"Inventing" The JFK Assassination Conspiracy


Chapter 2

Madeleine's "Sweet Juices" And Power As An Aphrodisiac

She refers to that part of her body again, again very lady-like, when she returned to this kind of sex and more, to inferences of masochism:

Fix a murder trial!  I trembled at the power this man wielded in Texas.  But, as every woman knows, power is an aphrodisiac.  I was uncontrollably excited, sexually aroused by this powerful man.  And, since my tubes had been tied after Steven's birth (upon the advice of my doctor as a result of various medical complications), fear of pregnancy was no longer a factor, and I was ready.

He looked at me with a strange desire mirrored in his dark brown eyes.  After being so close, so intimate with the man, anything out of the ordinary was quickly perceived.  Even though Lyndon had always been a vigorous, strong lover, I was shocked by his roughness that night and pleased by his eagerness as he frantically stripped my gown from my body and flung me like a rag doll on the bed.  He towered over me exuding a magnificent animal vitality.  My eyes traveled the length of his body.  Chest heaving and nostrils flaring, he made me think of a prize stallion primed and waiting impatiently to service the mare.  Looking down at me, he said in an excited, husky voice, "I'm going to rope, throw and brand you because if any other son-of-a-bitch dares to look at your bare ass, he'll know for sure he's rustling LBJ's pussy."

Adding action to his words as I lay there naked and exposed, he reached up with both hands and in one savage jerk ripped his shirt open.  The popped buttons of his garment made sharp staccato counterpoints as they struck the wall and rained down upon the bed.  The tied tie was still draped around his neck, lying against his bare chest.  The soft hairs began curling around its edges attempting to capture the silk as it rose and fell with Lyndon's deep breathing.  I looked deeply into his eyes.  A dark raging desire blazed in their depths.  With shaking hands my lover slid the knot away from his neck and drew it over his head.  He held the tie suspended over me as a hangman holds the noose ready for its victim.  The macabre image released hormones of fear when Lyndon lowered the tie, tracing it across my nipples.  I screamed with primordial release.

Lyndon fell upon me savagely, yet at the same time strangely tender, pinning my arm beneath his leg.  I gasped in sharp denial as Lyndon roughly positioned my hand at the bedpost above my head and quickly tied, wrist with the hangman's noose tie.  Then, leaping up like a crazed wild man, he snatched my expensive, newly purchased Neiman-Marcus hose from the dresser and secured my right leg to the bed. Slithering wickedly, he crawled onto the bed between my spread legs, slid his hard naked body on top of me, and suddenly grabbed my free arm in his powerful hands and tied it to the other bedpost, leaving, me bound and defenseless on the bed, except for my left leg which was helplessly free.
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