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Chapter One


Marital Problems? Infidelity? Desperate for the Affection of a Loving Wife?

The Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage

Don’t wait a moment longer.

Call now for details on our unique program: 777-333-2251

The damn subway had broken down for the third time that month. He’d cool his heels again on the station platform. 

With nothing to do while he waited for the train, Trevor Sands swiped a news rag from the rack of grimy papers and thumbed through the ads, looking for god knows what. Never hurts to keep your eyes peeled for a good deal, although these classifieds were probably months old and long out of date. His eyes moved swiftly through a collection of want ads, real estate gimmicks and automobile ads, until his eyes happened to land on a small item listed in ‘Novelties’, in the lower left hand corner – the kind that makes you do a double take – Did I really see that? Being so far down the list, it was a wonder any one would have found it.

He chuckled to himself as he read the odd come-on, at the same time casting furtive glances at the small number of people around him wondering if they could see what drew his avid, almost anxious attention.

Suddenly he heard the grinding on the tracks, and his concentration was deflected to the approaching train. A collective sigh swept through the waiting passengers; the train was thirty minutes overdue. Trevor was about to toss the newspaper in the trash and be on his way. But he impulsively changed his mind and ripped the strange ad about sexless marriages from the paper and stuffed it in his pocket as he boarded the railcar. 

***

Tony Joyce overheard two men at the Corner Bar talking about their wives, then started listening in real close. Something about the conversation was giving him a hard-on. He did a lot of listening on the sly, barely tuning into conversations until something jarred him enough to warrant his complete attention. The two next to him had his interest now.

“I swear, that’s what the man said,” the grey-haired man spoke in a loud whisper. “They got this program for cheating and frigid wives. He said it worked like a charm.”

“As if you could get Jenny into that,” his friend laughed.

“Hell, Jenny would be sending me, if she could. She’s been trying to reform me for years,” the man smirked. “Besides, she’s a hellcat in bed. But you? I mean, the way Grace turns you down. She’s just the kind of woman they say they can cure.”

His friend shook his head. 

“I mean really, Sam, call Barrett. He’ll tell you all about it.”

“Barrett’s got bucks. Bucks I don’t have. Something like this gotta cost a bundle.”

“C’mon, take their number, will you,” the grey-haired fellow urged, “the Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage, that’s what they say. Here. Write this down.” He shoved a cocktail napkin in front of Sam and fished a pen from his pocket, writing down the number. Give them a call.” Like Sam would even dare. 

But Tony Joyce? – who’d overheard the entire exchange and committed the phone number to memory as soon as he heard it – he had a knack for that. Here was a man who had no fear of taking chances on oddball schemes; he’d been doing it for years. Why, he wouldn’t have the biggest car dealership in the county if it weren’t for taking chances. And bucks, oh, he had plenty of bucks if this Ultimate Solution could bring the sexy Roxanna back to his marriage bed. Why not? Certainly was worth the phone call.

***

Jeff Dawkins peeled himself out of his chair, rubbing his eyes. Long day in front of the computer. But damn it had been a good day. Ten transactions that put another $50,000 in his bank account. Couldn’t do much better than that for one day. He had reason to celebrate…but then, as usual, he was home alone. No one to celebrate with. 

Padding to the kitchen, he grabbed a beer from the fridge and moved out to the patio, swiping the mail as he went. He needed a little fresh air. He was a tall, lean, good-looking man of thirty-five. Tousled hair, square cut jaw, sporting a day’s growth of beard. Inherently sexy, and dangerously unfulfilled. 

There wasn’t much to do between now and when Janet got home at ten, IF she got home that early – maybe find a ballgame on TV. Oh, but that was last night’s agenda. He flipped through the mail finding nothing of interest, then fixed himself a frozen Enchilada Dinner in the microwave and wandered back to his office, eating and surfing the Internet. Within a minute flat, he found himself in the middle of one of those porn pop-up loops. Damn! Just when he thought he’d have to reboot, he clicked off the last of the open browser screens. All of them suddenly disappeared, except one small one at the bottom of the screen. 

