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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
    
 
   Okay, so it was a rotten thing to do, but then I’ve never said I was a nice guy, and what’s more no one else has ever said it either.  I am what I am and always have been and Mike should have known that.  Hell, anyone who has known me for more than twenty-four hours would have known what I’d do and Mike has known me for over fifteen years.
 
   Barbara Jean was Mike’s wife and I’ve wanted to stick a dick in her since the first time I laid eyes on her.  Barbara Jean, everyone called her BJ for short (and didn’t the guys all have fun with that), wasn’t a spectacularly beautiful woman and I doubt that anyone ever called her gorgeous, but she had a certain something about her.  Call it sex appeal, call it an aura, but she had something that gave you an immediate boner whenever you saw her.  Maybe it was her slutty looks or the slutty way she acted sometimes, I don’t know.  What I did know was that if I ever got a chance, I was going to fuck her.  Don’t misunderstand me here, Barbara Jean wasn’t a slut (or if she was, nobody that I knew had known about it), but she dressed like a slut and talked like a slut but God did it ever turn me on!
 
   Mike and BJ met in high school, married right after graduation, and then they went out, found jobs and went to work building a life for themselves.  BJ started out as a file clerk, took some typing and shorthand classes at the local community college, and worked her way up to become secretary to the owner of the local plant. 
 
   Mike got a job in the plant as a pressman, but that wasn’t what he really wanted to do with his life.  Mike wanted to be an electronics technician, but there were no trade schools in the area and the community college didn’t offer any electronics courses so Mike did what we all thought was a boneheaded play.    Mike joined the Army Reserves.  Some sorry assed recruiter told Mike that if he joined up, the Army would send him to school and teach him whatever he wanted.  Mike bit and signed on the dotted line.  Then, to the surprise of all of us, the Army did just what they said they would.  They sent Mike to school and taught him all he needed to know about electronics and computers and then over the course of the next eight years they kept sending him back to school for refresher courses.  Mike parlayed all that into a high paying job and eventually he started his own business. 
 
   The problem was that Mike was a Yellow Dog Democrat and we all know what Republicans do to people like that – fuck them every chance they get!  The Republican in the White House looked out and saw that Mike was sitting there, fat, dumb and happy, and he said, “Fuck you boy, I’m sending your ass to Iraq.”  Mike’s reserve unit was called up for active duty.
 
   Like I said, Mike has known me for over fifteen years and he should have known better, but somewhere along the way he must have suffered “brain fade.”  I live three doors down from Mike and one Saturday morning Mike knocked on my door.
 
    “I need a huge favor from you, Rich.  Somebody has to keep an eye on BJ for me while I’m gone.  You know, take care of the little shit that always seems to go wrong, leaky faucets, dead car batteries and stuff like that.  I’d like to be able to tell BJ that she can count on you if she has problems.”
 
   What she can count on, I thought to myself, is that I’ll be one of her problems, but what I said was, “Sure Mike, I’ll take care of her until you get back.”
 
    “Thanks Rich.  I’ll owe you a big one.”
 
   Two days later Mike was gone and I began to think of ways that I could “help” Barbara Jean.
 
   It is said that “Absence makes the heart grow fonder,” but I was banking on “Lack of sex makes one extremely horny.”  I had no idea what kind of sex life Mike and BJ had, but I was counting on it being enough that she would begin to miss it.  I figured that I would give her a month before I made my move.  From the day Mike left, I made it a point to stop and see BJ or give her a call several times a week to see if she was okay.  During the third week I had several friends over for a barbecue and I invited BJ.  At first she said no, but I worked on her and convinced her that she needed to get out of the house occasionally while Mike was gone.  I behaved myself, played the part of perfect host and saw to it that she had a nice time.  A week later I gave a small dinner party and again convinced her that she needed to get out.  She came, had an enjoyable time and when she left to walk home I said to myself, “Next time you slutty looking wench, you’ll be mine.”
 
   After you hit thirty all a birthday is is an excuse to have a party.  Mine fell on a Friday, which meant that the party would be big, boisterous, and long since no one had to go to work the next day.  Naturally I invited BJ and since she now knew that she can come over to my place, have a good time and then go home safe and sound, she said she would come.  At the barbecue and dinner party I had taken care to see that BJ’s drinks were watered down, but not at my birthday party.  Oh no, every drink BJ got was a double or a triple and I made sure that her glass was always full.  Halfway through the party, BJ was half in the bag.  Not falling down drunk, but in that happy state that some drunks reach where everything is funny to them.  Charlie Martin, one of the swifter guys that I know, came up to me and asked, “Are you doing what I think you are doing?”
 
    “I don’t know.  Is what you think I’m doing bad, nasty, evil and immoral?”
 
    “Of course.”
 
    “Then the answer is yes.”
 
    “Think she’d do a double?”
 
    “First I have to get her to do a single.”
 
    “Keep me in mind.  I’ve always wanted a taste of that.”
 
   Things were moving along a little faster than I had planned.  BJ had gotten drunk quicker than I had expected and she was in the state I wanted her while the party was still going strong.  A good host does not neglect his guests, but it was my birthday, my gift to myself was ready to be unwrapped and so I abandoned my guests to their own devices and slowly eased BJ out of the herd.
 
   She was giggling and acting silly as I maneuvered her toward the bedroom.  Her words were slurred when she asked, “Where are we going?”
 
    “I have a surprise for you.”
 
    “What kind of surprise?”
 
    “One that should tingle your toes.”
 
   She giggled and said, “How do you know what tingles my toes?”
 
    “A little birdie told me.”
 
   I got her in the bedroom and I left the light off.  “Close your eyes and wait just a moment while I go and get him.”
 
    “Get who?”
 
    “Mike.  He snuck away from camp and he wants to surprise you.”
 
    “Mike?  Here?  Now?”
 
    “Yes, and he will get in trouble if he gets caught so no one can know that he is here.  Here, finish your drink and I’ll go and get you another one while you get undressed for him.  He told me to tell you that he can’t talk.  If anyone hears his voice and they find out he was here he could get court martialed and sent to Leavenworth for ten years so you have to play this cool.”
 
   I wasn’t sure that it would work, but hey, if she was blotto enough it had a good chance.
 
    “Just keep the lights off and the room dark so no one will be able to see him.  He has to hurry so he can get back before they miss him and report him AWOL so hurry up and get undressed.  Remember, it has to be kept a secret, okay?”
 
   BJ giggled and said, “I can keep good secrets.”
 
   That’s good, I thought, because after this weekend you’ll have a lot of them you’ll want to keep.  I took her empty glass and stepped out of the room and went looking for Charlie.
 
    “Still want a taste?”
 
    “You bet.”
 
    “Give me ten minutes and then quietly sneak into the bedroom.  No noise and don’t talk at all.  I’ve got her thinking that Mike snuck away from camp and I hope she’s drunk enough to buy it.  Be ready to spell me.  I want to keep a cock in her as long as possible.”
 
    “I can get a couple of more guys if that would help.”
 
    “Why not?  The more the merrier.  I want to turn her into a slut and I plan on making her my slut until Mike comes home.”
 
    “Consider it a done deal.”
 
   I opened the door and slipped back into the bedroom.  In the darkness I could make out BJ’s naked body on the bed and as the door closed behind me she slurred, “Mikey, is that you Mikey?”  
 
    “Yes, my love,” I whispered, “It’s me.”
 
   I quickly undressed and made my way to the bed and as I climbed on, Barbara Jean spread her legs and said, “Hurry, Mikey, hurry.  I’ve missed you, baby,”
 
   That surprised me.  Not that she missed him, but that she wanted to get right down to doing the nasty.  Given as long as Mike had been gone I would have thought that there would be hugs and kisses first, but who was I to argue with the lady?  She wanted cock so cock she would have.  I lined myself up and pushed.  She was tight, too tight, so I pulled away and lowered my head so I could suck her tits while I finger fucked her to loosen her up.  As soon as I felt some moisture, I moved back between her legs and tried again.  That time it was much better and three strokes had me bottomed out in her cunt.  I started fucking BJ slowly at first.  I needed to be in the saddle when Charlie came in.  BJ was squirming under me and moaning, “Oh Mikey, oh Mikey.”  She was pushing up at me and her pussy felt like a furnace.  
 
   I heard Charlie come in (and I prayed that BJ hadn’t) and I started to pick up the pace.  BJ had her legs locked behind mine and she was chanting, “Oh yes, oh yes, so good, so good Mikey, so good.”  I pulled out of her and she cried out, “No, no, not yet, please, not yet,” but I was only out of her long enough to pick her legs up and put them up on my shoulders.  I slammed my cock back into her and began to fuck her hard and fast.  She cried out, “Oh God yes.  Fuck me Mikey, fuck me.  Make me cum baby, make me cum.”  I drove into her, hard, fast strokes and she cried out, “Oh yessssss” as she had an orgasm.  Three strokes later and I had mine.  I quickly dismounted and Charlie immediately took my place and started boning BJ.  I stood off to the side and caught my breath for a minute or so and then it was time for stage two.  On the bed BJ was crying out, “Fuck me Mikey, fuck me hard honey, so good, oh god so good.”  I moved quietly to the bed and before BJ could realize what was going on I shoved my cock in her mouth and grabbed her head with both hands.  I felt her stiffen and she tried to say something, but all that came out of her mouth was an unrecognizable gurgle.  She seemed to struggle for just a second or two and then her body shook and a muffled scream escaped past my cock as Charlie brought her to another orgasm. 
 
   I started stroking into her mouth as my soft cock started to stiffen.  Charlie was banging away and BJ had another small climax and by the time it was over she was moaning again and I felt her lips start to move on my cock.  Curious, I let go of her head and she kept sucking on me.  By the time Charlie said he was read to shoot I was rock hard and ready and when Charlie pulled out of BJ, I quickly moved to take his place.  I grabbed her and rolled her over and got her up on her knees and then I fucked her from behind.  Strangely, or at least I thought it was strange, not a word came from BJ as Charlie and I made the swap and then it was too late for her to talk as Charlie had lain down and pulled her head down onto his cock.  After a couple of minutes I said, “Go get help Charlie; I’ll keep her busy until you get back.”  
 
   He dressed quickly and left the room and I kept feeding the meat to BJ.  She had her head down on the pillow and was moaning as I fucked her pussy using long, hard strokes, but keeping the speed down so I wouldn’t cum before I had some relief.  The plan was to make sure that BJ was never without a cock for longer than it took for one man to get out of the way so another could take his place.  
 
   Several minutes went by before Charlie was back with Ben, Mel and Harry.  As the four men got naked I picked up the tempo and, as soon as I started to fuck BJ hard and fast, she began crying out again, “Oh yes, like that, like that! Oh Jesus, oh god fuck me, make me cum!”  
 
   I wanted to cum with her, but I couldn’t hold out and my cock erupted and splashed her insides with my juice.  
 
    “No” she cried, “Not yet, please god not yet” as I pulled out, but then Charlie was there to take my place and her cries went back to, “Oh yes, oh god, make me cum, make me cum.”  
 
   I told one of the other guys to take her mouth and I dressed and went back to my party.
 
   The party petered out around three in the morning.  I had looked in on the little group in my bedroom from time to time and they had been going strong so I left them to it and stayed out of the room to play host.  When the last guest was gone I went back to the room and saw that Mel was gone and Charlie and Ben were getting dressed.  Harry was buried to the balls in BJ and had her legs up on his shoulders.  He was hitting her hard and fast and he looked over at me, “She’s about fucked out.  This isn’t my first gangbang, but it is the first one where the broad never got to take a break.  She’s had a cock in her cunt since you left.  She’s so tired she can’t even moan any more.  It won’t surprise me if she falls asleep when I cum and get off her.” 
 
