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FARRAH

“Are you okay, Farrah?” said my boss. He looked at me in a way that made it hard for me to tell whether he was genuinely concerned or just admiring my body. “You don’t look happy.”

There were kindly wrinkles round his eyes, his forehead creased under his silver hair. He was twice my age. No. Mister Ainsley wasn’t eyeballing me, he was concerned.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Just a bit tired, that’s all.”

I'm young and fit. I wasn't really tired, I was just tensed up and, yes—I admit it— lonely.

My husband had just rung from Seattle saying his business trip had been extended, he wouldn’t be back for another week. Stephen’s an up and coming sales rep. He has to travel all over the country. We hardly get to spend any time together before he’s off on his next trip. He’d been away a fortnight already and now... another week! It was taking it out of me.

“Stephen not back yet?” said Mister Ainsley. He was a good boss. He took an interest in my home life.

I tried to smile.

“Another week!”

My shoulders were tense. My neck felt stiff. My back ached, and all I’d done was sit at a desk all day.

Mister Ainsley smiled.

“A week’s not long. It’s worth it, Farrah. Your own home at twenty four! Money in the bank!"

He was right. For a young couple, only married three years, Stephen and I were doing well. We’d made a decision to work hard for five years and get ourselves set up, even if it meant both of us having full-time jobs and, worst of all, me hardly ever seeing Stephen because he was away for such long stretches of time.

“Stephen’s a great guy. You’re lucky to have such a decent hard working husband,” said Mister Ainsley. He looked me up and down again. “And, of course, he’s lucky to have you.”

Perhaps I shouldn’t have chosen a business suit with such a short skirt. My blouse was a bit revealing for the office too, a semi-transparent nylon through which my under-wired bra was half visible. God. I was frustrated, but surely I wasn’t so frustrated that I was flashing my body in front of my sixty-year-old boss!

I’m tall. I’ve got long legs and a shapely butt. Stephen says the contents of my bra are breathtaking—that is, when Stephen’s home to appreciate them. Perhaps I was flaunting myself in front of innocent old Mister Ainsley, without even realizing I was doing it!

To tell the truth I was more than frustrated. I was worried. I was starting to feel anxious that Stephen and I had made the wrong decision sacrificing the best years of our young marriage for financial security.

I don’t think I was worried about Stephen finding another woman. Stephen and I trusted each other implicitly. I was sometimes frustrated, but I’d never dream of being unfaithful to my husband and I knew Stephen was the same. Nothing could shake our commitment to each other, except that... our long separations were even starting to affect our love life. 

Making love to Stephen used to be sweet and, yes, breathtaking. He was the only man I’d ever slept with, ever would sleep with. I loved him as much as he loved me and our love had taken us to moments of intimacy and depths of passion I would never even have dreamed existed before I met Stephen.

I was the luckiest girl in the world— I’m still only twenty four— not only was Stephen the hunkiest most gorgeous male specimen imaginable, our love was so hot and passionate it could only bind us more firmly to each other, even during our separations. Five years had seemed like nothing three years ago.

What I hadn’t expected was that our actual love making would ever suffer. I’d always imagined that when Stephen got home from his business trips making love to him would be twice as passionate as normal. I'd assumed that in the brief times we were together our love making would grow twice, three times, four times as hot.

That hadn’t happened. In fact, it was the other way round.

Stephen’s job was stressful. When he got home he was often exhausted, physically and mentally. He brought his business problems home from work. He seemed to always have things on his mind.

We fucked. Of course we did, but it was never as good as I’d hoped during the long nights when he was away.

Perhaps it was my fault. I wondered if I was too eager. I was tense and frustrated. I’m a legal clerk. It’s a demanding job. I came home from work with aching shoulders and frazzled nerves. Maybe my desperation was putting him off. ‘Only two years more, Farrah’ Stephen had said the last time his homecoming hadn’t been entirely satisfying. ‘Then I'll get a desk job and we'll live a normal life.’ I wondered if he’d picked up that I was discontented, and that made me feel even worse.

Perhaps Stephen had sensed that I wasn’t completely happy, and that was making him—making us— do things that didn’t feel quite right.

We talked every night on the phone. Stephen would be in a hotel room somewhere and I’d be in the bedroom at home, and he’d pick up how frustrated I was and start saying tender things that got me worked up and I’d breathe intimacies down the line that got him going and we’d end up masturbating together, watching each other masturbate on our screens!

It was okay. It felt good. We showed each other how hot our love was but sometimes— and this was even more worrying—phone sex felt more satisfying, for me at least, than when Stephen was home and we actually made love.