Is your wife frigid, unresponsive, inhibited?

Do you have to beg for her attention?

Are you ready to try something daring?

Are you ready for a wife who responds to your every need and whim?

The Ultimate Solution for the Sexless Marriage

Full reprogramming service to suit your specific needs.

Call now: 777-333-2251

He read the advertisement twice, shaking his head in disbelief. Then he absently put his TV dinner on the desk and further inspected the page to see if there was any other information. No web address, no hyperlink. Something feral grabbed him in the gut, or maybe it was lower? Yes, it was definitely in his lower regions where he was feeling the pressure. His cock was getting hard, a moment later, still staring at the computer screen, he pulled his erection from his jeans and began jacking off…

Janet was a good wife in so many ways, but a little reprogramming and she’d be perfect. He imagined her coming home at six not ten or after, with a warm, welcoming smile on her lips, doing a little strip tease at his office door. She’d loosen her brunette hair, which had been neatly fixed in a bun all day, and let it cascade down to her shoulders. Then piece by piece, her stuffy executive clothes would drop away until she was standing before him in a lacy black bra and a tiny thong. He closed his eyes and imagined her slowly moving toward the desk and dropping to her knees before him, her mouth covering his erection. As she began to suck him off in his fantasy world, Jeff shot his load into a handkerchief that he swiped from the desktop.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” he leaned back in his chair and let his open-mouthed exclamation rise into the empty air.

If she only knew.

When he came back to the present, Jeff was staring at the computer screen and the weird advertisement. If it were only possible to reprogram his wife, just a little…


Chapter Two 

Two months later…in a Texas airport

Janet Dawkins finished her business in San Antonio and hopped a quick flight to Houston, arriving at the busy terminal at three in the afternoon. Jostled through the throng of arriving passengers, the pretty brunette in the smart navy business suit headed toward the concourse with her high heels clicking authoritatively on the tile floor. With any luck, she could catch a taxi and be in her hotel room by four, enough time to relax before her business dinner with Jerry Painter at six thirty. 

She stopped for a moment to consider her plan, glanced at the airport sign overhead and started off. But before she’d gone a step, two uniformed men approached her, moving so quickly into her personal space that she backed off, alarmed by their abrupt and menacing presence. 

“Janet Dawkins?”

“Yes, I’m Janet Dawkins.”

“If you’ll come with us, ma’am.”

“What? Go with you where?” She stared at them dumbfounded. She wasn’t a small woman at five-feet seven in her stocking feet, but these men were like behemoths and seemed to grow in size as they made their shocking demand. The larger of the two, a white man with a pasty face, seemed to be in charge. The other, a handsome black man with defined features and shiny dark skin, grabbed her upper arm. Despite being flustered, she wasn’t about to submit to them. She tried to shake him off. “Get your hands off me!” 

Filled with plenty of bravado and official swagger, the larger man rattled off a bunch of gibberish that Janet did not understand. Before he even finished, the black man had wrestled both hands behind her back, snapping handcuffs on her wrists.

She jerked from the shock, only too aware of those who stopped to watch the fracas. “You can’t do this! I demand to know what this is about!” She struggled uselessly to wrench from the large man’s grasp, only to be hauled back between the pair and forcefully escorted through the concourse and down to the baggage claim in the lower level. Along the way, dozens of travelers stopped to watch the amazing sight of the pretty brunette jerking and fighting against the powerful strength of her determined escorts. 

A hard kick landed against the big man’s shin, her stiletto heel jamming into his flesh. 

He came back angrily, “You made a mistake there, lady,” and he dragged Janet Dawkins into an empty room in the baggage area, and shoved the frantic woman to her knees. The black man popped a ballgag into her mouth and locked its leather straps behind her neck, while the surly brute loomed above her with a small leather slapper in his fist. The odd items seemed to have materialized by magic. Janet stared up, her eyes wide and frightened, tears of panic running down her cheeks leaving a trail of smeared mascara as they went. It finally dawned on her that she was in real trouble – and she still had no idea why.

