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WARNING!



Adult Fiction Sexually Exquisite


If you are not eighteen or older, do not, seriously, do not read this book.















Before you say, “I do,”


I’d like to say to you…


Date:


Given To:


Given By:


Personal Message:














Dedicated to the women who will not marry single husbands.
















There may be a shortage of men, but there is no shortage of SEX.

















Instant Message From the HoneyB



I’m asking ALL adults to support me on sharing this very important message:


Educate, Don’t Procreate


There is no reason ANY teenage girl should have a baby. None. We have too many teenagers getting pregnant—for all the wrong reasons. It’s time for adults to stop undereducating young females and start empowering them. I’m most concerned with the females because most of the males are not accepting responsibility for their actions.


I understand that most African-American women suffer from postslavery sexual trauma. Whether it was our parents misinforming or undereducating us, our being molested and raped, battered and abused, and our being taught that sex out of wedlock is sinful, it’s time for a monumental epiphany in the way women of all nationalities view sex and our bodies. As a woman who is comfortable with her own sexuality, I want to spark an empowering sexual movement for other women.


Young girls should be educated about their bodies and their hormones. They need to know safe sex practices. They need to know they are in control, not the guys.


I hope you join me in imparting this very important message to our young girls.


Sexual Knowledge Is Powerful


















Introduction



Is there a loophole in marriage vows?


What wedding vows did you, or will you, exchange? Do, or will, these words sound somewhat familiar to you?




In the presence of God, our family and friends, I offer you my solemn vow to be your faithful partner in sickness and in health, in good times and in bad, and in joy as well as in sorrow, forsaking all others, keeping only unto you for as long as we both shall live. I promise to love you unconditionally, to support you in your goals, to honor and respect you, to laugh with you and cry with you, and to cherish you for as long as we both shall live.





I encourage you to re-read the aforementioned paragraph verbatim—but don’t stop there. Read the vows you exchanged or are about to exchange at the altar, then read all the marriage vows you can find and e-mail me any preexisting marriage vows where it states, “I promise to exclusively have sex with you,” or any vows that explicitly include fidelity. I have yet to find vows that state married couples shall not or will not have sex outside of their marriage.


I can imagine that most, if not all, of you are clinging to the words “Forsaking all others, keeping only unto you.” Forsaking means to renounce or turn away from entirely. All includes your family, friends, coworkers, pastors, exes, strangers, etc. It is humanly impossible to forsake all others and keep only unto one person for the rest of your life. The vagueness implies one is to keep unto one, but it doesn’t clarify in what capacity? Sounds nice, but I implore you to think twice about the true implications. Wedding vows are so obscure, they are essentially left to one’s interpretation.


Moving along… There was a woman on Oprah who sued her husband’s mistress and was awarded a monetary judgment, I believe, in the amount of $500,000 against the mistress but settled for $50,000. I believe in that case the mistress constantly pursued the woman’s husband, knowing he was married, and I believe the husband did not act or respond favorably to the mistress’s countless written and verbal solicitations.


In any case, even if a married person faced with similar circumstances would have engaged in sexual intercourse, I pose these questions: “What do you feel should happen to a married individual who engages in sex outside of his or her marriage? Why?” Should a married person go to jail for emotional and/or sexual infidelity? How would one measure such a crime? By the number of wet dreams, orgasms, or partners? What if the sex was bad? What if the woman outside of the marriage gets pregnant?


Your marriage is your commitment. If you choose to quote words or phrases such as “vow to be faithful,” I ask that you first seek the definition of the word “faithful,” then pay close attention to how the word “faithful” is being used in conjunction with other words in the vows.


There are beliefs rooted in Christianity like “Thou shall not commit adultery” and “Thou shall not covet his neighbor’s wife,” but to my knowledge or lack thereof—correct me if I’m wrong—none of the Ten Commandments are quoted in marriage vows. And even if they were, everyone is not a Christian. Some individuals are atheists. So I must ask you, the reader, because you are intelligent, “Is there a loophole in wedding vows regarding fidelity?”


The three couples in Single Husbands made a commitment to one another, but somewhere along their journey after saying, “I do,” Herschel Henderson, Brian Flaw, and Lexington Lewis took detours. Or did they? Now I want you to take a moment to think about whether people change after they are married, and how. These three men didn’t honestly deviate from their premarital behavior. Most people don’t. What had happened was that the women they married thought signing a marriage license would miraculously turn their unfaithful fiancés into faithful husbands.


Have you ever thought about the definitions for “marriage” and “license”? Marriage is the state of being united to a person of the opposite sex as husband or wife in a consensual and contractual relationship recognized by law—not by your girlfriend, your ex-man, your best man, your spouse, your mama, your daddy, or a stranger—by law.


There are no prerequisites to getting married. In reality, it doesn’t matter if the parties exchanging vows respect, love, or hate one another. Who honestly cares? The law rules above all hearts. The law doesn’t care if one is under duress, secretly miserable, constantly unhappy, or clearly unsure as he or she journeys down the aisle or stands before the altar. One’s credit score, IQ, and bank account can collectively be below zero and in the red and he or she can still find someone to marry.


License means a permission granted by competent authority to engage in a business or occupation or in an activity otherwise unlawful—a document, plate, or tag evidencing a license granted. Does this mean being single is unlawful? If having sex outside of wedlock is unlawful, then 98 percent of adult Americans (which probably includes you and definitely includes me) and a substantial number of teenagers need to be placed under house arrest. I find the concept of marriage ludicrous, because most people, married or single, don’t have the decency to respect the person they’re in a relationship with. No stamp of approval can successfully debate what I’m saying.


