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​Chapter One: A Local Celebrity
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“How are your eggs, Rob?” my wife Dana asks as she smiles at me from across the small table in a local cafe.  

I shrug my shoulders.  “They’re fine.”  I scoop up a small pile of the creamy eggs and put them into my mouth.  As I chew, I look around at the other diners enjoying an early Saturday morning meal.  

“Just fine?”  Dana giggles as she bats her brilliantly blue eyes in my direction.  We have been married for more than eight years and I still get a few goosebumps because of the way she looks at me sometimes.  I do not deserve her, especially not today, as I lament the small article that has been written in the local newspaper about me.

“I’m good, my love,” I reply as I smile back at her.  “Everything is just fine.”

Dana sighs.  “Are you still upset that you didn’t get that upper management job?  That was weeks ago and they have just recognized you as one of their most valuable employees at the company, sweetheart.  You should be happy and thankful for what you have.”

“That job was mine,” I tell my wife as I shake my head.  “I know I should be happy that they gave me a small plaque and a gift card for this damned thing, but I also know why I got the award, Dana.  They are just trying to placate me after I complained to Mr. Ward about not getting that job.”

“Rob, it just wasn’t meant to be.  There will be a better opportunity soon.  You should be happy that they named you as their top human resources manager.”

I look up at my wife and want to be angry, but I find it very hard to do so.  Still, mustering whatever disgust I have for my current employer, I reply, “There are only two of us, Dana.  Two fucking human resource managers.  What does it mean that I am named their top one?  Nothing.  Not a fucking thing.  What a joke the award is.”

Dana looks around nervously before telling me in a hushed voice, “Don’t be so loud, alright?  I don’t want someone to hear you dropping those f-bombs and the owners then tossing us out of here after a customer complains.”  

“They won’t do that,” I say before shoving another bite of eggs into my mouth.  I should be more thankful that my wife has taken me out for breakfast this morning, but her reason for doing so was that I won the award for best human resources manager.  But I am one of only two.  Who the fuck gives out awards like that?

“Just be civil, Rob.”  Almost a command in the way she delivers it, I realize that Dana has tired of my pity party.  It is time to pull it back in and return to adulthood.  For her, I would do anything.

“I wish I had started that online business already,” I tell my wife after taking a drink of orange juice.  “If I was my own boss I wouldn’t have to worry about what a group of twats decide in a closed managerial meeting.”

“Twats?  Really?”  Dana giggles as she shakes her head.  “Come on, Rob.  You know I would support you if you were to decide to start your own business.  Have you decided what it is that you would like to do online that could make money?”

Shaking my head, I reply, “I have some ideas, but the problem is that it takes money to get something started.  We don’t have enough money to do that, so I haven’t yet tried to put anything definitive together.”

“You can plan without the money,” she says with a frown.  “We have talked about this before, Rob.  You don’t need money to put something on paper and to begin working toward a goal.  You of all people should know this.”  My wife is right.  I have an MBA and yet I do not use it the way that I should to my own advantage.  As a human resources manager, I have become too comfortable with accepting the small salary and upper management that overlooks talent in exchange for job security.  I hate my job.  I really hate my job.

I move my fork through the remains of the egg on my plate.  “What’s the point, Dana?  Even if I come up with a brilliant business plan, what can I do about it?  I don’t have enough money to get anything going right now.  That promotion would have doubled my salary and I could have put some of that into an account for a new online business.  Instead, I will continue to interview and hire drones for a company that doesn’t give two shits about me or anyone else who does not happen to be part of the upper echelon of of that fucking company. 

“The point is,” she begins as she reaches across the table and takes my hand into hers, “You have the ability to make things better if you really want to.  Complaining about things that you don’t have yet has never done anything to make our lives better.  Rob, you need to put a positive spin on this.  You’re in the newspaper, honey.  This means that if you decided to go work for another company you could use that as part of your resume.” 

I laugh.  “I’m a human resources manager, Dana.  If I were looking at the resume of a human resources manager from another company, my first question would be, ‘So, how many of you are there?’  I’m sure that would be a fun question to answer.”  My wife smiles and then begins to laugh as she shakes her head.  I can’t help but allow myself to also begin to laugh.  

“That would be pretty funny, huh?” Dana says as she sits back in her seat and looks over at me.  “Sweetheart, you need to let go of this.  I know they did wrong by you, but if you let them steal your happiness because they can’t see your full potential, they will have won.  You need to put your big boy pants on and march forward.  As hard as it might be and as much as you wish you had gotten that promotion instead of the other guy, it’s time to move on.”  

