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      Why I Cherish Our Love


      Date:


      Given To:


      Given By:


      Personal Message:


   

      To Stella Morrison


   

      Pussy is a terrible thing to waste.


   

      G-SPOT GENOCIDE


      Is Your Pussy on the Hit List?


      Sexually liberated women are in high demand but there is a low supply.


      I’ve moved the section I originally placed here—“Would You Marry for Love?”—to the end of the book, because since I’ve started

         hosting HONEYB Adult Slumber Parties, I’m not surprised, I’m shocked at the number of women who are unconsciously sabotaging

         their G-spot with sheer neglect. It’s like walking by a plant every day and not noticing the plant until it starts to wither.

         “Oh, you poor thing.” And instead of watering the plant, what do you do? “Let me take you out of your misery.” Some of you

         actually throw the plant in the trash. Just like you’ve done with your G-spot, you’re letting your pussy slowly deteriorate.

      


      The G-spot is named after the German gynecologist Ernst Gräfenberg. Ladies, Ernst is our hero and we will not let his research

         be in vain. Some women don’t know their G-spot exists. They haven’t lost it, but don’t know where to find it, or they’re having

         sex with men who are clueless about the G-spot and other female erogenous zones.

      


      The HoneyB wants you to stop. Stop right now, raise your right hand, and tell the truth. Is your pussy on the G-spot genocide

         hit list? If it is, I want you to take yours off today, especially if you’ve never experienced an orgasm. With pussy, all

         things are possible. Let me rephrase that. With good pussy, all things are possible. A good pussy is an untamed, well-trained

         pussy.

      


      Here is my twelve-step program to G-spot vitalization:


      

      	Make sure your fingernails are smooth to avoid painful kitty cuts. And I have to slip this in for good measure, never let

         a man with jagged or dirty fingernails touch your good pussy.

      


      	Take a shower or a bath to get your pussy ready for you. Never serve what you wouldn’t eat. Taste yourself, girl.


      	After cleansing your body, wash your hands (yes, again) and be sure to get all the soap off. Some pussies are more sensitive

         than others and you don’t want to irritate her before you get started.

      


      	Now insert your middle finger as far as you can into your vagina. (There’s a reason why the middle finger is about two

         inches long, and when inserted, your middle finger naturally faces the right direction. God didn’t make any mistakes.)

      


      	You’re not searching for orgasmic stimulation at this point. Right now you’re discovering the sensation and location of

         your G-spot.

      


      	Your finger may veer to the left or right as if running off the road and falling into a ditch, or as I call it, the trenches. While you’re in the trenches, clean them out. Scoop, ladies, scoop. You’ll taste better. Okay, let’s get back on the road

         to finding your G-spot.

      


      	Feel the fleshy part of your vagina, aka the hump, or as I call it, the speed bump. A speed bump serves a purpose. It signals

         a man to do what? Yes, slow down. Right there. That’s your spot. Slide your finger along your bumpy hump. That’s how the G-spot

         feels, bumpy. To give you a comparison, press the tip of your tongue against the inside of your bottom teeth. Now slide your

         tongue back and forth in the bottom of your mouth. That’s very similar to the feel of your G-spot. Now let’s get back to the

         G-spot. Close your eyes, get in the zone, and pay close attention to the sensation. When you awaken your most sensitive spot,

         hey, girl… you’re on track. Keep on stroking. When you know how to pleasure yourself, you have no problem telling your lover

         what turns you on.

      


      	If the finger test did not work for you (or even if it did and you want more stimulation), dry yourself off and head to

         the adult toy store. This is not the time to be shy. Don’t forget the mission. You are taking your pussy off what? That’s

         right, the hit list. No G-spot genocide for your pretty kitty.

      


      	Tell the assistant you want to see all of their G-spot stimulators (these are different from clit stimulators). Ask all the questions you need to ask, and make

         an educated decision on which G-spot stimulator is best for you.

      


      	Go home, get naked, get in your bed, sit on a stool or the edge of a seat, or, if you bought a waterproof stimulator,

         get in the tub. As long as it’s a safe place, the HoneyB doesn’t care where you sit or lay—it’s your house, not mine.

      


      	Don’t turn on the vibration just yet. I want you to find your G-spot first. Repeat step 7 above.