   I walked Charlie to the front door and he said, “Hell of a party dude; we need to do it again.”  
 
    “If it works out the way I hope it will, we can do it lots more before Mike comes home.”  
 
    “You do know that he is going to kill you, right?”  
 
    “Only if he finds out and I’m not going to tell him, are you?”  
 
    “No, but what about BJ?”  
 
    “We will just have to see that she doesn’t say a word.  I should have taped this; it would have been great material to use as blackmail to see that she keeps her mouth shut.” 
 
   “Hell dude, just tell her that you did.  She isn’t going to remember much about tonight anyway, except for the fucking.”  
 
   When I got back to the room Harry was just finishing up and he got off the bed leaving BJ sprawled out, legs spread, and a river of cum running out of her box.  Before he was even dressed, we heard a light snore from BJ.  
 
   Harry chuckled, “What did I tell you.  Good luck when she wakes up.  Was I you, I’d make damned sure I was awake when she wakes up.  God only knows what she might do to you if she catches you asleep.”  
 
   Then Harry was gone and I was all alone with BJ.  Even sweaty and cum covered, she had that certain something that made my dick hard.  I debated shaking her awake and taking her one more time, but in the end I decided to let her rest.  I’d wake her up in the morning by sliding her the old salami.
 
   The only way I could make sure that I was awake when BJ woke up was not go to sleep.  I grabbed a book and propped myself up on the bed next to BJ and started reading.  A couple of times I almost nodded off and the last time was around seven so I said to hell with the book and I put it down.  I slid a finger into BJ’s pussy and found that it was loose, but tight enough for what I had in mind.  My cock began to rise to the occasion and I pushed her legs apart and mounted her.  Her cunt had a nice hot and wet feel to it and I stroked into her for about a minute before she began to stir.  I picked up the pace as she awakened and then she was looking up at me with a confused look on her face that seemed to ask, “What are you doing?  You aren’t Mike.”  But it had to be just the sleep wearing off because she knew last night when Charlie and I both dicked her at the same time that there was no Mike. 
 
   “What’s the matter BJ?  Wondering why only one cock is working on you?  The others had to leave, but don’t you worry sweetie, I’m going to see to it that you’ll have plenty of cock from now on.  I’ll have you on your back until Mike gets home and maybe even after that.  You looked good going after all that cock last night, damned good.  You’re not talking sweetie, nothing to say?  Not even going to say thank you?  Don’t you want to tell me how much you appreciate me getting you all that cock?”  
 
   Under me BJ was starting to push her hips up at me.  “That’s it sweetie, show me how much you liked what I did for you.”  
 
   BJ moaned and her legs came up and hooked around me.  A couple of more strokes and her hands came up to hold me.  “That’s it BJ, that’s it.  Fuck me sweetie, be my bitch.” 
 
   “Oh God” she sobbed, and I saw a tear run down her cheek.  I picked up the pace and her hands slid from my shoulders down to my ass.  I felt her nails dig in as she pulled me to her.  
 
    “That’s it sweetie, pull me in, pull me deep inside.”  
 
   She gave another sob and then her legs squeezed me tight and her nails bit deep as she had an orgasm.  It is what I had been waiting for, for her to cum, and I rammed myself into her and ten or twelve strokes later I came.
 
   I held myself over her and watched as she raised a hand and wiped the tears from her cheeks and then she said, “I have to go to the bathroom.”  I got off of her and watched as she walked to the bathroom.  She was gone a good five minutes and when she came back, eyes downcast, she said, “I have to go home now.”  
 
    “No BJ, what you have to do is come over here and suck my cock.”  
 
   Still looking at the floor, she was silent for several moments and then she said, “I can’t.  This is not right.  I can’t be doing this.”  
 
    “Yes you can, sweetie. You not only can, but you must.  Unless of course you won’t mind my sending Mike a copy of the video that I shot of you having fun last night.  To keep me from sending that video you will have to take very good care of me.  You will suck when I say suck and you will open your legs for me whenever I want.  You don’t have to of course, but think of the look on Mike’s face when he sees you with your legs up on Harry’s shoulders while you grab his ass with both hands and moan, ‘Oh god yes, like that, just like that.’  Or how about the scene where Charlie is fucking you from behind while you have your head in Ben’s lap doing marvelous things with your mouth?  Your choice sweetie, makes no never mind to me.”  Tears were streaming down her cheeks as I said, “Your choice BJ, but I need you to make it now.  Either get down on your hands and knees and crawl over here and suck my cock or get your clothes and go home and wait to hear from Mike.”  I smiled as she sank to her knees and began to crawl toward me.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   I smiled as BJ sank to her knees and, tears streaming down her cheeks, started to crawl toward me.  My cock, so soft after just fucking her, was becoming erect just from the thought of what I was going to do to her until her husband came home from Baghdad.  I was betting that I had at least six months before that happened and I fully intended that she was going to be my slut even after he came home.
 
   BJ didn’t know that my threat of sending her husband a video of her gangbang was a bluff.  I hadn’t taped it, but I was already planning her next gangbang and I would make damned sure that one got videotaped.  BJ moved between my legs and looked up at me.
             “Please don’t make me do this.”
 
    “I’m not making you do anything, BJ.  This is your choice.  Who knows, maybe your hubby has a kinky side and will love what he sees on the tape.  Now, suck my cock or put your clothes on and go home.”
 
   She sniffled a few times and then she lowered her head and her warm mouth surrounded my dick.
 
    “That’s it sweetie, suck it.  Live up to your nickname.  You know that all the guys believe that BJ stands for blow job, don’t you?  That’s what I’m going to call you from now on.  That will be my pet name for you – Blow Job Baby.  It has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?  Suck it sweetie, get me hard Blow Job Baby, get me real hard and I’ll let you fuck my eyes out.”
 
   She was a good cocksucker and if I would have left her alone she would have quickly gotten me off, but I didn’t want that, not this time anyway.  I pushed her back and told her to get up on the bed and spread her legs.  I moved between them and looked down at her.
 
    “What do you say?”
 
   She looked up at me with a confused look on her face and I said again, “What do you say?”  It took a second or two, but then I saw it dawn on her.  She looked away from me and said, "Fuck me.  Put your cock in me and fuck me.”
 
    “I don’t know, Blow Job Baby. That sure didn’t sound like you meant it.”
 
   She looked up at me and I could see the anger, but she said, “Please fuck me.  Come on lover, please fuck me.”
 
    “That’s better, Blow Job Baby, that’s much, much better.”
 
   I know that it killed her to have it happen, but it didn’t take BJ long to get into the act.  Two, maybe three minutes and she was clutching, grabbing and moaning.  BJ was a fine piece of ass and I was looking forward to having her available for a long, long time.  I fucked her twice more that morning and then, good host that I try to be, I fixed her breakfast.  She didn’t want to stay, not that I blame her, but I wouldn’t take no for an answer.  As she was getting ready to leave I stopped her.  “Come here Blow Job Baby and give us a kiss goodbye.”  No argument or deep sighs and only a touch of exasperation on her face as she came over to me and gave me a quick peck on the lips.
 
    “No, no, no Blow Job Baby, put some life into it.  Do it like you mean it.”
 
   She grabbed my head in both hands and held it while she shoved her tongue down my throat and mashed her teeth against my lips.  It was meant to hurt and it did, but I wasn’t going to let her know.  My arms went around her and I returned the kiss and I held it a good bit longer than she had intended.  When I broke the kiss I smiled at her, “That’s more like it sweetie” and I let her go.  She was almost to the door when I said, “I’ll pick you up at six sweetie for dinner and dancing.  Wear something sexy and I prefer my women to wear high heels.”
 
    “I can’t.  I’m having dinner with my sister tonight.”
 
    “No you aren’t, Blow Job Baby.  I’ll see you at six tonight.  Don’t make me wait.  The Post Office isn’t open tomorrow, but if you aren’t ready and waiting for me when I get there, I will be the first in line to mail a package come Monday morning.”
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?”  
 
    “Because I can sweetie, just because I can.”
 
    
 
   <><><>
 
    
 
   BJ was ready and waiting for me when I got to her place and she was dressed to give hard-ons.  I had told her to dress sexy and she had done just that.  Low cut blouse, mini-skirt and “come fuck me” pumps.  She looked good enough to eat and so I did.  
 
    “I thought we were going out to eat.”
 
    “We are sweetie, I just wanted a little B and A.”
 
    “B and A?”
 
    “Before and after.  I want to compare how you taste now to how you taste when I bring you home.”
 
   BJ liked having her pussy eaten.  No, that’s not true – she loved having her pussy eaten.  Less than thirty seconds after my tongue touched her “man in the boat” she had her fingers in my hair pulling me to her and she was humping up at my face and crying out, “Don’t stop, don’t stop.”  I pulled away from her and she cried out, “Please no, don’t stop, not now, don’t stop.”  I stood up and dropped my trousers and briefs and I lay down on her living room floor.
 
    “Do what you want.  Sit on my cock or sit on my face.”
 
   BJ scrambled off the couch and just for a second it looked like she couldn’t make up her mind, and then she lowered herself down on my face in a sixty-nine position and took hold of my cock and started stroking it as I tongued her.  And then, all on her own, and with no urging from me, she went down on me.  I worked hard on her love button and she was pounding her pussy down at me and squealing around my dick and it looked like we were going to be late for our dinner reservation at Mario’s.  Suddenly she pulled herself away from me, turned one eighty and sat down on my cock.  She started working up and down and rocking back and forth all the while moaning, “Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh.”
 
   I let her set the pace for several minutes and then I grabbed her to my chest and I rolled her over onto her back.  Then I set the pace.  I fucked her as hard and fast as I could and she cried out, “Yes, yes, yes, yes, so good, oh yes, fuck me god damned you, fuck me.”  I pounded away at her and I felt myself getting close.  The evening would go a whole lot better if she wasn’t frustrated and on edge so I started talking to her.
 
    “Cum for me baby.  Show my cock that you love it and cum for it baby.  Hurry sweetie, hurry, don’t let me leave you hanging, cum for me sweetie, cum for me” and she moaned, “Please, please, please” and I figured that she was asking me to stay with her and I did try, but I couldn’t.  “I’m cumming baby, I’m cumming” and I put on a quick burst of speed and then I erupted.
 
    “No, no, please, not yet, not yet please not yet.”
 
   But I was already done and my cock couldn’t help her at all.  I pulled away from her and then I buried my face in her pussy and went to work on her clit.  I worked it hard as she grabbed my head with both hands and pushed her hips up at me and then suddenly she cried out a loud, “OHHHHHHH”, her body shook and she came.  When she had relaxed I pulled away from her and looked down at her and she looked back up at me and said, “If we are going out, you need to wash your face.”
 
   We made it to Mario’s, just barely, in time for our reservation and ate a quiet meal.  BJ was uncomfortable with her situation and didn’t want to talk and I really didn’t feel like forcing the conversation.  I figured she would loosen up before the night was over, but if she didn’t, so what?  It wasn’t talk I wanted from her anyway.  We had a bottle of Merlot with dinner and I ordered some Bailey’s Irish Cream after the meal and the alcohol seemed to relax her.  After dinner I took her to the Hidden Place, a dance club on the outskirts of town.  I parked in the darkest corner of the lot and then we went inside and I got us a table near the dance floor.
 
   For the next two hours we drank and danced while I waited for what I knew would happen.  Sure enough, as soon as they had enough booze in them to make them brave, guys started coming over and asking me if I would mind if they danced with my girl.  I smiled and told them to go ahead.  I sat, watched and kept BJ’s glass full while she danced with several different guys.  I watched them feel her up, poke their dicks into her leg and in general do things that indicated that they wanted to fuck her.  BJ knew what they wanted and she kept looking nervously over at me to see how I was taking it.  I just smiled back at her and waited for the right moment.  It came when the band took a break.  I noticed three of the guys BJ had been dancing with heading for the restrooms and I got up and followed them.
 
