How’s My Morning Gal?

It looks like this portable pantry has been vandalized.

Each of my breasts produces only a single drop every half hour—and
that is no exaggeration.

Despite my imposing frame, I possess only two tiny, rudimentary
mammary glands.

Same goes for my little, blond, hairy heart: looks like it's been
jimmeyed. Yet Jose has only a very modest crowbar.

"What will it be? Coke.." I remembered.

The marriage counselor I see—independently of him—told me that
it's due to the mental load.

So this would have nothing to do with those daily nocturnal
intrusions upon my back—those nighttime forays, recurring every
single day, of its tiny crustacean.

Ha ha, I'm laughing all by myself, except for myself.

"Stop acting like a wimp, you spineless jellyfish!" he shouted,
just as I was shaking my ass—faking an orgasm to coax him into

reaching his own and finally letting me go.

But that only made him fly off the handle—and pull right out of my
ass.
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