“These are yer rules, Miz Dawkins,” the white man spoke in a Southern drawl. “We ain’t gonna hurt you, les you don’t behave. You don’t, well… ” he leveled her with an ominous stare, “I’ll upend that pretty ass and give you a licking you’ll never forget. Right on your bare behind. You got that clear?”

Janet nodded. 

“You got two choices, Miz Dawkins, you either come along with us all meek and mild, like a good girl and I’ll remove the gag, or you fight me, even the least little bit once we’re outside this door, and I’ll drag you back in here and give you that thrashing I promised. Next time you gonna walk outta this room with the gag in your mouth. Everyone will see it plain as day. That clear?”

Janet nodded again. 

The man nodded to his partner, who loosened the gag strap and released the thick rubber ball from her mouth. 

“Please, sir,” she immediately blurted out. “I haven’t done anything. There’s no reason for you to take me!”

“Hush!” the big man raised the slapper as if to strike and Janet turned her face away cringing. 

“You want that thrashing now?”

“No, no, no!”

“Then don’t say another fucking word…not another fucking word. You hear?” 

His snarling face brought more tears to Janet’s eyes. She straightened up and nodded.

“Now, we gonna leave here real nice, you’re gonna be Mz. Cooperation. Ain’t that so?”

Once again she nodded and the black man pulled her to her feet. 

Just as they had started out, the trio of Janet and the two uniformed men marched back into the airport’s general baggage claim, parting a sea of curious people they passed until they moved out through the double doors onto the street to an unmarked van. 

Like something straight out of a TV cop show – or a bad dream – the rough manhandling didn’t stop until the bewildered executive had been pushed into the back of the vehicle. The inside of the van was empty but for two bench seats on either side, and a few odd items scattered on the floor. The black man climbed in after Janet and shoved her onto one of the seats, then attached her wrist cuffs to a bolt behind her back. After being belted at the waist with a hefty four inch canvas belt, a pair of hefty manacles were locked around her ankles and a thick chain fixed between the two. 

“Smile real pretty,” the black man suddenly aimed a camera at her face and began snapping pictures like a regular photo shoot, going for every angle he could manage in the small confines of the limited space. 

The bewildered woman looked back in dazed wonder.

As a result of the scuffle in the airport her suit coat had been torn open and the top two buttons on her blouse were ripped apart so that her ‘D’ sized chest, encased in a pretty white lace brassiere, was open for view. Janet looked down at her torso to see her chest luridly thrust forward. Due to the way she’d been fixed to the metal seat and the side wall of the van, there was no way that she could hide herself from the busy cameraman and his camera.

She didn’t speak, though she could barely contain the cry of protest on her lips. 

When the black man squatted down, he very gently opened her knees with his hand.

She shivered and began to cry again.

“Now, you be a good girl and let me take a few more pictures,” he said kindly. 

Janet knew exactly what he had in mind and her belly instantly seized up in anguish. Her straight skirt had risen high enough on her legs to show the top of her stockings, the satin garters, even the bottom of the sexy garter belt.

Damn! she thought silently. Why today! Today, of all days, had she worn a garter belt and stockings, not her usual pantyhose? There was a simple explanation for her risqué choice of clothes. Some clients needed a little softening up. Nothing lurid, nothing disloyal to Jeff, just a little ‘accidental exhibition’, the flirtatious teasing of a sensuous female to keep them right where she needed them. This was a private weapon sometimes demanded by her job when things got viscous during testy business deals. In the last ten years, she’d been successfully using her sexual prowess in this way, which only compounded feelings of triumph and command when she scored big in a man’s world.

But her suggestive attire only added to her humiliation now. Even worse, as she occasionally did when she wanted to feel her feminine power to the utmost, she’d daringly tucked her panties in her purse before she went out, intending to put them on only after her meeting. Today, she’d neglected to put them back on once the meeting was over, again no big deal; she’d done it before with no adverse consequences. Except that she was now bound in a panel van, with a digital camera trained on her crotch.