   We stayed until closing and between me and her other admirers we were able to keep BJ on the dance floor most of the time.  BJ was having a good time in spite of the way she felt about what I was doing to her and she was disappointed when they gave last call.  Just before we were ready to leave, I told BJ to go to the bathroom and remove her panties.
 
    “Why?”
 
    “Because I told you to.”
 
   When we reached the car I told her to get in back and lie down on the back seat.
 
    “Here?  We are going to do it here?”
 
    “Of course we are going to do it here.  I told you that you were going to be my slut until your husband comes home and all good sluts do it on back seats in bar parking lots.”
 
    “Please don’t make me do this.  It’s bad enough that I have to let you have me, at least let it happen where we have some privacy.”
 
    “Get in the car, Blow Job Baby, and don’t make me tell you again.  Lie down on the seat, get your skirt up around your waist and spread your legs.”
 
   BJ was no sooner in place than the three guys showed up.  “There she is fellas, you show her a good time, hear?”
 
    “What are you doing?’ cried BJ.
 
    “Just letting your fan club have a taste, sweetie.”
 
    “Please, please don’t do this to me.”
 
    “Oh come on BJ, you took on five last night and loved every second of it.  I’m sure that you will enjoy these three just as much.”
 
   While I was talking, the first of the three was already climbing on top of her.  BJ just laid there for the first guy, but by the time the second guy was halfway through she was getting into it.  She was screaming and kicking her feet in the air and begging for it by the time the third guy was done.  They each took her twice and the bitch got back at me as the third guy was taking his second turn.  The guy had her legs up on his shoulders and he was fucking her hard.  She had an orgasm and as it hit her, her legs shot straight out and the stiletto heel on her left shoe ripped right into my headliner and tore a large hole in it.
 
   When the three guys had zipped up and gone, I tossed BJ a handful of Kleenex and told her to stop up her cunt, put her panties back on and then get in the front with me.  I didn’t mind cum stains on the back seat, but I didn’t want any on the front.  When she was up front with me I unzipped, took out my cock and told her to slide over next to me.  She slid over and without being told took my cock in her hand and started stroking me.
 
    “Where are we spending the night, BJ?  My place or yours?”
 
    “Your place.  I’ve let you soil me, but I’m at least going to try and keep Mike’s bed unsoiled.”
 
    “Fine by me, as long as you understand that you will be spending a lot of time at my place.  This isn’t about getting back at Mike for anything; it is about making you my slut.”
 
    “Why?  What did I ever do to you to make you hate me so much?”
 
    “It isn’t about hate.  It is about all the hard ons you have given me for the last ten years.”
 
    “How long are you going to keep doing this to me?”
 
    “Until Mike gets home and then maybe even after that.”
 
    “After Mike gets home?  No way.”
 
    “Why not?  You are loving it.  You might tell me that you don’t, but all I have to do is look at my torn headliner to know that you are lying.”
 
   About halfway home I asked, “What’s your name?”
 
    “Barbara Jane.”
 
    “No BJ, what name did I give you?”
 
   She was silent and stared out the passenger side window.
 
    “Well?”
 
    “Blow Job Baby,” she said in almost a whisper.
 
    “Okay then, Blow Job Baby, let’s get to it” and she took her hand off my cock.  I heard a quiet sob as her head bent down and her hot mouth took in my cock.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday was a day of rest, for me anyway.  I ripped off a piece of BJ when I woke up, fixed her breakfast, fucked her two more times and then told her she could go home and I’d give her a call later to let her know what time I wanted to see her on Monday.  Sunday afternoon was spent at Best Buys and Circuit City and Sunday evening was spent setting up my purchases in my living room and bedroom.  When I was done I looked around and was pleased to see that you couldn’t spot any of the hidden cameras.  Up till then I had been blackmailing BJ with a non-existent videotape, but sooner or later the odds were pretty good that she was going to want to see it.  Against that time I figured that I’d better have a couple.
 
   Come Monday, I called BJ from work and told her to be at my place by seven. “And sweetie?  Don’t wear a lot because you’ll just be taking it off.”  BJ showed up at seven and I let her in and led her into the living room.  Charley was sitting on the easy chair and Mel, Ben and Harry were sitting on the couch and all four men were naked.  BJ looked at me and I saw the shock show on her face.
 
    “Oh god, no, please don’t make me do this.”
 
    “Stop your whining, Blow Job Baby.  There are four cocks that need the attention of your mouth.  You know you have to do it so get started.”
 
   She looked from them to me and I saw the hope go out of her eyes.  “Who goes first?”
 
    “I think that if you go over to the couch and start there it would be best.  You can suck on the one in the middle while you jack off the ones on either side of him and then after a bit they can rotate.”
 
   I got one last pleading look from her and I pointed at the couch.  With downcast eyes and a look of resignation, she walked over to the couch and knelt down.
 
   For the next half-hour, the boys paid musical couch as one after another they took turns on being in the center position.  Then Charley said, “Enough of this warm up shit, I want some pussy.”
 
    “You know where the bedroom is BJ, lead the way.  They have had you drunk and I guess they want to see what you are like sober.”
 
   BJ stood up and, with a look of hopelessness on her face, she led the guys to the bedroom.  For the next two hours, it was pretty much your basic suck and fuck with BJ constantly having a cock in her mouth and in her cunt at the same time.  It occurred to me as I watched the guys take turns on her that I hadn’t seen her take a cock in the ass yet.  I debated joining in, taking her butt hole and then letting the guys do a three holer on her, but in the end (no pun intended) I decided to save her ass for just me – at least for the time being. As was the case in the parking lot at The Hidden Place, BJ started out just lying there and being a pin cushion, but after about five minutes she got with the program and at fifteen minutes she was begging them to fuck her hard and make her cum.
 
   By eleven, the boys were worn out and they started to get dressed.  While Harry was finishing his final fuck, Charley took me aside and asked me what was the deal.  “She was blitzed the night of your party, but tonight she is stone cold sober.  How did you get her to do it?”
 
    “I took your advice.  I told her I videotaped that first night and that if she didn’t play ball I’d send a copy to Mike.”
 
    “How long you going to milk it?”
 
    “At least until Mike gets back and who knows, maybe even after that.”
 
    “Well, don’t forget your friends.  I’ll take all of that I can get.”
 
   When Harry finished and dismounted, BJ looked around and saw everyone getting dressed to leave.  “Come on guys, stay a little longer please?  I’m not ready to stop yet.  Come on, I need a cock.  Don’t leave me hanging, please guys, somebody fuck me.”
 
   I laughed and said, “I’m not going anywhere, sweetie” and I told the guys to let themselves out as I moved between her legs.
 
    “Bastard,” she snarled at me. “If you are going to do this to me you should at least see to it that there are enough guys to do it right.”
 
    “Oh?  Does my little Blow Job Baby like being a gangbang queen?”
 
    “No, but if you are going to make me do it you should at least see to it that I get taken care of.”
 
    “You got it, sweetie.  Next time, I make sure to have twice as many.”
 
    “No damn it, that’s not what I meant.  I don’t want to do it again, but you should have seen to it that I was taken care of this time.”
 
    “What?  You don’t think that I can do the job?  I haven’t had you yet tonight so I should be good for a couple of times.  You think that might be enough, or should I get on the phone and call for reinforcements?”
 
    “Oh fuck you!”
 
    “No, Blow Job Baby, fuck you,” and I proceeded to do just that.
 
   After three hours of being worked over by four guys, BJ was very wet and very loose, but that didn’t matter to me because all I was doing was soaking my dick in lubrication.  When I was about ready I pulled out and got her on her hands and knees.  I slid back into her snatch and slowly started fucking her while I took my thumb and began working on her asshole.
 
    “What are you doing?”
 
    “Getting your butt hole ready.”
 
    “No damn you, no!  I don’t do that.” 
 
   She tried to pull away from me, but I held her hips and scooted along behind her.  When she got to the bed’s headboard, she had to stop and I had too good a grip on her for her to get out from under me.  She kept struggling though and I had to use both hands to hold her.
 
    “Stop fighting, BJ.  You keep fighting and I’ll have to keep using both hands to hold you, which means that I’ll just jam my cock in and it will hurt like hell.  You don’t fight and I can use my hands to loosen you up.  Like everything else these last couple of days it is your choice."
 
    “But I don’t want to do that.  I’ve never done that, not even with Mike.”
 
    “Good.  That means that I’ll have something of you that brands you as mine.”
 
    “No. Please don’t do this to me, please god, no.”
 
    “Okay sweetie, your choice.”
 
   I pulled my cock out of BJ’s pussy and pressed it against her puckered asshole and started to push.  BJ screamed, “All right, all right, I’ll stop fighting, just don’t hurt me, please don’t hurt me.”
 
    “It won’t hurt a bit,” I lied. “It won’t hurt at all.”
 
   I spent the next ten minutes working on BJ’s asshole with my thumb and fingers and a liberal amount of KY Jelly until I had her as loose as I was going to get her without the use of something larger.  I tried to prepare her (I’m an asshole, but I’m not mean) for what was coming. 
 
   “The first push will hurt, sweetie.  The pain will be just like when you gave up your virginity and then there will be some discomfort and then you should start feeling good.  You’re going to love it, sweetie; you are really going to love it.”
 
   I poked the head of my cock at her rosebud and began to work it in a little at a time and then the cockhead popped past the sphincter muscle and BJ screamed out, “No, please no, please stop, it hurts damn you, stop it, it hurts.”
 
   Hey, I was in; no way was I going to stop.  I held on and she cried and struggled as I continued to work my way in.  Once in I began to stroke slowly in and back and after several minutes, BJ stopped crying and began moaning.  I kept it slow and easy until, after about three minutes, BJ started to slowly push her ass back at me as I pushed in.  Two more minutes and she was breathing hard and grunting loudly and a minute or so after that she screamed out, “OH SHIT” and had an orgasm.  I was close myself so I picked up the pace and in less than a minute BJ had cum in her ass for the first time.  I let go of her hips and she fell forward and laid there breathing hard.  After a minute or so she said, “You lying cocksucking bastard!  You said it wouldn’t hurt.”
 
    “I also said that you would like it.  Was I wrong?”
 
    “Oh God!  Nothing that hurts that bad should be able to feel that good.”
 
    “Well the upside is that if we do it a lot, your hole will stay loose enough that you won’t have to suffer the pain anymore.  I’m going to go and wash my cock and then let you get me hard again.”
 
   I cleaned myself up and when I came back she leaning on an elbow looking at me.  I laid down on the bed and said, “Okay, Blow Job Baby, work your magic on me.”
 
   She had me hard in about three or four minutes and I said, “Okay, sweetie, where do you want it, pussy or ass?”
 
   She sat up and looked down at me and said, “Can we start regular and then move to anal?”
 
   I had to smile at that, “Whatever you want, sweetie, whatever you want.”
 
    
 
   <><><>
 
    
 
   Waking up with BJ was getting to be a regular thing and after I fed her breakfast, I told her she might want to consider moving a few of her things to my place.  “It looks like you might be spending the night quite a lot.”
 
   She looked at me for a moment or two and then she asked, “You are going to do it?  You are really going to do it?  You are going to keep me doing this until Mike comes home?”
 
    “Sweetie, if I’m lucky I’ll keep doing it after Mike comes home.”
 
    “It isn’t right.  I never did anything to hurt you.  It just isn’t right that you should do this to me.”
 
    “Not fair to you maybe, but it sure is working for me.  Besides, you’ve loved it every time.  You might have shown up not liking it or having to do it, but you end up begging for it before the night is over.”
 
