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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.

He met me at a corporate event in Texas, and he knew then who I was, what I did, and where I wanted to be in life. I didn't sugarcoat or tempt him to fall for me. I told him straight to the point that my career was more important than a relationship, but he still pursued me. I made more than he did, and he knew I didn't need him; I wanted him.

"When you are finished pouting, we can talk," I said as I grabbed a snack and went into my office.

That was the other thing Liam's mom always complained about: I wasn't a woman, that I was like a man, too blunt, too honest, and not ladylike.

Liam raised all of us right; if we wanted to say something, we should say it; if people had a problem with it, then it was their problem to deal with, not ours.

So, if Trevor had a problem with me, he could open his mouth and say it.

"Here," he tossed a plate down in front of me.

"Thanks," I replied, looking at some spreadsheets.

"Do you ever not work?" Trevor asked as he stared at me.

"Wow, five words. You better be careful; someone might think you're an adult," I said, turning to look at him.

"Why do you have to be like that?" Trevor asked.

"Like what, exactly?" I stared back at him.

"A bitch, all the time?" Trevor said.

"Sorry, am I supposed to be the doe eyed wife and you the man of the house and can do whatever you want?" I asked. "Like your mother?"

"Yes, I mean no," Trevor said. "I just want a normal relationship."

"Define it," I challenged him.

"Okay, how about you do not work 24/7?" Trevor sat down.

"Okay," I nodded. "You return the bike."

"See, there you go again!" Trevor stood up.

"If I am going to compromise, you have to as well," I shrugged. "You bought a bike that you can't afford. I have helped make payments on it, your truck, and I believe most of the payments on this house. So, my work is important. If I am going to give up some of it, which you want, and I am more than willing to do, you have to get rid of the bike."

"Fine, I will return it, if you cut down on your work time," Trevor said.

"Deal, what else?" I asked.

"Sex," Trevor said. "I shouldn't have to jerk off every night when I have a wife."

"Same token," I smiled, folding my arms. "I shouldn't have to use my toys to get me off or finish the job when I have a husband!"

Instantly, Trevor's face went from tanned white to blood red. 

"You said it, not me," I smiled. "If you want me to get you off, which I have done, every single time without fail. Then you have to do the same, every time, not just once a month or every six months, every time."

"That's impossible," Trevor shook his head. "You're never satisfied."

"Never?" I laughed. "How about the first year of our marriage? I was very satisfied every night and some nights I was the first one to tap out, remember?"

"That was years ago," Trevor shook his head. "I can't do that no more," he said.

"Oh, no," I shook my head. "Don't do the woe is me, feel bad for me thing. I know better."

Trevor used to put in the effort to get the job done, but now he wanted to fuck me, cum inside me, roll over, and go to sleep. No heavy lifting involved.

"It's your choice not to do those things anymore," I stared at him. "You made that choice not me."

"Every night?" Trevor asked.

"I didn't say every night," I replied. "Just when we have sex, from now on it's going to be pleasurable for both of us, or none of us."

Trevor got up. "Enjoy your dinner," he said as he slammed the office door.

When I went to bed, he wasn't there. When I looked in the guest room, I saw him lying on the bed watching television.

I smiled and closed the door. "It's like having a grown baby," I chuckled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ 
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A year into our marriage, we found out that I was unable to bear children, something that was rare in young females. It was devastating, and even though I wanted to have children, Trevor thought it was a godsend.

We had sex nearly constantly; he was a man possessed to prove the doctors wrong, that's what he said, but I knew he liked using me as a cum dumpster, knowing I couldn't get pregnant. 

After the second year, things started to go sour; after the third, I was getting used to not having an orgasm anymore, but after the fourth, I was tired of it and started putting my foot down.

Now, it was driving a wedge in our marriage, and I knew eventually one day, Trevor would cheat on me if he hadn't already or ask for a divorce. Either one I was ready for; I wasn't backing down from this like I had in the past.

"Morning," I said as Trevor came down.

"Morning," he said in that tone.

I smiled and shrugged. "Back to this again," I said, picking up my purse and laptop bag. See you later."

"Remember," Trevor said.

"Yes, I won't be working late," I smiled. "I expect that bike to be gone when I get back."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ 
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"You didn't!" Matilda said.

"I sure did," I replied.

"Jessica!" Elisa exclaimed, "A man's bike is his pride and joy!"

"And my career isn't important?" I asked.

"Yes, but it's a bike!" Matilda gasped. "A Harley Davidson bike!"

"That he hasn't used in almost a year!" I spoke. "It sits in our garage, and once in a blue moon, he takes it out, turns on the engine, drives it around the block, and then parks it. It's not a bike; it's a large paperweight!"

The two women sat across from me, bewildered. Elisa was my secretary and friend, and Matilda was my mentor; even though she was semi-retired and only worked a few hours, I had done all I could to keep her salary the same.

"I am still making payments on the damn thing!" I sipped my coffee. "And don't get me started on his truck!"

"He helps with the truck," Matilda said.

"Yes, he does, and other things," I sighed. "I am not saying I pay for all of it; I never have." I stared at them, and they nodded in agreement. "I am just saying if I have to make sacrifices, so does he."

"And not working every hour of every day is a sacrifice?" Matilda asked.

"You know me," I smiled. "Workaholic!"

"You would live here if given a chance," Elisa smiled.

"Pack me a sleeping bag and a few good snacks and I am good to go," I laughed.

"Jessica a minute of your time?" Tony, my boss, called for me.

I got up and went over to him.

"How is the project going?" Tony asked as he walked down the hall.

"A bit of a delay, but I am going to the site after lunch to talk to Monty," I said.

"How much of a delay?" Tony turned to ask me.

"Two months behind schedule at this point," I answered.

Monty had told me four weeks, but I decided to say more for a buffer; I knew some of the shipments were running late, and I wanted the additional time.

Tony sighed. I knew better than to say anything.

"Not as bad as I thought," Tony said. "And on the plus side the plans you got for the last project were ahead of schedule, so we are ahead of schedule on breaking ground on the other building, so," he smiled. "Get this done, and back on schedule, no more delays."

"Yes sir," I chimed and walked off.

"You're going to be late getting home," Matilda said.

"I will call Trevor," Elisa said.

"I will check on the shipments to see if they can be broken down, and sent separately," Matilda said as they both got up.

"God sends, both of you!" I said, grabbing my blazer off the back of the chair.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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"Monty! Where are you?" I shouted at his voicemail as I got
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