‘Now, you be a good girl and let me take a few more pictures.’ The man’s words played like a haunting refrain. 

Janet sensed dire consequences if she snapped shut her wide open knees, as they naturally threatened to do. By force of will and another wave of humiliation sending her into a fit of tears, she managed to live through the next few minutes as the black man aimed his camera at her open crotch and zoomed in with a dozen pussy shots. The shaved lips of her labia were undoubtedly glistening with sexual juices – she could even smell the scent of her own pheromones rising up from between her legs. The awful truth was, she could feel an animal throbbing in her belly, a burning sensation in her lower body that had a distinctly sexual quality, all this as loathsome as it was undeniable. How could this be happening!

It was during this last sleazy scene with the black man in the intimidating uniform that Janet realized that this was no ordinary arrest. It wasn’t an arrest at all. Inspecting the uniform more closely, she knew these men weren’t the police or federal marshals or any sort of official law enforcement personnel. But exactly who they were wasn’t clear. All the more reason to panic, all the more reason to feel her gut wrench and her entire body seize up. 

Good god, this can’t be happening! she silently cried. Remembering the big man’s threat to thrash her ass…not another fucking word, he’d said…she didn’t dare speak. She almost wished she still were gagged. Her weary mind was pestered with questions that begged to be asked.

 The black man finally backed off, put the camera into a canvas bag and banged on the panel between the back of the van and driver’s seat. Sitting on the bench seat opposite Janet, he casually leaned back and closed his eyes as the van pulled away from the curb and picked up velocity as it entered the stream of traffic speeding away from the airport. 

In Tennessee…

Roxanna Joyce filed through her massive closet for something to wear, then suddenly smiled big as she pulled a tight-fitting teal green dress from the rack. One of her favorites. 

Thirty minutes later, the saucy green-eyed redhead was heading out the door on her way to Mario’s, her favorite bar, wearing her favorite dress. Her heavy mascara and shadow made her eyes stand out from her round sweet face, which was sexily framed by a wild mop of red curls. She’d painted her thick lips a dark rosy shade of pink and heavily glossed them to perfect the image of sensuous sexuality she exhibited so well. A little ‘out there’ perhaps for a married woman, but she was damned if she’d stay home alone every night, while her husband was working at the dealership, or trolling for chicks in bars on the ‘other’ side of town. 

They had an arrangement. She stayed out of his territory, he stayed out of hers – an anything goes kind of marriage, as long as neither one rubbed their infidelity in the other one’s face. Sure they’d had their moments, a pair as volatile as Roxanna and Tony, everyone expected as much. And they’d pretty much played by unspoken rules; nothing was written in stone, certainly not their flimsy marriage vows. 

Once Tony had slipped up and caught her in a clinch with a suave young hoodlum she picked up at Mario’s and brought home. They were in the foyer of their Southern Plantation style house, kissing like old lovers when a haggard looking Tony walked in the front door. Good god, it was only 9:00 in the evening, Tony was rarely home before eleven, and the boy would have been long gone by then. 

Her husband had glared at her and made a sign as if to say the ‘goddam boy better buzz off’. The kid didn’t need anymore incentive than that to skedaddle out the door with his painful hard-on shoved back inside his leather pants. 

Soon as the door closed, Roxanna sashayed away as if nothing at all was wrong with the scene. 

“What in the goddam hell is going on around here?” Tony blared.

Roxanna turned around, unfazed.

“Sorry, Tony, you got home too soon,” she’d said with honey dripping from every word. “He woulda been gone, darling.”

She was such a sweet-faced tramp, so pretty, so sexy. He would have fucked her on the spot but Tony was sweating like a hog, a fever maybe, and he just shook his head, waved her off and stumbled up to bed.

“You okay?” a slightly worried Roxanna called up the sweeping staircase.

“Think I’m sick, Roxy, otherwise I’d be screwing your ass right now, either that or giving you the licking of your life.”

