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   All of the signs were there; had been for some time, but for various reasons, they hadn’t registered on me.  The biggest reason being my job. My company had been bought out and the new management had come in, reorganized and I was scrambling to re-learn that I thought, up until then, that I had down cold.  I concentrated on work, and as a result, I didn’t notice what was going on at home.
 
   The one thing I did notice was that my wife Beth was working late more often than she had been and when I asked about it, she explained that she was shooting for a promotion at work.
 
    “I want to make more money, Rob.  I’m scared right now.  You hear all kinds of horror stories about what happens when one company buys out another.  You are busting your ass to try and fit into the way the new company operates, but what if they suddenly decide that you aren’t doing it fast enough or the way they want it and let you go?  The promotion will give us the extra money we need while you find something else.”
 
   It made sense to me, so I put it out of my mind.
 
   But I did learn to do my job the new way and I did it well enough to get a promotion out of it. With the job pressures gone, my mind was freed up and I began to notice things.  Things like phone conversations that ended abruptly when I would come into the room.  Things like answering the phone and hearing the other party hang up.  Things like Beth still working late, and on some Saturdays, for a promotion that never seemed to come.  
 
   The biggest thing, however, was the change in our sex life.  It had always been good and we usually made love three or four times a week.  That didn’t change, but what did change was the way it occurred.  Our usual practice had been anywhere, anytime the mood grabbed us, but that gradually changed.  It wasn’t spontaneous anymore, it took on more structure, and it was a while before I noticed that it usually happened on the nights Beth worked late and always on Saturdays.  Always on a Saturday whether she worked or not.  On the Saturdays she didn’t work, she had a standing lunch/shopping date with her best friend Marci, and when she got home, she always wanted to make love.
 
   I don’t know if I ever would have connected the dots had it not been for a broken beer bottle.  It was a Tuesday morning, and Tuesday is trash pick-up day in our neighborhood.  I usually put the trash out when I leave for work.  That particular morning, as I was carrying out the trash bags, one of the bags broke open and spilled its contents in the driveway.  A piece of a broken beer bottle cut a slit and the jouncing of my steps, as I carried the bag to the curb, had caused the hole to enlarge and eventually the trash spilled out.
 
   I went back into the garage and got another trash bag and started picking things up off the driveway.  One of the things I picked up was a bill from a local motel.  It had Beth’s name on it and it was from the previous Saturday. Also, it had been paid for with cash.  I knelt there staring at the bill in my hand and started having bad thoughts.  Beth must have cleaned out her car and dumped the trash in one of the garbage cans in the garage.  No need to be careful about something like that, right?  After all, who digs through the garbage?
 
   The conclusion was inescapable - Beth was cheating on me.  The question was do I confront her with what I had - just a motel receipt - or do I look for more?  I finally decided that I needed something a little more definite than what I had.  The next time Beth told me she was working late, I drove over to where she worked, found all the lights off, and the place locked up tight.  The following Saturday, she said she was working, so I told her I had an early golf date with a couple of the guys I worked with and left the house. When Beth came out, I was down the block and followed her.  She drove to the other side of town and pulled into the parking lot of a Super 8 motel.  She pulled up in front of one of the units, got out of her car, went up, and knocked on the door. When it opened, she went inside.
 
   I settled down to watch and wait and three hours later, Beth came out, got in her car, and drove off.  I sat there and kept my eye on the door to see who would be coming out.  It was almost a half hour wait, but then the door opened and Beth’s lover came out.  I was stunned - it was a woman! My wife was cheating on me with a woman.  The woman got in a car and drove off as I sat there, staring at the door to that motel unit for another twenty minutes before I shook off the funk I was in and headed home.
 
   On my way home, I stopped off at my favorite watering hole and sat at the bar nursing a Black Jack with water back when one of my buddies took the stool next to me.  He took one look at me and said, “Problems, hoss?  You look like your best bird dog just died.”
 
    “Not far from it, not far from it at all.”
 
   I told him the story and he shook his head.  “Sounds like she was using you to camouflage the fact that she is a carpet muncher.”
 
    “What I don’t understand is the sex angle.  Why is she always wanting to make love to me after she has been with her lover?”
 
    “Guilt, man.  Either she is feeling guilty over what she has just done and is trying to assuage the guilt or it is more camouflage.  She figures if she jumps your bones as soon as she gets home, you won’t wonder about what she might have been doing while she was out.”
 
   Talking about Beth was depressing me, so I changed the subject to football, had one more drink, and then headed on home.  As I sat and waited for the garage door opener to lift the door, I wondered how long she had been using me for cover; how long had she played me for a fool.  I walked into the house and into the kitchen.  Beth was at the sink when I came into the room and she came to me, threw her arms around me, and tried to kiss me, but I turned my head away from her.  She stepped back from me and said, “What’s the matter baby?”
 
    “I don’t know, Beth. Why don’t you tell me?”
 
    “Tell you what, Rob?”
 
    “Tell me all about what you did this morning.”
 
    “You know what I did, Rob, I worked.”
 
    “Then why weren’t you there when I came by to take you to lunch?”
 
    “We finished early and I called Marci and met her for lunch and then we did some shopping.”
 
    “You and Marci always have lunch and shop at the Super 8 Motel over on Montrose?  And how come you never told me that Marci had undergone radical plastic surgery?  I didn’t even recognize her when she came out of that motel room.”
 
   The color drained out of Beth’s face when I mentioned the Super 8.  I walked by her and went down the stairs into the basement, grabbed a couple of suitcases and then carried them upstairs and put them on the bed.  Beth came into the room and saw me taking clothes out of the closet. 
 
    “What are you doing, Rob?”
 
    “Packing.”
 
    “No, no, no, no, Rob, we have to talk.”
 
    “No we don’t, Beth.  I saw all I needed to see today and what I saw told me all that I needed to know.  You have been cheating on me and I caught you.  We are done.  History.  Over.”
 
    “Please, Rob, you have to let me…..”
 
    “Get out of here, Beth.  Get out of here and get away from me before I do something I’ll regret.  Just take your lesbian ass out of here.  The sight of you is making me sick to my stomach.”
 
    “No Rob, we are going to ta - ”
 
   I spun around, grabbed her, and pulled her to the front door.  I opened it, pushed her outside, and locked the door behind her.  Then I went through the house and made sure all the doors and windows were locked.  Her purse was on the kitchen counter so she didn’t have keys to get back in.  I heard her beating on the door and demanding to be let back in, but I ignored her as I packed all my stuff, moved it out into the garage, and loaded my car.  I would have to leave the big stuff, like my tool box and compressor, but I could come back in a couple of days and get them when Beth was at work.
 
   When I was loaded and ready to go, I went to the front door and opened it so Beth could come in.  Not because I wanted to say anything, but because I didn’t want her laying down in the driveway or doing some other stupid thing like that to keep me from leaving.  She came in madder than a wet hen.
 
    “Damn it, Rob, you can’t do this without at least talking to me.”
 
    “All right then, go sit in the living room.  I’ll wash my hands and then give you a couple of minutes to tell your lies.”
 
   She started to say something, thought better of it, and went into the living room.  I turned on the water in the kitchen sink to cover the sound of me going out the connecting door into the garage and was halfway down the driveway before she came running out onto the front door and onto the porch.  In the rearview, I watched her watch me drive away.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I checked into a motel and the next day I started apartment hunting.  I found one that I liked, filled out the paperwork and put down a deposit.  I wouldn’t be able to move in until they ran a credit check and checked my references.  I figured that Tuesday would be move in day.  Monday morning, I did all the stuff with bank accounts and credit cards, called a few people I knew for a recommendation on a divorce attorney, called one, and made an appointment for Wednesday.  I had a dozen calls from Beth and I didn’t take them or return them.
 
   Tuesday brought another dozen or so calls from Beth, which I again refused to take.  I got a call from the apartment manager, telling me that everything had checked out and I could stop by and pick up the key.  There were only a half dozen calls from Beth on Wednesday, but I started hearing from friends and relatives who all wanted to put their two-cent’s worth in.  I was over-reacting.  I was being cruel in not sitting down with Beth and talking things out.  It was all just a misunderstanding that could be cleared up if I would just sit down and talk with Beth.  We were obviously meant to be together, just talk it out and you can get by it.  And on, and on and on.
 
   The attorney wasn’t at all helpful.  We lived in a no fault state and everything would end up being split fifty/fifty. I had no problem with that.  I would end up paying court costs, I had expected that.  The bad news was that if Beth chose to get an attorney and fight, things could drag out for months and legal fees would start to mount. I would probably end up having to pay Beth’s attorney’s fees. I told him to go ahead and that we would just have to see what happened.
 
   I decided that my best move would be to tell Beth, in no uncertain terms, that it was over and to leave me alone.  I took her first call on Thursday and went straight at it.
 
    “Beth, I do not want to talk with you.  I don’t need or want to hear what you have to say.  There is no excuse for cheating.  It doesn’t matter if it is with another man, another woman or a Great Dane; sex with anyone other than your spouse is cheating and cheating is something I will not accept.  So we have nothing to talk about.  I have seen an attorney and started divorce proceedings. I would appreciate it if you would just leave me alone. Goodbye.”
 
   She was served, she didn’t contest it and six months later the final decree was issued.  To do the fifty/split of assets, the house would have to be sold, so I cut a deal and bought out Beth’s half, refinanced the house, and got on with my life.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Our town wasn’t all that big, and over the next six months, I saw Beth a dozen or so times at stores and restaurants and the like.  The first couple of times I just ignored her or turned and walked the other way.  Gradually, the bitterness faded, and a couple of times, I caught myself smiling at her.  She noticed and smiled back.  Another month went by and one day, we saw each other at the mall and she waved at me. I caught myself just as I was going to raise my arm and wave back.  I couldn’t do it.  She might take it as a thawing of sorts and make her think she could approach me and start a conversation. That would not be a good thing.  I needed to keep her away from me.  Why?  Because I loved her.  Leaving her and divorcing her were the hardest things I ever had to do in my life.  But she cheated, and to me, cheating was the worst sin imaginable.  It was the one thing I could never forgive.  I could not, just could not get by that.
 
