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My lips move down my wife’s soft stomach as I enjoy the sweet aroma of the perfume she has neatly dabbed upon herself after her early morning shower. She is horny for me, and I am just as horny for her as I make my way to her soft, waxed pecan. Nudging my nose between her soft folds first, I then tilt my head back a little to allow my tongue complete freedom to flick over her engorged clit. Tess’s back arches just a little as I do, sweet moans emanating from her lips.

“Oh, Ethan,” she pleads with me as her pelvis grinds into me. “That’s it, baby. That’s it.” Her petite frame moves around on top of the bed in a slow, rhythmic pattern that I have come to know so well. She’s ready to come, and all I have to do is keep doing what I’m doing to lead her to the outcome we both desire. 

My wife’s soft pussy becomes wetter as I run my tongue along her slit, gathering the sweet nectar she has gifted to me. I want to taste all of her and I want to know she loves what I am doing for her. Tess reaches down and runs her fingers through my hair as she breathes faster and faster. She’s ready to come and it seems as if she will allow it to happen as I find her ladybit once again and gently nibble at it.

“Stop!” she commands, causing me to back away immediately. Her hands grip my hair tightly as Tess breathes through the near-orgasm. “Okay. Fuck me, Ethan. Start slow.”

She is my wife, the love of my life, and I want to do whatever she asks of me, so I move up and put the head of my hard cock against her warm slits, teasing her clit as I do, before sinking into her warm, wet vault. I push her legs back and slowly move in and out of her as I work to rub her G-spot.

“Geez, Ethan,” she groans as I find it for her. “Holy shit, baby. That’s it. Don’t stop, okay? Slow and easy, baby.” Tess opens her blue eyes to look into mine as she smiles. She then closes them and bites her lower lip as she enjoys the way my long manhood rubs her insides. 

“You’re so tight,” I tell her as I look down at her labia hugging the sides of my cock. “So tight, honey.”

“Shhh. Don’t talk,” Tess replies softly as her pelvis gyrates before me. “No talking, just fuck me, baby.” 

This has become more common over the last few months in our sex life. My wife prefers to close her eyes and just have sex rather than talk. Or, at least, she doesn’t like having me talk. Tess does plenty of talking while we are fucking. She tells me what to do as well, which at first was difficult to go along with completely as I didn’t want to do some of the things she wanted, but she is my wife. I want to please her in any way I can.

“More,” she says as she continues to grind into me. “Faster, sweetie. Faster.”

I do as she asks, my cock thrusting in and out of her soft pussy as I feel myself getting closer to losing my own wad. Tess doesn’t like me to come before her, so I have to somehow hold out so that she doesn’t get upset with me. If I can’t last at least thirty minutes, it means my wife will feel as if I have somehow failed her, and I don’t want that. I want her to look at me as a wonderful and respected lover for her. Not some quick high school fuck in the backseat of a car.

“Oh...oh...OHHHH!!!” Tess orgasms as her body tenses, her toes pointing hard as I keep her legs back to her chest. My cock throbs for release and yet I somehow manage to hold out. “Nahhhh!!! Oh, baby! Oh!”

My wife finishes and she then pushes at me, letting me know she wants me out of her. I roll off and drop to the bed beside her, my cock still hard and my balls still full. It’s often the case that she wants to get on top of me or do something else at this point, but then Tess does something that surprises me. She gets out of bed and goes to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. 

“Um, okay?” I say as I look over at the door. 

For the next few minutes, I remain on the bed with my erection disappearing and my mind blazing with what has just happened between us. I feel just a bit deflated, apart from my manhood, that Tess would walk away like she did. Maybe this is some part of the foreplay before she has fun with me? 

The bathroom door opens, and my wife emerges with a t-shirt and shorts on. “Get up, Ethan, or you’ll be late for work,” she tells me as she goes to her closet.

Shocked at the dismissiveness from my wife, I reply, “I haven’t gotten off, yet.”

She turns to look at me from her closet doorway. “You didn’t finish while I was in the bathroom?” Shaking her head, Tess tells me, “You should hurry up, then. I’ve got to get to work a little early to work on a new marketing campaign.” She turns and goes into the closet to get her clothes for the day.

