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I awoke to the sound of a shower running and reached for my phone. It had just turned 7:30. I texted Doug to say I’d be late, then ordered coffee from room service and pulled on my trousers and shirt. I looked around the room and only saw Susan’s dress and shoes as they lay undisturbed on the carpet. We hadn’t made much of an impression on the floor. The bed, however, told a different tale. 

I sat on the side I had slept on and ran my hand over the retreating dampness. The stain was the shape of a slightly misshapen heart with Susan’s stain clearly embedded in it. I cleared my head when the knock came at the door and I quickly covered the evidence of our union before opening it for the coffee service. I placed the tray on the table in the room. Susan appeared, as if by magic, and brought a smile to my face.

“Coffee?” I asked.

“Oh, perfect, thank you. You’re a good man.”

She tied the belt on the hotel robe and sat on the bedside. I brought her a coffee and she took a deep draft. Her eyes closed as she savoured the brew, and I enjoyed watching her as I sipped mine. She was shining. Her eyes sparkled and her hair hung damply at her shoulders.

“This should make you really want me,” she said, laughing as she said it.

“It’s a vast improvement on me. I’ll jump in the shower really quickly if you don’t mind, Susan.”

When I came out I felt much brighter. She had dried her hair and was teasing it in the mirror as I walked past and sat on the bed beside her.

“Good morning,” she said. “I’m never awake until after my coffee.”

“Good morning to you. It took me a while to wake up, but I slept very well. Did you get some sleep?” I asked.

“Oh God, yes. I slept the sleep of the dead,” she said, as she came to me and hooked her arms around my head, “thanks to you, you wonderful sexy man.”

She kissed me and we sat together on the edge of the bed. She indicated my nakedness with her finger.

“Is this mandatory?” she asked.

“No, it’s pure laziness,” I laughed.

“Well I think we should be aligned,” she said, and she removed her robe.

I took her hand. “You know, Susan, you’re a very beautiful lady,” I said.

“Oh, thank you, Tony,” she said and touched her hand to my face. “You look troubled.”

I stroked her hand and she kissed me.

“What is it? Tell me,” she whispered, and kissed me again.

“I’m just a little homesick, that’s all. I’ll get over it.”

“How can I make it better?” she asked.

“Talk to me. Tell me your story,” I said.

“I don’t have a story, Tony, at least not one as interesting as yours.”  

“Everyone has a story, Susan,” I said, touching her face, “and every story is interesting in its own way.”

She laughed and pulled me into a hug on the bed. Then lay beside me with her arms around me and looked straight into my eyes.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“Do you want to see my ID?” I asked.

“No. I think most men would have asked for a blow job to make it better.” 

It was my turn to laugh.

“Well I wouldn’t say no, Susan, but I’m serious.”

“What do you want to know?” she asked.

“Anything that you’re comfortable sharing.”

Without breaking eye contact she spoke for an hour while I listened without comment. It sounded like she felt alone in her marriage and was concerned that it seemed to be petering out. The project on their property appeared to be a sticking plaster to help keep things together and she was unsure if it would work. Although she loved her husband, there was no intimacy, and their love life was faltering.

To her, it appeared to be slowly breaking down and there was a tinge of sadness in her eyes, which kept her tears close at hand. I asked her to be specific about the sexual side of the relationship to gain an understanding of it. She was reluctant and she reached in and kissed me as though seeking some kind of verification. I held her as she attempted to straighten out the tangle of her emotions.

“Tell me, Susan,” I said. “on a typical night when you and your husband are in bed together, who initiates sex, you or him?”

“He’s always too tired, Tony, and I’ve basically stopped trying,” she said.

“Why?”

“I can’t take the constant rejection.”

“How do you approach it?” I asked.

“I can’t believe we’re talking about this,” she said, “but I’d either be waiting for him to come to bed, naked under the covers, or I’d slip in beside him and try to get him aroused enough to fuck me.”

“Is it always initiated by you?” I asked.

“Pretty much,” she said. “When he does it, I only get a few minutes of a quick pumping before he shoots his load all over me and then rolls off me and goes to sleep.”