      


      	Once you are in tune with your G-spot you will have more powerful orgasms. Congratulations! You’ve successfully completed

         HoneyB’s twelve-step program and you have officially taken your pussy off the hit list. Don’t forget to awaken (water) your G-spot regularly.

      


    


     I’m no G-spot genius but I do consider myself a sexpert. I can’t speak in more technical terms as a gynecologist would, but

         I have helped women become sexually liberated. I’m like the orgasmic midwife who helps to deliver orgasms instead of babies,

         except I don’t make house calls or booty calls. I do consultations. If there is anything I don’t know about sex, I want to

         learn, therefore I’m more educated on the female anatomy, sex, and sexuality, and have more hands-on experience than the average

         person.

      


      The right person or persons, a clean environment (I am a Virgo, okay), and a healthy frame of mind free from judgment of self

         and others can lead you to the most incredible orgasmic moments you’ll ever experience. Most people worry too much about what

         others think and not enough about how they feel. When your life transitions, the only person you have to answer for is you.

         Do not deny yourself sexual healing or pleasure. But first you must learn what pleases you.

      


      Want to see actual pictures of a woman’s G-spot? Want to learn more about your G-spot, orgasms, and vaginal exercises? Here

         are a few of my favorite websites:

      


      1. 

         www.MaryMorrison.com

      


      2. 

         www.doctorg.com

      


      3. 

         www.speculum.com

      


      You cannot overeducate yourself on sex or sexuality. Now that you’re equipped with the tools to stimulate your G-spot, if

         you desire you can learn how to fill your urethra with ejaculate and learn how to… squirt, baby, squirt! Men love it when

         women squirt, so the HoneyB has incorporated female ejaculation into the story line of Married on Mondays.


      If you want me to host a HONEYB Adult Slumber Party for your book club or your event, email me at 

         honeyb@marymorrison.com.

      


       


      CRÈME CITY


      THE PULSE OF THE USA

      


      POPULATION: 6.9 MILLION


   

			PROLOGUE
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      Foxy


      Four years of marriage.


      Three years of adultery.


      Two men.


      One woman.


      Mondays were her hardest days to stay focused. Being one man’s woman and another man’s wife was physically manageable but

         emotionally draining, especially on Mondays when she had to spend “quality time” with her husband.


      Four years ago she stood at the altar. Vowing to forsake all others, she longed to fold back her veil and kiss her ex-fiancé,

         who sat center aisle, fifth row. She glanced over her shoulder, blinked him a kiss with her eyes, then faced her husband.

         The tall, dark, and handsome man who stood in front the pastor wasn’t the only man she was in love with. Her ex-fiancé could

         have easily been the better man. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t stop loving him.

      


      “If anyone has cause why this man and woman should not be joined in holy matrimony, speak now,” the pastor said.


      Whew! There were valid reasons why she couldn’t honor or obey her ex-fiancé, but she cherished him the same as her husband before

         and after she’d said, “I do.”

      


      Foxy leaned across her desk, handed her sister DéJà the deposit envelope for the money earned from servicing their customers

         and clients. She stood, hugged her sister Victoria. “I’ll see you guys in the morning.”

      


      “Everything will be all right,” Victoria said, hugging Foxy. “Open up to your husband tonight. Tell him the truth. If you

         don’t want to tell him, pray. God will show you the way.”

      


      Foxy pushed Victoria away. Her half smile represented her love for her sisters. The other half that should’ve shown her happiness

         to see her husband remained suppressed. A wise wife never confessed her affairs.

      


      “Be on time tomorrow,” DéJà scolded. “We’re not going to keep baking your pastries for you.”


      “Why can’t you empathize with Foxy? You know she’s emotionally distraught,” Victoria said. “Take your time tomorrow. I don’t

         mind covering for you.”

      


      “Well, I do,” DéJà retorted.


      Hugging DéJà, Foxy said, “I love you too, sis. Bye Victoria and thanks. Y’all have fun for me this evening.” Carrying assorted

         pastries to her car, Foxy exhaled, placing the white box on the passenger seat.

      


      Opening her legs led to opening her heart. Or was it the other way around? Loving two men had emotionally torn her apart.

         Three years into her affair, she didn’t know how to end her marriage or her relationship with her ex.