A license is a document. Every license—except a marriage license—must be renewed, can be revoked, suspended, or terminated for failure to adhere to the laws under which the license was granted. A marriage license can either be annulled (reduced to nothing) or dissolved (to become decomposed or to cause to disappear), which ends in divorce.


A marriage license is a façade. It’s a piece of paper granted not by the parties involved but by authority (the law) to the parties who have no enforceable control over their spouse. In many cases, people are marrying strangers. What’s my point? People who decide to get married are disillusioned because they believe they have entitlements, when in actuality they have zero authority to hold the other person accountable to anything that the individual does not desire to commit to. You don’t marry a piece of paper. What you commit to is marrying an imperfect being whom you somehow expect to become perfect when you hear, “I now pronounce you man and wife.”


Did you catch that “man and wife” part? What male chauvinists slipped that in on women? Not “husband and wife.” But “man and wife.” What does that mean? Sounds to me like the individual conducting the marriage is saying, “Women are married to men who are not married to them.” Actually, that’s about right. What are women signing up for when they etch their signatures in permanent ink on a marriage license?


To me, a marriage license is synonymous with the enforcement rights of a birth certificate. It simply identifies a person’s status as having a legal commitment, but the license does not, cannot, will not, shall not make anyone whole, complete, secure, or happy. If you get caught running a red light, you’ve got to pay. If you don’t pay, you get a warrant for your arrest. If you get caught fucking around on your spouse, you get to stay married and fuck up again. But you can literally break all the laws of marriage and never be penalized. Which brings me to, “What are the laws of marriage?”


Hit me up at HoneyB@MaryMorrison.com with your responses.


You can throw in the towel and cut your losses, but you cannot bring forth charges against a cheating spouse unless you’re perhaps married or living in the state of Florida. I ain’t gon’ mention no names, but I wonder if the famous multimillionaire couple—that once upon a time lived in Florida—if their double affairs suddenly became hush-hush when the man allegedly impregnated a woman out of wedlock. Hmm? I’d better shut the shack up. I meant, shut the fuck up. Anywho, what good is a marriage license? Now, if you marry the right person, a license may make you wealthy, but how much will it cost you emotionally? Will you lose your self-identity? That’s assuming you took time to know yourself before getting married.


The law cannot make any married person accountable; it merely grants an immeasurable tool with no accountability. In fact, singles have more enforceable rights than married individuals. Hmm, how many married women by law can make the husbands take care of the kids physically and/or financially? Any divorced woman or single parent who is not receiving child support means she fucked the wrong broke-ass man.


Every license in America, except a marriage license, has built-in requirements for renewal, or else it does what? Expire. A marriage license is granted in perpetuity. So when a couple decides to get married, they need to think logically if the commitment is one they’re willing to keep forever. Forever… ever? Hmm. Not many couples stay married forever, and the ones that do? A lot of them are unfaithful, unhappy, and they die unfulfilled. A woman who defers her dreams for many years to care for her husband and kids can suddenly find herself abandoned, alone, and divorced. I wonder if the fine print on a marriage license lists children as an asset or liability. What good was the marriage license when you receive a divorce decree?


I encourage every woman and man to really think about what I’m conveying. Define marriage for yourself. Write your own vows. Maybe what you want isn’t marriage at all but a mutually dissolvable cohabitation agreement and a power of attorney granting your partner certain rights, should you become mentally, financially, and/or physically incapacitated. Couples may want—and I highly recommend—one joint bank account (calculated on a percentage of each person’s income or a 50/50 split) to meet the household expenses and two individual accounts in case shit don’t go your way. At least you won’t have to worry about your spouse running to the bank to close out the joint account after you’ve had an argument.


More important, as my daddy told me, “Speedy, always have enough money to leave. There’s nothing worse than being in a relationship that you desperately want out of but can’t afford to go.” Now I don’t know if my dad told me that because he’d beaten my mother until she killed herself or what, but I listened to his words of wisdom.


When my ex-husband laid hands on me, immediately I had him arrested and removed from our residence, divorced him, and started dating men who cared about my son and me. I’ve met some really nice men along my journey through life. When my soul mate proposed to me, I gave back the ring. He felt because he was the man he had the right to physically discipline my son. Fuck that! Beat your own damn kids that don’t fucking live with you. I refused to allow any man to beat my child or me. A big dick and a set of balls don’t make a man the boss in HoneyB’s world. For me, a man has got to come, and have cum, with integrity. People need to know who or what they honestly care about before getting married. Know your core value system and share your values with your mate.


The piece of paper the marriage license is written on came from a living tree that once upon a time (before it was chopped down… killed) released life-sustaining oxygen to human beings who destroy most everything around them, including other human beings. Why do people carelessly and vindictively hurt one another? A pussy pocket is the only pussy a man can ever own. And, ladies, if you want to own a dick, take a trip to the pleasure store and buy one.


What did Oprah say on one of her shows? “Hurt people hurt people.” I hope you take this message to heart, and the next time you feel like hurting someone, you have a change of heart. In our paranoia-driven, socio-economic, political, conscious-less culture, marital status, just like money, ranks above health and happiness.


Are you happy with yourself?


Are the women in this novel happy? What the women in this novel get is what they have had all along. Instead of dating a single man, these women voluntarily licensed… Single Husbands.