That was the last she heard from him that night. If fact, there was nothing said the next day about the boy in the foyer. Tony went along like nothing was wrong, so why should Roxanna care about being faithful? If he’d said something, come on like a jealous husband, maybe things might have changed. Maybe. But she got the distinct impression that Tony wanted his freedom as much as she enjoyed hers. Why bother being the good wife?

Entering Mario’s that night, Roxanna sat at the bar and ordered her usual Margarita, sipping it slowly while seductively eyeing the clientele and squirming on the bar stool. She let her skirt slowly ride up her creamy thighs. She didn’t wear stockings. She didn’t wear panties. Although her feet were neatly tucked into a pair of strappy gold sandals with spike heels. 

“Well, honey, ain’t you a sight to behold?” the man’s drawl made her squirm a little against the leather barstool. Oh, and that deep voice, the macho bravado. How quickly her charms had worked that night. But was he worth looking at? she wondered before she saw his face.

She turned slightly as the man moved in on her right side, and stared up at a pair of clear blue soulful eyes under thick dark lashes. “Gabe Kostas, and you?” He raised his glass of Scotch and took a sip. 

“Roxanna,” her whole body tittered as she spoke. She was instantly mesmerized. His dark and swarthy good looks frightened her as much as they made her inner body turn excited somersaults. She really hadn’t planned on screwing anyone that night, but for this hunk, she’d make an exception. She certainly liked what she saw: his thick disheveled hair, the firm face, the muscled body, the exotic charm. She figured he must have been Greek, and she was a sucker for Greek men. Yes, she’d really have to change her plans. “So, what are you up for tonight, Mr. Gabe Kostas?” she asked, coyly twisting her straw in her drink.

He smiled back. “Well, that really depends,” he replied as he moved in beside her. The warmth from his body made hers come alive down below. 

They spent the next half hour sizing each other up with seductive small talk so pregnant with innuendo they both knew where the night would lead. When he finally leaned in and kissed her lips, it was a soft assumptive kiss that led to more. Although first, she broke away and smiled, her eyes capturing his, while her hand ran along his thigh toward his crotch. Her lips parted slightly and sought his for a long lingering kiss. It might have gone on for hours if Mr. Gabe Kostas hadn’t, suddenly, taken her hand and pulled her off the barstool, leading her toward the bar’s front door. Roxanna followed him close as they thread their way through the crowded bar, until she slowed him down with a gentle tug. 

“And just where are you taking me, Gabe Kostas?” she asked.

He turned back and moved in closer, putting an arm around her with his hand dropping to her thigh, then rising under her skirt and squeezing her naked ass cheek. The crowd around them barely noticed the intimate fondling, since scenes like this in Mario’s were just part of the ambience for a pick-up bar. 

“Hotel across the street,” he answered. “Isn’t that what you want?”

“But so fast?” She cocked her head looking childishly sweet.

He chuckled underneath his breath. “I think what you really mean is, am I going to fuck and run?”

“I didn’t say that.” She smiled demurely. “But what are your intentions, anyway?”

“Intentions?” he grinned slyly. “If you haven’t figured it out by now, then you’re not as smart as I thought. I was thinking we could take of the sex first, then talk later.”

Usually Roxanna was the more forward one in a seduction. But Gabe Kostas seemed to have everything under his control, including her. He had a way about him that made this sudden entanglement a little too scary to be comfortable, moving at the speed of light with a dexterity few men in Roxanna’s world exhibited. She could do vile things with this man and would have no means to stop herself, and that was frightening. But she certainly wasn’t putting on the brakes. Her body was raw with lust and her brain on the fritz, totally ignoring any signs of danger as he led her across the street to his hotel room. They kissed at the open doorway of his room, his hands roving her voluptuous breasts and squeezing her plump, round ass until she shrieked a little from the ferocity. He finally backed away, pushed her inside the room and closed the door, taking a good long look at her alluringly disheveled body. What he saw he must have liked because he practically threw her to the bed, then climbed on after her, settling in-between her legs as they opened to receive him. 