I shake my head and try to remember what I might have done to piss her off so terribly that she has decided to punish me in this way. Why won’t my wife do something for me? I’m horny and I helped her get off. For crying out loud, I even kept myself from coming before she finished! How rude!

“Please come help me with this,” I say to her as I look at the closet doorway. 

Tess chuckles from the closet. “You’re a big boy, Ethan. You can do it. There’s a small bottle of Astroglide inside the nightstand on my side of the bed.”

“Seriously?!” I say with some anger. “Are you really going to leave me hanging like this after what I did for you, Tess?” Though I don’t want to sound as if I am whining about my current predicament, I do feel strongly that my wife should give me something in return for what I have done for her.

“Fuck, Ethan,” she says while storming out of her closet. “Sometimes you can be so damned aggravating.” Tess goes to the nightstand and finds the lubricant before coming to my side of the bed. She squirts a small amount of the lube onto her hand and rubs both of them together before putting them on my flaccid penis. My wife then begins to rub it up and down, rather roughly, as she stares at me.

“What the hell, honey?” I say as I watch her handle me like some piece of vegetable she’s preparing for dinner. “Go easy.”

“Hurry up,” she growls. “We have to get to work.”

I’m shocked by the way Tess speaks to me as she coldly strokes my cock. Though I manage to become semi-erect, I am unable to become fully hard. This causes her to become even more irritated at me as she strokes even faster. I’m confused why she is behaving in this way.

“Stop,” I tell her as I become completely frustrated. “This isn’t going to work.” Rolling over, I get out of bed and go to the bathroom to run myself as however, the lubricant all over my wilted manhood. 

Tess follows me into the bathroom and washes her hands. “You wasted my time, Ethan. I’m already running a little late this morning.”

“What the fuck is going on with you?” I suddenly retort before getting into the shower. 

“Nothing,” she answers sternly. “What’s wrong with you? Why didn’t you come?”

My jaw drops. “I didn’t come during sex because you like me to wait for you, remember? I waited and then you pushed me off of you.”

“Not then,” Tess replies. “Just now? I was giving you a nice handjob.”

“Nice?! Are you serious? That was terrible,” I say to her angrily. “You behave as if you don’t even want to do anything for me. It’s as if you don’t love me anymore, Tess. Honestly, it hurts a little.”

Her eyes narrow. “Are you for real, Ethan? Guys like handjobs, or so I thought. You’ve gotten off that way before.”

“Not while being told I’m wasting your time,” I tell her. “I was tender with you in there this morning, but you don’t seem to want to do the same for me, honey. Why?”

Shaking her head, Tess mutters something about greed. I want to know exactly what she said, so I turn off the shower and follow her back into the bedroom.

“What was that, Tess? What did you just say?”

My wife turns and smirks. “You’re a greedy lover, Ethan. That’s your fucking problem. You always want things to work out for you and when they don’t you pout.”

Standing in our bedroom naked, I don’t know what to say in reply. I’m a greedy lover? 

“How can you say that?” I ask calmly, though I want to yell at her. 

Tess shakes her head. “It’s the way you have always been. You want to come no matter what, and you ask me to do it for you. Why do I have to be responsible for making you come, Ethan?”

Still reeling from what I’m hearing, I answer, “A husband and wife do things for each other, Tess. I was patient with you and made certain you orgasmed first. You have told me you like that, so I do my best to make sure you get that every time. How is that being greedy on my part?”

She shakes her head. “You don’t understand.” Tess goes back to her closet to retrieve more things as I continue standing in the bedroom. I don’t know what else to say, so I go to the bathroom and take a shower. By the time I have finished and gotten out, my wife has already left for work.