Single Husbands…



Three men who married for all the wrong reasons.


Herschel Henderson said, “I do,” to have access to his wife’s money, Lexington Lewis vowed for his better and her worse, and Brian Flaw meant until death do we part. Herschel has a mistress that he sexes more than his wife, Lexington is making love to as many women as he can at the sex clubs, and Brian is fucking women of every ethnicity because he’s a man who loves pussy. The one thing these men share is despite being married, none of them will give up the sexual freedom they enjoyed as single men.















CHAPTER 1
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Brian


Emotionally unavailable… to all women, except his mother and his wife.


The countless number of women he’d fucked before saying “I do” easily doubled during his ten years of marriage. Pussy was his vice. Anal sex too. Damn, his dick hardened as his eyes beheld his wife easing her red thong out of the crack of her butt, then over her ass. Irrespective of his discreet infidelity, he’d kept his wedding vows; he’d kept all of them.


He didn’t marry his wife’s mother. He’d married her daughter. Yet, somehow, Michelle’s mother deemed it her responsibility to hold him accountable to his vows. Perhaps because her husband hadn’t kept his vows, or maybe she wanted a happier life for her daughter than the one she’d had. Framed by his wife’s mother, hung by him on their coral reef–painted bathroom wall, centered above their double vanity, were his exact words:




I, Brian Flaw, take thee, Michelle Thibodeaux, to be my lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, until death do us part, and thereto I pledge thee my faith.





Brian’s passion for life and his marital commitment were straightforward. His desire for love juxtaposed with his insatiable appetite for sex created a dichotomy that perpetuated an internal struggle within him. There was absolutely nothing his wife could say to keep him from being attracted to, and having sex with, other women. Nothing.


His lustful struggle, all too common among married and single men, was one that most women found incomprehensible. A hard dick needed to rest its head in a pussy. Brian was a grown man with no intention or desire to live up to anyone’s expectations, except his father’s. Brian’s life was his own. Not his wife’s. His decision to share his dick with other women, and to share his life with his wife, was a conscious commitment to share, not to give.


Reared in the South, New Orleans to be exact, Brian was taught by his wealthy parents that sharing was a good thing. “Share with your sister. Share with your brother. Share with your friends. Share with those less fortunate.” His wife knew he had a philanthropic heart when they’d met at a charitable fund-raiser hosted by Les Gens de Couleur Libres, The Free People of Color of New Orleans. Brian’s primary purpose for attending the event was to meet his future wife, a woman whom his dad would approve of.


Considering there was a shortage of men at the event and everywhere Brian had traveled, his sexing multiple women was quite gratuitous, fulfilling a greater humanitarian purpose. If only in their orgasmic moment, Brian sexed more women into happiness by selflessly making them come, preferably first.


Brian’s upstanding ways were deeply rooted in his upbringing. Unlike many New Orleanians, he wasn’t the descendant of slaves. His father, grandfather, and great-grandfather, dating back to the 1800s, were free French-speaking men—Republicans, lawyers, and journalists—part of the Comité des Citoyens speaking out about Plessy v. Ferguson, writing about Brown v. Board of Education, constantly fighting for separate but equal rights for blacks.


Brian came from a legacy of light-skinned, successful, thinking men who would rationalize their behavior and the aggressive discipline of the white people around them. His ancestors declared success teaching—more often preaching to him—that “Light-skinned Creoles unequivocally married light-skinned Creoles.” His forefathers constantly reminded him, “The darker the skin, the harder the fight for constitutional rights.” Unanimously, the first time in Flaw history, every voting member of three generations of Flaws voted for Obama.


Everything was both debatable and negotiable. Respect ranked second on his patriarchal list of values, right below family values and above self-preservation. With freedom came liberties. And the Flaw men came rather frequently. The one forbidden rule was no bastards were allowed in the family tree. Flaw men took impeccable care of their kids and their wives, no exceptions. Brian’s eyes scrolled from his wife’s smile down to her protruding shaft.


“Baby, my pussy is puckering,” she purred, spreading her lips for him to witness her arousal.


He lusted for a lick of her coconut-tasting secretions, thinking, That’s mine. I own that shit right there. Her lips, her clit, the blood engorging her shaft, even her orgasms, exclusively belong to me.


Pussies. Suckable. Fuckable. Spankable. Lovable. Big. Small. Fat. Tight. Strawberry. Creamy. Cherry. Vanilla. Raspberry. Juicy. White chocolate. Blissful. Neapolitan minus the chocolate. Wet. Dry. Hot. Loose. Sweet. Fishy. Every pussy other than his wife’s was just a pussy, a warm place to dip his dick for a minute until he made his way back home to his wife and kids. Family was first, always.


Like his father, who’d stayed married to his mother for over forty years, marrying Michelle was Brian’s greatest investment. No amount of money could yield a greater return than the love of, and from, his wife. She was his everything.


Eagerly Brian wanted to slip the head of his hard dick inside his wife’s sweet, hot, juicy, fleshy volcano and make her pussy erupt with white, creamy cum hotter than the bubbling praline mix his grandmother constantly stirred atop her gas-burning stove whenever his family visited her and his grandfather in Amite, Louisiana.


His wife’s moans. Her shivers. Her whispers. Her pleasure was his gratification. “Take care of home first” was his family’s mantra. Its creed included sexual satisfaction. Brian’s stiff tongue circled inside his watering mouth, then relaxed behind his teeth. Slowly his lips parted, curving upward at the ends as he stroked his chin then smiled, watching his former Louisiana pageant queen step into the shower. Brian danced in behind her, then closed the door.


