wall and lead it between my
legs.


“Touch me,” I whisper, rubbing against
his hand.


Ryan wraps a strong arm around my
waist and pulls me to him. His fingers fumble for a second, as if
they’ve lost the memory of my body, but then my clit is overtaken.
At first his fingers move in hesitant motions, before moving in
confidant circles and taking my clit between his forefinger and
thumb.


He lifts me off my feet and for a
second I hope he’s going to pin me against the wall and fill me
with his entirety. Instead he lowers me to the shower floor,
pressing his weight against me, keeping his fingers on my clit.
With his free hand he's stroking himself. I can feel the rhythmic
movement his hand makes as it slides over his shaft. Our lips meet
and I buck against his hand, while touching my breast.


Then suddenly he slows down. His lips
linger on my earlobe before traveling down my neck. I can hear
every kiss he places on my collar bone and breasts. Ryan kisses one
nipple and then the other.


I watch as he cups both of my breasts
and I’m not even angry at him for abandoning my clit. Ryan sucks my
nipple into his mouth and I draw in a sharp breath and hiss it out.
My clit throbs and I can feel my wetness dripping onto my thighs
and sliding down my ass cheeks. I’m ready.


“I want to feel you deep inside of
me,” I tell him, trying to let him know I want to change positions
or at least to rest my legs on his shoulders to feel something
different than the same position we’ve been using for months
now.


“I love you, Donna,” he whispers in my
ear, as he presses the head of his throbbing cock against my
opening.


“I love you, too.”


My slick folds consume him easily,
drinking deeply of the sensations and bolts of lightning he sends
through my body when he brushes against my g-spot. Next, Ryan does
something he hasn’t done in years. He thrusts in and out a few
dozen times, watching my expressions, and when he finds the quick
little motion that brushes against my g-spot perfectly, he repeats
it. Not just once or twice either. He rocks quickly into
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