“Dammit.” Not once before has Tess left me like this after sex. We often snuggle and even kiss each other occasionally after fucking, and I almost never leave a round of sex unfulfilled. We have worked over the last ten years of marriage to make certain we are both happy with what we do for each other. Sure, over the last few months my wife has become more demanding and I have gladly changed the way I do things to make everything better for her. So, why has she suddenly become so angry about me wanting to orgasm as well? I don’t know what to say as I get ready for work. All I know is Tess is upset about something. It’s important I figure out what that must be.
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​Chapter Two: Cold as a Cucumber
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The day at work so far hasn’t helped me to forget the way Tess behaved this morning in our bedroom. I don’t know what has happened to cause her to become so angry with me, or to accuse me of being a greedy lover, though I might have myself to blame for it. For the last several months I have been so focused on her and what she wants that I have not been as much of an advocate for myself in bed with her. Maybe she has begun to take advantage of this and no longer sees me as manly enough.

“She’s pissed, huh?” Jake says as he works to route a new server through our network. We have been given permission by the corporate higher-ups to begin positioning ourselves better against cyber attacks by hackers. Since losing more than a million pieces of important data to Russian and Chinese hackers last year alone, the company has decided to do whatever is necessary to stop as much of this online raiding as possible.

“I don’t know what I did,” I reply. “If she would only tell me what it is I have done or said, that would at least give me something to go by. Unfortunately, she’s not all that interested in having a conversation right now.”

“Have you tried sending her a text message?” he asks as he gets up from where he has been sitting at one of the large servers while wiring into the network. “Maybe ask nicely if you screwed up? That’s where I start with my wife, man. Sometimes that’s all it takes. Wives want to know you’re thinking about what’s happening and then to acknowledged that you fucked up somehow.” 

Jake reaches for a wire crimp and goes back to the floor. I’ve been virtually no help to him today as we work to get the new servers up and running. Though I would have been upset with him already if he was shirking work like I am at the moment, he has a much calmer demeanor than me. That’s probably what has kept us from having any sorts of problems with each other over the last few years while we have both worked here as computer engineers.

“I’ve messaged her a dozen times and she doesn’t respond. I can see that she reads them, but Tess isn’t saying anything. I don’t get it.”

“What did she say to you this morning?”

I sigh. “She called me a greedy lover.”

He laughs. “It’s funnier the third time around, man.”

“It’s not funny,” I insist with some annoyance. “Dammit, she just left me hanging.”

“Whoa.” Jake gets us and turns to face me. “What?”

Though we have been talking in generalities this morning, I haven’t shared everything that was done or said during our little lovemaking session during work. I tell Jake lots of things that happen in my life, but I rarely tell him graphic details of the sex I have or don’t have with Tess. For me, it’s a matter of extreme privacy. However, I have said too much at this point and my colleague wants to know more about my comment.

“I didn’t...” I pause while shaking my head.

His eyes widen. “She didn’t let you finish?” I shake my head. “That’s a little evil, man. Even my wife doesn’t do that sort of thing to me, and we only get along about half the time.” Putting a hand on my shoulder, he adds, “Do you think she might be seeing another guy on the side?”

Pulling away from him, I give a terse reply. “Hell, no! Why would she do that?”

“I don’t know, Ethan. It’s just that when a spouse stops being nurturing and loving to the other spouse, it usually means they are getting it from somewhere else. You know how that can go, right?”

“Fuck.” I say it quietly, but our manager, Chris Martin, hears me as he walks into the server room.

“Uh, is everything okay,” Chris asks as he looks at the server and the wiring from behind it. 

“We’re good,” Jake answers with a smile. “Ethan and I are just talking about his problems at home.”

“Problems at home?” Chris inquires as he turns his attention to me.

“There are no problems,” I tell them both. “We need to just get back to work and get this thing going.” Motioning toward the server, I turn to get into the floor and continue the work my friend has already been doing.

“If you are having issues, you should see a marriage counselor,” Chris offers. “I have the phone number to a great one if you would like me to get it for you.”

“We don’t need a counselor,” I reply as I begin to work to crimp the end of another wire. 

“She shagged and bagged him with no pop,” Jake tells Chris, who is no older than either of us but has been at the company a couple of years long, thereby becoming the supervisor of our department last year. We are all in our mid-thirties, though sometimes I feel like the other two men are still stuck in their college frat houses.

“Dude, you were shagged and bagged? No pop?” 

“Dammit, don’t say it like that,” I say to Chris as I plug one wire into the server. “It’s not like that and Jake shouldn’t be telling you this anyway.” 