   Another six months went by, during which time, I started dating again and I eventually found the girl I wanted.  She wanted the same thing as I did - a relationship with no strings.  All I wanted was someone I could go out with, have fun with, and enjoy sex with, and not have to worry about rings, wedding bells, and the like.  On our third date Sam (short for Samantha) said, “I like you, Rob.  You are a good looking guy and a fun date, but I’ll warn you ahead of time that all I’m interested in is a ‘friends with benefits’ relationship.”
 
    “So basically, what you are telling me is that you want me as a part time fuck toy?”
 
    “Exactly.”
 
    “Well, tell me this: while we are in this friends with benefits relationship, will I be exclusive, or will you have other friends who have benefits?”
 
    “You will be my only male friend with benefits?”
 
    “What does that mean?”
 
    “What it means, sweetie, is that I am bi-sexual and I have a female friend who has benefits.  When I’m not with, you I will be with a hot little redhead named Gail.  Will that be a problem?”
 
    “I don’t know.  How exclusive is the redhead?”
 
    “What do you mean?”
 
    “Don’t take this wrong, but in this day and age, disease is a very big thing.  Do I need to worry about what Gail might contribute to the relationship?”
 
    “Oh no, sweetie, I have the same worries and I am very careful.  You will be my only male friend with benefits and Gail my only female one.  As far as Gail picking up something, I would very much doubt it.  Gail is a stone ass lesbian, and she would kill herself before letting a man touch her.”
 
    “What about getting something from another woman?”
 
    “Not to worry, sweetie. Gail is monogamous.  She is faithful to me. God only knows why since I have told her over and over that all I want with her is a friend with benefits relationship.  She thinks she can break me of my disgusting habit of having sex with men.  I keep telling her the Sun will explode before that happens.  What is that?”
 
    “What is what?”
 
    “That look.  You looked like you were going to say something and then didn’t think you should.”
 
    “It is just that I don’t understand the bi-sexual thing.  All you can get from a woman is fingers and a mouth. You can get that from a man plus everything else a man has to offer.”
 
    “No, I can’t.”
 
    “No, you can’t what?”
 
    “Get from a man what I can get from a woman.  Even a man who likes going down on a girl and who does it enthusiastically cannot do it as well as another woman.  A woman knows instinctively what to do, where to touch, and how hard or how light.  A woman seems to be able to sense when the partner she is working on is getting close and what to do to make it last.  And the one thing a woman does not do is stop when she just can’t wait any longer to shove her cock into the pussy she was working on.  So, is this going to be a problem?”
 
    “No, not unless you try to get me and Gail into bed with you at the same time.”
 
   That got a huge laugh and a “God, but wouldn’t I love to see that.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Sam and I were three months into our relationship when she dragged me to a party with her one night.  We were having a good time when about two hours into the party, I heard her say, “Oh my God!”
 
    “What?”
 
    “That gorgeous creature who just walked in.  Gail would be history in a heartbeat if I could hook up with that.”
 
   I turned and saw Beth standing just inside the door and looking around.  She saw me and smiled and I turned back to Sam.  I don’t know why I did it. What I should have done was head for the back door and get out of there, but what I did was say, “It shouldn’t be too hard.  She also favors girls.”
 
    “You know her?”
 
    “Yes.”
 
    “Well don’t just stand there. Take me over there and introduce me.”
 
    “No thanks. Look, I understand that I have to share you, but I won’t be a party to setting you up with who I have to share you with.”
 
    “You sure she likes girls?”
 
    “Positive.”
 
    “Okay then, I’ll handle it.”
 
    “Should I stick around, or will you be leaving with someone else?”
 
    “Don’t be a spoil-sport sweetie.  We have a good thing going, so let’s not be getting possessive or jealous.  I came with you and I’ll leave with you, but depending on how things go, I may not spend a whole lot of time with you between now and when we leave.  Wish me luck,” and she headed for Beth. 
 
   I shrugged my shoulders and then walked my empty cup over to the keg to get a refill.  Then, making sure that I avoided that part of the room where Beth and Sam were, I circulated and socialized with the few people there that I knew.
 
   Maybe half an hour went by when Sam came up to me and said, “You could have told me.”
 
    “Why?  It’s history. It doesn’t matter anymore.”
 
    “Maybe not to you, but it does to her.”
 
    “I take it you didn’t score?”
 
    “I might have, but it depends on you.”
 
    “On me?  Why would it depend on me?”
 
    “She says she will have dinner with me if I can get you to sit down with her for just fifteen minutes.”
 
    “Oh no, forget it, Sam.  It is behind me and I want to leave it there.”
 
    “Oh come on, Rob.  She says you have been divorced for over a year.  Make me happy and give the girl her fifteen minutes.  It can’t hurt and I’ll treat you really, really nice when we get back to my apartment.”
 
   Call me weak, but I had a good thing going with Sam and I didn’t want to see it messed up.  Sam was obviously hung up on Beth and I didn’t know if she would be pissed if I cost her a chance at Beth or not.  I took one last shot at trying to avoid talking to Beth.
 
    “Why would we want to complicate what we have going for us by adding my ex-wife to the mix?  Don’t you realize how awkward that is going to be for me?”
 
    “No, I don’t because it shouldn’t.  We have been going out with each other for over three months now and have you ever seen Gail?  No, you haven’t.  I keep the two of you separate and I would be the same with your ex.  Come on, Rob, give the poor girl closure and help me out at the same time.”
 
    “Sam, it will end badly for us and that will be twice that Beth has fucked up my life.”
 
    “Rob, sweetie, I promise you I won’t let anything happen.  Trust me on this one, please?”
 
   Against my better judgment I told Sam to have Beth call me and we would set up a meeting.
 
    “Do it now, baby, do it now and get it over with.  If you wait until tomorrow, it will just give you more time to think up reasons not to do it.”
 
    “Come on, Sam. This is a party for Christ’s sake.  We are here to enjoy ourselves, have a good time, and not re-hash old personal problems.”
 
    “There is a Denny’s two blocks away.  Meet her there for coffee, give her the fifteen minutes she wants, and then come on back here and party.  You go on over to the restaurant and get a booth.  I’ll go find her and send her there.”
 
   Again, I did not want to do it, but I did want to keep what I had going with Sam, so I told her to go ahead and find Beth.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I was sitting in the booth when she walked in the door.  I had the same reaction that I had every time I saw her; the same reaction Sam had had, “Oh my God, what a gorgeous woman.”
 
   She walked over and slid into the booth across from me.  “Hello, Rob.”
 
    “Beth.”
 
    “How have you been?”
 
    “Good.  You?”
 
    “I’ve been better.  I have to admit I am surprised that you agreed to talk to me.”
 
    “Sam can be very persuasive when she wants to be.”
 
    “That surprises me, too; that you would hook up with someone who is what you divorced me over.”
 
    “What does that mean?”
 
    “You called me a lesbian and then walked out on me and here you are hooked up with a girl lover.”
 
    “I did not divorce you because you were a lesbian.  I divorced you because you cheated on me.”
 
    “I am not a lesbian, Rob, I am bisexual; there is a difference.  I have been bi-sexual since my roommate seduced me in my freshman year at college.”
 
    “That doesn’t matter, Beth.  All that matters is that you had a lover on the side; someone you snuck offh and had sex with.  That was cheating, Beth, and cheating is the one thing that I can absolutely not abide.  I loved you, Beth, and you will never know how much it killed me to find out that you loved someone else.”
 
    “I didn’t love anyone else, Rob.  I loved you. I always loved you.  Kathy was never a threat to you.  She was a toy; a sex toy for me.  She gave me something that you couldn’t give me.  She gave me a woman’s touch.  I can’t explain it, Rob, but a woman can turn on another woman in a way that no man can.  It was sex, Rob, not love.  She gave me what you couldn’t and you gave me everything else.  I didn’t see it as cheating, Rob.  To me cheating is giving away something that belongs to your spouse, and I never did that.  I gave you all my love and I gave you all the sex you could handle.”
 
    “Yeah, sure, but only out of guilt.”
 
    “What does that mean?”
 
    “There was plenty of sex all right, but for the last three months of our marriage, it was only after you came home from being with your lover.  I figure that it was guilt sex.  You fucked me because you felt guilty for having been with your lover.”
 
    “I never fucked you, Rob.  I made love with you.  There was no guilt involved when I came home from being with Kathy.  I’d just had sex and I wanted to make love.  I wanted your touch, I wanted you to make beautiful love to me, and hold me, and cuddle with me when it was over.  I hurried home to you, Rob, because I needed you and wanted to be with you.”
 
    “Well, Beth, you can tell it anyway you want to, paint it any way you want to, but the bottom line is that you cheated on me.  My position on that is as clear as crystal.  Sex, any kind of sex, with someone not your spouse is cheating and cheating to me is unforgivable. I guess I may as well tell you why.  I never told you this – in fact, I have never told anybody about it.  You know that my grandparents raised me after my parents died, but I never told you how they died.  Most people assume that they died in an accident of some kind, but that isn’t true.
 
    “One spring, when I was eight years old, I came home from school early one day because I got a splinter in my hand on the playground during recess.  We only lived two blocks from the school and my mom didn’t work, so I was going to let her take care of it instead of the school nurse.  I walked into the house and heard loud noises from my parent’s bedroom so I walked back there.  The door was open and when I looked into the room, I saw my mom on the bed with a man and they were both naked.  The man wasn’t my dad.
 