   I bent over and kissed her forehead, “Tell you what I’m going to do for you.  Plan on partying every Friday, Saturday and Sunday.  Monday through Thursday, as long as you are here to give me my nightly piece of ass by eleven, you can go ahead and do your own thing.”
 
    “Oh gee, thanks a lot.  God, but I am so blessed to have you in my life.”
 
   She was being sarcastic of course, but I said, “You are sweetie, you most certainly are and there will be a day when you will surely realize it.” 
 
   BJ showed up at my place at ten-thirty carrying an overnight case.  She went straight to my bedroom, undressed and then laid down on the bed.
 
    “No conversation, no glass of wine, just right to bed?”
 
    “I have to be here, but I’m not here willingly and I don’t have to pretend that I am.  Oh I know, as you have pointed out more than once, that before it is over I’ll be giving as good as I’m getting, but that’s my body talking, not me.  Now, are you going to fuck me or can I roll over and go to sleep?”
 
    “Silly girl, of course I’m going to fuck you, several times, but first I want one of your magnificent blow jobs.”
 
   I got down on the bed next to her and told her to get to it.  When she had me hard I put her legs up on my shoulders and fucked her until we’d both had orgasms and then I stuck my cock in her mouth again.  It took her a while to get me up the second time and when I was ready I got her up on her hands and knees, took the bottle of KY Lotion off the nightstand and lubed myself up real good.  I put a little KY on my thumb and worked it into BJ’s ass for about a minute and then I took her anally.  She cried out when I first popped in, but in less than a minute she was pushing her ass back at me and began moaning, “So good, so good, oh god fuck me you worthless bastard, fuck me.”
 
    “That’s it BJ,” I thought to myself, just keep it up, the cameras are loving it, “Just keep on telling me to fuck you.”
 
   I banged her hard for about five minutes and then I had to let go.  I blew my load in her ass and as I pulled out she cried, “Not yet damn it, I’m almost there.”
 
    “Sorry, sweetie, but it went and got all soft on me.”
 
   I don’t think that she realized what she was doing; I think she was so hot to get herself off that she forgot where I had just been.  She spun around and took my cock in her mouth and, before the taste told her that she had fucked up, I grabbed the back of her head and held her in place as she tried to pull away.  Talk about slutty; sucking a cock that just came out of your ass had to be right up there on the list of the ten sluttiest things you can do.  Just the thought of it had me hard again in no time and knowing that the cameras (three of them) were catching all the action just made it that much better.
 
   I pulled out of her mouth, turned her around and took her ass again.  BJ screamed at me, called me a mother fucker, a no good worthless bastard, a miserable son of a bitch and a few other choice epithets, and I laughed when the screams turned to, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, make me cum, oh please god make me cum.”  She had her orgasm (two actually) and then I went into the bathroom and cleaned off my cock and when I came back I made her suck on me some more.  I fell asleep with my cock still in her mouth.
 
   When I woke up the next morning, BJ had one hand on my cock and one of her legs was lying on top mine.  She was lightly snoring and there was just something about the situation that made me hard and made me want to fuck her.  I rolled her over, pulled her to her knees, and pushed my cock into her asshole as she was waking up.  “Oh god,” she moaned as I started fucking her and then she buried her head in the pillow while I buried my bone in her butt.  When it was over, I jumped out of bed and hurried to the kitchen to make us some breakfast.  I heard the shower start to run and ten minutes later BJ came into the kitchen wearing an old fuzzy bathrobe and with her hair wrapped in a towel.  To anyone else, it probably have been a very unappealing sight, but for some strange reason it turned me on, so I walked over, spun her around, bent her over the table and took her ass for the fourth time in seven hours.  When I was done, she stayed leaning over the table and said as sarcastically as she could, “Should I even bother to move?  Want me to stay here, ready and waiting for my master’s return?”
 
    “You can if you want to, won’t bother me none,” and then I went to take my shower.  When I entered the bathroom I saw, that BJ had decided to follow my suggestion and move a ‘few of her things’ to my place.  Two thirds of the bathroom counter was covered with feminine stuff.  I wondered how long it would be before she would be hanging clothes in my closet.
 
   When I was dressed and ready for work, I went back into the kitchen where BJ was sipping coffee and reading the morning newspaper.  “You get a night off, sweetie.  I have a business dinner that will run really late and, if I know John, he will want to drink and shoot the shit till the bars close.”
 
    “I’m surprised that you aren’t giving me to him as a sign of how much you appreciate his business.”
 
   She said it as sarcasm and I laughed.  “Don’t think that I didn’t think about it, sweetie, but John is a happily married man who is as straight an arrow as you are ever likely to find.  I have other customers though, and you just might get to know some of them really well.  See you tomorrow night.” and I kissed her on the cheek and headed off to work
 
   BJ arrived at eleven on Thursday night and showed no surprise at all when she found that Charlie was with me.  She looked from me to Charley and then back at me and then without a word she headed for the bedroom.  When Charlie and I got there she was undressed and lying on the bed.
 
    “She doesn’t seem all that enthused to see me,” Charlie said.
 
    “Doesn’t matter, she will be begging you not to leave before the night is over.”  
 
   And that is just what happened.  Charlie and I doubled teamed BJ for two hours; the high point of which was when I took her pussy while Charlie reamed her ass.  When that happened, she screamed and shook and came and came and came and begged us to never stop.  But of course, being mere mortals, we did eventually run out of gas and have to stop.  
 
   As I walked Charlie to the door he said, “What are you going to do when she finds out that you don’t have a videotape of her doing us that night?”
 
    “Don’t know.  I’ll just have to cross that bridge when I come to it.”
 
   I walked back into the bedroom and into a right hand that set my ears to ringing.  BJ drew back to slap me again and I caught her hand.  She spit in my face and screamed at me, “You bastard!  You made me do all that shit and you don’t have a tape.”
 
    “I do have a tape.”
 
    “Don’t lie to me you, cock sucking asshole!  I heard you talking to Charlie.”
 
    “So what?  Do you really think that I want Charlie or any of the others to know that I have a tape and that they are on it?  They are all married, and knowing that a tape like that was around would make them all very nervous.”
 
    “You fucking liar!  You don’t have shit!  Let go of me, I’m leaving.”
 
    “Your choice, BJ.  It has always been your choice.  While you are dressing to leave, I’m going to go and watch some television.”
 
   I put one of the tapes in the VCR and turned on the TV.  I cranked the volume way up.  BJ’s voice echoed through the house as she screamed out, “That’s it, that’s it baby, fuck me, fuck me hard.”  I looked over at the bedroom doorway and saw BJ come out of it.  She had her slacks on and was fastening her bra as she looked at the TV screen and watched as Charlie fucked her from behind while her head was in Mel’s lap.  I had an already wrapped package sitting next to me and I picked it up and then walked over to the TV and turned it off.
 
    “You go ahead and run off home, BJ.  Let’s see here, do I have the right address?
 
   Sgt. Michael Gibbons
 
        55th Transportation Company
 
        APO 973
 
         New York, New York
 
   BJ grabbed the tape from me and headed for the door and I called after her, “That’s okay BJ, you can have that one, but what about the one in the VCR and the other copies I have.  You know, the ones that I’m going to mail to your mother, your sister and God only knows who else.”
 
   BJ turned and threw the package at my head.  I moved my head and the box sailed past me and crashed into the wall.  BJ screamed, “You bastard! You bastard! You bastard!” and she ran at me and I grabbed her and threw her on the couch.  She lay there, breathing hard, and with tears running down her cheeks as she watched me take off my pants.
 
    “I’ll forgive you for slapping me and spitting on me, Blow Job Baby, but only after you crawl over here and live up to the name I’ve given you.”
 
   The look she gave me was murderous, but she got off the couch and began crawling to me.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
   I woke up alone on Friday morning.  After the confrontation of the night before, I wondered how BJ was going to act when I saw her.  I smelled coffee brewing so I knew she had not gone home.  I took my shower and dressed for work and then went to get a cup of coffee.  BJ was sitting at the kitchen table, eyes red and sipping a cup of coffee and she looked up at me when I came into the room.
 
    “You’ll have to change whatever plans you have made for the weekend.”
 
    “Why would I want to do that?”
 
    “My period started this morning.”
 
    “No problem.  That shouldn’t interfere with us going out for dinner.  I’ll be home by five-thirty so be ready by six.  I’ll make the reservations when I get to work.”
 
   I poured some coffee in my travel mug, kissed her on the forehead, and left her sitting at the kitchen table staring at the wall.  I stopped at the door and turned to her, “Don’t waste your time trying to find the tapes.  I have most of them somewhere else.”
 
   BJ was waiting for me when I got home.  She was wearing a black mini dress with black CFMs.  I looked her up and down and said, “Very nice, very nice indeed.  Only one thing wrong – lose the bra.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “Because it will make you look more like a slut.  I want you to look like what you are – my slut!”
 
   She started to say something, but then shrugged and took off the bra.  Dinner was a quiet affair and even a bottle of Merlot didn’t do much to loosen BJ up.  She did show some signs of life when I pulled into the parking lot at the Hidden Place.
 
    “What are we doing here?”
 
    “You had so much fun dancing the last time we were here that I thought coming here might cheer you up.”
 
    “No, I don’t think so.  Can we just go home?”
 
    “Nonsense, sweetie.  A few drinks and some dancing then you’ll feel great.”
 
   The joint was jumping and I was lucky to get a table at all, let alone near the dance floor.  It took three vodka tonics before I was able to get BJ out on the dance floor, and then I kept her out there until the band took their break.  BJ had another vodka tonic and, by the time it was gone, the band was back from their break. as they began the first song of their set, a guy came up to the table and asked if he could dance with BJ.  It was one of the guys who had had fun with her on my back seat the last time we were there.  BJ didn’t want to get up and dance, but I made her.  While she was out on the dance floor, the other two guys who had shared my back seat with her showed up and they had two other guys with them.  They asked if they could join me and I said yes.  Five minutes later, BJ and her dance partner returned to the table and we cleared space for them.  BJ looked at all the guys and then looked at me.
 
    “I told them you were on the rag and they said no problem; that they would be just as happy getting blow jobs.”
 
   Her eyes pleaded with me, but I just pointed at her dance partner and said, “I suppose it is only fair to let him go first.”
 
   For the next two hours BJ made several trips to the parking lot and each of the five guys got a blow job.  She was out in the parking lot giving one guy his second one of the night when a rather well dressed, middle aged man came up and sat down at the table.  He introduced himself as the owner of the Hidden Place and asked me just what I was doing.
 
    “I run an honest place and I will not have hookers working out of here.”
 
    “That’s nice to hear, but you have nothing to worry about.  BJ isn’t charging a cent for what she’s doing.  For her it is a labor of love.  You can ask any of the men she has gone out to the parking lot with.”
 
    “It still doesn’t look good to the rest of my customers”
 
    “Would it help you feel better about it if she was to give you a private showing?  Say in your office?”
 
    “Well I suppose I should ask her if she is getting paid or not.”
 
    “Fine.  I’ll bring her to your office as soon as she comes back in.”
 
   He left and I looked at the guys at the table, “Well, there you have it.  I think that she is going to be busy for the rest of the evening.  Maybe we can make it next weekend, okay?”
 
   One of the guys handed me a slip of paper and I looked at it and saw that it was an address and a phone number.  “I’m having a party at my place after closing.  Stop by if you can.”
 
   When BJ came back, I had a fresh drink waiting for her and I waited until she finished it before telling her I had some one I wanted her to meet.  I walked her to the office, knocked on the door, and then led her into the room.
 
    “Frank here is worried that you are a hooker and he doesn’t want hookers working out of his club.  I told him that you don’t charge, that you just love sucking cocks so why don’t you give him a demonstration?”
 