If only I had listened to my gut instinct on this and not said anything more to Jake when he picked up on the greedy lover comment. Tess and I, like many married couples, have had our ups and downs over the years, but thankfully things have been up most of the time. Something caused her to not care at all to help me orgasm this morning, and I am trying to come to grips with that. As a matter of fact, I believe she will come home this afternoon and offer to do something to make up for the slight against me earlier. We love each other in this way and we always work things out. I don’t need two other guys telling me what to do.

“You should refuse to let her cream until she does you,” Chris suggests. “It’s important to let her know where the boundaries are, Ethan.”

I turn and look at him after making another connection. “We are not going to have this conversation right now. Can’t you see I’m working?” 

“Take a break, then,” he replies. “Get up and let’s go get something to drink. Maybe some coffee or something.” 

“You need it, man. Get up.” Jake offers me his hand and I take it. After standing to my feet, I feel Chris pat me on the shoulder before we make our way to the break room. Once inside, we sit down as Jake pours a cup of coffee from the coffeemaker, putting it down in front of me once he has finished.

“Talk,” Chris demands as he sits back in his seat. “What’s eating at you and your wife?”

After taking a sip of the hot liquid, I tell him, “I am not in the mood to have this conversation, Chris. This is a personal thing between me and my wife and that’s it. End of story.”

Jake chuckles. “My wife is a bitch, man. Just to be honest. Yet, I love her more than anyone else in this world. Do you know why?” I shake my head. “Because we bust each other’s balls all the time. It’s an equal busting of balls.”

“There you go,” Chris cheers the other man on. “That’s what it’s like. The counselor my wife and I have been seeing has said something similar to that, too. She says we have to learn to give and take, no matter what might happen in our marriage. So, when my wife is feeling down and she doesn’t want to cook, I step in and cook. When I’m out because I have a card game night with my buddies, she takes care of the trash. We make certain to even each other out.”

“That’s household duties,” I point out with a frown. “Not sex.”

“We do the same thing during sex,” Chris replies. “Sometimes she gets off when I don’t, and vice versa.”

Shaking my head, I tell him, “I don’t think that was what was going on with us this morning. Tess completely refused to do anything but offer me a handjob.”

Jake lights up. “Hey, that’s a handjob! That’s good, right?”

“You would have had to be there to understand how she offered it and how it paled in comparison to what I did to her.”

I close my eyes as I realize I have offered the two men far more information that I would have preferred to have given. They are now thinking what they can ask and how they might ask it in order to get more details on my sex life with Tess. It’s the way they are, like college guys in a fraternity, after all.

“So, you did something crazy for her?” Jake asks with a wide grin.

“I’m not getting into that,” I answer him. “The thing is, she was not happy to even offer me the handjob and when she attempted it, Tess was not very sweet about it. She was actually really harsh.”

“I like aggressive handjobs,” Chris laughs.

“Oh, fuck.”

“No, really. I think sometimes women need to work out their aggression, and they do it through things like that. Aggressive sex, or handjobs, or blowjobs; you get the idea.”

“She doesn’t do this sort of thing, though. Not Tess.” Becoming frustrated from talking to them, I stand up from my chair and walk back toward the server room.

“Wait, man! We’re on break.” Jake follows just behind me with Chris just behind him.

“I don’t want my mind on this all day,” I tell them as we walk back into the server room. “All I want to do right now is just get this fucking server online so we can get that much closer to fixing our infrastructure here. Is that so much to ask?” Turning, I look hard at the both of them before making my way to the floor where I begin working on crimping wires to their new ends. 

“If you want to talk, Ethan, I’ll be in my office, alright?” Chris seems genuinely concerned as he leaves the server room and goes back to his office. Though if feel badly for being so rude to the two men, I am no longer willing to talk about what is going on in my sex life with Tess.

The room is quiet for a while, except for times when Jake clears his throat while working on preparing another server switch and the quiet whirring of the other servers running nearby. My mind constantly goes to what was done and said this morning between my wife and I, and it bothers me deeply. Why would she treat me in such a terrible way, calling me greedy even though I did everything I could for her to make sure her experience was what she wanted? It’s not fair to be called such a thing when in fact she was the one being the greedy lover. Not me. 