Beholding her immeasurable beauty, he admired his wife as she tilted her head backward, allowing the warm flow of water to glide over her pale face then in and out of her mouth.


“Your flight to Houston departs at two o’clock from Miami International,” she said, swiping the water away from her eyes. “Your driver will be here at noon to pick you up. Don’t forget to review the most recent stats and articles I e-mailed you on Marcus Monty. You know he’s going to sign with you. We’ve already claimed that. Those other sports agents can’t handle him off the court like you can, baby. Be sure to take your vitamins. I’ve laid them out for you and packed a daily supply in your carry-on. And most important, kiss the kids good-bye as soon as you get out of the shower, because your mother is picking them up in a half hour. Oh, and my mother reminded me to upgrade our cell phones with the new GPS, so I did yours last night,” Michelle rattled.


Staring at his wife’s tantalizing lips, he hadn’t heard most of what she’d said and definitely tuned out everything after he’d heard her say “mother.” Standing beside his wife underneath his separate showerheads, Brian closed his eyes, then exhaled a long “ahhhh.” Then he said, “I love you, woman,” thankful that he had a competent and considerate wife. No matter how exhausting or demanding her day was, Michelle always made time for the little things that she didn’t have to do, like keeping his schedule.


His wife became quiet. At times, their silence spoke louder than words. The energy swarming around his heart was all for her. Energy. Brian separated his feelings for his wife into three categories: Love. Sexual. Spiritual. The three could at some point exist independently, intermingle, or consume him all at once. There was never a time when at least one of his feelings for Michelle was not present.


The water glazing over her kissable, thin lips made his dick stand tall, damn near touching his navel. Lathering his body with Very Irresistible shower gel for men, Brian realized Michelle was the irresistible one, not him. His parents were crazy about her the minute they saw her, knowing their grandchildren would be light-skinned with good hair too. Closing his eyes again, he felt her magnetic spiritual energy beaming toward him. Slowly opening his eyes, he peered at his wife, teasing her protruding bubble-gum-pink nipples.


Brian smiled, then whispered, “Damn, that’s my shit.”


“Yes, it is, baby,” she reassured him. “And this is mine,” she said, squeezing his dick.


Not exclusively, but yes. His dick was her dick. “I miss you already,” Brian said, pressing his lips against hers.


Closing his eyes once more, he imagined sprawling his fingers over the crown of Michelle’s head right before bearing down, guiding her to submissively kneel before him. He loved whenever his wife demanded that he take total control in the bedroom, insisting, “Take me, Brian. Fuck me any way you want.”


Anything he wanted to do with or to his wife was okay with her, except inviting another woman into their bedroom. He agreed. With a woman as amazing as his wife, he didn’t need another pussy spread across his face in her presence. A ménage à trois with two other women would be nice to experience one day.


There were times when Michelle would let him say, “Bitch, give me my pussy. Sit this sweet fucking watermelon pussy on my face and rotate it in my mouth.” Watermelon “Eat some now, save some for later” was his favorite candy. Sometimes he’d say to her, “I want you to come hard or you gon’ make me take this big-ass dick and fuck the shit out of you.” Then he’d cup his palm and slap her firm ass until it blushed the way he liked it, and say, “Answer me.”


Suddenly he heard his wife softly say, “Earth to Brian.”


Opening his eyes, he exhaled, “Ahhh,” again returning to the image in front of and not behind his corneas.


With the warm water flowing from his showerheads beating against his chest and her showerheads sputtering water against the back of her head, his wife firmly gripped his hard dick. “Yes,” he grunted, placing his hand on the crown of her head. This time he wasn’t imagining. He thrust his dick in and out of her mouth before tracing her succulent lips with his precum.


“Fuck me,” Michelle moaned, standing. She pressed her lips against his, surrendering her tongue to his suctioning jaws.


“Not yet, baby. Not yet.” Brian’s sexual appetite was brewing. His spiritual energy marinated in his wife’s love for him. He wanted to get his mind right so he could please Michelle first. “I want to watch you play with your pussy, baby,” he said.


“Umm,” she moaned, spreading her lips once more. Her middle finger traveled in tiny circular motions over her pink pearl.


If he touched his lovely wife right now… “Damn. Fuck this.”


Brian slammed her creamy titties and blond pussy hairs against the teal tiles. “Assume the position,” he commanded, putting her hands high above her head. He covered both of her hands with one of his, pressing her palms against the wall. His foot swept her feet wider apart. His body meshed flat against hers, forcing her stomach against the wall.


“Ah, yes,” she moaned, submitting to him. Her left ear and cheek were flattened against the tiles. Warm water showered his back. “Fuck me real good, Brian.”


They weren’t going to see one another for three days. He’d always leave her more than satisfied. The last thing he wanted was for his wife to lust for another man to fuck or love her. After tucking the kids in last night, they made love off and on until they made their way into the shower a few moments ago. One more explosive orgasm for the road would hold him until he arrived in Houston tonight.


Bending his knees, he held his shaft, positioned his hard-ass dick at the opening of her pussy, and with one long, continuous thrust he entered his wife. His dickhead throbbed up the walls of her vagina until he reached the roof of her cul-de-sac. He tiptoed, penetrating her deeper. As he stood still, his dick marinated in his wife’s pussy as he lowered his lips to her mouth. They kissed. He pushed a little deeper. Within five minutes, a thick stream of cum oozed inside her pulsating pussy while the warm water caressed his back.