I smile sheepishly as I look over at my wife.  I love her and she knows it.  There is nothing that I would not do for her and part of my angst concerning the passing over for the job is that I continue to not be able to provide for Dana the way that I would like to.  “Fuck them, right?  I’ll get that online business started eventually.”

“That’s the spirit.”  Dana lifts her glass of juice to her lips and takes a quick drink.  She then looks over at me and says, “Tell me your ideas for your own business, Rob.  I want to help you with the business plan.”

Sighing, I lean forward and tell her, “First off, I want it to be completely online so that I can stay at home to work.  There’s just something about being able to get up at whatever time I want and then work in my own home office.”

“In your underwear or in your pajamas?” Dana laughs.

“Come on, honey.  Don’t be silly.”

“No, I’m serious.  Would you want to be comfortable or would you decide to just dress up to have the feel of someone working a nine-to-five job?”

I shrug my shoulders.  “I suppose I would prefer to just slip on some loose-fitting clothes and be comfortable.  Besides, I wouldn’t need to meet fact to face with anyone.”

“That depends on whatever you decide to do online, right?  What if you have to eventually meet with people?”

“What do you mean?”

Dana pulls a napkin out of the dispenser by the wall on our table.  She then pulls a pen from her purse and begins to write on the napkin.  “If you have a business that requires you to make some kind of personal contact, you will have to occasionally go to meet other people.”

I wrinkle my nose while shaking my head.  “I don’t want to work with people face to face, Dana.  I’m tired of having to deal with others directly.”

She laughs.  “Well, that cuts out a lot of ideas, doesn’t it?  So, what are you going to do online?”

“I don’t know.  I thought for a while about putting up a retail website.”

“And that could be interesting.  We don’t have the room for things in the house that you could sell, though.”

“It wouldn’t be like that,” I tell her.  “I would be a third party retailer of sorts.  My website would sell something and have it shipped from another location.”

“That’s been done a lot,” Dana replies.  “Are you sure you could cut through all the static online to become successful?”  Though my wife is a hairstylist, she has a keen business acumen when she speaks of such things.  We are a partnership in our marriage and on more than one occasion she has kept me from making potentially damaging decisions regarding our finances.  I often think that she deserves the MBA more than I do.

“You’re right.  That’s one reason why I have been stuck on coming up with good ideas.”

Thinking for a moment, my wife offers, “You could use a website to connect people.  I know it’s been done before, but maybe you could have a sort of local human resources website to connect businesses to potential applicants.”

“Monster, LinkedIn...”  I pause and shake my head.  “I would be nothing but a whisper inside a hurricane, Dana.”

“Locally,” she stresses.  “Not nationally and not so big.  Something that is very directed and focused on the specific needs of companies in our area.”

“Like a fucking human resources manager online,” I say with a chuckle.  “Holy hell, I would still be stuck with interacting with people.”

“You can’t just close yourself off from everyone else, my love.  Business requires some human contact whether you like it or not.”  Dana shakes her head and continues, “I know you are not an introvert.  You’re just tired of what you are doing now with the company you are doing it with.  If you had an online marketplace for companies like yours to come to find qualified applicants, it would help everyone involved.  Think about how hard it is sometimes for you to find someone to fill certain positions, Rob.  This could be something that companies in the area would be willing to pay dearly for if you started a website like that.”

“And I would still be a human resource manager.”  Though I should be more supportive of the idea, I cannot.  I have grown to resent my station in life and the more I have to put up with upper management passing me over so that they can raise a non-management level employee to middle management the angrier I become.  

Dana reaches over and takes my hand into hers again.  “I love you, Rob.  No matter what you decide to do, I will always support you.”  My wife smiles at me as she looks into my eyes.  She is worth everything to me, and she knows it.  I will do whatever I can to make her life better and hopefully I can start an online business eventually to help me do so.  Together, we could enjoy a more comfortable life and also have the autonomy that we both desire.  That I desire.
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​Chapter Two: A Dose of Common Sense
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“Another damned memo,” Shane says as he shakes his head and sits back in his desk chair.  We both share the same title, Human Resources Manager, and we have worked together for the last four years.  “You would think that the morons upstairs would stop doing this to us.  Every time they push some edict through the pipeline we have a dozen company employees who come to ask what the hell it all means.  How the hell should I know what it means?”  Shane is a short man, a little on the fat side, and balding.  In his mid-thirties, he is past his prime and he knows it.  He does not seem to care, though, as he has given up on trying to please any woman.  Single and enjoying his life, at least when away from work, Shane is an optimist on most days.  

