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Anita was tapping her foot when her husband finally joined her at the baggage carousel. He looked like he'd been sweating; odd, considering how cold the flight had been.  

She loved Ted, of course – he was the love of her life, and she trusted him completely. But she couldn't help but sometimes get a little frustrated by the way he seemed to constantly get sucked into stranger's lives.  

Still, it was hard to get upset at her husband for being 'too charming'. What next, she was going to have issue with the fact that he was too handsome or good in bed?  

Anita couldn't help but smile at the thought, and Ted smiled back at her. "What?"  

"Where were you?" she asked, though she knew he would have a good excuse. He always did.  

"You're not going to believe it," he replied, and she couldn't help but agree. "So as we're getting off the plane, that young woman sitting next to us – you remember the one?"  

Anita did. She had looked like she was no older than nineteen, with short dark hair and several piercings. Anita didn't keep up with the fashion of teenagers – their daughter was about to turn thirteen, so she knew she'd have to before long, but for now she was blissfully unaware of all clothing trends.  

What she did know was that a short skirt and a crop top wasn't what Anita considered to be standard flying gear. The teen had been a little loud for Anita's tastes, but Ted had been his usual, charming self, and had chatted away happily as soon as they sat down, while Anita buried herself in a book.  

"The one whose belt buckle got stuck?"  

"Oh, was that what you thought was happening?” Ted laughed, and Anita blushed slightly. At one point, her husband's hand had been in the young woman's lap, beneath the tiny blanket that the flight attendants had handed out.  

If her belt buckle hadn't been stuck, why had she been so agitated? Her face had been red as her top and she'd been huffing and panting.  

"No, I was just showing her how it worked," Ted explained. "Then she helped me with mine."  

Anita privately thought that her husband must have done a particularly terrible job of explaining quite a simple concept – it had taken the young woman almost half the flight to get the hang of Ted's belt buckle, her hand moving rapidly underneath the blanket each time Anita looked up from her book.  

"Her name was Jodie, and it turns out that she and I have a lot in common. After the flight, we went to the bathroom together, and we just kept chatting..."  

"In the bathroom?"  

"Yeah," Ted said, a sheepish look on his face. "She's going to my alma mater, and wanted to pick my brain about it."  

"In the *bathroom*?" Anita repeated, and Ted nodded.  

"We both needed to go, and I didn't want to break off the conversation. I'll probably never see her again, and I didn't want to be rude.”  

“So you took her to the men's bathroom."  

Ted looked scandalized. "Of course not! She's a young lady, I wouldn't expect her to do something so inappropriate. Imagine if someone had seen her?"  

Anita felt slightly embarrassed. Of course Ted couldn't take a strange women into the men's bathroom. Being a typical man, he’d thought only about the scandal, not even factoring in how unsafe it could be.  

"No, *I* went with *her* to the ladies bathroom."  

"Oh, Ted..." Anita sighed. Her husband was so smart, but sometimes he could be so naïve.  

"I forgot that women's bathrooms don't have urinals..."  

Anita let that one go without comment.  

"...so we went into the stall together."  

"You went into a bathroom stall,” Anita said, one eyebrow arched. “With a young woman you’d never met before.”  

Ted nodded, as though he didn't see what was wrong.  

"Why didn't you just go into a stall of your own?”  

"You know how busy airport bathrooms get," Ted explained. "I didn't want to make someone else wait just so we could finish our conversation."  

*Of course you didn't,* Anita thought to herself. Her husband was so generous.  

"Besides, I just needed to pee. So I pulled down my pants..."  

"In front of a stranger?"  

"Not a stranger," Ted objected. "Jodie. We'd been talking for hours at this point."  

Anita sighed. Generous, charming, and made friends too quickly. How could she complain?  

"I don't really know how to tell you this part, but...well, I was erect."  

"What??"  

"My penis," Ted explained, as though his wife hadn't understood the term. "It was hard."  

"Why was your penis hard while you were in a bathroom stall with a strange young woman?"  

Ted shot Anita a look, and she corrected herself.  

"...with *Jodie*.”  

"That's what I was wondering, too!" Ted said. "Especially since I'd just cum on the plane."  

*Come OFF the plane,* Anita mentally corrected. Ted often got his words tangled up when he was telling her a story.  

"I figured it was just because of the difference in air pressure. You know, blood flow."  

Anita nodded. That made sense.  

"So obviously I couldn't pee, and Jodie offered to help me out."  

"Help you out...how?"  

"Well, you know. Stop me from being hard." Ted didn’t even seem to notice his wife’s suspicion – a clear sign that he had nothing to hide. Anita trusted him. She just needed to hear exactly what happened.  