   BJ didn’t leave Frank’s office until well after closing.  While she was sucking off Frank, one of the bouncers came in and she had to suck him.  Then the bar manager came in and he got a shot at her mouth and he was followed by the bartender.  Before it was over BJ, had sucked off all of Frank’s male employees – all six of them.  One of the bouncers said, “She is one hot looking bitch.  I’d sure like to fuck her.”
 
    “Sorry, she’s on the rag this week.”
 
    “Hell, that sure don’t bother me none.”
 
    “In that case, go ahead and help yourself.”
 
    “No, god damn it no!” cried BJ.
 
   The bouncer ignored her, picked her up like a rag doll, laid her down on Frank’s desk, and fucked her while Frank stood next to the desk and fed her his cock for the third time that night.  As we were leaving Frank said, “Drinks are on the house anytime you bring her in.”
 
    “You, sir, have yourself a deal,” I said as I shook his hand.
 
   BJ was quiet as we drove out of the parking lot and I said, “Cheer up, sweetie.  The night is young and we have been invited to a party.”
 
    “Please, can’t we just go home?”
 
    “No, sweetie, I know that the night hasn’t been much fun for you and your jaw is probably sore so I need to do something to cheer you up.”
 
   I pulled up in front of the address I was given, “Come on sweetie, trust me on this, you are going to have a good time.”
 
   The host greeted us at the door, “Glad you could make it.  The guys have all heard about your wife and they have been dying to meet her.”
 
    “Well, her jaw is sore from the work out she got at the Hidden Place, but if you don’t mind a little blood on your dick you can fuck her.  Or you can take her ass – she loves anal.”
 
   There were three girls and seven guys at the party and, as far as the guys were concerned, there were no brave souls wanting to get blood on their cocks so for two hours a steady procession of cocks made their way into BJ’s nether portal.  She moaned, she cried out and she begged and pleaded for more cock.  I stood and watched, absolutely amazed at how big a cock slut she had become in less than a week.  While I was watching BJ get her ass reamed, one of the girls at the party came up and stood next to me watching.
 
    “Your wife?”
 
    “Nope.”
 
    “She’s got a ring.”
 
    “She’s a wife, just not mine.”
 
    “God, I could never do anything like that.”
 
   I smiled at her and said, “Oh yes you could, sweetie.  Given the right set of circumstances, I could have you doing what she is doing and loving it as much as she does.”
 
    “Oh man, you are one sick dude,” she said as she walked away.”
 
    “Yeah, I know. Ain’t it great?”
 
   It was six-thirty in the morning before the guys had had enough.  BJ was so exhausted that I had to carry her out to the car.  I took her to my place and ran a hot bath for her and let her soak for a while and then I put her to bed.  Seconds after I tucked her in she was snoring.  And you know, after the great night I’d just given her, the ungrateful cunt hadn’t even said thank you?
 
   BJ slept until two in the afternoon.  I was out on the deck taking some sun when I heard her rattling around in the kitchen.  I got up and went into the kitchen, got a dish towel and set it down on the kitchen table.  Then I picked her up and set her down on the towel.
 
    
 
   “What in the hell are you doing?”
 
    “I’m not the least bit afraid of a little blood.  I got all horny watching you last night, but you were too whipped to take care of me when we got home last night.”
 
    “You’re telling me that you can’t go a day or two without sex?”
 
    “No, I’m not saying that.  What I’m saying is that I don’t have to.”
 
   I saw the little string hanging out of her pussy and I reached down and pulled on it.  When the tampon came out I looked at it and laughed, “Besides, you need something larger than this in you anyway.” 
 
   I fucked BJ there on the kitchen table and despite herself she liked it.  Then I fixed her lunch and when she was done eating, I fucked her a second time.  When I was done, I asked her what she wanted to do with the rest of the day and night.
 
    “What?  You are giving me a choice?  What’s the catch?”
 
    “No catch.  Your period is interfering with what I had planned, so I’ll let you chose what we do tonight and tomorrow.”
 
    “I want to go home and spend the night in front of the TV.”
 
    “No, I told you that Friday, Saturday and Sunday were party nights and that won’t change, period or not.  What you do get is to choose where we go and what we do.”
 
   BJ thought about that for a minute and then she said, “I want to go to a movie.”
 
    “You got it.  I’ll pick you up at five, we’ll have dinner and then go to the movies.  But you still have to dress sexy.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “Because someone might see you and want to fuck you.  We wouldn’t want to disappoint them, would we?”
 
    “There aren’t too many guys that want to screw a woman having her period.”
 
    “I did, and last night the bouncer did.  You never know.  Besides, your mouth and ass are still available.”
 
   I got a hard look from BJ and she got up and left the room.  Five minutes later, I heard the front door slam as she left to go to her place.
 
    “What is this?” she wanted to know as I pulled into the parking lot.
 
    “You wanted to go to the movies so here we are.”
 
    “This isn’t what I asked for.”
 
    “Hey, you just said movies, you didn’t specify any particular movie or kind of movie.”
 
    “But this isn’t a theatre, this is an adult book store.”
 
    “Read the sign, BJ.  It says, plain as day, ‘Arcade movies changed daily.’”
 
    “What are we going to do here?”
 
    “Watch movies of course.”
 
    “Just watch movies?”
 
    “I don’t know, Blow Job Baby, we will just have to see what happens when we get inside.”
 
   BJ, in her low-cut blouse, short skirt and high heels, drew every eye in the place when we walked in.  Besides the man behind the counter, there were five men browsing the book and magazine racks and I don’t know how many were in the arcade.
 
    “Just browse the racks, sweetie, and see if you can find something you might like me to get for you.  Check out the toys, dildos and other adult stuff while I go and check out the arcade and see what’s showing.”
 
    “Don’t leave me here alone.”
 
    “Don’t sweat it sweetie.  All they can do is look at you and lust for you.  Who knows, one of them may even make you an offer you can’t refuse.”
 
   I had never been in this particular store and I was hoping that the arcade had what I was looking for.  It didn’t look good for my plans when I checked out the first booth.  At one time it had had a glory hole, but a metal plate had been placed over it.  I found the same thing in the next three.  I hit pay dirt in the fifth booth.  The glory hole in that booth had been covered also, but someone with a screwdriver had removed the steel plate and the plate and screw were lying on the floor of the booth.  When I went back to the book store section, I found BJ surrounded by three guys.  They moved away as I walked up to her.
 
    “Find anything that you like?”
 
    “No, but I think they did.” She motioned toward the three men.  I looked at them, smiled, and made a little motion of my head toward the arcade. Then I took BJ by the hand and led her back to the booth with the uncovered glory hole.
 
   BJ noticed the hole right away, “What is that?”
 
    “That is a glory hole.”
 
    “And just what is a glory hole?”
 
   I told her a partial truth, that it was so someone could watch what was going on from the next booth; she would learn the other purpose soon enough.  I fed some dollar bills into the slot and the screen suddenly filled with the picture of a buxom black woman being double teamed by two white guys.  I lifted BJ’s skirt and saw that she had followed my instructions and wasn’t wearing any panties.  I unzipped and took out my cock.  I moved behind her and probed with my cock for her asshole.  She knew what I was after and she bent at the waist. My cock found its target and I began to work my way in.  
 
   BJ’s moans were much louder than the moans coming from the movie and that was good because I wanted her to attract attention.  As I stroked into her, I pushed the button that changed the movies.  The movies covered a large spectrum and I tried to see if any one in particular would catch BJ’s attention.  There was one of a man having sex with a transsexual and it was followed by two girls going at each other.  Then came a series of women being fucked by men or sucking off men.  Next came two guys doing a sixty-nine on each other, one of a guy taking a cock up his ass and then one of a girl shoving a large strap on in a guy’s ass.  Then came one of a blond being serviced by three black dudes and I thought I detected a slight change in BJ, but she didn’t protest when I pushed the button and moved on.
 
   When I got back to the beginning, I asked her which one she wanted me to select so she could watch it all the way through. she surprised the hell out of me.  I thought for sure she would ask for the one of the blond taking on the three black guys, but she wanted to watch the one where the woman was fucking a guy up his ass with the strap on dildo.  I immediately knew what she was thinking and I said, “Dream on, BJ. It ain’t never going to happen.  You might find some way to get back at me, but that isn’t going to be it.”
 
   I pushed the button until I got back to the one she had selected and then I slowly fucked her ass.  She ran a finger down under her skirt and started fingering her clit.  She was breathing hard and moaning when I noticed what I had been waiting for – I saw an eye looking at us through the glory hole.
 
    “Hey, Blow Job Baby, it looks like you have an audience.”
 
   She glanced over at the glory hole and then back up at the screen at the woman pounding into the man’s ass, but then she looked back down at the glory hole.  For the next minute or so, she went back and forth between the screen and the hole and then I turned her and said, “Pull your blouse down BJ and show him your tits.”  She turned and looked back at me and I said, “Do it, BJ, do it.  Show the man your tits.”
 
   She turned back and looked down at the eyes looking through the glory hole and then she pushed her blouse down and uncovered her bra less tits.
 
    “Play with your nipples, BJ, put on a show for the man.”
 
   Her fingers started rolling her nipples between them and her moans got a little louder.
 
    “Lean down, BJ, and whisper to him that it turns you on to be watched like that.”
 
   She hesitated and I said, “Do it, Blow Job Baby, do it” and I put a hand on the back of her head and gave it a gentle push.  Her head was almost level with the hole when she said what I had told her to say.  The eyes pulled back from the hole and seconds later a stiff cock came through.  BJ tried to back away and straighten up, but I was ready for it and I had my feet braced and my hand firmly on the back of her head.
 
    “Go ahead, BJ, suck it.  Lick the head of his cock and then take it in your mouth and suck it.”
 
    “Noooo,” she whined, but I said, “Oh yes, Blow Job Baby, oh yes indeed.  Live up to your name and suck the man’s cock.”
 
   I gave a really hard push into her ass and it moved her head forward and her lips touched the unseen man’s cock.  “Go on, BJ, you know you want to.  You can’t see him; it’s an anonymous dick.  Give pleasure to someone that you will never see and never know.  Open up sweetie and let him in.”
 
   BJ gave a little cry and then took the man’s cock in her mouth.
 
   BJ sucked the nine cocks that came through the hole that night, but even though there were several knocks on the booth door, I did not let anyone come in and fuck her.  During the ride home, she was quiet and stared out the passenger side window.  When I pulled into my drive she turned to me, “Is it really necessary that you degrade me?  Isn’t it enough that you have me fucking your friends and that you take me to that club and give me to those people?  Why did I have to go through what I just went through in that skuzzy book store with those low-life perverts?”
 
    “You had to go through it, sweetie, because that is the kind of thing that a slut would do.  I’m making you into a slut BJ.  My woman has to be a slut, and so I have to make sure that you do slutty things and get used to doing them.”
 
    “I’m your woman now?  I don’t think so.  I’m Mike’s woman and I always will be.”
 
    “No, sweetie.  You are Mike’s wife, you are your own woman, but you are my slut and before I’m through with you, you will admit it, both to me and to yourself.”
 
   Once inside the house, I had her suck me hard and then I took her anally again. When I was done, I asked her, “You staying here tonight or are you going home?”
 
    “I’m already naked and I’m already in bed.  I don’t see any sense in getting up, getting dressed and then going home to get undressed just so I can get right back in bed, do you?”
 
    “No I don’t,” I said as I smiled to myself.  Things were coming along nicely.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
    
 
   The next morning, I told BJ that even though it was a Sunday, one of the days that I told her would always be a party day, she could look forward to a quiet night with just me.  She gave me a look that said, “Yeah, right!  What kind of shit are you going to pull on me now?”
 