“I love you,” he said right before her pussy muscles ejected his dick.


Turning her to face him, he covered her mouth with his, dancing with her tongue. Michelle was the only woman who drove him mad with sexual desires. That’s why he had to marry her. No other woman he’d met had measured up to Michelle’s brains and beauty, and his parents’ approval.


Inhaling deeply, Brian held his breath for five seconds, then released, saying, “I’m good. You good? I had to release that—”


Interrupting him, Michelle smiled and then whispered, “Hush. I know, baby. I know. Yes, I’m real good.” Then she kissed his lips.


Brian scooped a healthy portion of mixed plain yogurt and turmeric from the crystal dish perched on the shower ledge and began layering Michelle from her neck to her toes. She stood away from the showerheads, allowing the homemade mixture to dry and tighten her skin. Lathering her hair, he massaged his fingertips into her scalp. He loved the silky feel of her long, thick hair between his fingers.


“Ou, wee,” he exhaled, reminiscing how she brushed her sandy-colored hair all over his body last night.


Two hours after his, Michelle’s business flight was departing from Fort Lauderdale International Airport. “Is there anything you want me to do before I leave?” he asked, scratching her scalp.


“Umm,” Michelle exhaled. “That feels wonderful. No, baby. Everything is in order. My mother will check on the house while we’re away.”


Rinsing his hands, Brian kissed his wife’s lips while she rinsed her hair and body with cold water. He kissed the nape of her cool neck, then slid his hand between her butt cheeks.


“Baby, I swear you’ve got the prettiest ass God has ever given any woman. Damn!” he said, kneading his fingers into her shoulders. “Let’s get outta this bathroom so I can taste my sweet pussy.”


“Kiss the kids first,” she insisted.


Michelle’s body dripped with wetness as she smoothed coconut oil onto her skin. Gently drying her off, Brian pressed his lips to the nape of his wife’s neck once more, wrapping his arms around her waist. Sliding his pubic hairs side to side against her ass, he glanced at his sexy-ass wife in the mirror.


They were an amazing power couple that spent more time on the road working than at home with one another. The quality time they invested in one another made the sacrifice for their careers worth it. Being away from Michelle three to four days out of the week made him appreciate her more.


Their fabulous home on The Island in Biscayne Bay mirrored Brian’s life. He was a public figure residing in a private neighborhood in South Beach, Miami Beach. The guardhouse at the entrance of The Island resembled Brian’s conservative personality. He had the illusion of being private and exclusive with his wife, although he wasn’t. Like the guard on duty twenty-four hours a day, Brian would do all within his control to protect Michelle’s heart from shattering if she found out about his numerous affairs.


“Baby, you are so beautiful. I love you. You are good to and for me.” She truly was his foundation. Brian would rather die than live without Michelle.


That was factual—not debatable or negotiable.















CHAPTER 2



[image: Image]


Herschel


Stop choking me so tight, baby.” Nikki wheezed, struggling to pry Herschel’s fingers away from her throat.


“Shut the hell up, woman. You know you like this big dick knocking the bottom out of your tight-ass pussy,” Herschel countered, repositioning his huge masculine hands for a firmer grip and deeper grind.


As Herschel’s thumbs pressed hard above his wife’s pituitary gland, he hoped to suppress the gland’s ability to secrete the endorphins that would make Nikki scream with pleasure, skip to the shower, then coldheartedly leave him once more. He wanted his wife to stay at home with him. His thumbs dug deeper into the base of his wife’s brilliant brain; he was determined to evoke excruciating pain. The veins in her neck swelled with blood.


“Why do you tell me to manhandle you, then beg me to stop? Make up your mind. You want me to stop or not?” he asked, fucking Nikki harder. Too bad her head couldn’t pop off her body. He was fed up with honoring and obeying her. That was his wife’s role.


As he pumped his pelvis against her buttery smooth, slick ass, her titties banged his knuckles. Nikki had the softest skin, which layered over the firmest muscles. Her preferred doggie style was cool, but Herschel was more of an old-fashioned missionary-style kind of guy who enjoyed kissing and looking into a woman’s eyes while sexing her. He needed a woman who wanted him as much as he craved her. Once upon a time, early in their marriage, that woman was his wife. Not anymore.


Herschel was dog tired of role-playing in and out of bed with Nikki, pretending that he was happy. Secretly he hated his wife. If no one—like her mother, sisters, or clients—would notice Nikki missing, he’d kill her. Right here. Right now. Then throw her body in the bay. “Hate” was such a strong word, but the sight of Nikki disgusted him more than it pleased him. Not because she was unattractive. Nothing was further from the truth.


Nikki was five feet ten inches, a curvaceous size-twelve, with wide child-bearing hips and a round ass, plump titties—firm and perky like fresh giant nectarines—flawless mocha skin, short jet-black wavy hair on her head and her pussy, and sparkling white teeth. Nikki used to be the perfect woman for him. But once Nikki got that ten-page spread in a national magazine showcasing her culinary skills, the bitch thought her shit didn’t stink. Flying all over the damn country, sometimes abroad, she joyfully left him home alone every possible moment she could disappear for business or pleasure. If it weren’t her house, he’d put her ass out.


Nikki stretched her neck enough to clear her airway, then said, “Herschel, I want a divorce.”


