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I climb into bed and sighed as the cold sheets wrap around me. Then I felt it; Trevor wrapped his arm around me and squeezed my breast, his hard cock pressed against my ass.

"Remember what I said," I turn to face him.

"Not this again!" Trevor exclaims as he takes his arm off me.

"Yes, this again," I sigh and stare at the ceiling.

"I just want to have sex with my wife," Trevor exhales, visibly annoyed.

"And I want to enjoy having sex with my husband, not just being used as a cum dumpster!" I sit up and stare at him. "How hard is that to understand?"

"We've been over this," Trevor turns to face me. "How many times do I have to say I am trying?"

"Yes," I roll my eyes. "The time in the kitchen?"

Trevor turns away from me.

"Or how about the quickie in the bathroom at your corporate event?"

Both times, he had gotten what he wanted, and I didn't.

Trevor and I had been married for just over five years, and I didn't expect to hit the rock bottom of our sex life so soon.

Before Trevor, I had been a virgin, a thirty-year-old virgin. Sex was at the bottom of my list for so long, and I thought that after being married, I would be sated, but it was quite the opposite.

"You know what, never mind," Trevor reached for his light and turned it off. "No longer in the mood."

"Thought as much," I turned my light off and sunk into the sheets.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"It's hard for men to admit that they can't satisfy their wives," Matilda shrugged. "Ian avoids the conversation at all costs," she giggled. "It is funny, if I want silence all I have to do is bring it up and instant silence."

"I don't want that," I sighed. "I want to have an open discussion about it, but every time I bring it up it's like I stabbed him in the back with a dagger."

"Men's pride," Elisa sighed. "Derek is the same way, he says it's my fault, that I don't want to enjoy sex, that if I relaxed or didn't think about it so much then I would enjoy it."

"Yes, because thrusting their cocks in and out of us makes us orgasm right away!" Matilda laughed.

"It feels good, but it does absolutely nothing to get me off," I sighed.

"I bet he says it's because of his size, right?" Elisa asked.

"Straight to the size, don't pass go, don't collect $200 dollars, straight to it," I laughed. "I keep telling him his size has nothing to do with it, but he keeps bringing it up."

"That's why they have credit cards," Elisa smiled. "Anytime Derek brings up my spending or use of the credit cards I tell him it's payment for lack of multiple orgasms."

The three of us laughed. "I will settle for one at this point," I shrug.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Before I got married to Trevor, I didn't have a boyfriend. I went on a few dates, but my grades were more important to me. 

I had been called a tease, a prude, a lesbian, a filthy feminist, all the names men would call a woman that turned them down flat.

I had seen what sex did to my family, and I wasn't going to let it ruin me. My mom always said she had kids way too early. My father or sperm donor was nowhere to be seen; the moment my mom said she was pregnant; he was gone like the wind.

I wasn't even the oldest of my siblings. Mom said she fell for the wrong kind of men, but they weren't like the drug dealers or bad boys my older sister went with. 

Mom picked what society called blue-collar men, men who had jobs and worked with their hands. It was too bad that the moment they put a bun in the oven, they took off.

Only one stayed around, and that was my stepfather, Liam, the father of my two younger brothers. Liam worked at the bank, and it was because of him that I grew up to be the woman I am. He was always focused on whatever was in front of him, which included making my mom happy.

"You're home," I said as I entered the house.

"Yup," Trevor said.

"Great, we are back to the one-word answering phase," I responded sarcastically. "I haven't been in this phase since high school," I stared at Trevor as he made dinner.

It was his turn, and he always hated it. I worked late sometimes, and Trevor always got mad when I brought things home, so he decided to learn how to cook.

I always heard from his mom that being a career woman was terrible for a family. I wasn't going to be like my mom and wait for a man to take care of me. I had a great career, and I didn't want to let that go for anyone, including Trevor.
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