    “Okay, you’re right, I do have an ulterior motive.  I told you that you could make plans to do whatever you wanted between Monday and Thursday, but because of your period I have to change plans.  I’m giving you tonight in exchange for Wednesday.  I trust that your period will be over by then.”
 
   I could see it in her eyes – she was going to try and run a con on me.
 
    “I don’t know.  Sometimes it can last a week or more.”
 
    “Well let’s just hope that it is gone by then because I have something for you to do on Wednesday and we will do it period or not.  No period would be better, but I guess we will just go with what we have.”
 
    “What am I going to be doing?”
 
    “Let’s just let it be a surprise.”
 
   As she was leaving, she asked if she had to be back at eleven.  I told her that she had a choice.  “Come back at eleven or take the night off and be here when I get home from work tomorrow.”
 
    “But I’m supposed to have dinner with my sister tomorrow.”
 
    “No problem, BJ. It’s your choice.”
 
   BJ was back at eleven and didn’t seem at all surprised to find that I had put a rubber sheet on the bed.
 
    “This is nasty, you know that, right?”
 
    “Messy yes, but I wouldn’t call it nasty.  Besides, I think it turns you on to know that I’ll fuck you regardless of how you are.”
 
    “Don’t be stupid; I’m only here because you are blackmailing me into being here.”
 
    “Bullshit, BJ.  You are loving every bit of it.  You are doing things that you love doing – I’ve got you on tape begging for it sweetie – and you are able to cover it up by saying that you were forced.  If Mike ever does find out you have the perfect excuse, ‘I was blackmailed honey.’  But we both know that at heart you are a slut, and you will miss it when Mike comes home – if I let you.”
 
   BJ looked away and didn’t say a word.  Well, at least not until two minutes into our romp and then she had plenty to say – and the tape got it all.
 
   Monday morning, I gave BJ her surprise.  “You get two days all to yourself, sweetie.  I’ll be going out of town until Wednesday.”
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me that last night?”
 
    “If I had, would you have been here last night?”
 
    “Probably not.”
 
    “See?  I may be an asshole, but I am not a stupid asshole.  I’ll be home sometime early on Wednesday and I’ll pick you up at six-thirty.  Dress for a cocktail party.”
 
   On the flight to Atlanta I thought about the things that I still wanted to do to BJ and I wondered just how far she was going to let me go before she got her back up and told me to fuck off.  Frankly, I was surprised that she had gone as far as she had.  I was beginning to think that I was right in my assumption that she secretly wanted to do a lot of what I was having her do and was glad that she had an excuse to fall back on if needed.  Barbara Jane could deny it all she wanted, but I knew that she now loved anal sex.  I knew that she got off sucking all those faceless cocks in the arcade and I also knew that she was turned on by the fact that I was willing to put down a rubber sheet and fuck her, period or no.
 
   The question I had was how far could I go?  I had several things that I wanted to try, most of which I was pretty sure that she wouldn’t balk at, but there were a couple that might cause her to dig in her heels.  I made a mental note to leave the more uncertain ones until last.
 
   I didn’t have much time to think of BJ for the next two days as business occupied most of my thoughts.  It wasn’t until the flight home that I was able to think about where I was going with BJ.  I knew what she would be doing that night and I knew what the weekend had in store for her.  I knew what I wanted to do the week after, but those were the things she might not go for and I wondered if I might be better off just taking what I knew I could get.  Decisions, decisions, decisions.  Oh well, one day at a time.
 
   BJ was ready when I arrived to pick her up.  She was absolutely stunning in a white low-cut cocktail dress, white CFMs and a single strand of pearls.  She saw the look on my face and did a slow turn in front of me.
 
    “You approve?”
 
    “Very much so.  I’ll be hard pressed to keep the men away from you tonight.”
 
    “I thought that the idea was to attract them to me.”
 
    “Not tonight, sweetie.”
 
   BJ gave me a questioning glance and I smiled back at her, “All in good time, BJ, all in good time.”
 
   At the restaurant we were led to the table I had reserved and when we were seated, BJ asked me why there were three place settings.
 
    “Someone will be joining us, sweetie.”
 
   About the time our drinks arrived so did the third party.  I introduced BJ to Claude and then for the next several minutes, Claude and I made small talk while BJ looked from me to Claude and then back to me while she tried to figure out what was going on.  Claude excused himself to use the bathroom and BJ asked, “Are you going to tell me what is going on?”
 
    “Later sweetie, over dessert.”
 
   When Claude came back, he turned his attention toward BJ and turned on the charm.  BJ kept glancing over at me as she slowly became aware of what the game was.  After the meal was over and the Baked Alaska had been polished, off I brought BJ up to speed.
 
    “Claude is one of my best customers, and just this afternoon, he signed a contract for the biggest order that my company has ever been given.  I wanted to give Claude a gift that would really express my thanks.  You, my sweet, are that gift.  I am giving you to Claude for the night and I expect that you will take very good care of him.”
 
   BJ hid her dismay well, along with the fear I’m sure that she felt.  After all, it wasn’t often that a five foot one inch tall one hundred and ten-pound woman was told to take on a six foot five inch three hundred plus pound man.  I was almost sorry that I wouldn’t be there to see it.
 
    “I’ll leave you two now.  Have a great time.”
 
   I bent over and kissed BJ, “See you tomorrow at eleven, sweetie” and then I left the two of them sitting there.
 
   I didn’t see BJ at eleven that night.  She was at my door at six in the morning.  As I opened the door, I saw the cab pulling away.
 
    “Made a night of it, I see.”
 
   BJ pushed past me and headed for the kitchen. “I hope you have the coffee made.”
 
   I followed her and sat down at the table and watched her pour a cup.  “Have fun?”
 
    “You would not believe the night I just had.”
 
    “You don’t seem all that upset, so I assume that things went well?”
 
    “Maybe too well.”
 
    “Do I get an explanation on that?”
 
    “Well, he is a big man.”
 
    “I know that.”
 
    “He is big all over.”
 
    “Oh, you mean he had a big cock and I’m guessing that you found that you liked it.”
 
    “It did fill me like I’ve never been filled before and it was a unique experience.”
 
    “So what is with the ‘Maybe too well’?”
 
    “He is going to be in town for the next two days and he wants to see me again.”
 
    “And?”
 
    “You told me how important to you that he was, so I didn’t think that I could say no.”
 
    “Did you want to say no?”
 
   BJ looked away, hesitated a couple of moments and then said, “No, no I didn’t.  I might never get to experience something like that again, so I do want to make the best of the time I have.”
 
    “Spoken like a true slut, sweetie.  I’ve almost got you where I want you.  Well, being as important to me as he is, I’m certainly not going to say no.”
 
    “There is a problem.  He wants to see me both of his last nights here and you told me that I always had to keep Friday, Saturday and Sunday open for you.”
 
    “I think that under the circumstances I can let you have this Friday to spend with Claude.  The boys at the Hidden Place will be broken hearted, but there will be other times for them.  I suppose that I won't see you again until Saturday, so I guess you had better plan on spending the day as well as the evening with me.”
 
    “Well, there is now.”
 
    “Can’t sweetie.  I have to go to work and I’m meeting a client so I can’t be late.”
 
   I stood up and took something out of my pocket and handed it to her.
 
    “What’s this?”
 
    “A key to the front door.  You can let yourself in when you are done with Claude.  If I’m asleep you can wake me up with one of your marvelous blow jobs.”
 
   I headed for the front door and then I stopped and turned to her, “Sweetie?  Claude comes to town on the average of every six weeks, so don’t you worry about never having the experience again, okay?”
 
   Her smile said that it was.
 
   Saturday morning I did wake up to a hot mouth on my cock.  I looked down and saw BJ looking up at me as she slurped away.  When she saw that I was awake she took her mouth off me and said, “Want me to do you with my mouth?  My pussy is pretty stretched out and it might be a little too loose for you besides being full of Claude’s juices.”
 
    “What’s the good of having your very own slut if you can’t have sloppy seconds.”
 
   BJ giggled. “I thought that you might say something like that so I made sure to see that I had plenty for you.”  
 
   She got up and swung a leg over me, but before she sat down on my cock, she reached down and pulled something out of her cunt – she had stuffed her panties into her cunt to keep Claude’s stuff from leaking out.  Then, as Claude’s cum seeped out of her, soaking my crotch area, she slammed herself down on my cock.
 
   She had been right – she was pretty loose – but her cunt was also like a steaming hot cauldron.  Her hands were on my chest and she was rocking back and forth and moving up and down and then she did something that she had never done before – at least not with me – she started talking.
 
    “Was I a good little slut for wanting Claude’s big cock in my pussy?  Is that what sluts do, lust after guys with big cocks?  I feel real slutty coming to you after spending three nights with another man’s cock in me.  I could never have done that to Mike, but I can do it to you.  Is that what makes me a slut?  Am I slutty enough now?  Do you like fucking your sluts cum filled pussy?  Does it feel good?  Come on baby, tell me you like fucking your cum filled slut.  Come on baby, fuck me and make me cum.  Come on, you can do it baby, make me cum baby, make me cum.”
 
   The feel of her cunt, the way she was acting, and the knowledge that she was a lot closer now to being the slut I wanted combined to send me over the edge and I blew my nuts into her.  Then she caught me completely by surprise.  She lifted herself off my cock and I assumed she was through, but with a touch of steel in her voice she said, “You told me that sluts are supposed to do slutty things.  Is this slutty enough for you?” and instead of unstraddling me she slid forward and planted her cum filled cunt on my face. 
 
   “Come on baby, show your slut you like her new slutty ways.  Taste Claude baby; taste Claude and you mixed together.  Eat my pussy baby, suck my pussy and make me cum.”
 
   It wasn’t the first time I had tasted pussy with my cum or someone else’s in it, but I was surprised by the sudden change in BJ.  It was almost like she was declaring that she wasn’t just going to be an unresisting fuck-toy anymore.  It was a step closer to her being the kind of slut I wanted, but at the same time I wanted her to be a little more subservient – I didn’t want to lose my edge – I wanted to be able to dictate. 
 
   There was no doubt in my mind that BJ thought that she was getting even with me when she sat on my face, but I didn’t give her time to start feeling smug.  I grabbed her hips, pulled her tight to me and chowed down.  I attacked her clit and I sucked the juices out of her and while I was doing it, my cock got hard again.  BJ was moaning and humping my face and I tried like hell to get her off orally, but I just couldn’t seem to get her there.  Finally I pushed her off me, got up and got her on her hands and knees.
 
    “Did you give Claude your ass?”
 
    “God no, he would have split me in two.”
 
    “I’m going to need a little lube then.” I pushed my cock into her cunt and stroked a couple of times to get wet and then I eased myself into her butt hole.
 
   When it was over and we were lying next to each other on the bed she asked, “Why are you doing this to me?  I mean why is it that you want to make me into a slut?” 
 
   “Because it didn’t seem right that you should look like a slut, act like a slut and not really be a slut.  It just seemed to me that you were not complete.  I’ve wanted to fuck you since the very first time I laid eyes on you and I like my women to be sluts so when I got the chance at you, I took it.”
 
    “Are you trying to break up Mike and me?”
 
    “No, not really, although if I turn you into a big enough slut I wouldn’t mind having you around full time.”
 
    “You can forget that.  I love Mike and I’m his and that won’t change.”
 
    “No matter, as long as you are my slut until he gets home, I’ll be satisfied.  But I am betting that if I do a good enough job in making you a slut, I’ll still be seeing you after Mike comes home.”
 
    “I wouldn’t bet money on that if I were you, but there is one thing that you have accomplished.”
 
    “And what might that be?”
 
    “I want a whole lot more sex now than I ever did before.  Can you get it up again?”
 