    “A lot of eight year olds wouldn’t have known what they were looking at, but I did and I knew that since it wasn’t my dad it was wrong.  My mother saw me standing there watching, and she quickly ended things and sent the man packing.  Then, she sweet talked me into promising her that I would never tell my dad what I saw.  She said it would be our little secret, and then she said that people who kept secrets should be rewarded. If I would keep the secret, she would take me down to the ice cream store and buy me a hot fudge sundae.  I loved hot fudge sundaes, so I promised I would keep the secret.  We went and had ice cream and I never told my dad what I saw that day.
 
    “Once I knew what she was doing during the day while I was in school and dad was at work, I saw how I could get all the hot fudge sundaes I wanted, so I started coming home early once or twice a week.  Maybe once in every three times I would find a man in bed with mom and it wasn’t always the same man.  I was always sworn to secrecy and bribed with a trip to the ice cream store.  Mom wasn’t stupid. She knew what I was doing, and so she told me to stay in school, stop coming home, and that every Wednesday, she would take me out for a hot fudge sundae.  I said okay and I never did tell my dad what was going on.
 
    “One day dad came home early, found a man in bed with mom and he killed them both and then he killed himself.  I’ve spent every day of my life since then knowing that I could have prevented it from happening.  If I had told dad what was going on, he would have confronted her, maybe beat the hell out of her and thrown her out of the house, but she would still be alive and so would he.  By not telling him, I set it up so that he could walk in on them, lose it, and then kill them.  I sold out for a hot fudge sundae, and because of it, I lost both my parents.  I could have kept it from happening, but I didn’t.  Mom’s cheating caused it, but I could have kept dad from walking in on the two lovers, and I didn’t.  I cannot abide cheating Beth, I just can’t.”
 
    “Why didn’t you ever tell me this?”
 
    “I just told you why, Beth.  I don’t talk about it because I am ashamed of what I did.  I let my parents die for a fucking hot fudge sundae.  Just the memory of it kills me, let alone talking about it.”
 
    “Still, it is something that I should have known about you.  You should have told me.”
 
    “Yeah?  Like you should have told me about your bi-sexual preferences?”
 
    “I was afraid to tell you.  There are a lot of guys who really get turned off by things like that.  I was afraid if I told you that you would stop seeing me.  I loved you, Rob, and I wanted to spend the rest of my life with you. I was afraid I would scare you off.  Be honest with me, Rob: would you have accepted it if I had told you?”
 
    “I don’t really know, Beth.  I loved you, so probably yes, I would have accepted it, but I would probably also have told you never around me, never in our place, and never talk to me about it.”
 
    “Rob, I still love you.  There hasn’t been a man in my life since you left me.  Is there any chance for us?  Any chance at all?”
 
    “I don’t see how, Beth, not the way I feel about what you did.”
 
    “I don’t know what to do now, Rob.  Since you left me, I’ve held onto the idea we could eventually work it out and get back together.  I don’t know what to do now.”
 
    “Well, one of the things you have to do is have dinner with Samantha.  Now if you will excuse me, I have to get back to her and the party.”
 
   When I got back to the party, I found Sam, asked her if she was ready to go, and then reminded her that she had said she would treat me “really, really nice” when we got to her apartment.
 
    “What happened?”
 
    “I gave her the fifteen minutes.  Ball’s in your court now.”
 
   Sam wasn’t really, really nice to me when we got back to her apartment - she was downright mean!  She damned near fucked me blind.  I didn’t even have enough strength to get out of bed and go home, so I ended up spending the night and she tried to hurt me again the next morning.
 
   We went out for breakfast and as we sat sipping coffee, Sam asked me if I had settled anything with Beth the previous night. I told her that, as far as I was concerned, everything had been settled with the divorce.  She gave me a long look and then changed the subject.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   One thing I never did with Samantha was inquire about her other friend with benefits - the one on the female side - so I didn’t know if she had dinner with Beth or not, and I had no idea if Beth had indeed replaced Gail as Sam’s female FWB.  There was no change in Sam’s relationship with me and to me, which was important.  Sam and I dated two or three nights a week and what she did on the other nights I treated as strictly none of my business.  I didn’t know if she spent those nights with her “girlfriend” or took evening classes at the community college and only spent one night or two with her female lover.  For all I knew, she only saw her female lover once every two weeks.  I didn’t know what happened on that side, and I didn’t want to know.  What I did know was that I was content with my life the way it was.
 
   It was about six weeks after the party and Sam and I were having dinner before going out to a movie.  Sam was unnaturally quiet during the meal. As the waiter was clearing away our empty plates, I asked her if something was bothering her.  She answered my question with a question.
 
    “Have you thought about where you want to be in a couple of years?”
 
    “No, not really.”
 
    “Well, I have.  I think about it a lot.  In two or three years I want to settle down, get married and have a couple of kids.  The thing is I know me well enough to know that even after I’m married, I’m still going to occasionally want to enjoy what a woman can give me.  It wouldn’t be a constant thing, maybe once a month or so, but I would want it.  The problem with that, of course, is that I would have to have a husband who was open to it, a husband who wouldn’t feel threatened by it.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to find a man like that?  I’ve only met one, Rob.  I’ve been bi since my senior year in high school, and in the eight years since I graduated, I’ve only found one man who has been able to accept it. We both know who that man is, don’t we?”
 
   I didn’t have a clue as to what to say at that point, so I thought it best to keep my mouth shut.
 
    “My plan, Rob, was to marry you in a couple of years.”
 
   I started to say something, but she held up her hand and said, “In a couple of years, Rob, not now.  I know you are not ready to get married again, and I’m not really ready right now either, but when it is the right time, I want the man to be you.  I know that on the surface we have a pretty casual looking relationship, but it is truth time for me Rob.  I love you.  I have for quite some time now.  I have no idea about how you feel about me.  I don’t know if I’m just an easy piece for you or if you have any feelings for me.  It didn’t matter because with a couple of years to work on you, I was sure that I could make you fall in love with me.  I say it didn’t matter, but now, all of a sudden, it does.”
 
    “What has changed?”
 
    “I’ve come to believe that you are never going to be able to commit to any woman other than Beth.”
 
    “That’s just nonsense.”
 
    “Is it?  I saw how you looked at her at the party when I met her.  The night we had dinner at Mario’s and she was there, you looked at her every time you thought I wasn’t looking at you.  It is obvious that you still love her.  I thought that after you had your talk with her, she would realize it was over between the two of you and she would fade away, but that hasn’t happened.  She loves you, and even if you won’t have anything to do with her, she is always going to hope that someday the two of you will get back together, and she is always going to be close by.”
 
    “I think you are imagining things, Sam.” 
 
    “No I’m not, Rob.  I’ve been seeing her since the party, but it is obvious to me that the only reason she is seeing me is that it keeps her closer to you.  Every time we get together, she asks me how you are, how you are doing.  The other day, just to see what would happen, I told her you were sick and she got a stricken look on her face. I could see that she wanted to run to you and nurse you back to health.”
 
    “I keep telling you, Sam, there is nothing there.”
 
    “I know you do, Rob, but I also know that you are lying to me and to yourself.  You love her, Rob, and you know you do.  The only thing keeping the two of you apart is your stupid behavior toward what she did.  It was perfectly reasonable for her to hide what she was doing from you Rob.  I’ve seen how irrational people can be if there is even a hint of homosexuality around.  She needed what she was getting from her girlfriend and was afraid of what you would do if you knew she was bi.  She was afraid that if she told you, you would be disgusted with her and drop her.  She was between a rock and a hard place Rob.  She loved you and didn’t want to lose you, but she still needed that little extra something that you could not provide, so she got it on the side.  Big deal!  It didn’t cost you a damned thing, Rob, not one damned thing.  She loved you to death and she proved it every day.  For God’s sake, Rob, she did what I’m doing and you have no problem with it.  Oh shit!  Listen to me!  I sound like I’m trying to put the two of you back together.”
 
    “Yeah, that is pretty much what it sounds like.  Just what is it you are trying to do?”
 
    “Christ, Rob, I don’t know what I’m trying to do.  Up until a month ago, I lived life for the moment.  I didn’t think about what was down the road.  Now, all of a sudden, I know what I want and I know where I want to be in a couple of years, but I don’t know how in hell I’m going to make it happen.  I want you, Rob, but I’m still going to have my bi-sexual urges.  That has been fine with you up until now, but the problem is that those urges are being taken care of by Beth, and I want to keep having Beth take care of them.  How can I get what I want when what I want includes the two of you?”
 
   I sat there, looking at her and thinking, “How indeed?”  She was right, of course, at least about my still loving Beth.  I could deny it to everyone else, but I couldn’t deny it to myself.  It was the reason I’d never gotten into another serious relationship - I couldn’t commit because part of me still belonged to Beth.  The friends with benefits relationship I had with Sam was the best I could do and it worked only because Sam didn’t require me to commit to anything other than the moment.
 
    “What are you thinking Rob?”
 
    “The night of the party.  The night I told you that you going after Beth would screw up what we had.”
 
    “It hasn’t Rob.  I’m keeping things separate, like I always have.  All I’m doing is talking about what I’m hoping for a little farther down the line.  I guess what I was doing was trying to sound you out on the idea and then I went off on a tangent.  What it boils down to, Rob, is that I want you, but I can’t have what I want as long as you are hung up on Beth and she is still hung up on you.  I need the two of you to work things out.”
 
    “Work things out?  What the hell do you mean by that?”
 
    “I think the two of you should get back together and see if you can make things work out.”
 
    “That’s dumb.  No way I could do that; not after what she did.”
 
    “Oh bullshit, Rob.  What you are hung up on is not what she did, but on how you feel about cheating because of hot fudge sundaes.”
 
    “How the hell do you know about that?”
 
    “Beth told me.”
 
    “Why would she do that?”
 
    “Because she still loves you.  If she can’t have you, she still wants you to be happy.  She thinks you are happy with me, so she told me so that I wouldn’t do anything to trigger that cheating hogwash.”
 
    “Hogwash?”
 