“I’ve had three come to see me this morning already,” I tell him.  “They want to know if they should get their resumes together soon.”

“Maybe they should.  Who knows what the upstairs asshats mean by this one.”  The memo to which Shane refers is one that every single employee of the company had inside their email inbox this morning.  The CEO started off the short message by saying how proud he is of the work that we are doing.  He then quickly followed it up by a comment that these are tough times and that we need to tighten our belts.  Leaving it there, the rumor mill began once again and the human resource managers are always the ones who get hit with the questions and concerns from the office staff. 

“Every other month they send out a memo just like this one.  What are they trying to do?  Cause a mass exodus of talent from the place?”  I clench my jaw as I sit back in my chair.  “Those fucking executives are driving morale into the toilet, Shane.”

He nods his head in agreement.  “So, what do you plan to do, Mr. Human Resources Manager of the Year?”  A strange grin appears on the man’s face as he raises an eyebrow at me. 

“Oh, fuck, not you too,” I reply.  “My own wife wouldn’t let that slide.”

“Hey, at least you have something to hang your hat on, right?  Maybe that was a message to me that I should be looking for something else soon.”

“What?  How do you figure that?”

Shane folds his hands into his lap.  “Look, you and I both know that they could run this place with just one HR person, Rob.  You are better at this than I am, so I’m under no delusion as to how things will shake out if they let go of employees around here.”

I shake my head.  “We need you here, man.  It takes both of us to do the research to find some of the same people the CEO and his cronies push out around here.  Without us both, there is no way we could research, contact, and interview in a timely manner.”

“You know they could use one of those recruiting websites, right?  Lots of companies are already doing that.  All you would have to do is go through the information to determine which ones to call in for an interview.  You would be set.”  My mind turns toward the conversation Dana and I had during breakfast this past weekend.  It was her suggestion that I should start a local employment website.  I rejected the notion at first, but I am beginning to get the sense that it could be a much better idea than I had previously imagined.

“We will ride out this wave, buddy.  Just wait and see.”  I do not completely believe the garbage that I am spewing out to my colleague, but what else can I say?  Do I just crawl into the dumps with him and spend my day complaining?  Again, I recall what Dana said to me during that breakfast and I have come to realize that I myself have had difficulties in this area.

“Riding the wave or not, the writing is on the wall.  I have been telling employees who come to me that they should probably get things in order and be prepared to move on if the shit hits the fan soon.  For my part, I have already started to put out some feelers between a few other companies.”

“Wait, what do you mean?”

“It’s just common sense,” Shane replies.  “When your job is possibly threatened, you go out and do something about it.  I’ve been calling some of the HR managers in the city to see if any of them have a position that is opening up soon.”  There is no sign that my colleague is joking around about finding another job.  I have known for some time that he was becoming more and more uneasy about his position here at the company.  However, I would have never guessed that Shane would have gone so far as to reach out to other HR managers at the other companies in our area.

“If upper management finds out...”
“They won’t find out, Rob.”  He smiles as he looks over at me.  “I can’t just sit around and wait for the axe to fall and then look for something better.  It’s dangerous to sit idly by while the ship is sinking.  This rat wants off.”  Shane shakes his head.  “I’m sorry about what they did to you with that promotion, Rob.  You deserved it more than Ellen did.”  Ellen Cortez has worked for our company less than two years.  She came on with us fresh out of graduate school and became a sales associate.  The young woman never made it to lead sales associate before being chosen to be manager of marketing, which is strange when considering her lack of experience.  However, she had something that seemed to appeal very much to upper management.  Two somethings, to be specific.

“It’s not a big deal,” I lie.  “There will be plenty of opportunities in the future.  I just have to bide my time and be ready when it finally happens.”

“Here?”  Shane laughs.  “I don’t think you or I will ever seen anything beyond this office, Rob.  The people upstairs have their own ways of doing things, and that does not include rewarding people based solely on merit.  It’s why we keep getting such shitty memos from them.  None of them have a fucking clue because they have never been in our position.  They are floating in the ocean and hoping to come across an island made of gold.  There is no strategy or plan to what they are doing.  We are all aimlessly adrift.”

I nod my head.  “Which is why you are looking for something with more stability.”

Shane smiles.  “Exactly.  You should be doing the same, man.  Just be ready in case every goes to hell around here.”

I sigh.  “I have been trying to come up with a way to be my own boss for a while.  Dana and I talked about my plans and the more I have thought about it the more that I think that I can pull it off eventually.”

