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PROLOGUE
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The level of intellect seems to be the one constant that no one has control over, but it can be influenced by pedigree, somewhat.  It is never created or originated from its source and can only be enhanced and refined.  It is masterfully placed within each of us.  Intellect can be enhanced by infusing more knowledge, but this still will not produce wisdom unless it is coupled with truth in relationships and understanding of oneself.

Sometimes life is so poetic in the ways that individuals’ stories unfold.  Pathology must be processed out of our lives.  Consequently, each person’s ethology speaks loudly; and that is that secrets cannot hide the true deceitfulness of the heart.  

Key chapter details and the characters’ thoughts will be italicized throughout the book.

[  ] This symbol will notate definitions and quotes from other sources in the Appendix at the back of each book.

i
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Chapter 1
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New places sometime feel like you are further away from the truth.  - Author

“Your hair is beautiful,” Aubert Fontenot said to her as he stroked her face.  She blushed like it was the first time that anyone had ever admired her.  Well, it seemed like it because Clarence was ‘no romantic.’  Her guilt melts away each time she feels his hands on her body, and it doesn’t matter where he touches her, she craves his spontaneity.  In this dark section of the bar, they can pretend that it’s only the two of them in the whole world.  Surprised by her public display of affection, Aubert smiled, pulled her in closer and squeezed her tightly.  Betty and Aubert had become so hot and heavy, they even began to get careless, because with as little as a hello, they were locked in an embrace and Betty could feel their bodies melting together each time.

Now in their hotel room, love-starved Betty gave herself regularly to this new gift of passion unfurled, affection by the pound, and love making.  Well, and the rest goes without saying.  Waiting for Aubert to return from the restroom, she pondered the good, loving times that they had spent together these few months and giggled.  

That first time, things felt so good that she started laughing in disbelief that her whole body was awakened somehow.  She was free to express herself in the myriads of ways that he engaged her fantasies.  As she sat up in bed waiting for her lover, she thought to herself, “Oh, to feel this free always!”  She pondered to herself as she pulled her legs to her chest hugging herself, Aubert was back, and his cologne and tall stature broke her train of thought.

It will be 12am soon and she had to get her last bit of his attention to hold her over the long weeks that she would not see him.  Mr. Fontenot had a business trip coming up, so he needed to postpone their weekly rendezvous.  The next visit is in three weeks.  She quickly pushed her body close to his and soaked up all the allure and chemistry she could before they had to part.  

As she did, she thought to herself, after you have crossed the line and shared so many sweet sexual times with someone, the best you ever had even, what do you do?  Standing at the door of their hotel room, Betty implores him, “One last embrace.”

She pondered her rationale for such indulgences; do you leave your marriage just for the loving or do you stay married because of longevity?’  The children?  The security of home and family?  Which outweighs the other, which is more important in the long run?  Is this a real relationship or is my marriage a real relationship?  And if I stay, do I just get used to the idea that I will have to live without the attention, affection and sex that I need so much?’  How will I support myself?  

Leaving would impoverish me.  

As a brief sadness fell over her, she closed her eyes and shut out all those thoughts as she embraced her lover and took a deep breath to experience how good he smelled as they fell into each other’s arms one last time.

The question had been a persistent hum in the back of her mind for months, a low thrum that had grown into a deafening roar.  She sat by the window, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the polished floorboards, and watched a lone robin hop across the unkept lawn.  It pecked at the earth with a determined, almost frantic energy, and she wondered if its existence was as fraught with existential angst as her own.

Her marriage.  It was a comfortable word, a solid word.  It conjured images of shared history, of inside jokes whispered across crowded rooms, of the comforting weight of a familiar presence beside her in bed.  They had built a life, brick by carefully laid brick.  There were the children, of course, five bright, boisterous beings who were the undeniable anchors of her world.  Their laughter was the soundtrack to her days, their scraped knees and bedtime stories the rhythm of her nights.  And the security.  Oh, the security.  It was a warm blanket against the chill of uncertainty, a predictable path through a chaotic world.

But then there was him.  The ‘him’ who had entered her life like a rogue wave, disrupting the placid surface of her existence.  He was a whirlwind of attention, a constant, intoxicating shower of affection.  He saw her, truly saw her, in a way that felt both exhilarating and terrifying.  He listened, not just to her words, but to the unspoken yearnings that lay beneath them.  And the sex. It was a revelation, a rediscovery of a part of herself she had long forgotten, or perhaps, never truly known.

She traced the condensation on the glass with her fingertip, forming ephemeral patterns that quickly dissolved.  That was the crux of it, wasn't it? The indulgence.  Was it a fleeting, selfish desire, a temporary escape from the mundane?  Or was it something more profound, a siren song calling her towards a life less ordinary?

Again she pondered her rationale for such indulgences.  Do you leave your marriage just for the loving, or do you stay married because of longevity?  The children?  The security of home and family? Which outweighs the other, which is more important in the long run? I s this a real relationship, or is my marriage a real relationship?

The questions circled and collided, each one more complex than the last.  If she stayed, would she simply learn to live with the absence?  Would she become adept at compartmentalizing, at pushing down the ache for the touch, the whispered endearments, the passionate embrace?  Could she endure a life where the most vibrant colors of her emotional palette were muted, where the exquisite pleasure of being truly desired was a distant memory?

She closed her eyes, trying to conjure the feeling of his hand in hers, the way he looked at her as if she were the only person in the universe.  It was a dangerous game, this constant comparison.  It was like holding a perfectly ripe peach next to a perfectly serviceable apple.  Both were good, both provided sustenance, but one offered a burst of pure, unadulterated sweetness that the other could only hint at.
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