      


      As she exited the driveway of Crème her cell phone buzzed. Seeing his name on her caller ID, she smiled from the inside out,

         then answered, “Hey, you.”

      


      “What’s wrong?” he asked without saying hello.


      “Same ole, you know. Got that Monday morning blues straight through Monday afternoon.”


      He moaned in her ear, “How’s my pussy?”


      Her pussy contracted with excitement. Her body tingled.


      “Touch her for me,” he whispered.


      This time when he spoke, she came. Her vaginal muscles pulsated repeatedly. She hadn’t touched herself. The sound of his alluring

         voice made her cum. “Stop it. I’m driving.”

      


      “Then pull over and take off your thong for me. Stick your finger in your pussy for me. I bet she’s hot just the way I like

         her.”

      


      “Good-bye,” Foxy said.


      His voice softened with sincerity. “I love you, Foxy. I will always love you.”


      Why did he have to constantly remind her how much he loved her? Flowers, gifts, massages, dancing, movies, art galleries,

         museums, comedy shows, Broadway plays—all the things her husband used to do her ex had never stopped doing.

      


      She reflected on the day he’d taken her to see The Color Purple the night before the Tony Awards. Fifth row. Aisle seats. Oprah and Gayle sat five rows behind them in the middle of that

         row. When Celie and Nettie cried, she cried too. Her tears played patty-cake with her ex-man’s soul. He was her best friend.

         Everybody needed somebody to hug, to love. Her ex was always there for her. That was more than she could attest to for her

         workaholic husband.

      


      “I love you too,” she said ending the call.


      Foxy made a U-turn to take the long route home. She drove slower than usual. Headed north instead of south on Shoreline Drive

         to avoid passing her ex-fiancé’s house. Three-thirty traffic was light. Her pussy was moist. When would her husband realize

         she was no longer a happily married woman? Did he care?

      


      She pressed the engine button, turned off her car, then watched shoppers load grocery bags in their trunks. Women with kids,

         unaccompanied by men, got in and out of vehicles. She wondered if the women had husbands that used to grocery shop with them

         the way her husband used to shop with her.

      


      Walking into the store, Foxy called her dad.


      He answered, “Hey, how’s my number one princess?”


      Hearing his voice made her smile. No man had treated her better than her father. When she was a little girl that was a good

         thing. Now that she was a woman, when her father gave her away, she thought her husband would treat her better. She was wrong.

         “I’m good, Daddy, how are you?” she asked, inspecting the filet mignon.

      


      “Doing great. You sound perturbed. What’s… ah, the Monday blues,” he said. “I told you to think like me. If you decide to

         do something, don’t worry about it. If you’re going to worry about it, don’t do it, princess.”

      


      “I’m not you, Daddy.”


      “I know, princess. And I know you’re not happy, but whatever you do, don’t have an affair. We men aren’t as forgiving as you

         women. Hey, I’m trying to downsize without layoffs. I have to go into a meeting. I’ll call you later. Love you,” he said.

      


      “Love you too, Daddy,” Foxy said, dropping her phone in her purse. She tossed red potatoes, fresh spinach, and a bottle of

         her husband’s favorite merlot into the shopping cart. Thinking about her husband somberly, she scanned her debit card, waited

         for the bagger to place her items in the cart.

      


      Foxy missed her man. She visualized his dick inside her, his hands caressing her breasts. She smiled placing the bags in the

         trunk. Her body jerked. Another orgasm surprised her. Hadn’t seen him since Saturday night. Yesterday she was at church with

         her sisters. She refused to go to the altar when Victoria had asked. Her sister was not her savior and going to the altar

         would’ve only satisfied Victoria. Foxy knew she was no saint but neither were her married sisters.

      


      On her drive home from the store, Foxy called her man. “Hey, baby. I just called back to say I miss you.”


      “Stop by for a minute so I can hug my sweet baby,” he said.


      “You know I have to have dinner with him. I’ll see you in the morning. I love you.”


      “Love you too,” he said.


      Foxy carried the food to the kitchen where she seasoned the meat and chopped the potatoes. She showered, brushed her teeth.

         Gathered her hair in a ponytail, put on a canary yellow gown and red three-inch slip-on heels.

      


      She’d finished cooking by six. Heard her husband’s car in the garage.