“Like what?”

“Like an online business of some kind,” I reply.  “Something that I can do from home and never have to go into an office of any kind ever again.”

Shane nods his head.  “Sounds like heaven, Rob.  If you figure that one out I wouldn’t mind getting in on it too.”

“So far I don’t have much to work with.  Money is tight in my household and Dana’s beauty shop has seen a slump in business recently.  Some corporate fuckers moved a streamlined women’s beauty shop a few doors down from her and she has seen some of her clients leave her to go to them.”

“Ah, man, I’m sorry.”  Shane grimaces as he offers, “I don’t have much money, but I could give you and your wife a little if that would help to get something off the ground.  If you succeeded at something else you could rub it in their faces upstairs.  That would be hilarious, right?”

I smile.  “It would be nice, huh?”  There has rarely been a single day to go by when I have not thought about doing exactly that.  It would serve them right for passing me over for that fucking promotion.  “I don’t want your money, though.  You take care of yourself just in case they really do something stupid this time.  If we all get pink slips in our boxes we have to fend for ourselves.”

“I hear ya.”  Shane turns toward his computer and looks at the screen.  “I thought so; I have a meeting in five minutes.  I have to go, Rob.  I’ll see you for lunch, alright?”  My colleague stands up from his seat and turns to look at me.  “Maybe we could hit up that new pizza place on South Marin Avenue?”

“Sure, that sounds great,” I reply as I nod my head.  Shane then turns and walks out of the office.  As I re-read the memo, I think of the employees in the company who do not deserve to be treated in this way.  Sarah Angelo, for example, lost her husband just two months ago.  He made good money as a civil engineer, so the loss of his income has hit her family hard.  With three children, the woman of thirty-eight is concerned that she could lose her job.  I have tried to reassure her that her job is safe for now, but there is no way for me to know that for certain.  I could end up looking like the hero or the asshole, depending on how things turn out for her.  If Sarah is fired, it will do more than just make me feel sad for her.  I think it would make me physically ill. 

“Fucking assholes,” I mutter as I consider those in upper management, along with the CEO, who are responsible for sowing discord among those of us in the company.  Why do they feel the need to post such dire warnings in everyone’s email feed?  Are they trying to send a message that we need to be less wasteful or are they in fact warning us in so many words that our time here is limited?  “You people have no clue,” I say as I grit my teeth and look up at the ceiling in my office.  “You conceited, self-righteous pricks have no fucking clue what you are doing to those beneath you.  But that’s just because we are all beneath you, right?”  

My cell phone suddenly buzzes inside my pocket and I pull it out to look at the screen.  “Hey, sexy,” is the message on the screen.  

I smile a little as I realize the text is from Dana.  “Hey back, you beautiful MILF.”  My wife and I often send small text messages throughout the day to each other.  It helps to lift each other up at times, and it seems that Dana knows exactly when those times are for me.  

“Are you busy for lunch later?”

I grimace a little.  “Shane wants to get lunch with me today.”

“Oh.”  There is a sad face emoji that appears on my phone’s screen.  

“You can come with us, though,” I offer as I put a heart in my message.  “We will be going at around one o’clock.  Will you be ready to go at that time?”

A smiling emoji is sent to my screen along with, “I would love to go.  Where are we eating?”

“Pizza,” I reply.  “There is a new place just two blocks over from us.”

“Pizza?”  I remember that Dana is not a huge fan of anything that includes crust with sauce.  “What about the nice little restaurant on Cottrell Road?  The one you and I like to go to sometimes?”

“That’s across town,” I text back.  “It will take us a while to get there.”  I think about Shane and how he wants to go for pizza at lunch.  I wonder what he would think of going to the other side of the city to get something completely different?

“Come on, you know that you guys will eat practically anything.  Meet me there a little after one, okay?”  Dana sends me a smiling emoji followed by several hearts. 

“We will see you then,” I answer before putting my cell phone down on the top of my desk.  “Shit,” I mumble as I laugh.  Shane loves pizza, but I think I will have to go along with Dana’s wishes today.  If he goes with us, that will be nice.  However, I am under no misunderstanding as to what my coworker is willing to do to appease my wife.  As a single man, he has become very set in his ways and he does not easily change his plans after they are made, especially for another man’s wife or girlfriend.  No, I will probably have to go have lunch with Dana without Shane.  Though not such a bad thing, I do feel terrible for changing plans like this.  Hopefully he will understand.
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​Chapter Three: A Warm Shot
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“Hey, baby,” Dana says as she looks over from where she is standing in the beauty shop and sees me walking in.  “What are you doing here?”