Forget that. He was the one who’d stood by her side at the altar. He was the man who encouraged her to continue her multimillion-dollar business and career after they’d married. He was the one on her arm at all those humdrum invitation-only galas sponsored by Nikki’s clients for their well-to-do friends. He couldn’t care less about folks who spent their money and their lives pretentiously hugging, kissing, and boasting to impress one another. One of Nikki’s friends told him, “Did I show you the picture of the diamond collar and convertible Porsche my husband bought our darling Yorkshire terrier, King MaxB? Oh, come see. Let me get my camera.”


No, they did not spend the equivalency of my annual salary on a damn dog! Herschel had politely walked away from her. He was preoccupied living his own life, trying to get promoted at his nine-to-five, eight-hours-a-day, five-days-a-week job. He did not want to see pictures of a spoiled dog that lived better than most people.


Angrily Nikki shook her head, trying to crawl away from him. Her knees dug imprints in the mattress.


Good. That’s right. Get mad. Slide. Slide your legs flat along the mattress so you can fall on your face and choke yourself, Herschel thought, clutching his fingers around her neck. She had the audacity to have gotten upset with him for fucking another woman. What was he supposed to do with his depressed dick when his wife was always gone? She was lucky he hadn’t moved in a concubine or two to satisfy his sexual appetite.


Damn! What the fuck did his wife expect of him? Didn’t she realize he was a man? A man with a dick that got hard every damn day, sometimes six times a day. Whenever his dick got hard—he wasn’t different from any other man—Herschel wanted to stick his dick in his wife, and since most of the time his wife wasn’t available, then he’d stick his dick in whatever pussy was ready, willing, and immediately available.


Nikki should’ve called ahead and told him she was coming home a week early. The argument Nikki started six days ago was old but far from over this morning, or tomorrow morning, or the next day after that day. Herschel knew he was the man in, not of, his house, because shit between them was never resolved until Nikki said so. Why in the fuck did he have to sleep on the sofa six nights in a row to appease her ass when she adamantly objected to having his baby? Wasn’t his wife supposed to bear his children?


The nursery room had been decorated for ten years. They didn’t have guests occupying the other four bedrooms. Why did he have to call her ass from the home phone every damn night she was out of town just to prove he was at home? Wasn’t like he stayed or slept at home after hanging up the phone with her. Last night was his last night sleeping on the couch.


“You know I love you, so why do you keep disrespecting me and threatening to leave me?” Herschel asked, squeezing a little tighter.


“I can’t breathe.” Nikki whimpered as she struggled to wedge her fingers beneath his. “You’re”—she gasped—“choking me”—she gasped again—“too tight, for real.”


Herschel had zoned out. He wanted to let go of Nikki, but he couldn’t. He did love his wife. His mind said, “Let go, man,” but his fingers tightened more as he penetrated Nikki deeper. Maybe if she lost consciousness, became brain-dead, then died an accidental death of unknown causes, he’d be free to marry Ivory and move his mistress into Nikki’s home. No, actually, Nikki’s place on The Island was a mansion.


Their two-thousand-square-foot master bedroom overlooked the Biscayne Bay. The porch outside their bedroom had a tropical theme that complemented living in South Beach. The tangerine stucco walls with high-arched cutaways allowed the perfect amount of sunlight to shine onto the outdoor covered patio and into their bedroom. Tropical punch sofas and burnt orange wicker chairs sparsely scattered about the patio made Herschel want to fuck his wife outside in their flaming red hammock every morning. He imagined bending Nikki’s naked body over the waist-high stucco wall and sticking his hard dick inside her wet pussy.


When the sun wasn’t shining, the track lighting lined along the patio ceiling created a purple-blue nighttime atmosphere more seductive than the day. The mural of tall palm trees clustering the ceiling reminded him how his wife’s confidence could outlast his greatest storm. Why should Herschel stay home alone in such a romantic space while Nikki whisked her ass in and out of Miami International Airport like the terminal had a revolving door exclusively for her?


Herschel braced his forearms against Nikki’s shoulders, pulling his wife toward him as he slid his dick deep inside her. He couldn’t deny that stroking Nikki’s pussy felt like dipping his dick in warm milk and honey. Loosening his grip, he slipped his finger into her mouth, imagining it was his dick, then grunted, “Suck it for me, baby.”


Nikki clamped her teeth around his finger, refusing to let go.


“Ow!” he screamed, praying his knuckle was still attached. “Goddamn! What the hell’s wrong with you, woman? You almost bit my finger off!” Herschel yelled, pushing Nikki flat against the bed. He wanted to call her a “bitch,” but the last time he’d done that, shit got really bad for him when Nikki threatened to put him out and call his boss. That was too much testosterone power for a woman. In a few minutes, she could’ve made him both homeless and unemployed. His $250,000 white-collar annual salary was less than the yearly interest on their joint bank account.


Facing him, she rammed her knee into his balls.


“Ahhh! Woman, are you crazy! What the fuck… uhhh… is wrong with you?”


Patting her neck, Nikki gasped for air.


Falling into a Z shape, Herschel grabbed his nuts; then his bald head fell onto the mattress. Shifting his eyes to the corners, he stared at Nikki as she got out of the bed. Orange tiger-striped imprints of his hands remained embedded in his wife’s flesh. He saw his fingerprints spiral her neck like a choker necklace tattoo. Damn, he didn’t mean to do that. Herschel witnessed the bruises darkening to a deep red. Fuck. The taping for Nikki’s prime-time television sex-talk show was tomorrow. It was the middle of spring, and if the bruises hadn’t disappeared by then, she’d have to wear a scarf around her neck to cover up what she’d made him do.