The way we were living was doing something to my head. I wasn’t sure if I could last another two years. 

Mister Ainsley looked at his watch.

“Why don’t you take the afternoon off, Farrah?” He was like a father to me. He’d fired the hunky junior who wouldn’t stop coming on to me. “Have a sauna. A massage would do you the world of good.”

His eyes strayed over my breasts. I felt uncomfortable.

I took Mister Aisnley’s advice. I went to the health club for a spa. It didn’t help. An early dinner alone at a seafood restaurant didn’t help much either.

It was getting dark, a nine o’clock summer twilight, when I pulled into the drive of my spacious colonial style house.

Mister Ainsley was right. I was lucky to own such a prestigious property at my age.

Not many twenty-four-year-olds live in a two-storey, ante-bellum-style house with gabled roof and a broad porch all the way across the front. It was a quiet neighborhood too, which would be good for when Stephen and I had kids. The next door houses on either side were divided off from each other by lawns and flowerbeds, not fences.

As I stepped out of my car and looked across the garden I saw I was getting a new neighbor!

A furniture van stood by the curb. Men were carrying sofas and lamp-stands into the house next door. The place had been empty for the last six months with a For Rent sign outside. Tonight the sign was gone. Someone was moving in.

I paused. A moment later a woman appeared on the lawn, directing the men where to carry a wardrobe.

She was petite and dark-eyed. A tangle of black hair cascaded way down over toned shoulder blades. She was wearing a backless top. A pair of skin-tight jeans showed off the taut curves of her bottom.

Luckily she was too busy issuing instructions to her removalists to notice me staring. I hurried inside before she saw me.

I felt tense and restless. The mild relaxation from the spa had faded away already. I looked at my watch. Nine. It was time to call Stephen.

I hurried up to our bedroom and slipped out of my skirt. I left my blouse on, but undid a couple of buttons at the top. I was suddenly more than frustrated. I felt insatiable.
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FARRAH

I curled up on the bed with my back against some pillows and called Stephen’s number.

Stephen answered immediately. He was sitting in a hotel room.

God, he was handsome! I forgot, every time, how stunning my husband was. Blonde, wavy hair, chiseled features, broad, sensuous lips. A smile that made my chest go tight.

He was sitting on a bed too, shoes off, in his business shirt and suit pants, on a broad luxurious-looking comforter. His company booked him good hotels.

His eyes filled my screen, suddenly close up, surveying me.

“How’s your day been, babe?”

No. Not surveying. Devouring. Eating me up. He was missing me as much as I was missing him. I looked good. The inset of the woman curled up on her bed in a business suit looked good. A statuesque blonde in a brief skirt. Two buttons undone on some shapely cleavage. Broad, sensuous lips. Retroussé nose. Blue eyes. Yes. I looked good. I said:

“Oh. Okay. Not too bad.”

I told him about the IRS case Mister Ainsley was handling. A couple of mortgage applications.

God how boring my day sounded! Not just my day, my life! I filled him in on the progress of my pear trees, the man who’d come to have a look at the furnace. The sensational blonde in the top corner of my screen was Little Ms Yawn herself. I said:

“How was your day?”

“Oh. Not too bad.”

Stephen’s grin was breathtaking but his day didn’t quite live up to the beauty of his face. A meeting with a client, I couldn’t quite work out which one. A contract renewal. There’d been a time when every detail of Stephen’s day had been inspiring.

He stretched and unfolded his legs. I said:

“You stiff yet?”

God, what a nerdy thing to say! How gross can you get? Just because there was a wet slick between my legs didn’t mean a thumbnail of a frustrated blonde was doing anything for him.

“Maybe.”

He sounded disconcerted. I was too urgent. It was too quick. We hadn’t got round to discussing the weather yet.

I undid a couple more buttons, slid a hand inside my bra, felt how soft and sumptuous I was.

“God. I miss you so much, Stephen.”

That was wrong too. I was being too urgent. A dislocated voice on a chat line. It sounded false.

He unzipped his flies. He didn’t want to. Not yet. WE usually talked for at least half an hour. He was only freeing his cock from his briefs because I’d slipped a nipple out of a cup and was kneading voluptuous spasms out of my engorged nub.

“I miss you too, Farrah.” His cock was stiff. Fuck, it was beautiful. Big and thick and tall and twitching— I could see it twitching even on my tiny screen— and throbbing with need of me. “I miss you so much.”

He sounded like he was speaking lines from a soap opera.

“I love you, Stephen.”

It was true. There wasn’t a syllable that didn’t say everything that was in my heart, except no words could match this helpless longing pulsing between my legs.