      “Hey, gorgeous. Smells good in here,” he said, bypassing her. No more kisses when he walked in. No hugs. No slaps on her juicy

         booty.

      


      She set the table, prepared their plates, put extra servings of potatoes and dessert closest to his seat at the table. Her

         husband entered the dining room. He’d traded his suit and tie for the clothes he’d sleep in, a pair of gray baggy sweats and

         a wife beater.

      


      His behind was barely in the seat before he beamed. “Got a new client today, gorgeous. You’ll never guess who?” His grin was

         wide.

      


      All he ever talked about was work, work, work. But this smile was different.


      “Yeah, who?”


      “Nova,” he said like he was on a first-name basis with whoever she was.


      “Nova, who?”


      He nodded. “Scotia, baby. Nova Scotia.” His lips curved upward like a kid who’d just gotten his first cell phone.


      “That’s nice.” His enthusiasm for another woman had ruined more than her appetite.


      Was there anything about her that excited him that way? The remainder of dinner was quiet. Squirming in his seat, her husband

         hardly kept still. She excused herself from the table, brushed her teeth. She went to bed early. He crawled in beside her

         at midnight. No touches, no kisses, no hugs.

      


      Her husband turned his back, hugged his pillow, and squirmed himself to sleep.


   

      CHAPTER 1
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      Foxy


      Sandwiched in a love triangle—her husband on one side, her ex-fiancé on the other—Foxy was able to sustain her marriage. Her

         husband should thank her ex-fiancé for sexing her senseless. Her ex-fiancé would soon be indebted to her husband. Neither

         man satisfied all her needs, but together, her two men were the perfect blend.

      


      She didn’t marry for money. Had a separate bank account. She didn’t marry for love. Nowadays, love didn’t last long enough.

         Had her heart broken twice by the same man. Wasn’t going to be his fool again. She didn’t marry for mind-blowing sex. She

         knew how to pleasure herself before she surrendered her virginity at the tender age of sixteen. She didn’t marry to gain social

         recognition. Her self-esteem was so high no man could scorn her. She didn’t marry to validate her womanhood. She was a woman

         solely in charge of her life.

      


      Tuesday morning she opened her eyes, glanced at her husband’s side of the bed. As usual, he wasn’t there. His getting out

         of bed before her shouldn’t bother her but it did. No more making love, morning quickies, or light kisses on her lips before

         he got out the bed. The burgundy sheet on his side was neatly tucked underneath the mattress.

      


      She placed her feet on the ginger-colored carpet, sat on the side of the bed, unlocked her G1, then texted her lover, “Hi

         baby. Be there after 6.” She locked, then placed her G1 on the nightstand, and sat on the floor. Her morning ritual—crunches,

         hip thrusts, squats, and pushups—proceeded, stretching her legs, arms, and torso. Bypassing the sixty-five-inch flat screen

         television she used to watch pornography on with her husband, she entered her bathroom.

      


      After she married him, moved into his house, she learned her husband’s habits. He didn’t like sharing his things or his space.

         His bathroom was on the opposite side of their master bedroom. His study was his. The kitchen, family and living room were

         hers. The dining room was shared one day a week. Neither of them would return to the table until Monday. To her, marriage

         meant the property under their roof—including her husband—was 

         legally hers and she had the right to dispose of whatever she chose.

      


      Her “I can have it all” attitude was ingrained by her father the four years she lived with him. Moving from her mother’s two-bedroom

         condo in Boise into the largest mansion in Crème City to live with her dad and attend high school with her two sisters changed

         her life forever.

      


      Thanks to her dad, she had the opportunity to live with her sister from Baton Rouge and her sister from Boston. Three girls,

         the same age, with three different moms, from three different environments, experiencing puberty under one roof while being

         raised by their dad were the hardest yet most rewarding years of her life. Their father taught them to stick together and

         to never marry anyone who had little to give or nothing to lose.

      


      Disgusted with her husband’s selfish, egotistical behavior, she stared in the mirror. She lathered cold cream on her forehead.

         Her piercing hazel eyes narrowed. Divorcing her husband wasn’t an option she wanted to exercise, but one she’d considered

         numerous times.

      


      Give my fine-ass rich husband to some other woman? I don’t think so.