His body moved against her with his groin sinking into hers, the sudden pairing becoming combustible and savage. She was instantly frantic for him and unable to restrain her sexual impulses, her arms going around his torso, her lips locked in furious battle, her groin rising to meet his and praying she’d be filled with the cock she felt pulsing hotly against her pussy. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she knew this man was trouble. She felt her vulnerability keenly on that inner level – Gabe Kostas remained fully clothed, while she was nearly naked with her dress around her waist, her breasts exposed and any sense of control having completely unraveled. But there was no fixing things now. She’d been breaking her own rules right and left since she spotted Gabe Kostas in the bar, and there was no way to back off now. Fact was, she wanted him and she’d take the risk.

The fury of their coupling went on for several minutes, Roxanna becoming more heated the longer they kissed and groped. She desperately wanted to even the playing field: his clothes off and his cock inside her pussy, pounding her to a passionate climax. But for all the vigorous foreplay the man was slow to take the next step. Then, quite abruptly, he seemed to slow down, saying something really strange, “Too bad I can’t fuck the merchandise.” He went right back to kissing Roxanna’s sexy lips.

The warning bells went off, something told her to back off. But before she could act on her intuition, he made an unexpected move and flipped her over to her belly. His hands ran the length of her body in the strangest foreplay she’d ever experienced, though it did nothing to squelch her flaming desires. She let her mind drift again, losing herself in the pleasing sensations, but when she found her ankles being bound, and then her arms pulled back and her wrists securely fixed with rope, she finally came to enough from the erotic stupor to realize that something was dreadfully wrong. 

“What the hell are you doing?” she blurted out. Gabe Kostas moved away, leaving her in an excruciating hogtie with her bound wrists tied to her bound ankles. 

“What? You don’t like a little extreme foreplay?” he joked. 

No, she didn’t like it one bit. “What the goddam fuuuuuu…” she started to scream but she didn’t finish because the man had just shoved a large ‘O’ ring behind her teeth, effectively gagging any means of speech but unintelligible grunts and groans. The ring had rope tethers attached to each side that pulled back around her head where they were tied off.

Then Mr. Hot Stud was off the bed again, looking down at the sassy redhead’s flashing eyes. 

“Ooo, you are mad at me.” A twisted snicker of satisfaction tugged at one corner of his mouth. “I’ll bet you’d kick me in the balls if you could.” Her green eyes smoldered. “Some chicks get really hot when they’re mad. I bet you’re one that fucks like a rabbit when you’re pissed off.” He stared at her and shrugged. He was suddenly calm, cool and collected; any sign of sexual arousal had vanished. “Like I said, too bad I can’t fuck the merchandise. But I’m betting you’re worth the wait.”

Roxanna could barely believe what was happening – this certainly had nothing to do with sexual foreplay. The truth hit her like a ton of bricks, turning her hot body ice cold in seconds. Tears streamed from her heavily made-up eyes, saliva dripped from around the gag and down her chin, and her shoulders were beginning to ache from the strain on her muscles that the awful position produced. Seeing Gabe Kostas move around the room through the filter of her tear-filled eyes she worried if she’d survive this night alive. And nothing that he did in the next few minutes allayed her fears. 

From the closet, he pulled out a leather bag about eighteen inches by two feet, then withdrew a much smaller leather case, one he could hold in the palm of his hand. Roxanna’s eyes widened as she watched him withdraw a hypodermic needle from inside the small case and carefully filled it from a medicine bottle. He tapped the needle, making sure that there were no air bubbles in the syringe. Roxanna’s fear deepened with each ominous move, her heart rate increased, more tears streamed down her face. She squirmed, even though she knew that she was totally helpless to improve her situation. 

With the hypodermic ready, Gabe Kostas turned her way. By now, the teal dress was scrunched up, and he had only to pull the skirt back a little further to expose the creamy white of her plump ass cheek. He squeezed the flesh, enjoying the feel of her tight and youthful skin, and watched it redden when he let go. A second later he swabbed a spot with disinfectant cloth and he jabbed the needle into her flesh with Roxanna looking back in horror.

When he backed off, he spotted the woeful tears in Roxanna’s eyes. 