All his wife had to do to keep peace with him was give him some time, undivided attention, and genuine affection every now and then. “Baby, baby,” Herschel repeated, then said, “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what got into me. It wasn’t me. It was some demon inside of me that unleashed. Please forgive me. Nikki, don’t you see how much I need you.” Stumbling toward her, his lips pressed softly against hers. His mouth circled hers, trying to pry her thick, luscious lips apart with his tongue.


Honestly, if Nikki had contracted to do a normal talk show or a cook show even, he would’ve been okay with that. But why did his wife have to be the acclaimed Sexpert for Sexcipes? Why did Nikki have to interview good-looking, wealthy men about how her natural aphrodisiac, high-protein appetizers and entrees would ignite their sex drive without the aid of penile-enhancement drugs? Wasn’t like she cooked at home anymore or catered to his dick. Herschel was a man, and he knew how other men viewed women. The thought of his wife laughing and giggling with men who also wanted to fuck her drove Herschel insane. How many times had his wife succumbed to being a tramp, then come home offering him her sloppy secondhand pussy?


“Umph, umph,” Nikki groaned, placing her hand in the center of the chiseled chest she used to drizzle her edible heated wax on, then lick it off. “No, not this time, Herschel.” Smack! Nikki’s palm landed against his face. “You need to go be with that bitch you had up in my bed when I got home! All we have left between us is great sex once a month and you’ve managed to fuck that up too! You can’t even fuck me right. Unleash this!” Reaching behind her, Nikki kept her eyes on him as he walked away from her.


Fuck. It was a good thing he had quick reflexes. Herschel ducked just in time to dodge the hand-sized crystal ball that came zooming toward his head like she was a professional shot-putter. Crash! The sparkling ball stuck into the Sheetrock, looking like an intentional creation.


“You are so fucking crazy, Nikki! Stop this shit. Baby,” he said. Racing toward her and snatching her biceps, Herschel rattled Nikki’s body, trying to shake common sense into her. Couldn’t she look into his dejected eyes and see his aching heart crying out to her? Probably not.


Swiftly turning her shoulders side to side, Nikki couldn’t break free unless he wanted her to. Herschel didn’t believe in hitting women, but Nikki was pushing him to do the unthinkable… kill her.


“Herschel, please,” she pleaded. “I just want you to take your things and get out of my house. Let me be. We’re both miserable. Why can’t you just let me be?”


Oh, now that she’d made it, she didn’t need him anymore? Was that it? If she really wanted him out, Nikki would have to buy him out. “Baby,” Herschel said, wrapping his chocolate muscular arms around Nikki’s long, shapely torso, “listen to me.” He glided his hand over her short hair, which was neatly tapered around her mocha face. “That bitch that was here don’t mean shit to me. I was lonely. I miss you. I mean, like, fuck, you’re pissed off at me and it’s like you’re the one who’s never home. I miss my wife. Damn, Nikki, you’re gone all the time. You’re never here to fall asleep in my arms at night. You’re never here to let me make love to you. Coming once a fuckin’ month is all I get and you’re the one pissed off. A nut a month is all I’m worth? Let’s work on rekindling our marriage. I need you, Nikki. Baby, please, let me make love to you right now like we’re on our second honeymoon.”


Staring at him, Nikki frowned.


The woman who was in their bed six nights ago honestly didn’t mean anything to Herschel. But he meant everything to Ivory Henderson. Truth was, Ivory wasn’t legally his wife, but he’d given her the title “wife” and unofficially he’d given Ivory his last name. It was a mind-control game to keep Ivory faithful to him. He wasn’t serious about leaving Nikki for Ivory. But if Ivory had had half the money and assets Nikki had, Herschel would’ve never married Nikki, because while he did love his wife, Nikki had become too mannish for him.


In spite of her callous ways, Nikki had gotten what she’d paid for: companionship, a fine-ass man to escort her to public events, and a damn good lover. Those were the things Herschel still wanted to offer his wife. He hadn’t changed at all. Nikki had done a one-eighty, turning her back toward him.


Backing Nikki onto the bed, he knew his wife wasn’t finished coming. This time, Herschel climbed on top of Nikki missionary-style. His muscular thighs parted her legs nice and wide, pressing her legs against the mattress. The head of his dick slithered over her pussy hairs and along her shaft. He held his hard dick against Nikki’s clit until he felt her pussy pulsating.


Feverishly Nikki kissed him, panting with her mouth covering his. The heat in her breath was the passion that had drawn him to her on their first date. Maybe if he got himself together, he could make things right between them again.


Mindful not to place his hands anywhere close to Nikki’s mouth or neck, he cupped her ass while roaming his lips all over hers. He eased his dick inside his wife, slowly penetrating her the way she liked.


“Deeper, damn it,” Nikki moaned, grabbing his ass, pulling him into her. “Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder, I said.”


The day Herschel proposed to Nikki, he promised Ivory he’d never leave her—no matter what. He wasn’t serious about Ivory. In case things didn’t work out with Nikki, he wanted to make sure he could hit his backup pussy anytime he wanted. Having two lovers assured Herschel he’d never be alone.