      She bit her bottom lip, cursed, “Damn you! Why do you act like I’m your servant? Selfish-ass bastard! I hate you!” Love made

         her hate him. Hate made her love him. A live-in maid could easily fulfill her wifely duties. A better question was “Why had

         he asked to marry her?”

      


      Her random outbursts were occurring more frequently. She prayed she wasn’t on the verge of a nervous breakdown. She wasn’t

         crazy. Just terribly frustrated. Headed for self-destruction if she didn’t make a change in her life.

      


      She kept staring at her reflection. The high arches of her thin brows were waxed to perfection, not a single hair was out

         of place. Thick layers of chestnut hair caressed her honey golden shoulders with more affection than her husband’s hands.

         Her nose—not wide enough open as her mother would say—complimented her round, firm cheeks.

      


      She smeared cream above and below her soft lips, wondering what her life would be like if she hadn’t married him, if she’d

         remained single. Would she be happy? Content? Lonely? Would she have risked having her heart broken a third time by her ex-fiancé?

      


      She brushed her teeth, rinsed her face with cold water, then went to the study where she knew she’d find her husband sitting

         in his favorite, worn bourbon-tinted leather chair surrounded by his wall-to-wall law library.

      


      “Morning, baby,” she said, softly kissing his lips. Calling him baby was a habit not worth breaking. There were no sentiments

         in her greeting.

      


      Looking up at her, he smiled, then whispered, “Hey, gorgeous. What was all that noise? Were you yelling at someone on the

         phone?”

      


      Did it matter? He hadn’t bothered to check on her. “Oh, nothing, just dropped something on my foot,” she lied. She removed his black-framed

         glasses, folded, then placed them on the end table beside his chair. Exhaling, she looked down at her husband, then asked,

         “Baby, do you still love me?”

      


      He frowned. His eyes narrowed. He patted his thigh. “Sit. Talk to me. Why would you ask me something like that out of the

         blue?”

      


      Exhaling, this time through her mouth, she wanted to remove his hand from her ass. His touch irritated her. He no longer excited

         her. “Guess I’m tired of . . .” Her eyes scrolled toward the crystal chandelier that hung high above their heads. She thought

         about the fatal ending in The War of the Roses and understood how couples could kill one another physically or emotionally. Agitated by his nonchalant attitude, she paused

         thinking, Tired of spending more time with my ex-man than with my husband.


      He touched her chin, tilted her face, then stared into her eyes. “Tired of what, baby?”


      She cringed, gripped his wrist, moved his hand to her lap atop the hem of her yellow gown. “Haaa… barely seeing you, that’s

         what. You work hard on everything except our marriage.”

      


   

      CHAPTER 2
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      Foxy


      Shaking her left leg as she’d done whenever she was nervous, she asked her husband, “How did we get here? Don’t you remember

         the way we were? For a whole year after we got married, every day was our honeymoon.”

      


      He used to bring her roses, buy her jewelry, take her dancing, hold her hand in public. There was a time he wouldn’t keep

         his hands off her. She closed her eyes and could hear the way he used to proudly introduce her. He’d say, “This is my wife.”

      


      Opening her eyes, she continued, “Something changed you. You started spending more time at the office, less time at home,

         less time with me. Then you took up golfing on weekends, and now… I barely see you. It’s like you’d rather be anyplace where

         I’m not.”

      


      She swallowed the remaining words not worth mentioning. If she were so gorgeous, as he’d often say, why couldn’t she have

         all her needs met by him? Girl, don’t cry. Please, don’t let him see you cry again. Her emotions ejected a waterfall of tears over her eyelids and down her face, soaking her gown. Maybe if her husband were

         home more, she’d be home more.

      


      Kissing her tears, her husband answered, “You are my everything. Don’t you know how much I love you?” He tucked her hair behind

         her ear, cupped her face again, as he stared into her eyes.

      


      He knew all the right words to say to avoid arguing. She looked away from his empty words. Her eyes rested in the corners.

         Love without action didn’t mean much. She yearned to grab his hands, fling them against his chest, pound on his broad shoulders,

         scream in his face… but she didn’t. Like a good wife, she held it in, placed his needs ahead of hers.

      


      “I keep telling you I feel like I’m married to myself. All I want is my husband back. A few days a week is all I’m asking.