    “Yes, Rob, hogwash.  It isn’t the cheating that is your big problem, it is the fact that you think you are responsible for your mom and dad being dead.  You blame it on the fact that your mother cheated and you did nothing about it.  Do you know why your mother was with other men?  No, you don’t.  Was it because your dad cheated on her, she found out and was getting even?  Did he have something wrong with him and he couldn’t get it up and she needed to get sexual relief from someone else?
 
    “You don’t know if they had an open marriage.  Maybe when he caught her it was with someone he hated, and she should have known better than to be with that guy.  You don’t know, Rob, you were way too young to know.  Look at it from the outside.  What if you had told him and he confronted her?  Suppose they argued and he pushed her and she fell and hit her head and it broke her neck.  Your dad goes to jail.  What if they argued and your dad hit your mom and she grabbed a kitchen knife and stabbed him.  He’s dead and your mother goes to jail and all because you told.  It wasn’t your fault, Rob, and looking back and saying that you could have prevented it is just plain dumb.  Put it behind you, Rob, and move on.  Take Beth out on a date and see where it goes.”
 
    “What the hell do you hope to get out of it, Sam?”
 
    “Hopefully, I’ll end up with both of you and you both will be happy about it.”
 
   I shook my head at that and Sam said, “It could happen.  Even if you got back together, she will still want a woman’s touch and that would be me.  And if she played a little, you should be able to also and again, that would be me.  Or how about you don’t get back together but get to be friends, friends with benefits maybe.  Then I marry you and she becomes ‘our’ friend with benefits.  The possibilities are endless, lover.”
 
    “Do you not realize that one of those endless possibilities could be that we put things back together and you get frozen out?”
 
    “I know it is a possibility, baby, but like I said at the start of this conversation, I can’t have what I want as long as you and Beth are hung up on each other and doing nothing about it.  I need it to go one way or the other.”
 
    “I just don’t think I can do it, Sam.”
 
    “You won’t know until you try, Rob.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   That conversation stayed with me most of my waking moments over the next two weeks.  I loved Beth; God knows I did, but I still couldn’t see my way past what she had done.  Look at it from any angle you want to and the bottom line is that she was sneaking around behind my back.  She was lying to me about where she was going and what she was doing.  How did I know that all those times were with her girlfriend?  How did I know she wasn’t seeing a guy sometimes, too?  If I asked her, and she said no, how could I believe her after all the other lies she had told me.  No!  Regardless of what Sam wanted, I could not bring myself to get together with Beth.  A couple of times during that two week period, Sam asked me if I had gotten together with Beth and I told her that I hadn’t.  She didn’t say anything, but I could tell that she wasn’t happy about it.
 
   Sam and I had a standing date for Saturdays.  I would pick her up, take her dinner, and then a movie or out drinking and dancing, and then we would go back to her place or mine and make whoopee.  I rang the bell at six-thirty and Sam greeted me in her bathrobe.  After closing the door behind me, she opened the robe exposing her naked body and said, “You like?”
 
   Silly question, I thought, as I reached out and tweaked a nipple.
 
    “I’m horny as hell tonight, sweetie, and I want to stay in.  Why don’t you go on in the bedroom and get naked for me?  I’ll be right there.  Oh, by the way, the light is burned out and I don’t have a spare bulb.  You aren’t afraid of the dark, are you?”
 
    “I might be, just a little bit, until you get there and light up the room.”
 
    “Oh you sweet talker you.  I’ll hurry.”
 
   I went into the bedroom, stripped and then turned the covers down and got ready to enjoy the evening.  It was maybe three minutes before the door opened and Sam came in.  She said she was horny and it showed.  Normally we kissed and necked for a bit, but not this time.  She went straight to my cock and took it in her mouth.  She licked and sucked on it for maybe a minute and then moved up over me and slid down on my cock.  I heard her gasp as she slid down on me and I was sorry that the light wasn’t on because I liked looking at her facial expressions as I fed my cock into her.
 
   She placed her hands on my chest and began raising and lowering herself.  In less than a minute, she was moaning and rocking back and forth as she pushed herself down hard on me. I was really enjoying the ride as Sam rarely got on top and did most of the work.  Sam was slamming down on me when I heard it… the low keening sound that meant orgasm was only moments away, the low keening sound that I’d only ever heard from one woman - Beth!  And then the familiar sharp cry and the fingers nails digging into my chest as she orgasmed and triggered my own climax.  Her body spasmed and I felt her cunt muscles squeezing my cock and milking it as she fell forward onto my chest.
 
    “Oh, Sweet Jesus, did I ever need that,” she murmured in my ear.  “Please, baby, please hold me.”
 
   She was lying on top of me and I was in that state that comes with just having been sexually satisfied, so without even thinking, I wrapped my arms around her and held her  A minute or so went by and then I became aware that her left hand was moving down my body.  I felt her fingers wrap around my cock and gently fondle it.  It twitched when she rubbed it and it responded by stiffening.  Still holding my cock, she rolled off me and moaned:
 
    “Please, baby, please.”
 
   She tugged on my, by now, stiff cock and I rolled over on top of her as she spread her legs wide and I settled in between them.  As I slid into her, she cried out softly but urgently, “Yes, oh yes, oh God yes baby, yesssss!”
 
   Her legs locked around me. Her nails dug into my back as I drove into her, and all the while the constant, Yes, yes, yes baby, yes, please baby, oh God yes!”
 
   It took me longer to get off the second time and Beth had two orgasms before I finally had mine.  I pulled out and rolled over on my back and Beth rolled with me, her arms around me as she buried her head in my chest and held me tight.
 
    “Please baby, please?” she whispered and I knew what she was asking, so I wrapped my arms around her and held her.  I felt her tears on my chest as she whispered, “Thank you, Rob, thank you.”
 
   I don’t know how long we lay there like that before the door opened, the light came on, and Sam joined us on the bed and put her arms around Beth and me.  I was silent for a minute and then I asked, “How did this happen?”
 
    “The sexy little bitch blackmailed me,” Sam said.  “She said if I didn’t set it up, she wouldn’t see me anymore.  It was a no-brainer for me, sweetie.  I told you I wanted you both, and I was almost 100% sure you wouldn’t chase her away once you knew it was her.  Did she leave anything for me?”
 
    “I’ve got some left, but you are going to have to get her to let go of me to get it.”
 
    “Fat chance!  I’ve got your arms back around me now and I might not even let you move to go eat or go to work.”
 
    “No fair, sweetie” Sam said, “You promised me that you wouldn’t freeze me out if I did this for you.”
 
    “Oh all right, but I’m at least going to hold his hand while you get yours.  I’m not letting go of him.”
 
    “Hey” I said, “Don’t I get a say in this?”
 
    “No,” they both said in unison, and that set in motion the weirdest evening I’ve ever spent in my life.  Lying on my back on my girlfriend’s bed as she rode my cock cow-girl style while my ex-wife held my hand.  My ex sucking my cock with my girlfriend’s juices and my cum coating it and saying, “What a neat taste” to Sam and then Sam taking a lick and saying, “Not bad, not bad at all.” 
 
   Then the two of them licking my dick until it was hard enough to suit Beth and she pulled me on top of her.  When I came, the two of them went after my cock to compare the taste of me and Beth against the taste of me and Sam.  They sucked and slurped and argued about which was tastier until I was hard again and it was Sam’s turn to fuck me.  After I came in Sam, there was more tasting and arguing as they tried to get me up again, but four times is all I was good for (and a personal best at that).
 
   When they finally accepted that I was through for the night, Sam went to go down on Beth and that’s when I said, “Whoa up, ladies. I know you do it, but I am not the least bit interested in watching or hearing about it, so give me a minute to get dressed and I’m out of here. Then you can get on with it.”
 
   I got dressed to cat-calls of “spoil sport”, “party pooper” and “silly homophobe.” 
 
   As soon as I was dressed, I said, “Toodles, ladies,” and left.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   As I drove home, I thought about what had just happened, and the one thing that stood out was that I wasn’t the least bit upset about it.  I had never tried to deny to myself that I didn’t love Beth, but it was becoming clear to me that she did love me. If I could just get over my hang up on what I considered her cheating, we could put things back together.  Did I want that?  The more I thought about it, the more I thought I did.
 
   But getting back together was not going to be all that simple.  What if Beth was still going to want a woman from time to time; could I accept that?  If I did, I would want to be sure she didn’t pick up any diseases and share them with me.  That would mean I would want to know who she was with and be reasonably sure in my own mind she was safe.  But who was I to pick and choose a safe lover for her when I didn’t want anything to do with that kind of stuff myself?  What was I going to have to do?  Have Beth pick out someone and then I would interview her and give her the “Rob Seal of Approval”?  Not bloody likely!
 
   I knew Sam was safe, but given my relationship with Sam, I didn’t know what would happen to it if I did get back with Beth.  Would my getting back with Beth sour the relationship between Beth and Samantha and make Beth look elsewhere and possibly end up with someone not safe?  I fell asleep with a headful of thoughts like that. 
 
   I had no sooner fallen asleep when something woke me up.  It took me a while to realize that someone was knocking on my door.  I went to see who it was and when I looked through the spy-hole, I saw that it was Beth.  I opened the door when she asked if she could come in and I stepped aside to let her enter.  After I closed the door, she turned to face me and said, “Given what happened tonight, can I hope there has been a thaw in our relationship?”
 
    “I don’t know.  What would you expect? That tonight changed things between us?”
 
    “I don’t know.  I know what I want. I want you back.  I never wanted to lose you to begin with.  I’m hoping that even if you won’t take me back, I can at least have a relationship with you like the one you have with Samantha.”
 
    “What do you mean?”
 
    “If I can’t come back and be your wife, I would at least like to have a friends with benefits relationship.  Rob, I love you, I want to be with you, and I’ll take anything I can get.”
 
    “I don’t know, Beth.”
 
    “Can we at least talk about it?”
 
    “Not now, Beth.  I’m beat and I need to go to bed.”
 
