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Pain ran up my leg—the by-product of a careless step combined with the small blocks' chameleon-like abilities to hide seamlessly. I promised not to scream at my children today, but I just broke that promise. I also promised not to drink wine before noon, and I don't think I will make it either. Construction workers would have been applauded at my use of that many curse words in a sentence. The three demons I called children hid from sight as I searched for the culprit. I sighed and pushed my head against the wall because it was another long day. 

I turned to my husband, who was trying not to laugh unsuccessfully on the couch. I know he warned me, but I do not care. Help...do something. The smirk on his face was unbearable. Not to mention, he was wearing his Santa hat and Christmas pajamas. My idea was to spice up the day to break the monotony. Christmas Day in May, it will be fun. We can sing, laugh, and step on blocks. I thought it would be a good idea. TikTok can't be wrong, can it? 

One of the kids peaked around the corner and became the victim of my wrath. "Clean it up now," I barked, pointing at the small blocks. The two-year-old ran, the four-year-old laughed, and the six-year-old picked his nose as they all appeared around the corner. "Katie, pick it up now." The four-year-old pouted, walked over, picked up one Lego, and put it in the box. 

"Hey. Katie, DJ, and Jim. Pick up the blocks now," yelled my husband. The kids ran to the pile of Legos and started to put them away—each grabbing entire handfuls of blocks and moving at light speed. My anger went up another level. My husband snickered, looking at me. "You are the maddest reindeer ever," he said, pointing at me. "Santa would be disappointed. What do we call you now? Karen?" 

I didn't know whether to kill him, cry, or laugh. He was probably right. I was wearing a naughty red onesie with costume antlers reaching for the sky. Don't judge me. My kids don’t know it is naughty. They know it is red. I turned away from him, wondering just how silly I looked. Then a ball hit me in the side of the head. The four-year-old thought it was hilarious, so I chased him and stepped on a Lego they missed—another bolt of extreme pain. It was the same foot, so the previous step joined the first shooting pain. 

I promised myself I wouldn't cry today, or at least not by noon, and I wasn't going to make it. The TV sparked to life, and the song I heard more times than I can count came on. The three demons ran to the living room and jumped on the ground in front of the television. I also promised we would not watch this movie today, but at this point, fuck it. Put the damn movie on. I am going into my bedroom to sneak a glass of wine, cry a little, and eat some chocolate I have stashed for emergencies.

I smiled and started to walk out of the living room into our primary bedroom, but my husband stood with his arms out. He was greeting me and asking me to join him on the couch. I could use a snuggle right now, and he looked majestic on the sofa. My husband was one of the people who did not age. He rarely drank and ate healthily. I hated him for putting that kind of pressure on me most of the day. He doesn’t force me to do anything, but I don’t want to be the wife standing next to a grey fox, and people wonder why he picked me. I know it sounds stupid, but I have seen it in the eyes of many women already. They are sizing me up and wondering if they can take him from me. I lay inside Doug’s embrace. His arm settled on my tummy, and he kissed my neck. A rush of endorphins improved my mood, but I would need more before the movie was over, or I would be drunk by noon again. 

I woke up halfway through the movie during Doug Junior's musical performance. My husband was still soundly sleeping. I did what any wife would do. I elbowed him to wake him and pretended he woke me up. I am not going to be the only one awake. Now both of us could enjoy the DJ's performance. The song subsided, and now, both of us, wide awake, had to watch the movie we watched twelve thousand times. At least the pain in my foot was gone because the forming headache was enough to distract my mind.

Doug kissed the back of the neck, and it tickled. A sudden rush of excitement jolted me out of my funk. He kissed it again, and I giggled a little. Last night, I complained about the quarantining fifteen, and he just said it liked that my boobs got bigger. I cannot stand this man sometimes. Whenever I want to vent and ramble on, he tries to fix it or encourage me. I will need to have a girl's night out soon so we can wallow in self-pity for a bit because I feel like I live every day inside a YouTube motivational video. 

He whispered, "I love you," in my ear. He nibbled on my earlobe next. I snuggled in closer, and I felt IT press against my ass cheeks. I guess someone grew a sleep sausage. I moved my hips up and down to slide it in my ass cleavage. Damn, it was rock hard. Another kiss to my neck, and I giggled. Warmth rushed from my naughty bits. The grip tightened on my body, and a moan snuck out. I caught myself and bit my lower lip. He was being bad today. 

Do you know how we have those dreams of being violated by your husband? How you wish sometimes, he would throw you against the kitchen sink, rip your clothes off, as you scream no even though you want it. You want your husband to commit four or five felonies to satisfy your desires even though he doesn’t even speed. Yeah, that itch and urge was tingling. 

Exploratory fingers moved from my hips to a button for the back flap of the onesie. He unlatched the second one a second later and pulled the back flap down. A gust of cold air brushed over my ass. It threatens to put out the fire raging between my legs. A strong hand massaged my full cheek before it continued along the hip. Goosebumps covered my legs, and I began to get nervous. The three demons were oblivious to the exploration, but we couldn't run away and have sex. The kids would be at the door in a second, demanding our participation. 

"What the hell do you think you are doing?" I turned to look at him over my shoulder. Before I could give him the eyes of death, I was scolded by the four-year-old for talking. I turned back to the trio of satan spawn as my husband continued his naughty actions. I didn’t permit him to do this, and he continued anyway. Is it wrong that I loved it? Sorry, Not sorry. 

"Is mommy talking too much?" he asked the children. They all chimed in that I was talking too much. The kids agreed with him, and I fired back. In the middle of the incoherent tirade, a hand silenced me. My husband just covered my mouth with his hand, and I tried to figure out how to kill him. The kids scolded me and then returned to the movie while encouraging my husband to keep his hand over my mouth. He tugged me close and whispered in my ear, "Santa said you had been a bad little reindeer. You promised that today would be different. You seem tense. I think you need to release some tension, and Santa sent me to do it," he said. The hard cock smacked against my bare ass cheek. 

Did he? Did he smack my cheek with his magic stick? I tried to speak, but it only came out muffled. He didn't dare do it on the couch. I am a fan of public sex, and every time I tried to get him to do it on the beach, park, or even in the car, he chickened out. My couch cookie woke up from a three-week slumber and wondered if she was called to action. My husband called me No Nookie Nancy three days ago, but after working, dealing with the kids, and general stress, I wasn't in the mood at night during our regular sex o'clock. 

I felt my hip pulled back with force. I thought about fighting him to see how committed he was, but I didn't want the kids to decide it was wrestling time and ruin the mood. The hand dove farther inside the onesie to my Christmas fun zone. He unwrapped my video game and pressed my lady button. I gasped into the hand that was still firmly over my mouth. The sudden rush of pleasure pushed the lingering anger to the side. The muffled noise made DJ look back. He looked at my leg and my face. Turn around, you little shit; mommy and daddy are having some fun right now, and I willed him to watch the movie. 
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