“What about foreplay, what do you enjoy together?” I asked.

“None, he won’t go down on me, Tony, and I’m not allowed to go down on him either,” she said.

“You seemed to enjoy that last night, Susan, why won’t he let you?”

“Because I love it when he comes in my mouth and it’s not something he fancies me doing,” she said. “We did it a couple of times on our honeymoon but that was it, never again since then.”

“What is his issue with going down on you?” I asked.

“That’s something I can’t explain. Again, he seemed to enjoy it in our early marriage, but something put him off,” she said. “I thought it was me, that I had a bad smell down there or something. I even thought he might be having an affair.”

“If you’ll allow an observation, Susan, and I understand if it’s unwarranted or intrusive,” I said.

“Please, Tony, I’d appreciate any advice you could give me, I’m at my wits end.”

“Sexual stimulation can’t be turned on and off like a switch, Susan,” I said, “Have you tried different methods of seduction?”

“Like what?” 

“Well, like wearing tighter clothing, seductive lingerie, something sexy without being oppressively threatening,” I said. “No whips, chains, or handcuffs. It sounds like your guy has pretty vanilla tastes.”

“He doesn’t seem to notice me, Tony,” she said.

“He might need to be coaxed back into your world, Susan, I mean, that dress you wore yesterday had me salivating.”

“Did it?” she asked.

“Fucking right it did, it was all I could do to restrain myself as we walked to your room.”

She smiled at me and kissed me sweetly.

“You’re a lovely guy, Tony,” she said.

“Here’s an idea,” I said. “On your way home why not pick up a couple of sets of lingerie. Don’t get anything too loud or raucous, choose soft pastels like pink or pale green, maybe a short silk robe or a short, low cut slip to match. Go take a shower at about 8:00 and then sit opposite him as he watches TV, stretch your legs out in front of you, let the robe fall open slightly. Let him see your thighs, nothing more, and watch him to see if you get a reaction.”

“It sounds too simple, Tony.” 

“Men are simple beings, Susan,” I said. “Is it not worth a try?”

“I’ll try anything once,” she said.

“Don’t ever go to bed naked, Susan. Preserve the mystery and let his imagination seduce him for you. Entice him with your new lingerie and let him take it off you,” I said, “there’s nothing more erotic than a woman allowing a man to slowly remove her panties, Susan, and remember, everything is done slowly, there’s no hurry, make him wait until you’re ready, even if you’re about to scream.”

“I’m getting wet just listening to you, Tony.”

“Encourage him if he touches you, tell him if you don’t like something, tell him if you love it,” I said, “he won’t know if you don’t say something to him. We’re not psychic.”

“What do you think will happen?” she asked.

“I think he won’t let you out of bed much in the future, Susan. Introduce foreplay between you again slowly, if you can get him stimulated enough, that will become a natural thing between you and he’ll eventually begin to take the lead. Don’t force the issue, begin with a light touch and a few kisses to his body. Caress him and weigh his reactions by his breathing and his arousal. 

Use a light fragrance, something watery and floral with notes of coconut or rose, something like Missing Person Eau De Parfum by Phlur or L'Eau Papier Eau De Toilette by Diptyque. I guarantee you, the change to a new fragrance alone will be enough make his head spin and his attitude change.

If you’re buying lingerie, I’d throw in a set in soft black lace too, stay away from red. Don’t buy panties, buy G-Strings or thongs, the sexier the better and nothing open crotch, maintain the illusion and the mystery at all times. Let him believe it’s all his idea.”

“Fuck, Tony, you should write a manual. I’m so fucking turned on right now. Can you kiss me the way you kissed me last night?” she asked. 

“I can never kiss you that way again, Susan,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because, now that I know you, our kisses have more to them. The emotions behind them have changed,” I said, taking her hand in mine.

“I don’t understand,” she said.

“You were a predatory being yesterday, Susan. Today we share a deeper sense of intimacy,” I said.

“Show me,” she said.

I turned her on her back and sought her lips. They opened softly as they met mine and began to dance together as our tongues found each
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