    “Can I stay here tonight?  I’ll sleep on the couch.”
 
    “Go ahead. You know where the pillows and blankets are kept.”
 
   I went to bed and was wondering what to do about Beth when I fell asleep.
 
   I woke up in the morning to find that Beth was in bed with me.  She had one arm and one leg over me and she must have been awake because as soon as I moved, her hand slid down my body to my cock and started fondling it.  I started to rise to the occasion and when I was up, Beth moved on top of me, guided me into her cunt, and then started riding me.  It was the way she used to wake me up on the weekends, and I had to admit that I missed it.  She rode me for several minutes, then I wrapped my arms around her, rolled her over on her back, and then fucked her as hard as I could as she cried out and moaned.  I managed to get her off just seconds before I came myself and then rolled over on my back to catch my breath.  She sat up, bent down to kiss my forehead, and said, “You go shower and I’ll put the coffee on,” She got out of bed and headed for the kitchen.
 
   The coffee was ready when Beth handed me a cup as I climbed out of the shower.  “My turn,” she said as she stepped into the enclosure.  I was sitting at the kitchen table when she walked in with her hair wrapped in a towel and wearing one of my shirts.  She got a cup of coffee, sat down across from me, and said, “How are you feeling?”
 
    “Pretty good actually.”
 
    “Feeling good enough to talk?”
 
    “About?”
 
    “About us, Rob, can we talk about us?  It seems obvious to me, after last night and this morning, that you still have some feelings for me.  What I’d like to know is can we build on those feelings?  Get back to a relationship?”
 
    “What would be the point, Beth?”
 
    “I miss you, Rob.  I miss everything about you.  I need you, honey; I need to come home.”
 
    “For what it is worth, Beth, I miss you, too and yes, I do have feelings for you.  But nothing has changed, Beth.  You did what you did and it won’t go away.”
 
    “Why can’t you understand that Kathy was in no way a threat to you?  All she did was give me something you couldn’t.  I liked her, I liked her a lot, but I didn’t love her.  You had all my love, Rob; all of it.”
 
   I sat there looking at her while I tried to think of a way to make her understand what she had done to me.  Maybe draw a parallel?  
 
    “You say that I had all of your love and she was just giving you something that I couldn’t and so that made it all right.  Okay!  Let us take that statement and look at it from my point of view.  Suppose while you were in school you had a boyfriend that you enjoyed sex with.  Suppose he had a ten inch cock that made you scream in pleasure.  For some reason you broke up with him, went through a couple of boyfriends, and then met me and we got married.
 
    “Six years into our marriage, a new guy started work in your office. After he dated a couple of girls in the office, the rumor mill was cranking out that he had a ten inch cock and really knew how to use it.  You remembered how good it felt with your old boyfriend, how his ten inch cock touched you in places my averaged sized cock couldn’t reach, and how it made you feel.  A way you couldn’t feel with me because of my size.  One day, the guy made a move on you and you agreed to have lunch with him. After lunch, you ended up in a motel room.  It was great!  It was every bit as good as you remembered, so you saw him a second time and then a third.  Soon, you were seeing him a couple of nights a week and on an occasional Saturday. 
 
    “He touched you in places I couldn’t.  His ten inches gave you something that I couldn’t, but you didn’t love him.  You liked him, you liked him a lot, but you loved only me.  So tell me, Beth, would fucking him because he could give you something I couldn’t give you be okay?  Even if you didn’t love him and loved only me, would fucking him be okay?”
 
   She sat there and stared at me, and I think for the first time, she fully realized what she had done.  For the first time, she was getting a glimpse of it from my side.
 
    “And that is only part of it, Beth.  You lied to me.  Every time you said you were working late you were lying to me.  Every time you said you were working Saturday, or going shopping with Marci, you were lying to me.  How am I supposed to get over that, Beth?  And given what you did, how would I ever be able to trust you again?”
 
   She just sat there and looked at me as she tried to think of what she could say.
 
    “Get dressed, Beth, and go on home.  Spend some time thinking about what I just said and think about this while you are at it.  I had anal sex with several girls before I met you.  I liked it Beth, I liked it a lot.  But you don’t like it and said no, that anal sex was something you would never do.  How would you have felt if I had gone out and had found a woman to have anal sex with and when you found out, I told you, ‘No problem, Beth.  I don’t love her.  I’m just getting something from her that I can’t get from you.’  Would you have bought that, Beth?  Think about that, think about it long and hard and then give me a call in a couple of weeks and maybe we can talk again.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   “So tell me lover, what’s with you and Beth?”
 
   It was a week later and Sam and I had just finished a spirited romp on my bed. I was lying on my back trying to recover and she was leaning on an elbow and looking down at me.
 
    “Nothing.  Why?”
 
    “I haven’t seen her since the night the three of us had fun.  I’ve talked with her, but she always says she is really busy and she can’t see me.  I figure that it probably has something to do with our little party and its outcome.”
 
    “I don’t know, Sam.  I haven’t seen her or talked to her since that night, or morning actually.”
 
    “Morning?”
 
   I told her about Beth’s midnight visit and what transpired the next morning.
 
    “So what are you going to do?”
 
    “About what?”
 
    “About Beth, silly man.  Are you going to take her back or at least give her FWB status?”
 
   I was silent for a bit and then said, “I don’t know, Sam.  I honestly don’t know.  I still love her, but then you already knew that.  I miss her something fierce, but how could I ever trust her again?  How could I live with someone I would constantly be checking up on to see what she was doing and looking at everything she said and wondering if it were a lie?”
 
    “I don’t know, lover.  I can’t help you there.  My problem is that I want you for myself.  I’m willing to share, just the way we are doing it now, so don’t look to me for advise that may end up altering the arrangement.  I’m just sorry that I let her con me into getting the two of you back in bed together.”
 
    “Not to worry, Samantha, my love.  I’m not going to be running away from you anytime soon.”
 
    “That implies that you may run away from me later.”
 
    “Maybe it means that I expect you to move on sooner or later.”
 
    “Why would I do that?”
 
    “You want a husband and kids someday. I may never be ready to go that route.”
 
    “Oh I don’t know, lover; I think I could make you fall for me hard enough.  I can make you learn to love me.”
 
    “No you can’t, Sam. You can’t because I already love you, but I don’t know that I’ll ever get over Beth enough to get married again.”
 
    “You mean that?”
 
    “Mean what?”
 
    “What you just said, that you loved me.”
 
    “Yes, Sam, I meant it.”
 
    “Then I have hope.  I’ll make it happen, Rob. I have time.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Driving home, I wondered if she could make it happen. I did have strong feelings for Sam, but my feelings for Beth were just as strong and they hadn’t lessened any in the time we had been divorced.
 
   As I pulled into my drive, I saw someone sitting on the front porch. I looked around and saw Beth’s car parked on the other side of the street.  I parked my car into the garage, went into the house, and opened the front door to let Beth in.  She handed me an un-opened bottle of wine and said, “You said come back in a week and we could talk.”
 
   I took the bottle, headed for the kitchen and un-corked the bottle while Beth took a seat at the kitchen table.  I poured two glasses and handed her one and she took a sip and then said:
 
    “All right Rob, I was wrong.  I wasn’t looking at it from where you were.  I honestly believed that I wasn’t doing anything that would hurt us, or take anything away from you.  I should have, at the very least, told you how I felt and sounded you out on allowing me to do it, but I was scared to death to let you see that side of me.  I was afraid it might disgust you to find out that I had bi-sexual tendencies.  And your anal scenario hit home, too.  I would not have accepted you doing that as okay since you couldn’t get it from me.  Understanding that now, I apologize for hurting you.  Will you please forgive me?”
 
    “The forgiving is the easy part, Beth. It is the forgetting part that is the problem.”
 
    “Rob, I promise you - I will swear it on a stack of Bibles - that if you take me back it will never happen again.  No half-truths, no little white lies; I swear to God, Rob, I will be as pure as the driven snow.  Please, Rob, please let me back in your life.”
 
    “You say it won’t happen again, but you will still be bi and you will want to.”
 
    “Yes I will, Rob, I will want to, but if you take me back I won’t, not if it will cost me you.”
 
    “Speaking of your bi-sexuality, what is with you and Samantha right now?”
 
    “Nothing, Rob. It hurts me to know that she has you and I don’t.”
 
    “Well, right now Beth, Sam is my ‘significant other’ and I’ve grown very attached to her.  She is willing to share, but I don’t know if she would be too pleased at giving me up.  You are going to have to get together with her and talk things over.”
 
   She looked at me incredulously and said, “I have to talk with your girlfriend to get you back?  I have to negotiate with another woman to get back with you?”
 
    “Beth, I have moved on with my life.  Did you really think that all you would have to do to get back in my life was come to me wringing your hands and saying that you were sorry?  I accept your apology, Beth, and I’ll forgive you, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to change my life.  Sam and I have a great relationship, and while I admit I’ve never gotten completely over you, I have never the less developed strong feelings for her, also.  She is talking marriage and children and I’m ready to be a daddy, and don’t forget that you told me long ago that you didn’t want children.
 
    “Sam is part of my life right now and any decisions I make will concern her.  So yes, Beth, you do need to talk with Samantha.  That should not be too hard for you since you are, or were, in a relationship with her.”
 
   She sipped her wine, looked at me for several very long moments, and then said, “Can I spend the night?”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   We were lying on our backs, looking up at the ceiling, and catching our breath when she said, “Do you have anal sex with Samantha?”
 
   Actually, I didn’t, because Sam didn’t like anal sex, but for some perverse reason I said, “Yes, it is part of our regular love making.”
 
    “Do you really like it?”
 
    “Yes I do. Why?”
 
    “I was just thinking about something.”
 
    “What?”
 
    “Nothing, Rob, I just had a silly idea.”
 
    “Tell me, Beth. Sometimes silly ideas can be fun.”
 