“Hey, don’t worry, you’ll be okay.” His smile seemed strangely fuzzy. “You’ll wake up in a few hours, everything will be just fine.”

Her heart had been pounding so rapidly that she thought she would explode, but then, almost like magic, everything in the near universe began to slow to a crawl. Her eyelids grew heavy. Her breathing calmed. She saw Gabe Kostas put the case away, then pull a gleaming knife from his leather bag. By then, she was too delirious to cringe in fear, but her mind recorded the fear nonetheless. He moved in close. “No one’s going to hurt you…I promise” she remembered him say as he began to cut away her favorite teal dress… 


In Connecticut…

Trevor and Heidi Sands lived in a pretty brick house on a narrow tree-lined street close to the university where Trevor taught 19th and 20th century English literature to graduate students. The semester was out for the summer and Trevor had taken a short sabbatical, going to New York City to teach summer classes at NYU as a visiting lecturer. It was a plum deal for him that looked good on his resume and gave him a little freedom from his wife during the week. She’d be staying at home the majority of the time. Although he planned to go home every weekend, he soon began looking for excuses to stay in the city. 

Heidi could have easily traveled to New York, but she too, enjoyed the respite from her marriage, although this was something she admitted to no one. There’d been a strain between them for some time. After three years of marriage, Heidi would have thought that her husband’s amorous intentions would have cooled in that time. But no. He was always trying to shove her into bed for sex. He wanted it daily, sometimes twice, and could get pretty mean when he didn’t get what he wanted. She’d learned to suffer through his regular nighttime routine, but she hated it in the morning, when he rolled over in bed with a hard-on and pulled her from a sound sleep. More recently, he’d been encouraging her to suck his cock or take it in the ass. She hated the thought of both with a passion that made her instantly recoil the minute he got that telling gleam in his brown eyes. Just to satisfy his curiosity, she’d tried both, and had not changed her mind about either of those disgusting sexual practices. She put him off as long as she could and only occasionally, but very reluctantly, relented. While she gave tacit consent, her body seized up cold as ice for the duration of the ordeal, until he finally finished and she could crawl away. Certainly, he could feel her growing disdain for his pushy ways, but he really didn’t seem to notice, or if he had noticed, he didn’t care. 

It wasn’t as if Heidi wasn’t sexual.

Physically she was a natural beauty. In fact, Heidi Sands could have been a sexy Playboy cover girl with her knockout figure, her long blonde hair and beautiful blue eyes. But she dressed modestly, in conservative clothes that showed very little of her natural assets. She rarely revealed any cleavage – which didn’t make Trevor happy at all. Propriety – and a heart-to-heart talk with her mother when she first showed signs that she inherited her mother’s generous endowment – had taught her to modestly contain what was so attractive to men. 

But in spite of her modest attire and her cool behavior toward her husband, behind closed doors and in the secret place of her own thoughts, Heidi lived in a highly erotic world of her own design. This very precious world in which she played was filled with raw and wicked fantasies that she deemed too evil to dare mention to her husband. Dreams of bondage, capture, rape, sexual slavery and punishment. Pretty intense stuff for a naïve young woman with very little sexual experience. But she’d been dreaming of these things since she was a teenager. In her private moments when Trevor was away from the house – she couldn’t dare get caught – she’d spanked herself after tightly binding her body with rope, finally getting so hot and so horny that with a little rubbing of her clitoris, she’d get off. She felt ashamed of her lewd behavior, but it did prove that she was not the uptight woman Trevor claimed she was. Of course, he’d never know that. Never. She saw no way for them to bridge the great sexual divide that turned their marriage into an unreasonable standoff. He’d called her frigid more than once and she wanted to prove to him wrong. But how? Her natural juices just never seemed to engage when he was cuddling up to her. When he was mad he got aggressive, but it was never in the ‘good’ way that the heroes in her fantasies used to turn the bratty Heidi into a good girl. If he’d only take her over his knee and spank her maybe everything would change, but she couldn’t bring herself to even suggest such an idea.  

