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Dedication

 


To my husband of over three decades.
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Meet the Middlethorpes

 


Mr. and Mrs. Middlethorpe are a typical
middle class family who live in a Midwestern state. They will
celebrate their thirtieth wedding anniversary later this year. Mrs.
Middlethorpe has been a stay-at-home mom for most of their married
life. Now that their three children are grown and moved away, she
remains at home.

Mrs. Middlethorpe spends her empty-nest days
tending her flower garden and reading romance novels and women’s
magazines. She subscribes to at least half-a-dozen magazines and
picks up an occasional one in the checkout line if a headline grabs
her attention. She particularly likes the self-help surveys popular
in that type of magazine.


 


 


 


 


The Agreement

 


One fine day, Mrs. Middlethorpe sat in her
garden gazebo, reading a magazine she purchased at the grocery
store. The cover teaser was an article by an unknown marriage
therapist whose specialty was long-term marriages on the verge of
breaking apart. The article included a self-administered
questionnaire to determine if your marriage was closer to the brink
than you knew.

Mrs. Middlethorpe procured a pencil and sat
in the warm sunshine of the early fall day and answered the
questions in as honest a fashion as she could. On completion, she
was dismayed to discover her marriage was indeed stuck in a rut,
and was most certainly doomed if she didn’t do something to get it
on firmer ground soon. The self-proclaimed relationship expert
offered several solutions to the problem. The one that resonated
most with Mrs. Middlethorpe was the revival of their sex life.

When she and her husband first met in
college, those many years ago, it was the inexplicable sexual
attraction that first brought them together. Electricity sizzled
through the air between them. When they first held hands, the
current was so strong it was a bit frightening to the two
virgins.

They lost their virginity to each other on
the eve of graduation, just two weeks before their winter wedding.
The whole thing was a bit awkward, if not a little embarrassing for
them both, but it was a beginning for their life together and an
end to the months of frustration and waiting.

The bride wore white, and the newlyweds
applied themselves diligently to the practice of sexual
intercourse. They were a bit cautious in the beginning, using only
the missionary position presented to them in those long ago sex
education classes in high school. Eventually, as their relationship
grew more secure, they tried some things they’d read about in Mr.
Middlethorpe’s collection of soft-porn magazines.

It was these publications that fueled his
dreams of married bliss and, ultimately, provided the needed
instruction to enhance an already robust sex life with his new
wife. Mrs. Middlethorpe was open-minded about most sexual
experiments.

Now, some thirty years later, Mrs.
Middlethorpe could see those early days of exploration had
deteriorated to rather mundane sexual escapades that occurred on an
irregular basis. When they could find a few minutes to themselves
in a dark bedroom, sex would be quick and thoughtless on his part.
Mr. Middlethorpe’s climax was a given, but hers was more often
faked, as she did not want to make him feel bad about her lack of
satisfaction. The fact it took her more than twenty minutes to
reach orgasm was not his fault. She was ashamed to bring the
subject up, as it was clear he was having a great time, and sex by
rote was enough for him. An occasional weekend out of town, leaving
the kids at the grandparents, was the bright star in a rather
lackluster sex life for the past twenty-five years.

This was no longer acceptable to Mrs.
Middlethorpe. Spurred on by the entitlement the article claimed was
hers, she devised a plan to revive their sex life before its
mundane nature drove their marriage to the brink.

Mr. Middlethorpe came home that evening to a
changed wife. She looked the same, wore the same serviceable
clothes and the same hairstyle she had for the last many years. The
table had been set for dinner for two, and a middle-class American
meal of pot roast waited in the oven. It wasn’t until dinner was
over and the table cleared that Mr. Middlethorpe was apprised of
the change in his wife, and his life.

Mrs. Middlethorpe requested he remain at the
table for dessert, which she served with coffee. After a few bites
of devil’s food cake, Mrs. Middlethorpe calmly asked her husband if
he still desired her. Mr. Middlethorpe choked on his coffee but
regained his composure. He paused to gather his wits then told her,
yes, he did desire her in a most ferocious way, every day of the
week. She was exceptionally glad to hear it, saying she
reciprocated the desire and they should do something about it more
often.

Mrs. Middlethorpe went on to tell him about
the article she had read and her conviction they needed to do
something to resurrect their once-lively sex life. Mr. Middlethorpe
concurred immediately, suggesting they retire to the bedroom to do
just that. She told him more was needed than just another status
quo night in bed. She wanted change, real change.

They called the plan Friday Night
Sex. Every Friday evening would now be their sex night. This
day would only change in the event of a major holiday, family
emergency, or the necessity of the planned escapade. These were the
guidelines they set forth:


	
The evening would begin as soon as he left
work and would end whenever they so desired.



	
Dinner would be ordered in, pre-prepared, or
they would go out, according to the theme of the evening.



	
They would not answer the phone or the
doorbell.



	
They would take turns providing the “theme”
of the evening. Fantasies were encouraged. The week between
sessions would be spent in contemplation and anticipation of what
was to come. Hints were encouraged, as they would build
anticipation, and were necessary if prior arrangements needed to be
made, such as meeting somewhere other than home.



	
Nothing except pain was excluded.



	
Money from the household entertainment
budget could be used to purchase any props or sexual devices
needed.



	
The last, and most titillating, guideline
was there would be no speaking between them on these occasions.
They thought this would require them to enhance their non-verbal
communication skills plus add a degree of intrigue to the whole
affair. It was agreed moans of satisfaction could be expressed. The
exceptions to this rule were ouch, no, and stop. It
was thought those words were too important not to be able to speak
aloud and would be heeded without question.





The following evening, they ordered several
items from an online adult store. The first Friday night would be
Mr. Middlethorpe’s to orchestrate, and so began a week of torturous
anticipation on both their parts.


 


 


 


 


Dessert

 


Mr. Middlethorpe spent the entire week
fantasizing about Friday night. On Monday, he was too aroused to
concentrate on business. He spent many hours in painful arousal,
his mind wandering from one fantasy to another. He allowed his mind
free rein for the first time in many years and was surprised at the
ferocity with which he wanted his wife. He was gratified to know
she was of a like mind after all these years. It only added to his
full heart and fuller groin. He spent more time seated behind his
desk than he ever had before, afraid to reveal his tented trousers
to his fellow workers.

As the week went on, Mr. Middlethorpe began
to form one particular fantasy into a plan to be carried out Friday
evening. As it took shape, he dropped hints to his wife over their
evening meals. Those cryptic bits served to stoke the fires of
desire between them to almost unbearable levels. Mr. Middlethorpe
had not felt this randy since the early days of his marriage.
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