    “I had my fling with Kathy to get something I couldn’t get from you.  I was just wondering if giving you something that you had never been able to get from me would sort of make us even - balance the scales so to speak.”
 
    “What are you suggesting, Beth?”
 
    “That I give you my ass.”
 
    “But you don’t like anal sex.”
 
    “But you do, Rob, and maybe I can learn to like it.”
 
    “Are you sure you want to try that?”
 
    “I’m sure that I love you, Rob, and I want to prove it to you by giving you anything that you want.”
 
    “Are you sure about this?”
 
    “I have to show you that I’m willing to do anything to be with you.”
 
   I didn’t really think that it was going to make any difference in my stance where she was concerned, but I was still pissed off enough at what she had done to be asshole enough to take what she was offering.
 
    “Okay then, get on your knees and put your head down on a pillow.”
 
   While she was doing that, I got off my bed and went to my top dresser drawer and got the tube of KY Jelly that I kept there for the times when I brought a girl home who did like anal.  I opened the tube and squirted some on her butt hole. Then I started working on her hole with my fingers.  The first finger went in easily.  When I worked the second one in, she gave a little grunt and moved forward as if to pull away, but before I could pull my two fingers out and put an end to it, she pushed back at my hand.  I worked the two fingers in her for a bit and then tried to add a third.  She gasped and asked me to stop and let her get used to having that much in her butt.  Maybe thirty seconds went by when I felt her push back at my hand.
 
    “Hold still,” she murmured, “Let me do it.” 
 
   She started moving back and forth and fucking my fingers.  I let her do that for about two minutes. Then I pulled my fingers out of her and lubed up my cock.  I put the head of my cock against her puckered hole and she surprised me by shoving her ass back at me just as I pushed forward.  My cock popped past her sphincter and was halfway in her in one shot.  She gasped and held still, but I was in and I wasn’t going to take the chance that she would suddenly change her mind, so I started to fuck her.  She made several little cries as I worked my cock into her, but I ignored them.
 
   I went slow and easy, and after maybe two or three minutes, the little cries turned to moans and she began to push her ass back at me.  I picked up the pace a little. After another minute or so, she cried out, “Oh God, oh God, OH SHIT!” and I felt her entire body tighten as she had a huge orgasm.  I felt her ass grip my cock like a suction cup as I began spurting my cum deep in her ass.  I waited until my cock was soft before pulling out and lying down beside her.  She was still on her knees with her head buried in a pillow when I said, “Well?”
 
    “It hurt at first,” she gasped, “but it wasn’t bad once I got used to it. I’m surprised that I came while doing it.  I suppose, in time, I can get used to it and get to the point where there is little or no pain.”
 
   There was silence for maybe a minute and then she asked, “Are we even now?  Are the books balanced?”
 
    “As balanced as they can be.”
 
    “What do you mean by that?”
 
    “There are still the lies, Beth, all the lies you told me while you were off carrying on with your lover.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I called Sam from work the next day and told her about my talk with Beth.
 
    “What am I supposed to do when she talks to me?”
 
    “How the hell should I know?  This isn’t something that occurs all the time in my life.”
 
    “You must have some idea of what you would like to see happen.”
 
    “That’s the problem, Sam, I don’t.  I haven’t felt complete since I divorced Beth and I don’t want to lose you.  I’d like to have Beth back, but I don’t want to give you up.  Christ, Sam, I never expected her to try and get back with me.  We were done!  It was over.  The divorce was final and I moved on with my life.  It was an uncomplicated life until you put Beth back in bed with me.”
 
    “So this is all my fault?”
 
    “Yes, it is.”
 
    “Well mister, it doesn’t matter whose fault it is, you are still the one who is going to have to make a choice.”
 
    “I can’t!  I’m between a rock and a hard place.  I have you and I don’t want to give you up, but I want Beth back in my life too.” 
 
   I was silent for a minute and then I said, “But then I guess that I have made a choice, haven’t I?  I’m already with you, and since I don’t want to give you up, I guess it is a done deal.  Hey, I have to get back to work.  See you tonight.”
 
   That afternoon, Sam called me back and told me not to come over that night when I got off work.  “Beth and I are having a girl’s night in and I know you won’t be interested in being around.  Give me a call tomorrow, okay?”
 
   Before I had a chance to call her the next day, she called me.  “No time to talk right now baby, I just wanted to be sure that you are coming over tonight.  Will you be here?”
 
    “I’ll be there as soon as I get off work.  Say around six?”
 
    “I’ll be waiting for you, baby.”
 
   When I got to Sam’s apartment, I found that Beth was there too.  Sam handed me a cold beer and told me to sit down.
 
    “Pending your approval - and you would be a fool not to give it - Beth and I have come up with a plan; an arrangement as it were. Mondays and Thursdays will be mine and Beth’s.  Tuesday and Saturday belong to you and Beth, and I get you on Wednesday, Friday and Sunday.  The schedule will change a bit from time to time, depending on whose time of the month it is.  Also, on any given night, except on Monday and Thursday of course - although you would be more than welcome to join in - you might find both of us in your bed at the same time.  Sound good so far?”
 
   I looked from one to the other, a little stunned at what I was being told, and all I could do was nod my head yes.
 
    “Good,” Sam said, “One more thing:  My apartment and Beth’s apartment are too small, so Beth and I are going to have to move in with you.  Any problem with that?”
 
   I shook my head no and Sam said, “Good. Let’s celebrate our new arrangement,” and she stood up and started undressing.
 
    “We flipped a coin while waiting for you to get here.  Beth won the toss, but I get to be the one to get you ready.”
 
   She went to her knees in front of me and started to undo my belt.  By the time she had my pants down around my ankles, Beth had my tie loose, and by the time Beth had my shirt and t-shirt off me, Sam had me naked from the waist down.  Beth reached down and took hold of my cock and said, “Come on lover, we need to take this to the bedroom.”
 
   She tightened her hold on me and then she led me to the bedroom using my dick like a leash.  After that, it was pretty much a repeat of our first night together.  I fucked Beth and then the two girls worked on getting me hard as well as talked about how my cock tasted.  When they got me, I did Sam and then they tasted my cock again and argued over which tasted better - me with Beth on me or me with Sam on me. It might have gone on forever if I hadn’t thrown some shit into the game when I told them they were trying to compare apples and oranges.
 
    “The first time was me and Beth, but the second time was not just me and Sam.  There would still be some residual of Beth there, so it would be a mixture of the three of us, not just Sam and me.  The only way to get a true comparison would be for me to thoroughly wash between sessions so there would be no dilutions.”  
 
   I knew as soon as I said it that I had fucked up, because that is just what they made me do.  I showered, then did Beth a second time, then they did their taste test, and then I had to shower before doing Sam again.  They were still arguing when I dressed and went home.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   That was three years ago and, believe it or not, things have been working just fine.  The schedule lasted for maybe two months and then things just started to happen when they happened.  Whenever Beth and Sam decided that it was “womanly touch time”, they went off and did their thing while I found something to keep me occupied.  I never knew who was going to be waiting for me in only nylons and heels when I got home from work. It was a rare day indeed when I would wake up in the morning with only one of them in bed with me.
 
   One of the reasons for the schedule being tossed in the trash was that I was not able to “meet” my obligations under it.  Hey, I’m only a normal guy and I do have my limits.  There wasn’t any way on God’s Green Earth that one man - even a young, healthy one who loves sex - can satisfy two sexy ladies who love to fuck.  I hated to admit it, but it was a good thing that Sam and Beth had each other to take up the slack.
 
   Sam is talking about it being time for her to have kids and I don’t know how that is going to work out.  I would feel obligated to marry Sam and give the kids legitimacy if she got pregnant, but I don’t know how Beth will react to that.  She has never wanted kids, whereas I’m ready to be a daddy.  I guess the three of us are going to have to sit down and talk about it.  I don’t know where it will go from here, but for three year, it has been a hell of a wild ride.
 
    
 
    
 
   ~~The End~~
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I was sitting on the patio drinking a beer and looking at the snowcapped mountains in the distance.  It was my favorite place to sit and I was wondering how I was going to be able to keep the house in the divorce that was coming.  It was going to take some creative thinking on my part, but fortunately I had time to work on the problem.
 
   Kathy didn’t yet know that she was going to be divorced.  When I did drop the hammer on her, I wanted to have all my ducks in a row.  Fortunately, at least for me, we didn’t live in one of those states that had those stupid no-fault divorces.  I could file using adultery as grounds and come out of the divorce on the plus side as far as division of assets was concerned.
 
   I knew for a fact that the local courts did not look kindly at adultery and given what I’d seen in the few divorces for adultery that took place with people I knew I could expect, as the injured party, to come out of the divorce with roughly two-thirds of the assets.  My problem where the house was concerned was that I couldn’t afford it on my salary alone.  It took my pay and Kathy’s to maintain the standard of living that I enjoyed.
 
   I could do it alone, but I would have to sacrifice to do it.  I’d have to give up bowling in two leagues; I’d have to give up my membership at Rolling Hills Country Club and probably – no, not probably, but almost certainly – give up my Cadillac Escalade and get an old beater of a used car.
 
   There was another problem that had to be faced also.  To sue for adultery I had to have proof and even though I knew for a fact that Kathy was cheating on me, my going to court and saying that I knew just wasn’t going to cut it.  Without proof it would simply be my word against Kathy’s and I had no doubt, absolutely none, that she would deny it.  She would fight me tooth and nail on it.  
 
   She might not fight me if I went for Irreconcilable Differences, but on Adultery she would fight me to the death.  She would have to fight and win if she wanted to stay on the good side of her family.  Her father and both brothers were ordained ministers and her grandfather was a deacon.  Her mother and her sister were also very actively involved in church affairs.  The lot of them was already down on her a bit because she married me.  It seems that good church going people don’t care much for agnostics.  Her family would be glad to see the last of me, but they would be more likely to burn Kathy at the stake than welcome her back into the family if my going was because of Kathy’s infidelity.
 