         Hell, one more day a week would be a good start. You’re the only partner at the firm who works after midnight five days a

         week.”

      


      He kissed her lips. “That’s why I’m better than them. That’s why they come to me for my opinion. Clearly, they need me more

         than I need them.”

      


      She interpreted his words with her thoughts. Yeah, I bet you feel the same way about me.


      “And don’t compare me to them,” he said. “You have no idea what goes on at the office. Just because they go home every night

         doesn’t mean they’re faithful. Hey, listen. If it’ll make you happy, I’ll do better. I promise.”

      


      She hadn’t mentioned anything about being faithful. Why had he? Was he cheating too? “Better or your best?”


      “Fair question,” he said. “Both. But I told you I have this new client,” he lamented as though she shouldn’t be pressuring

         him for more time than the one night a week he dined with her.

      


      Excuses already. “Yeah, I know. International supermodel Nova fucking Scotia. If the deranged bitch hadn’t ran over her boyfriend with her

         brand-new sports car she wouldn’t need you to represent her ass. And you make sure you stay away from those triple XL collagen-injected

         lips that she’s always plastering all over every man’s damn face.”

      


      She wasn’t the type of wife who felt her husband wanted to fuck every woman with a big ass, shapely legs, nice breasts, and

         juicy lips, but Nova had to have starred in every man’s wet dream, including her husband’s.

      


      As if he were a raging bull preparing for attack, a puff of air shot from his nostrils. He leaned back. His lips tightened,

         then curved to one side. “Calm down, sweetie, calm down. I only have eyes for you, baby,” he said, patting her thigh.

      


      Wow. It wasn’t his eyes she was concerned about. If he could’ve looked in a mirror, he would’ve seen what she saw. His body

         language was the opposite of what he’d said. He petted her like she had four legs. Maybe she should run over her husband with

         her car. Bad idea. Then he’d be a bigger burden, and she’d have to take care of him. She wasn’t stupid. What man wouldn’t want Nova’s juicy lips performing fellatio on him?


      “Take care of this for me, baby,” he said, massaging his erection.


      Oh. Now he wanted her to suck his dick. Probably while he’d fantasize about Nova giving him head. Whatever. She’d learned

         the mechanics of giving a great blow job had nothing to do with love.

      


      She knelt before her husband to begin her next morning 

         ritual. Gazing up at his irresistible dark brown-sugar masculine body, her heart ached. Was his love and affection that important

         to her? Or was his covert rejection driving her mad? How could she despise and desperately need him at the same time?

      


      Her husband held one end of the thick, knotted rope; she held firm to the other. She was losing this round of tug-of-war with

         him. Later her heart would tug for another man.

      


      Her husband’s sultry, almond-shaped eyes slowly closed. His slanted cheeks narrowed toward full kissable lips, large perfect

         teeth, and a well-trimmed mustache. His face was as mesmerizing as his wide, strong shoulders and bulging biceps. No matter

         how hectic his day was, her husband dedicated one hour to exercise, and his herculean physique proudly showcased the results.

         She refused to give him up and risk having him date Nova. Surely Nova’s boyfriend wasn’t stupid enough to take her back.

      


      Foxy massaged the curly hairs on her husband’s chest mounds, then teased the few strands surrounding his hard nipples. The

         lightest touch of her husband’s hairy chest, abs, thighs, legs, or arms layered chill bumps over her body and made her pussy

         pucker with pleasure, craving to have her breasts scrub against his hairs. She enjoyed touching him. If his affection weren’t

         contrived, she’d welcome her husband’s touch.

      


      His affection had changed. He used to embrace her with his eyes, massage her with his breath, love her with his heart. Not

         anymore. His touch had become cold, robotic. His words flat as though ordering off a fast-food menu. Love, like life, was

         what she’d made it. Over time, her reality of being a happily married woman had become an unfulfilled fantasy.

      


      She kissed his chest, his abs, his navel; buried her face in the richness of his pubic hairs; then inhaled. Lowering the elastic

         waistband over his dick, she wrapped her hand around his incredibly long shaft. His shaft was too thick for one hand to circle.

         She rotated both palms to cover all sides. Sliding her hands to the base of his shaft, slowly, ever so slowly, she suctioned

         his head into her wet mouth until her jaws caved in. She refused to release his shaft until his dick was too stiff to bend.

