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Chapter
1

After the limousine backed into his driveway, Tim
stepped out into the crisp, nighttime air. The driver popped the
trunk and rolled down his window.

“I’ll get my
stuff,” Tim said to the driver as he pulled the small suitcase and
laptop bag out of the trunk. He returned to the driver and
said, “Here’s a little something for you. Thank you for
everything.”

“It was my pleasure,
sir,” the driver said dispassionately as he pocketed the
twenty-dollar bill Tim had just handed over.

After the limo
started to move away, Tim glanced at his watch. “She’s probably still
up,” he mumbled, feeling somewhat disappointed that he
wouldn’t be able to surprise his wife the way he had done on many
of the previous occasions when he had returned from a business
trip.

Then again, most of
his business trips were within driving distance. This time, she
knew more or less when he’d be back because
she had his flight itinerary.

He carried his stuff
up the front walkway and paused before opening the door. He
chuckled to himself: even though she probably knew he was coming,
he still wanted at least to try to surprise her. He closed his eyes
and remembered the one time he surprised her just as she was
getting out of the shower. Ahhhh, that was a good time, he thought. Too bad
that was fifteen years ago.

His hand found its
way into his jacket pocket to feel for the small gift he had picked
up for her. Maybe
this’ll help invigorate our marriage.

He opened the door, carried his luggage into the
foyer, and closed the door as quietly as he could.

Amanda called out
from upstairs, “Is that you honey?”

Dammit! That woman
has good ears, he
thought. “Yup!
I’m
home! And I knew I wouldn’t be able to
surprise you.”

“I’m just too good for
you,” she said, a teasing lilt in her voice. “How was
Tokyo?”

“Good!”

“Tell me about the
geisha houses you visited while you were there,” Amanda said, the
taunting lilt in her voice growing stronger.

Tim laughed as he
climbed the stairs. “Actually, I got you something
there…”

“What?” Amanda’s tone of voice betrayed her surprise at his
unexpected response.

He laughed loudly, putting on the air of a mad
scientist.

The two of them said
nothing more until he reached the bedroom. As he strode confidently
into the room, Amanda sat up, trying to assess by his demeanor and
gait the type of gift he had gotten for her. When she
didn’t see him holding anything, she smiled and said,
“Whatcha
got for me?”

He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the
small box. When he held it out to her, she grabbed the box from his
hands and opened it.

“Hmmmm. This is
really … pretty,” she said as she examined the small pendant on the
necklace. Although the pendant was attractive, she also
couldn’t quite tell what it was about the gold-colored diamond
that made it so attractive.

“Would you like to
try it on?” he asked.

“Sure. Could you put
it on me?” She bowed her head forward as she lifted her hair off of
her shoulders.

Removing the necklace from its box by its chain, he
sat down on the side of the bed next to her. The necklace fell down
over her breasts as he clasped the two ends of the chain around her
neck. He closed his eyes and remembered the words of the man who
sold him the necklace. He found himself wondering how long it would
take before the magic would begin.

“There. What do you
think?”

She
didn’t respond. For that matter, she was now completely
motionless; her hands still held her hair above her
neck.

“Amanda?” he had expected her
to freeze up, but it still felt somewhat strange that she had
become so unresponsive, so quickly. He waved his hand in front of
her face and she didn’t react.

“So now all
I’ve got to do is please you I’ll be able to talk
you into anything, huh?”

She said nothing.

“So I guess I need to
do this on my own, huh?”
He clumsily took off her night shirt
and was relieved to find that her arms moved enough that her body
wasn’t excessively rigid despite her immobility.

Taking off her panties was slightly more difficult
because of the way she was sitting, but he still had no real
problems with it.

He climbed into bed next to her and began sucking on
her nipples.

He sighed as he thought how the only real difference
between her unresponsiveness now, and her usual unresponsiveness,
was that her usual attitude was accompanied by her trying to push
him off of her. He took her hands and brought them down by her
sides before he gently pushed on her shoulders, so that she was now
lying back in bed.
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