   I couldn’t use a private detective because all he would be able to do was chronicle Kathy’s comings and goings and that wouldn’t get us anywhere because we would not have audio and video proof of her adultery.  All we would have is pictures of her going into a building where she had a legitimate reason to be going.  My best bet would be to get her best friend Audrey on my side.  After all, it was Audrey who told me that Kathy was cheating on me and asked for my help in stopping it.
 
   I don’t really think that she thought things through before coming to me to ask me for my help.  I don’t think she even considered that I might go for a divorce.  I honestly believe that Audrey thought I might do something like tell Kathy to stop doing what she was doing or I’d spank her or something like that.  Maybe, “Stop it Kathy!  Stop it right now or I won’t take you out dancing on Saturday.”
 
   I hate to say it because Audrey really is a sweetie, but I don’t think she is too bright.  Why did Audrey tell me that her best friend was cheating on me?  I guess that’s the story.
 
   I work four tens so unless there is a crisis requiring overtime I only work a four day week and I am off Friday, Saturday and Sunday.  It was a Friday and I was in the garage sharpening the lawnmower blade when a crying Audrey walked into the garage and asked me if she could talk to me.  I told her she could and she asked if she could have a glass of water and so we went into the kitchen and she sat down at the kitchen table while I got her the water.
 
   I gave her the glass and then sat down across from her.  Audrey and Kathy had gone to school together and after graduating they both went to work for the same company.  They are extremely close and quite often stopped after work for a drink or went shopping.  I don’t think that there was ever a three week period that went by without us having dinner or a barbecue with Audrey and her husband Carl.
 
   Audrey gulped the water and then told me that I probably wasn’t going to like hearing what she had to say, but she was desperate and needed my help.  She took a deep breath and then told me the tale.
 
   One of the nights they stopped for drinks Audrey, after having a few more than were good for her, told Kathy how big Carl’s cock was and that she couldn’t take it all because it hurt too much.  Kathy asked how big it was and Audrey told her that it was exactly eleven inches long when hard.  Kathy had laughed and told Audrey that she was exaggerating; that no cock could be that big.  After that, whenever they stopped for drinks the subject of Carl’s cock size always seemed to come up and Kathy always said that Audrey was making it up.
 
   One day when I was working overtime Kathy and Audrey stopped for drinks and after a few they decided to go shopping.  Audrey and Carl had just put in a swimming pool so the girls decided that they needed new swim suits.  They bought a couple of bikinis each and then went to Audrey’s place where they had a couple of more drinks and then modeled the new suits for each other.  They were doing it in the living room and not worrying about it because Carl was supposed to have gone to a night ball game with some of the guys he worked with.
 
   The girls were more than a little sloshed and were laughing and giggling and so they didn’t hear Carl come in.  Kathy had just taken off her suit and was standing there naked when she became aware that Carl was standing there watching.  She quickly tried to cover her tits and pussy with her hands and then she ran into the bathroom.  A minute later Kathy came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her and started picking up her clothes.  Audrey was giggling and she walked over to Carl, unzipped him and pulled out his cock.  It wasn’t even hard yet and it was huge.  Audrey laughed and said “Now tell me I’m exaggerating.”  Audrey said that Kathy stood there like a stone statue as she stared at Carl’s cock which by then was expanding.  Kathy finally shook off whatever it was that was holding her still and she started heading for the bathroom to get dressed.  Audrey grabbed her arm and said:
 
   “Oh no you don’t.   You’ve called me a fibber too many times” and she grabbed Kathy’s hand and put it on Carl’s cock.  Kathy tried to pull her hand back, but Audrey held it in place and then started moving it back and forth.  As she used Kathy’s hand to stroke Carl’s cock she was saying things like, “See how hard my figment of imagination is” and “Still think no cock can be this big?”  Then she let go of Kathy’s hand and Kathy surprised her by not letting go of Carl’s cock.  She just looked at it and kept slowly stroking it.  This went on for maybe thirty seconds and then Kathy surprised her again and went to her knees in front of Carl, took his cock in her mouth and started licking and sucking it.  Audrey laughed and said, “I told you he was big.”
 
   Kathy had dropped her towel and Carl started shucking off his clothes and then he got down on the floor and pulled Kathy into a sixty-nine.  After a couple of minutes Carl turned around and started easing his cock into Kathy and she moaned as he worked into her.  Kathy took it all!  Audrey couldn’t believe it.  She had never been able to take it all and most of the time she and Carl made love it had hurt unless Carl had taken it easy, but Kathy had taken it all and was fucking back up at Carl as he drove in.  Audrey said Kathy had come two or three times before Carl said he was coming.  He had asked Kathy if she was protected and when she said no he pulled out and shot all over her stomach.  Then Kathy dressed and headed on home.
 
   I remembered that night.  I wanted to make love when she got home, but she said that she didn’t feel up to it.  That was the first time ever that Kathy told me no and now I knew why.  She was too stretched from Carl’s cock and she knew that I’d notice.  I was just a tad pissed that my wife had cheated on me.  I asked Audrey why she hadn’t stopped it.
 
   “I didn’t think anything of it at the time.  Carl and I have a pretty open marriage and we both get together with others and sometimes we do it in the same room and at the same time.”
 
   “If that’s the case why are you here?  If Carl was doing what you let him do what is your problem?  I mean at least as far as you are concerned.  I seem to be the only one with a problem here.  I’m the one that you, Kathy and your husband turned into a cuckold.”
 
   “There’s more” she sniveled. “Remember the night Kathy called you and said that we’d been out drinking and she was going to spend the night with me because she was too loaded to drive home?”
 
   I nodded a yes.
 
   “It was a set-up…”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Patio with a View.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Here is another sample you may also like:
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Amanda, what have you done to me? I can’t get enough of you,” he says, as he forces my hand to cup his hard-on. 
 
   As I fumble to release his cock, we hear voices near the exit door and we both freeze. We wait in silence for the voices to dissipate, but it seems a group of chatty New Yorkers decided to strike a conversation in the hallway and interrupt our passionate interlude.
 
   “Maybe we should go back to the hotel. It will be less crowded,” he suggests while cradling my face before touching my lips with his.
 
   He helps me back into my dress, zips up his pants and when he feels I look decent again, he opens the exit door for our escape. 
 
   I’m expecting him to pounce on me once we get inside the limo, but instead he casually wraps his arm around my shoulders. The tame ride back to the hotel is so painful in many ways because I’m aching to have him inside me, but I have to wait. At the same time, my stomach is tied up in a knot because Bryce is unusually quiet and I’m not sure if his appetite for me has subsided or if he’s planning something devious. My answer comes as soon as the door to his hotel room closes behind us.
 
   Without saying a word, Bryce lifts me up and carries me to a table in the room. The coldness of the glass beneath my hands is a stark contrast to the way I feel inside. He rips off his jacket and shirt seemingly at the same time and tosses them over his shoulder. He removes his trousers with the same impatience and there he stands completely naked in front of me sporting a very big erection. For a few seconds, he eats me up with his eyes and a half-smile on his face as I admire his erect cock, knowing that in a few minutes I’ll have it inside my mouth. 
 
   God, he looks good enough to eat.
 
   With a cocky look in his eyes, he kneels down in front of me and props my legs on top of his shoulders without removing my heels.
 
   “I want to taste your sweet nectar,” he says as he looks up and smiles at me again before nestling his head between my legs in search of my engorged bud. I gasp as his tongue explores my slick and wet nether regions. 
 
   The intense pleasure bursts through my entire body like fireworks. The feeling is so intoxicating that I have to tilt my head back in order to fully take in the sensation of Bryce’s tongue inside me. With each burst of pleasure, I pull his hair a little harder while pushing his head harder against me. His fingers curl inside me, stroking my spot as his tongue caresses my clit with increased urgency. I can’t see his face, but I can hear him moan and grunt with each lick. My hips sway back and forth to match his rhythm as he brings me to the brink of climax and stops.
 
   “Please don’t stop, Bryce,” I beg breathily, as I squeeze my nipple to balance the pleasure he’s imposing on my body.
 
   “Stand up.”
 
   I think we’re moving to the bed, but my heart races as Bryce grabs my arms, turns me around and forces me to face the table I had been sitting on while his tongue explored me. He unzips my dress, pulls it over my head and tosses it onto the carpeted floor. The same silky fabric that tied my wrists the other night covers my eyes. I panic a bit because I’m not sure where this is going.
 
   “I promised to sex you up real good and I will. With your eyes covered, you’ll fully focus on soaking in pleasure,” he whispers in my ear before kissing my cheek. 
 
   “Bend over, Amanda,” he orders and I extend my hands to feel the cold table beneath my fingers before following his order.
 
   He unhooks my bra and my bare breasts press against the iciness of the glass table. The cold feeling against my naked breasts only intensifies how turned on I am. He leans on top of my body, his weight pressing my belly against the desk, as he gently pulls my hair back to allow him to kiss my cheek. I hear a tearing sound and then he grabs my waist with his strong hands before entering me with eagerness. I gasp. 
 
   This is so good that it’s nearly unbearable. 
 
   “Easy, baby. Enjoy the ride.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you like this sample, look for Never Say Never - Unbearable Passion, Part 1 by Scarlett Avery.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Also by this Author:
 
    
 
   The Prodigal Family: The Abbotts
 
   Watching My Shared Wife
 
   The Waitress and the Runaway Husband
 
   Baiting Mr. Little
 
   Too Hot for Henry
 
   Chuck's Fantasy
 
   The Redhead's Desires
 
   Rescued at Riley's
 
   His Every Fantasy
 
   Open Mike Night
 
   Pursuit for Revenge
 
   Why Does He Do That?
 