The day Herschel stood at the altar with Nikki, he’d recited the same vows later that night at the hospital for Ivory. Role-playing had gotten him into more trouble than he’d imagined possible. Sex with Ivory had gotten better than sexing his wife. Herschel laughed with Ivory, cried with Ivory. They dreamt aloud together. Unlike Nikki, Ivory believed in him. Every man needed a woman who believed in him. But there was one thing he’d regret the rest of his life, and that was missing the delivery of his son with Ivory while he stood at that altar with Nikki.


Why couldn’t Herschel respond when the pastor said, “If anyone has cause why this man and this woman should not be joined in holy matrimony, speak now or forever hold your peace”?


Herschel slid his entire body up and down over Nikki’s, trying to figure out how to emotionally reconnect with her. His lips began to glide from hers down to her chin. Was his once-a-month rationing sympathy sex? If so, he’d take whatever he could get. Gently he kissed her neck, noticing his fingerprints had slightly faded. He traced her collarbone with his tongue. Positioning his mouth over one of her breasts, then squeezing her other nipple, he suctioned her nipple between his teeth. Firmly he drew her areola into his mouth, while twisting her other nipple back and forth.


“That feels so good.” Nikki moaned, loosely wrapping her arms around his shoulders.


Slowly his mouth trailed down to his wife’s navel, to her pussy hairs, and onto her shaft. He cupped his mouth over her clit, pausing for a moment to inhale the sweet aroma of her juices mixed with his. The taste of pineapple-honey-coconut swarmed all around his mouth. Nikki knew all the right foods to eat to taste sweet. She knew which foods heightened a woman’s libido.


Nikki’s culinary skills started out being for the palate at the dinner table; now his wife was a sexpert: a cunnilingus culinary chef one day and a fellatio cuisine queen the next, and in unbelievably high demand by singles and couples—straight, lesbian, and gay people—all around the world. Nikki’s clients didn’t hesitate to meet her demands of fifty grand a day, plus travel expenses. She was booked for the next two years and had already banked $10 million in nonrefundable deposits.


Licking his wife’s pussy, Herschel thought, Maybe I should learn how to do the same thing. Bet if I made more money than her, she’d love and sex me crazy. He’d have to find another way to get rich quick. Nikki’s niche was secure—she refused to give anyone her sex recipes, including him.


Standing at the altar on their wedding day, Herschel should’ve looked Nikki in her eyes and said, “Baby, I don’t love you enough to marry you.” But that would’ve meant no all-expense-paid vacations for him with his boys, Brian and Lexington. No single-family three-bedroom home for Ivory and his son. And Ivory would’ve had to stop lounging around the house all day and get a nine-to-five job like him. As long as Herschel kept their agreement and lived off Nikki’s interest, Nikki never missed the monthly mortgage payments from their joint bank account.


Swallowing every drop, Herschel savored the juices oozing from Nikki’s clit. Easing his finger inside his wife’s pussy made her hotter and wetter. His dick leaked precum onto the sheet. Frantically strumming her G-spot, Herschel felt Nikki’s back arch. His mouth took in her entire shaft. He suctioned her shaft as if he were drinking one of those mouthwatering piña coladas at Deco Blue in South Beach. Nikki’s legs started trembling uncontrollably. Swiftly he probed her G-spot… deeper… and deeper… until he tapped her squirt zone. Nikki’s fluids showered his face, pissing clear fluids all over him.


Hell yeah! That shit turned Herschel the fuck on! No matter how hard he’d tried, he never could make Ivory squirt. Few men could make a woman squirt and most women didn’t know much, if anything, about female ejaculation. Until Herschel had met Ivory, he’d thought every woman at least knew she could ejaculate.


Nikki collapsed against the bed. Herschel lay beside Nikki. With all the money they had, he didn’t know how to keep Nikki happy anymore. Eventually the inevitable would happen. Divorce. Then he’d find out how much he truly loved Ivory.


Nikki whispered, “Herschel, don’t ever fuck some bitch in my house, in my bed. If it happens again, don’t say a word. I’ll personally pack your shit and put your ass out.”


Correction—now that they’d been married ten years, it was their house and their bed. A divorce was the least of his worries. Keeping his love affair with Anthony a secret was Herschel’s biggest challenge.


Herschel wasn’t stupid. If it weren’t for what she’d have to pay, Nikki would have divorced him a long time ago. The longer she stayed in the marriage, the harder it had become for her to force him out. And the other woman in their bed wasn’t some bitch. She was a one-night stand he’d met at the gym, and Herschel couldn’t remember her name.


Just in case Nikki was serious, Herschel softened his voice. “Baby, I’m sorry, and I mean that,” he lied again. “Please forgive me.” Raising his right hand, he continued, “I swear on my mother’s grave, you are the finest, the sexiest, the most beautiful black woman in the world, and I am so fucking proud of you.”


Herschel was proud of Nikki, but he also despised that she didn’t need him. He knew that shit. Nikki could have any man she wanted. Why she’d married him? Herschel knew the answer to that too. He’d spoken all the words Nikki and every other successful, single, sexy woman wanted to hear. There were a lot of lonely women in the world. So lonely that they’d marry down just to have a man in their bed, in their life, on their arms, and to have bragging rights over their single girlfriends. A woman like his wife would stay in a fucked-up relationship to avoid being alone. Nikki wouldn’t admit it, but he knew he filled a void in her life. He was like her favorite shoes. She didn’t wear them often, but she’d have a fit if anyone threw them out.


“Herschel, hush. Your mother is not dead,” Nikki said, getting out of bed.


“Well, she will be one day,” he said, rolling over and pulling the covers up to his chin.
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