    “The question, Blow Job Baby, is can you get me up again?”
 
   She smiled as she slid down to take hold of my cock.  “I wouldn’t be the least bit surprised baby,” as her hot mouth closed around my dick.
 
   That night we took a trip to the Hidden Place and BJ got fucked by Frank and all his male help.  For a while Frank and his bouncer double-teamed her and when they quit she looked at me and whined, “I’m not ready baby, please?”  I had Frank bring his help back for seconds and, in two cases, thirds before she finally settled down.  When I got her home and we were in bed I said, “You were real slutty tonight, BJ.  I loved it when you begged for more cock and I want you to know that I will always try to see that get plenty.  Tonight I have a nice surprise planned for you and I think that you are going to like it.  Actually I think that you will love it?”
 
    “Yeah?  Well if you are so happy with slutty ‘little ole me’ why don’t you show it and eat my pussy?  You seemed to like Claude’s taste, want to try the mixture from a gangbang?”
 
    “Hey, it’s the least I can do for my slut,” and I slid down and went to work.
 
   BJ moaned, “I could learn to like this slut stuff.  Yeah baby, like that, just like that.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
    
 
   Sunday afternoon I told BJ to dress as slutty as she could.  “High heels, the shortest skirt you have, low cut blouse, and no bra or panties.  Oh, and no hose.  Nothing looks sluttier than ‘come fuck me’ pumps and bare legs.
 
   As we drove across town she asked me where we were going.  “To visit a friend of mine, sweetie.  I know how much you loved Claude’s big dick and Dave tells me that his is pretty big so I thought I’d give you a chance to do some comparing.”
 
    “How big is he?”
 
    “He didn’t tell me sweetie and I don’t make a habit of looking at other men’s joints.  Even if he doesn’t come close to Claude, I’m betting that the night won’t be a disappointment for you.”
 
    “I guess you are getting what you want then.  I’m already getting wet just thinking about it.  I guess that means I’m a slut.”
 
    “You are most definitely getting there sweetie.”
 
   I pulled up in front of Dave’s apartment and parked.  “Thinking of a big hard cock?” 
 
   BJ was squirming on the seat and I had to chuckle as I thought of what she was in for.  I had given Dave one of my video cameras and he was supposed to have it set up and ready to record BJ’s entrance and subsequent activities.  Unfortunately, part of the deal was that I couldn’t be there so the video was the next best thing.  I walked BJ to the door and rang the bell.  Dave answered the door and when BJ saw him, she looked nervously over at me.  Dave was a tall, well-built black man and his face lit up when he saw BJ.
 
    “For me?  Is this delicious little slut for me?”
 
    “All yours, Dave. Just take good care of her, okay?”
 
    “Very good care my man, extremely good care.”
 
   I kissed BJ on the forehead, “See you later, sweetie. Have a good time.” I walked off and left her there.  Dave told me later that she stood there and stared at my back until I was in my car and pulling away.
 
   I was expecting to see BJ Monday night at eleven and hear about her night at Dave’s, but that wasn’t to be.  I got a phone call from Dave at seven on Monday evening.
 
    “She’s still here man and probably won’t get out of here before two or three in the morning.  You okay with that?”
 
    “Did you get good tape?”
 
    “You won’t be disappointed my man, God knows I wasn’t.  You got one hell of a woman there.  I’ll drop the tapes off at your office in the morning.  You could sell them and get rich, they are that good.”
 
   Dave did drop off four tapes at my office at noon the next day and I took the rest of the day off to go home and start watching them.  It would take days for me to watch four six-hour tapes, but I at least wanted to have some idea of what happened before BJ came over.  The camera was already on when BJ came into the room.  The astonishment on her face when she saw the twelve black men was priceless.  I saw her tense up and I knew that she was getting ready to turn and bolt for the door, but Dave saw it too and he had a good grip on her.
 
    “Don’t panic sweetmeat, it will be all right.  No one is here to hurt you, all we want to do is make you feel good.”
 
   His words had a calming effect on BJ and three of the other guys in the room stepped forward and began undressing her, not that she had all that much on to begin with, and then she was pushed onto to her knees.  Thus began one of the world’s longest blow jobs as all twelve of the black men paid a visit to BJ’s mouth.  After about thirty minutes she complained that her knees hurt and they picked her up and carried her over to the couch.  The cocks just kept on coming for another hour and a half as black man after black man shot off in her mouth.
 
   The scene shifted to a bedroom and, for another two or three hours, I watched as the men lined up on her and fucked her continuously until all twelve had had her at least twice.  Then they got inventive and I watched all possible combinations of cock, pussy, mouth and ass imaginable.  Several times, I saw her with a cock in each hole while being held up so she could jack off two men standing next to her and once I saw her take two cocks into her pussy at the same time.  BJ acted like a complete slut.  She begged for cock, pleaded with them to fuck her harder and make her cum.  Several times I heard her cry out “Next” as a cock left one of her holes vacant.
 
   I was watching BJ crawl across the floor toward a black man sitting in a chair with his cock sticking up in the air when I heard from behind me, “Are you happy now?”  I turned to see BJ standing there and she did not look happy.  She walked past me and turned off the TV and then she turned to face me.
 
    “Are you happy now that you have probably ruined my life?  Did you get your jollies watching me beg a bunch of coons for cock?  Do you have the slightest idea of what you have done to me?”
 
    “What are you bitching about?  You loved every minute of it.  I know, because I’ve watched.”
 
    “That’s not what I asked.  I asked did you know what you have done to my life?"
 
    “I guess you are just going to have to tell me.”
 
    “My parents were born and raised in South Carolina and two bigger racists you will ever meet.  My parents are so far past the term “nigger haters” that they make that term almost sound like a compliment.  If they ever find out what their baby girl just did I will lose my whole family.  And all because you just have to play your stupid fucking games.”
 
    “Relax, sweetie, they won’t ever find out.  You won’t tell and I won’t tell and I have the tapes.”
 
    “You have the tapes or you have copies of the tapes?”
 
    “My deal with Dave is that there are only the originals and I have them.”
 
    “I don’t believe it.  I heard several of the guys tell him to make them a copy.”
 
    “Don’t sweat it, sweetie, I trust Dave.”
 
    “Well you had better pray to whatever God you believe in that your trust is not misplaced because I swear to you right now that if this ever gets back to my parents I’ll fucking kill you.  I’ll catch you asleep, tie you down, cut off your cock and stuff it in your mouth and then stand there and watch you bleed to death.  You had better make damned sure you can trust Dave because I’m as serious as death about this.  My marriage to Mike is toast and I’ll have to live with that, but if I lose my family too I swear to God I’ll take you down.”
 
   I got up and walked over to BJ and put my arms around her. “I won’t let anything happen to you, sweetie, I promise.  Now why do you say that your marriage to Mike is toast?”
 
    “Do you think that I’m stupid?  Is that what you think, that I’m just some stupid bimbo?”
 
    “No, of course not.”
 
    “Then don’t treat me like I am one.  Charlie, Mel, Ben and Harry all know Mike and do you think for one minute they haven’t been bragging about fucking me?  God only knows how many people know about it by now.  Sooner or later, someone is going to let Mike know either by sending him a letter or by whispering something in his ear when he gets home.”
 
    “No they won’t, sweetie.  I told them if one word about what we were doing got out and I found out about it, not one of them would ever get near you again.  They all want you and they are all policing each other to make damn sure I don’t shut them off.  You keep fucking their eyes out whenever I have them over and they will never say a word.”
 
    “You promise?”
 
    “I do sweetie, I do.  Come on, let’s go to bed.”
 
    “I don’t think you are going to want me tonight.”
 
    “Why not?”
 
    “Thirty some hours of non-stop sex with twelve guys can do a number on a girls pussy to say nothing about her poor ass.  My jaw is too sore to even give you a blow job.”
 
    “Well sweetie, I can always kiss your pussy and try and make it better.”
 
   Over the next three months there were a lot of subtle changes around my place.  First, BJ’s clothes started being hung in my closet.  A dress here, a skirt there, until suddenly half my closet was full of her stuff.  Then one night, I came home and found that she was there and had dinner waiting on me.  She went days without going back to her place and soon it was almost as if we were living as man and wife.
 
   Through it all, I was still seeing to it that she got all the cock she could handle.  I set her up with my customers and suppliers gave her to Frank and his hired help and let guys fuck her on my back seat out in Frank’s parking lot.  I had poker games at the house with Charley, Ben, Mel and Harry and damn little poker got played – a lot of poke her, but not much card playing.  I had Dave and several of his friends over from time to time (no cameras allowed) and twice Claude came to town and kept her occupied for two or three nights.  Once, I even gave her a ticket so she could fly to Denver and spend a week with Claude.
 
   Then came the day that I knew BJ had become what I wanted – an absolute slut!
 
   I had ordered new furniture for the living room and had arranged for time off from work to meet the delivery truck at my place.  When I got there, the furniture was already moved in and the three deliverymen were in my bedroom fucking BJ.  I stood in the hallway and listened as she told them just what she wanted them to do.  One of the men asked her how soon they had to be out of the house so as not to be caught by her husband.  
 
    “Fuck me as long as you want, he’s in Iraq.”
 
   I smiled and went down to my den and waited until she was through with them.
 
   The laws of nature being what they are, it is a given that when things are going just the way that you want them, something will come along and fuck things up.  I came home from work one night to find BJ moving stuff into my garage.
 
    “What’s up?”
 
   Wordlessly she reached into her pocket, brought out an envelope and handed it to me.  I opened the envelope and took out the letter:
 
    
 
   “Dear Barbara Jane, 
 
    
 
   I’ve received several letters from people back home telling me that you are being unfaithful.  Not just being unfaithful, but taking on every man in sight.  Is this true?
 
    
 
   -        Mike”
 
    
 
   “That’s not the worst of it – I’m pregnant and only God knows who the father is.”
 
    “No sweetie, God isn’t the only one, I know too.”
 
    “How could you possibly know?”
 
    “Simple sweetie, you are my slut so it is mine.”
 
    “You can’t know that for sure.”
 
    “Of course I can.  It is there because of me, ergo, it is mine.”
 
    “God, you are one fucked up dude.”
 
    “Yes sweetie, but I’m your fucked up dude.”
 
   I helped BJ write the answer to Mike’s letter.  Basically what she said was that she loved him and was sorry that she hadn’t been able to remain faithful.  She didn’t tell him any of the circumstances, just that she’d had some ‘weak moments’ and by a rotten stroke of luck had gotten pregnant.  She told him that she didn’t expect forgiveness and she would give him an uncontested divorce when he got home.  She mailed the letter and then moved in with me permanently.
 
   Two more months went by during which BJ threw herself into being the slut I’d made her.  She picked up guys at the mall and grocery store during the day while I was working.  The gas meter reader, the mailman and a plumber on a service call all got to sample her.  She went to bars during the day, picked up guys and fucked them in their cars in the bar parking lot and then came home in time to fix me dinner and then tell me about it.  She was still fucking the guys I set her up with and I was a very happy man because I finally had the slut that I had always wanted.
 
   It was August 10th when BJ got the phone call from her mother telling her that Mike was home.  “She said that she didn’t tell him where I was.”
 
    “He will find out soon enough, sweetie. We can’t hide from him forever.”
 
   Two days later, we just happened to be looking out the front window and saw Mike coming down the street.  He turned onto the walk leading up to my porch and BJ said, “Oh shit” and she ran from the room.  I answered the doorbell and invited Mike in.  He seemed calm, but even as I invited him to sit down on the couch I was ready in case he exploded on me.
 
    “I hear that BJ moved in with you.”
 
   I nodded a yes.  
 
    “How is she?”
 
    “She’s fine.”
 
    “I should be really pissed at you and there was a time a couple of months ago when I would have happily killed you.”
 