   Halloween & Drugs
 
   Tracey
 
   When Rob Met Kari
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 1 – 
 
   (Wife Sharing and Other Adventures)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 2 – 
 
   (Hazardous Wives)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 3 – 
 
   (Wives Who Stray)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 4 – 
 
   (Fulfilling Her Needs)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 5 –
 
   (Rachel)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 6 – 
 
   (Sharing My Wife)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 7 –
 
   (Sarah)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 8 –
 
   (Cuckolds & Shared Wives)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 9 –
 
   (Her Forbidden Fantasy)
 
   A Just Plain Bob Christmas
 
   Barbara Jean
 
   Filthy Steps in the Office
 
   Roomies
 
   Boyfriend’s Corrupted Steps
 
   Patio with a View
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   From the Author
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon.
 
    
 
   If you write me a review and send me an email I will send you a free book, or many.
 
   (Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher.)
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I.
 
    
 
   Thank You!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   An Open Letter from Just Plain Bob
 
    
 
    
 
   A message for those who like my stories, those who hate my stories, those who are indifferent and those who have yet to make up their minds.
 
    
 
   I have often stated that I really don’t care what others think about my stories, that I write for my own enjoyment and then I offer to share.  If you like my stories fine and if you don’t, also fine since I have already satisfied my target audience - me!
 
    
 
   It is human nature to strive to get better.  If you take up bowling your first games are going low scoring, but you will work and practice to get better and as your average climbs you may forget the game where you had three gutter balls and shot an eighty-six, but that game is still there in your past.
 
    
 
   Your first time on the golf course you shot an eighty on the front nine, but did you settle for that being your game or did you work to improve?  You may eventually get a three handicap, but that nine hole eighty is still there as part of your past.
 
    
 
   When you hired in at your job did you say, “Cool, I got it made” and do nothing more than what you barely had to do or did you go to work thinking that, “Someday I’m going to be running this place.”  You might never climb that high, but human nature says that you are going to at least try.
 
    
 
   It is the same with authors who write stories and post them on sites like Literotica.  Their first stories might not be all that good, but comments and feedback along with a desire to get better drive them toward putting out a better product or to at least try.
 
    
 
   I’m no different.  My first stories might not have been all that great, but they are still there on the hard drive.  I like cheating wife stories and five years ago I found my first adult site that catered to cheating wife stories.  It was a pay site, but it had a policy of giving a free lifetime membership to anyone who submitted five stories to the site.  How hard can that be I said to myself as I sat down and fired up the word processor and went to work.  
 
    
 
   I sent my five stories in and sat back to enjoy my free membership and a funny thing happened.  I started getting feedback, most of it positive, and I became hooked.  I started cranking out more stories.  The site I was sending my stories to had seven categories:
 
    
 
   Bisexual
 
   Cream Pie
 
   Groups
 
   I Watch
 
   Gang Bang
 
   Racial
 
   SM/BD
 
    
 
   I know nothing about bisexual or SM/BD and I had no interest in Groups so all the stories I wrote I tailored for the four remaining categories:
 
    
 
   Cream Pie
 
   I Watch
 
   Gang Bang 
 
   Racial.
 
    
 
   I turned out eight stories a month, two for each category, which means that after five years I have over 120 stories in each of those categories and they are all still on the hard drive.  
 
    
 
   A year ago I received an email asking me why I never posted stories on Literotica.  The answer?  I didn’t know about Lit.  I pulled it up, liked what I saw, and started sending in stories to it.  All new stories?  No, not hardly, not with over 400 stories sitting on the hard drive.  Maybe one new story for each fifteen or so old ones.  The newer ones are better, at least I think they are and I have received some feedback that leads me to believe that others think so too, and I will continue to write new ones.  
 
    
 
   But I am still going to recycle what is on the hard drive, stories that were written specifically to fit the four categories.  That means that those of you who hate cream pie stories still have eighty or so to look forward to.  Ditto for those who call me a racist; you will get another seventy or so interracial stories. 
 
    
 
   Those who hate wimps will only see about fifty more of those because the stories I sent to the I Watch category were split 50/50 between what some call wimps and some call “real men.”  Why the 50/50 split?  It came from listening to the readers. I would get feedback asking me why all the men in my stories were hard asses.  “In real life men are more forgiving, especially if it is the first indiscretion.”  So I would write stories with forgiving husbands and boyfriends and then the next batch of feedback would say, “Why are all your husbands spineless wimps” and I’d write stories that went back the other way.
 
    
 
   Eventually I came to realize that I was wasting my time - there was no way I could write a story that would satisfy everybody and that is when I adopted my philosophy of writing for my own enjoyment and then offering to share.
 
    
 
   As far as the gangbang stories?  Well, what can I say? Gangbangs are gangbangs and there are still eighty or so of them to go.
 
    
 
   The bottom line is that Literotica readers are going to see more of my old stories than my new ones.  If I’m still around three or four years from now it will probably go the other way, more new than old.
 
    
 
   I feel the need to respond to some of the comments and emails I have received.  By far the largest percentage comes from people who say, “You are an asshole because all women are not whores and sluts and that’s all you make them out to be.”
 
    
 
   Next most common is, “You must really hate women you sick fuck.”
 
    
 
   “You must be a wimp because all the men in your stories are wimps” is up there in the top ten along with, “Why don’t you give it a rest and go crawl off in a hole somewhere.”
 
    
 
   There is a lot more, but I’m only going to address those four and in reverse order.
 
    
 
   I won’t stop and go crawl in a hole because I am enjoying the hell out of what I am doing and remember what I said, I am doing this for MY OWN ENJOYMENT and then I offer to share.  Some obviously like my sharing with them and so I will continue to do so.  No one is holding a gun to a reader’s head and telling them they must click on a Just Plain Bob story or die.  It is a conscious choice on the reader’s part to move that mouse and click on that story.
 
    
 
   When a man finds out he has a cheating wife or girlfriend there are only a limited number of ways he can handle it.  If he loves her he can forgive, try to forget and try to hold on and somehow make things work.  He can turn his back on her, walk away and get on with his life.  The third option is to take revenge.
 
    
 
   According to a good portion of those who send me feedback the first and second options are proof that the men are wimps.  If the man takes the third option he is still considered a wimp if he doesn’t do some sort of physical damage to the woman and her lover.  These readers believe that the only way not to be a wimp is to kill, maim and destroy everything in sight.  Doing that however, will invariably get the man throw in jail and that is why it so rarely happens in real life.
 
    
 
   In real life most revenge takes place in the man’s head when he says to himself, “I should have ______ (fill in the blank) the fucking cunt!”  I know this because I have been there and done that (see The Dark Trilogy).  In my stories I try to mirror real life so kill, maim and destroy are going to be for the most part absent.  Outside of some fisticuffs there will be very little physical violence in my stories.  Most of my husbands are going to do what I did, what several of my friends and others that I know have done, forgive, or walk away.  If this makes them wimps and me a wimp for writing the story that way, so be it.
 
    
 
   Next is the “I must hate all women.”  Nothing could be farther from the truth.  I love women.  I lust after women.  I even like whores and sluts.  I have been married four times, engaged two other times (that did not end in marriage) and I have always had girlfriends between marriages.  My philosophy is that women were put on this earth for me to enjoy and I’m not talking just sexually.  I could sit at the mall (and have) for hours and just girl watch.
 
    
 
   The engagements, girlfriends and three of the four marriages bring me to the #1 anti JPB comment on the list.
 
    
 
   “You are an asshole because all women aren’t whores and sluts.”
 
    
 
   Well dear reader, you can not prove that by me!  I will say up front that I KNOW all women aren’t whores and sluts, BUT the majority of the women in my life were.  My mother ran around on my father for years while he was driving a truck for a living.  My Aunt Margaret cheated regularly on my Uncle Bill, as did my Aunt Mildred on my Uncle Paul.  My Aunt Betty fucked around on my Uncle Bob for years and finally left him for his brother, my Uncle Wendell.  Uncle Wendell in turn caught her on her knees at his company Christmas party giving Season’s Greetings to his boss.
 
    
 
   My sister is three times divorced and each divorce came about when the then current husband caught her out spreading pollen.  Both of the engagements I mentioned ended when I found out that I was not the one and only and a lot of the girls I dated between marriages never made it to engagement status for the same reason. 
 
    
 
   And that brings me to my three ex-wives.  The first one, Helen (I believe I commented on her in the intro to The Dark Trilogy) had seven different lovers before I found out what was going on.  I was living proof that love is blind.  Ditto with my second wife.  She had a secret life that she hid from me and when I found out about her brother, his friends and the gangbangs she was history.  
 
    
 
   My third marriage ended in divorce because of a different kind of cheating (and I can just imagine the outrage I am going to get over this) - she cheated on me with an idea.  I was away from home on business, she was lonely, a couple of Jehovah’s Witnesses knocked on the door and my wife, with nothing better to do invited them in.  When I came home from my trip I found out that she had found God.  On a scale that runs from TRUE BELIEVER on one end to ATHEIST on the other you will find me just to the right of AGNOSTIC and since I would not allow myself to be SAVED the marriage eventually died. 
 
    
 
   So yes, I write about sluts and whores because as everyone knows, you tend to write about the things you know.  And I do like sluts and whores, just not the ones that lie to me and cheat on me.
 
    
 
   So be forewarned - if you click on a Just Plain Bob story you will be getting sluts, whores and husbands who do not kill, maim and destroy.  There are other things you will rarely find in a Just Plain Bob story.  Even though I try to mirror real life my stories all take place in StoryLand.  In StoryLand STDs and un-wanted pregnancies do not exist unless the author feels like they may add something to the story.  Bad things do not happen in StoryLand unless the author so wills it and no amount of “You should have…” in comments and feedback will change a story already posted.
 
    
 
   Lastly, I will touch on a truth.  None of what I have written here means shit because the same readers will still read the same stories that they profess to hate and make the same comments they have always made.  Knowing this, I will deliberately post stories that will have them frothing at the mouth.
 
    
 
   It is the least I can do for an adoring public.
 
    
 
   Thank you!
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob
 
   justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
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