“I’m going to go check the connection on the other end of the building for lines six through ten if you don’t need me right now,” Jake says quietly.

“Yeah, you should do that.” I hear his footsteps as he leaves the room. Getting up, I stand to my feet and then reach for my cell phone on the desk nearby. It seems Tess has finally sent me a message, though it’s not in response to anything I have sent her today.

“I won’t be home tonight until sometime after ten o’clock. Don’t worry about dinner and don’t wait up. I have work.” She doesn’t say anything else. This message came in about fifteen minutes ago and I doubt Tess would even answer me if I replied back to her. 

“You won’t be home. Okay.” It’s not all that often that my wife works late on her marketing projects, but sometimes she does need more time than the average workday allows. Honestly, it’s probably a good thing for us to be apart this evening, anyway. Tess seems to still be angry at me and maybe being away until late will help to cool things down for her. Or not. I don’t know what to expect when she finally does get home. For now, I will continue my own work. The server is about ready to bring online.
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After getting home, I make myself some dinner and sit down in front of the television. Picking up my phone in between bites of microwave chicken pot pie from the little bowl, I decide to check to see if Tess has messaged me again. She has not, which isn’t all that concerning as I know she isn’t the sort to text message me all the time. Still, she’s at work late and will not be home for a while. We may have had a bit of a dust up this morning, but she is still my wife and I still love her more than anything else in this world.

I decide to check an app my wife and I both use to keep up with each other in case of an emergency. It’s not all that common for me to check the app, so at first I worry it might not work and I’ll have to figure out my sign-in name. However, it pops up finally and I click on Tess’s name to make certain she is still at work. To my surprise, she is not.

“Okay,” I mutter as I put my fork down and look more closely at my phone. “You’re at a restaurant?” Shaking my head, I chuckle. “You decided to go out and eat with your office buddies and didn’t want me there. Very nice, Tess. Wow.” After putting the phone back down on the arm of my chair, I continue eating the pot pie until I have finished. Getting up, I make my way to the kitchen and throw away the little microwave dish and put the fork in the sink. 

“That’s really sneaky, Tess,” I complain while shaking my head. “You didn’t want me to know because you knew all we had in the house for a quick meal were pot pies. Damn, you must really be pissed off at me.” Gritting my teeth, I walk back to the living room and sit down for a moment to watch television once again. However, I cannot get the thought of her at the restaurant out of my mind. My wife lied to me about working and instead has gone out with friends while leaving me here alone. 

“Fuck this.” I get up from my chair and go to the door. Picking up my car keys from the little shelf on the wall, I am soon out the door and heading to my car. The restaurant is ten minutes away, so maybe I can make an unannounced visit. That would certainly get Tess’s attention, after all.

After driving the short distance to the restaurant, I get out of the car and go to the door. A hostess is waiting just inside.

“How many?”

“One,” I answer her as I look around the room behind her. My eyes quickly find where my wife is sitting and I’m surprised. She’s not with her friends from work, but some man I have never met before. “Um, can I sit at the booth right over there?” I point toward a spot just on the other side of a small partition beside my wife’s table.

“Well, I don’t know. I’m supposed to seat the next guest in section B, which is over there.” She points toward a corner of the restaurant far away from where I would prefer to be.

“I always get that spot if I can. You see, I have an issue with lighting, and that seems to be the best spot.” Again, I point at the table I would prefer. “My doctor says it’s because of my OCD.”

“Oh. Is it a medical thing?” the hostess asks as she looks questioningly at me. 

“Yes, it is,” I lie. 

“Sure. We can accommodate you.” The woman turns and grabs a menu and silverware before turning to take me to the table I have requested. I turn my face so that my wife and her friend cannot see me so easily until after I have sat down. There is a slight partition with gaps between the layers that allows me to lean closer to it and see the two of them very well. More importantly, it allows me to hear what they are saying to each other as well.

“Your server will be with you shortly.” The hostess smiles and turns to walk away. I turn my attention to Tess and the man
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