I make my way over to my wife and take her into my arms before kissing her.  “I wanted to come see you today, honey,” I say as I move my hands over her ass.

“Oh, Rob,” my wife giggles as she looks around.  “What if I have a client walk in while you are doing this to me?”

“Doing what?” I laugh as I kiss Dana’s neck and nibble just behind her ear.

“Shit, Rob!”  Goosebumps rise along the back of her neck as I grope my wife.  I have decided to take off from work early today to surprise her at the beauty shop.  I am glad to find that Dana has none of her clients in the shop at the moment. 

“You drive me crazy sometimes,” I say as I pull away from her.  Reaching under her tee shirt, I soon find my wife’s soft breasts and begin to play with her nipples.

“What’s gotten into you?” Dana laughs as she continues to look at the front door of the beauty shop.  “Rob, you are really horny today, aren’t you?”

“You have no idea.”  I continue to paw at her as I kiss her lips and face.  There really is no reason that I have come here today as horny as I am.  As a matter of fact, I did not feel this way before walking into the shop and seeing my wife all by herself.  

After another minute or two of fondling the love of my life, Dana finally says to me, “Come here.”  My wife pulls me by the hand toward one of the chairs where she sometimes cuts hair.  After sitting me down and spinning the chair to face away from the front door, she reaches for the belt in my pants and unfastens it.

“What are you doing?” I ask as she unzips my pants and pulls out my hardening pecker.

“You need some relief,” Dana replies with a wicked smile before going down on me.

“FUCK!”  My body lurches hard as I feel her tongue work its way down my shaft.  “Oh, Dana.  Holy shit.”  The tip of my cock rubs the back of my wife’s throat as she deepthroats me.  Sitting back in the chair, I put my hands on her head and simply enjoy the overwhelming experience.

“I love when you do this to me,” I tell her as I feel my balls begin to ache.  “You do this so well, Dana.  Shit, I would love to see you suck on another man’s cock.  I would love to watch you do that sometime.”

My wife slowly slides her mouth off my long shaft and looks up at me as she continues to move her hand up and down the length of it.  “You want me to give a blow job to another man, Rob?  You’re a dirty hubby, huh?”  

“Maybe I would fuck you while you suck on him,” I groan as she pumps my shaft.  “Shit, you make me want to fuck you with another man sometimes, Dana.  I would love to see how you reacted to two of us all over you.”

My wife giggles.  “You dirty man.”  Dana goes back down on me and allows my cock to slowly slide into her mouth.  The gentle suction from earlier continues and even intensifies as she works to siphon the spunk from my testicles. 

“Dammit,” I moan as I look into a mirror and see the door behind me.  There are people walking along the sidewalk outside and I wonder if they would be able to see what is happening inside here if they were to stop and take the time to look.  I do not care if they can see me, it is just something that I wonder about.

Dana’s small hand reaches into my pants and massages my achy balls.  “I am going to fucking fill your throat with jism,” I say to her as I feel myself begin to lose control.  My body quivers as I feel an orgasm becoming more eminent.  “Fuck, honey.  Oh, hell...fuck...”  I pull down on my wife’s head hard as the first spurt releases into the back of her throat.  “FUCK!!!  Oh, FUCK!!!”  I am loud as I rocket my spunk hard against her tonsils.  “Uhhhh...ohhhh...ahhhh...”  The feeling of coming inside her mouth is wonderful as I close my eyes and enjoy the feeling of Dana swallowing every bit of my DNA soup.  My wife has always been able to handle giving me blow jobs very well, which convinces me that sexually I am the luckiest man alive.  Who wouldn’t want a wife who could deepthroat and swallow at the same time?

As I finish, I release my wife’s head to let her get up.  The front door chime suddenly rings.  “Hello?  Is Dana here?”  I look up and see the older woman’s face in the mirror as she walks toward us.”

“Fuck,” I say quietly as Dana lifts her head from my lap.  Her face is red as she struggles to finish off the last of my thick jism inside her mouth.  

“I’m right here,” my wife manages to say as she chokes back my semen and smiles.

“Lips,” I whisper as I reach toward the corner of my own mouth and make a wiping motion.  Dana’s eyes widen as she reaches up and wipes a small dollop of my white man sauce away from her mouth.

“I know that I don’t have an appointment, but since you don’t seem to have any other clients at the moment I was wondering if you could give me a quick trim, deary?”  The older woman smiles as she looks down at me.  I have managed to
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