She didn't love the idea of her husband having his erection out in front of a woman just six years older than his daughter, but at least they'd recognized that, and agreed to do the right thing and work together to stop his erection.  

"How?" she asked. Turning a man *off* wasn't exactly something she'd ever had to accomplish. "Going to the bathroom in front of you or something?"  

Ted shot her a disgusted look. "No. Why would something like that get me off?"  

*TURN you off*, Anita mentally corrected.  

"No, she just did...well, what you’d expect. With her mouth."  

"Teeth?" Anita asked. Her husband had a strong distaste for fetid or rotting teeth. She hadn't noticed Jodie's teeth on the plane, but if they were gross, that’d do it.  

"No. No teeth," her husband said with a wink, and Anita's eyebrows shot up. Well, yes, that would get rid of any man’s boner. She had no idea how she hadn't noticed the young women was completely toothless – or how Jodie had gotten to be that way – but she didn't want to pry.  

"That doesn't explain why you were so late," she said – she'd been waiting for the better part of an hour. Everyone else had picked up their luggage and left long ago.  

"Well, after she helped me, I thought it was only fair to return the favor."  

Anita opened her mouth – she was about to ask why a teenage girl needed help peeing from a man in his late forties...but then she remembered the teeth. She presumably had some kind of awful malady.  

It was strange; she'd looked so healthy.  

"So she sat down on the toilet and spread her legs, and I knelt in front of her..."  

"Stop!" Anita said, wrinkling her nose in disgust. "I don't need the details."  

"Of course," Ted nodded, pulling her in for a brief hug. "Sorry, love.”  

"Did it take a long time?"  

"No," Anita's husband replied, a note of pride in his voice. "It never does."  

"Never? Ted, how often do you help women out like this."  

"All the time," he answered, as though confused by the question. "Right before we left, I helped your sister..."  

Again, Anita waved her arms to silence her husband. Apparently there was some kind of urinary tract infection epidemic going around. Why her husband would be the one to help, she didn't know, but she absolutely didn’t need to hear any details about her sister’s junk.  

Or think about her husband being in contact with it.  

Not, of course, that he’d see it as anything but helping out family. She trusted him.  

"So then what took so long?"  

"Well," Ted sighed. "After that, she needed to help *me* again – I still hadn't peed, you see."  

Anita's eyes widened. Had her husband gotten...excited...from helping this poor ill woman pee? Was this a *Friends* ‘sharks’ situation?  

"So she stood up," he continued, "and moved me into position..."  

"Oh, thank goodness," Anita laughed. It was a ‘sharks’ situation…in that she’d completely misinterpreted what was happening. Jodie had helped him by *getting out of the way*, so he could use the toilet. And presumably the toilets in women’s restrooms were smaller, so he’d needed help with positioning. "I thought you meant that you – that you..."  

Anita shook her head. "I'll explain it to you later,” she chuckled.  

"It took a while," he admitted. "Because I'd gone twice already."  

Anita didn't understand why that would slow down a third urination...but she wasn't a man. She would have been quite annoyed if Ted had corrected her on a matter of her own body, so she paid him the respect that she expected in reverse.  

"Quite a while. But eventually, I finished, she finished" – she must have needed to pee again, since Ted had taken so long – "and I came straight here."  

Yup. Exactly as she'd expected – her husband's explanation made total sense. Not if it had happened to her, or anyone else she knew...but for Ted, the chatty, charming, generous, unexpectedly-medically-proficient man that she'd married...just another standard day.  

She'd never met anyone quite like her husband, and she knew she never would.   

“So did you talk to her about everything you wanted to?”  

“No,” Ted said, shaking his head regretfully. “We kept getting distracted. We were so loud – when we finally got out, there were a bunch of women looking at us jealously.”  

“Must’ve been a hell of a conversation.”  

“Uh huh,” Ted said, a wistful smile appearing on his face. “But don’t worry, I got her number. Anytime we’re in the same town, we’ll get together again.”  

“Sounds great, honey,” Anita said glancing at her watch. "Come on, we need to hurry if we're going to make our connecting flight."  

"Of course," he said, putting his arm around her. "I can't wait to get you alone tonight..."  

Anita smiled at her husband's attention, leaning her head against him. Even after almost two decades of marriage, they had the best sex life out of anyone she knew.   

They made their way to the gate for the next flight...but, as was always the case, Ted got pulled aside by airport security – a woman who looked like she was about Anita's age, but much taller.  

"Sorry," her husband mouthed, and as he walked with the security guard, she heard him offering to give her a thorough cavity search.  

Anita had deliberately booked their flights with a 4-hour layover. This kind of thing seemed to happen to her husband every time.  

*RECEIVE a cavity search,* she mentally corrected, sitting down on a bench to wait.
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