I thrust my hand inside my panties. I was wet. My bush prickled moisture. My slippery, succulent need appalled me. I moaned:

“Oh fuck. I love you so much.”

“M-mmm. Me too, babe.”

He could make ‘babe’ stand for queen of the world. He showed me his dick.

It stood so tall and rock-hard that even with his broad fist pumping up and down it seemed more packed vein and throbbing gristle than any one woman could take.

“... Yes... yes... oh God, Stephen... yes... ye-eeeeeees...” 

I dragged my panties off. I spread my legs as wide apart as they’d go. It was too soon. It was all happening too quick. I parted my pussy lips so he could see the frantic cream I was churning in my gash, the hot juice prickling my bush. I wanted him to see how wet I was.

He groaned:

“... Oh God, Farrah... oh...”

I slipped a finger inside me. Another. And another. Knuckle deep, searching for him in the hot swamp surging inside me.

“... Yes... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

His screen was swinging around wildly. His face appeared again. His eyes were wild.

My back arched. Juice trickled down my bottom.

“... Oh God... I’m cumming...”

I didn’t know why I had to tell him. He could see. Surely he could see the spasm taking hold, taking me over the brink, driving me out of my mind.

I jammed the phone phone between my legs. The smooth screen slithered in pulsing juice.

“... Oh... oh-hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh...!”

God knows what Stephen was looking at on his screen a thousand miles away. Slithering darkness? Streaky blackness? A sticky blur of desire? I heard him groan:

“... Oh shit... I’m cumming...”

I needed to see. I felt frantic. I needed to see Stephen cum for me.

My screen was all smudged and blurry.

I grabbed some tissues and cleaned my juices away. I was aching with love from head to toe.

“... Yes... yes... oh God... yes... ye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees...”

A lasso of hot spunk coiling towards a lurching screen. It was all I had of him. White spatters blurring a hotel room a thousand miles away.

Some more tissues. I cleaned between my legs.

When I picked my phone up again Stephen’s phone was filming a stretch of hotel ceiling. He’d put it down down on his bed while he cleaned himself up.

I pulled the duvet over me and snuggled down.

The warm pulse between my legs slowly quietened down. I felt good, nice and relaxed at long last. I said:

“This is killing me, Stephen.”

“... Yeah, well... I know... only another two years, Farrah...”

“I don't know if I can take another two years.”

I wanted to tell him I was afraid I might be enjoying it like this more than when we actually made love when he came home.

He kissed me through his screen:

“Of course you can. How’s Mister Ainsley doing?”

He wanted to change the subject. He wanted to get back on safe territory.

“Oh. He’s fine,” I said. “Mister Ainsley’s sweet. He fired that guy who was hassling me.”

“Good. I'm glad about that.”

“Oh!... and... we’ve got a new neighbor!”

“Oh. Really. You met them yet?”

“Not ‘them’. ‘Her’."

“I see. You met her yet?”

“Not met. Only seen. She only just moved in today. Man...” I wasn’t quite sure why I was saying this. “... Our new neighbor’s hot!”

Dark-eyed. Petite. A cascade of tangled black hair. A butt to die for. I wasn't sure why I’d even brought the subject up. I hadn’t even spoken to the woman.

“A woman, you say?”

“Yeah. And what a woman! Petite. Dusky. A Mediterranean sex bomb. I’m going to have to keep an eye on my husband every second he's home.”

Stephen laughed.

“Maybe I'll have to keep my eye on you!”

“Ey?”

“Sounds like you've got the hots for her yourself.”

We both laughed. I’m one hundred percent straight. At least, I’m pretty sure I am. I get on well with other women, but my sexual interest is wholly and exclusively in men. One man in particular. One man, and one man only. The hunky dude I was looking at on my phone.

“No. No,” I laughed. “She just made me curious, that’s all. She’s bought that big house. What is it, six bedrooms? All for herself? I couldn’t see a guy with her, a husband or anything. Or even a boyfriend taking the day off to help her move in.”
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FARRAH

I woke up feeling horny and disturbed. Phone sex with Stephen was okay. It was even satisfying, but later on it left me feeling slightly guilty. I reached orgasm easily enough, but afterwards the loneliness and emptiness set in even worse, unable to nestle into his body and fall asleep beside him, and now he was going to be away for a further week!

It was nearly nine! I started work at nine.

I rang the office and told Mister Ainsley I wasn’t coming in.

I didn’t give any reason, but Mister Ainsley didn’t reprimand me. He was a kind and courteous boss. He was even a bit concerned about me.  In fact, he said he was glad I was taking some time off, he didn’t like to see me looking so strung out.
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