      


      Although they spent less than six hours a day together—including the four hours she slept beside him—she never wanted her

         husband to justify soliciting sexual gratification from another woman, especially not that Nova Scot-ti-a woman. For years he’d revealed his crush on her.

      


      “Baby, you are so damn good,” he moaned as though it were her first time giving him head. He pulled her neck toward him, thrusting

         his dick down her throat, then grunted, “That’s my girl. Take all of this dick.”

      


      Months after their marriage, twelve to be exact, your dick had become this dick. Maybe if she’d addressed his subtle changes early in the marriage, their relationship wouldn’t have failed. To her,

         going through the motions was the same as failing.

      


      Four years of marriage and she’d never missed a morning sucking her husband’s dick unless he was out of town, which was most

         weekends. She believed her newfound wifely duties were to keep her husband not happy, but satisfied. Keep as much peace as

         possible in their home by doing the thing that mattered most to him. His morning blow job was his way of starting each day

         stress free.

      


      Since he was the one neglecting her, it was okay for her to have an affair. But his biggest mistake would be letting her catch

         another woman riding or sucking his dick. He’d asked her to marry him. That meant he was ready to commit to her. She tried

         convincing herself that marrying him would make her faithful. Help her to change her promiscuous ways. Make her forget about

         her ex who sexed her senseless. She wondered what would happen if he ever caught her sucking another man’s dick the way she

         devoured his. How well did she know her husband? Getting caught might be her biggest mistake.

      


      Taking her father’s advice, just in case her marriage ended, she’d kept her maiden name on all her legal documents except

         her marriage license. Foxy Montgomery married Winton Brown for the same reasons her sisters Victoria and DéJà Montgomery married

         their spouses—for the two things money couldn’t buy, prestige and respect.

      


      “I’m cumming, baby,” he said, grabbing a fistful of her hair.


      Cum squirted against her tonsils, dripped down her throat. She’d rather swallow his sperm than to have her husband ejaculate

         inside her. She kissed his head, then asked, “You good?”

      


      Thanks to her dad’s advice, she’d have a baby when she was ready to become a full-time mother, not to keep or please a man,

         even if that man was her husband. She didn’t want to be a married woman who’d end up a single mom like her mom was.

      


      Winton smiled, then nodded. He knew she’d get him off again if he wanted. “I’m good. Real good. Thank you, gorgeous,” he said,

         meticulously tucking his dick inside his boxers.

      


      Her clients had more gratitude than her husband. The only thing missing from Winton’s thank you was the two thousand dollars she charged her clients for the same type of blow job.

      


   

      CHAPTER 3


      [image: art]


      Foxy


      Her husband was priceless in many ways, but not when it came to sexually pleasing her. He’d never dug into the 

         buried treasures of her G-spot. The place that made her squirt like a fountain remained a mystery to her husband. Best not

         to teach her husband the plethora of tricks she shared with her ex-man and her clients, or she’d arm him with tools he could

         use to please other women. Other women could wreak havoc in her marriage if they became hopelessly devoted to her husband

         the way she was. As long as her husband was partner in the number one law firm in the nation, Foxy was no fool—she’d settle

         for getting her pussy licked elsewhere.

      


      She’d continue to maintain her husband’s trust if she kept him away from her real occupation. It would serve neither of them

         well if he discovered she was more than a waitress at her family’s pastry shop. Sexing clients after hours was a career, not

         a job. Along with her sisters, Foxy was an owner of Crème, a neighborhood bakery that prepared pastries and fulfilled adult

         sexual desires by asking one question: What is your fantasy?


      Hurrying into the bedroom, she showered, then dressed for work. The uniform—a tapered, short-sleeved red button-up blouse,

         a matching A-line skirt, and Crème’s signature cream slip-on stilettos with 14-karat gold heels—would soon be in a closet

         next to another man’s clothes. A man she’d known before she’d vowed to remain faithful. A man she’d promised to marry but

         couldn’t. Couldn’t let him break her heart a third time. No sense in her entering a marriage with preexisting trust concerns.

         She knew him too well, and although she catered to him five days a week, he strove to occupy the one day a week she shared

         with her husband and the Sundays she spent with her sisters.
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