    “What changed?”
 
    “I had to be honest with myself.  I’m responsible for what happened.  To a point everything happened just as I had planned and had wanted it too.  I just didn’t think it all the way through.”
 
    “You have to explain that one to me.”
 
    “I’m not stupid.  I’ve known you forever for Christ’s sake.  I knew when I asked you to keep an eye on Barbara Jane what you would do.  I wanted you to do it.”
 
    “Now you have lost me.”
 
    “Barbara Jane was always so straight laced.  I could never get her to suck my cock and swallow. Oh she would give me a half-assed hum job and then lay down to make love.  She wouldn’t let me try anal and the only position she would ever use was the missionary position.  I could never get her to change.  When I got called up, I got the idea that if I put the two of you together you would seduce her.  I could never make her do what I wanted because I loved her and I couldn’t bring myself to force her, but I knew that you were asshole enough that if you could seduce her, you would make her do what you wanted.  I expected to come home to a sexually liberated wife.  I never expected that I would lose her – I thought our love was stronger than that.”
 
   From behind us came, “Do you really mean that?  You expected to come home to a slut and you were comfortable with that?”
 
   We turned to see BJ standing there.
 
    “God yes baby, I love you.  I just wanted you to be more sexual and since I couldn’t make it happen, I thought I would see if he could.”
 
    “Why the accusatory letter?”
 
    “It wasn’t meant to be accusatory.  When I asked if it was true all, I was looking for was a yes and for you to ask me to forgive you and then I was going to write back and tell you it was all right and to have fun until I got home.  I never expected to lose you.  I love you Barbara Jane.”
 
    “Oh fuck” BJ said as tears started running down her cheeks and she turned and ran from the room.  Mike looked at me with pain all over his face and I did the hardest thing that I had ever done to that point in my life, “Go after her.  I think I’ll run down to the bar for a couple of hours” and I left.
 
   I sat at the bar and nursed my beer and thought about all the ways that life could make you pay for the things you have done.  In the beginning, I had gone after BJ simply because I had always wanted to fuck her.  Over the months, I had fallen in love with the little slut and when she sent Mike the kiss off letter and moved in with me, I expected to live happily ever after.  And now this.  Mike still loved her and what’s more BJ loved him.  I could have stayed there, sent Mike packing and then gone into the bedroom to comfort BJ, but I knew I would be wasting my time.  The two of them obviously loved each other and eventually they would have gotten back together.  At least this way, I could feel a little good about myself.
 
   I’d been gone a good three hours when I finally went back home.  I had no idea what I would find when I got there, but it definitely wasn’t what I expected.  BJ was lying naked on the bed finger fucking herself.  The bed had obviously been well used in my absence.  When I walked in, BJ said, “It’s about time.  Get over here and eat me.”
 
   I got undressed, got on the bed and buried my face in her pussy.
 
    “Eat me, baby. Suck all of Mike’s stuff out of me.  He put a lot in there, baby, suck it all out.  Clean me out lover and then fuck my ass.  I didn’t let him have my ass baby, it’s yours, at least for a while yet.  Come on, lover, show me that I’m still your slut.  Eat me and then fuck me.”
 
   BJ was insatiable that night and she kept after me until I was worn out. It wasn’t until the next day that I found out what happened after I left.  BJ woke me with a blow job and when I was hard enough to suit her, she climbed on top of me and slid down on my dick.  With her hands on my chest, she rocked back and forth and moved slowly up and down while she told me what happened.
 
   Mike had followed her into the room; she had buried her head in his shoulder and cried herself out.  Mike told her he loved her and she said he couldn’t possibly, not after what she had done and then she had confessed all.  She told him everything from the first to the last dick and then she told him that she had loved every minute of it. That she could never go back to being a plain housewife.  She told him that she was a slut and that she loved being a slut.  She told him that I could handle her being a slut, but that he couldn’t.  Mike had tried to convince her that he would have no trouble taking her the way she was and she finally had gotten tired of trying to talk sense to him.  She told him to just shut up and fuck her.  She had given him his first blow job where she sucked him all the way to completion and then had swallowed and then she had fucked his brains out.  After that she had tried to gross him out.  She had gotten into the bath tub and told him to pee on her.  She was sure that would make him run for the door, but it hadn’t.  He had peed on her and then he had gotten in the tub and told her that it was her turn to whiz.  Then they had talked some more.
 
    “I told him that he was going to have to prove to me that he can handle my being a slut.”
 
    “How do you plan to do that?”
 
    “The first thing he will have to do is come over here tomorrow and have a three way with you and me.  If he gets past that, we will take him with us to the Hidden Place this weekend and he can see me at my worst.  When I’m done, I’ll tell him to eat my pussy and see what he does.  If we get past that we will have him over for one of our poker parties and see how he handles seeing all his friends fuck me.”
 
    “Why?  Why are you doing all that to him?”
 
    “To show him just what I am, what I’ve become.”
 
    “Again, why?”
 
    “Because if he is telling the truth about things and he can handle me at my sluttiest, I’ll go back to him.  Until I find out I’ll just keep on being your slut.  Don’t look so down in the face, lover.  Even if we put the marriage back together, I’ll still be your slut.  That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?  You still planned on fucking me after Mike got home, didn’t you?”
 
   That’s the way it has been for a month now.  Basically BJ and Mike are ‘dating’.  She is still living with me, but subjecting him to everything she does.  He did go down on her after our visit to the Hidden Place.  BJ was especially slutty that night.  She took on Frank and all of his male employees twice and then did quite a few other guys out in the parking lot.  She accepted an invitation to a party after the bar closed and did another eleven guys, after which we went back to my place.  She sat down on the couch and, without a word being said, she spread her legs and he did not hesitate – he went right after her cum muffin.
 
   Mike didn’t bat an eye when Charlie and the rest of the guys fucked BJ at the poker party and he even joined in.  She did Dave and six of his friends in front of Mike and then told him to eat her out and he did.  So far, he has gone along with everything she has done and then has asked her to come home to him, but she keeps telling him that she has to be sure of him first.
 
   I finally figured it out.  She wants both of us.  She is afraid that if she moves back in with Mike he will eventually try to ease her away from me.  She has made it plain to him that she is going to continue to be my slut even if she gets back together with him and she just doesn’t believe him when he says that it is okay with him.
 
   There is one major hurdle left for Mike to get by – her pregnancy.  He says he doesn’t care, that the child is part of her so he will love it as much as he loves her.  That may be what she is waiting for, to see how he reacts to the baby and how he handles the rest of the two families.  Both his family and hers know that the baby is not his.  So far, it hasn’t been a major problem, but then the baby isn’t here yet.  There is one more problem where the baby is concerned – the racial one.  The father of the baby could be Dave or one of his friends, and with BJ’s family being the bigots that they are, she has decided to go away to have the baby.  
 
   She is leaving tomorrow to go and stay with Claude until the baby is born.  If the baby isn’t white, BJ will come home and say that she lost it.  Dave has already arranged for a childless couple to take the baby.  They have promised that BJ will have unrestricted access to the child.  She doesn’t really want to give it up, but she doesn’t want to lose her family either.  If the baby is white she will come home with it and keep it.
 
   So that’s where things stand right now.  She may or may not put her marriage to Mike back together.  She may or may not stay with me.  The only sure thing, at least according to BJ is that she is a slut and plans to stay one.  Only time will tell.
 
    
 
   ~The End~
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
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   Corrine, Mary, Mavis, Meredith, Mimi, Bea, Sally, and Melody all have one thing in common---they are slowly “Becoming a Shared Wife”. 
 
    
 
   It’s uncontrollable. Their urge to satisfy their sexual needs lead them to do things they’d never imagined they’re capable of. Married couples have sexual fantasies and when these turn into reality, plain wives transform into wildfires.
 
    
 
   What else can they do but give in and surrender to their lust, and satisfy their thirst for sexual pleasure…?
 
    
 
   *This book contains very hot and explicit descriptions of romantic activity. Only mature readers should buy this book.
 
    
 
    
 
   To purchase this book, look for Her Forbidden Fantasy - Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 9.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is another sample you may also like:
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   “Good morning. Did you sleep well?” Bryce asks the question without even turning around. Bryce is already up, sitting at the large glass table in his hotel room that had witnessed our romp a few weeks ago, and I’m sure he’s already masterminding his next business takeover.
 
   “I did,” I say from the bed. “Did you?” 
 
   He turns around and looks at me with a warm smile. “I love sleeping next to you.” I can’t help but smile and cover my head with the sheets. This is all so surreal to me and parts of my brain and heart have not processed the fact that Bryce Van Der Linden has fallen for me.
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s nine o’clock.”
 
   “Already? You’re up so early. You’re not jetlagged?”
 
   “I travel too much to be jetlagged. My body recovers quickly these days.”
 
   I wish I could say the same. I still feel totally exhausted.
 
   “I’m sure a cup of coffee will wake you up.”
 
   “You’re right. I should get up and we can go for breakfast.”
 
   “I’ve been rethinking about our conversation at the back of the Benz in Paris after our day trip to Versailles.”
 
   “You have?” 
 
    “You look quite different with your shorter blonde hair from the articles online and that’s why I didn’t recognize you, but your name rang a bell and when I did a Google search for Sofia Herrera this morning, it confirmed my suspicions. Your story made headlines for weeks. It was a big deal.”
 
   Oh my God, I didn’t even think that once he knew my real name he’d try to find out more about me.
 
   “It was a huge deal and it nearly killed me emotionally,” I say with a lump in my throat.
 
   “I’m sorry things got so bad that...”
 
   He stops in mid sentence and lowers his gaze.
 
   “That I had to take a job with Todd’s agency as an escort.”
 
   “I didn’t know how to word it so it didn’t sound like a criticism.”
 
   “Trust me, if there was any other way out of this mess, I would have considered that first, but there are few professions that pay this well.”
 
   “You have such a good head for business, surely there were other options.”
 
    “I spent weeks trying to find a way out, but I had a bunch of angry creditors to pay and I needed to make sure I didn’t lose my home.”
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that, Sofia.”
 
   “I appreciate your sympathy, but you had nothing to do with my financial fiasco. I made decisions that I’ll have to live with for the rest of my life.”
 
   “I’m sure I can help you if you’re willing to open up. I’ve found that there’s usually far more than what the press is willing to divulge and I have no doubt that in your case, there are important facts that have never been made public.”
 
   “You don’t know the half of it. I really appreciate your help, but this is such a touchy subject for me still. It’s too difficult for me to open up about things and this is such a colossal disaster, I doubt you can help.”
 
   “You underestimate my connections, but I can respect your decision if you’re not ready to talk yet. When you are, I’ll be here.”
 
   “Thank you so much for saying that. It means a lot to me,” I conclude, eager to change the subject. 
 
   “I’m going to have to go back to Cali later today. My assistant is looking to book a flight out and I’ll be back in two days. I need to wrap a few things and start building the New York office by figuring out which of my employees is willing to leave sunny California for the Big Apple. I’ll be back later this week to start looking for a proper apartment to rent or buy. I love this hotel, but I need a more private and comfortable spot to call home. I’d take you with me, but it’s going to be two days of boring meetings and I’m sure you want to get settled back into your old life.” 
 
   My old life? 
 
    
 
    
 
   To purchase the book, look for Unbearable Passion by Scarlett Avery.
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   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
 
    
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
STRAIGHT-LACED SLUT

TABOO
ROMANCE






images/00002.gif





images/00001.jpeg
JUST ABOB





images/00004.jpeg
EXPOSED

BILLIONAIRE ROMANCE SERIES

Uk
4

"

Oludearalte
PASSION

00K 3
;‘H{S’M% ?





images/00003.jpeg
JUST PLAIN BOB





