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    This book and it's cover are 100% the work of a real live human. No robots were involved in the making of this story. In an era where people are feeling more isolated than ever, I believe it's important for art to foster connections. I know this is just a silly (albiet sexy) story and not the Great American Novel, but I hope that as you read it, you'll know that somewhere out there a real live person was thinking of you. Wondering what turns you on, what might make you laugh, and hoping you'll enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed making it. Thanks for reading my book; wherever you are, know that this human appreciates you.
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The white fabric of the cotton dress was snagged and bunched up around Amy’s arms, leaving her impressive cleavage on display just a moment longer as she tried to dress herself. Chris admired the view and thought to himself that it wasn’t often he got a chance to see his wife in her nice “going out” lingerie; they’d gone out less and less since they’d been married, and even on the occasions when they did managed to get out of the house she hardly wore it. Or if she did, he never got to see it.

The dress pulled free and her skin disappeared beneath the falling wave of fabric. He bid a silent farewell to her near nude body, thinking that would probably be all he was going to see of it tonight. He had tried to convince her that they should just stay in and fuck, or at least fuck before they went out, but she had swatted him away and complained about how he never took her out on any “real” dates.

So Chris stood there and watched his beautiful wife dress with his hard on straining against his jeans. He was bitter; after just a few years of marriage his wife seemed to have lost all of the wildness that he had fallen in love with. She had been fun; easy going, quick to laugh, quick to fuck, and up for anything. Their college days had been filled with wild parties, crazy dares, drinking, and fucking in improbable places. He’d be surprised if there was a single classroom in the entire school that they hadn’t fooled around in.

Now though, Amy was dull and Chris often found himself wondering what had happed to the woman he loved, and lately, if their marriage had been a mistake. He tried to fight back the anger that rose in him as he watched his wife finish primping. She looked gorgeous; she had been a knockout in college and hadn’t aged much in the few years since she’d graduated. They had married almost immediately after school, and Chris had been glad she hadn’t let herself go after the wedding. But that hardly mattered now, the only times he actually got to see her naked these days was when she dressed or showered and he just happened to be around. 
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