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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
    
 
   “Jack, Gloria would like to see you in her office.”
 
    
 
   It was the one thing that no one at Stearns Inc. wanted to hear because it usually meant that you were history.  Gloria Stearns believed that she owed it to the people getting bad news to get it from her direct and not from some lower minion.  The current economy sucked and Stearns was downsizing and it looked like I was on my way to the unemployment line.
 
    
 
   I knocked on the door to Gloria’s private office and heard her say “Come in.”  I opened the door and stepped into her office as she came out from behind the desk and walked toward me with her hand out-stretched in greeting.  I felt the same tingle in my groin that I got every time I saw her.  Tall, willowy and with runway model good looks she lit any number of fires as she walked through the office.  I took her hand as she said, “Jack, how nice to see you.  Have a seat.”
 
    
 
   After shaking hands she moved back behind the desk and sat down.  As I took a seat she picked up a folder on her desk, glanced through it quickly, looked up at me and then back down at what I could only assume was a file on me.
 
    
 
   “How long have you been here at Stearns Jack?”
 
    
 
   “Eleven years.  I came to work for your father right out of high school.”
 
    
 
   “It must have been hard for you to work here full time while going to college at night.”
 
    
 
   “It wasn’t easy Miss Stearns, but your father helped me a lot.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I know.  For some reason he never explained why he looked on you almost as a son.  He even loaned you the money for your education and then forgave the loan as a graduation present.  Why did he do that Jack?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you do Jack, and what’s more, so do I.  Why did you do it Jack?  Why did you stick your neck out like that?”
 
    
 
   “Your father was a good man Miss Stearns and I wasn’t about to let that bitch screw up your father’s life.”
 
    
 
   “Was the money for your education a pay-off Jack?”
 
    
 
   “No mam.  Your father had already given me the loan and had already forgiven it as a graduation present.  I guess that is one of the reasons that I did it.  He didn’t have to help me; he did it out of the goodness of his heart and you don’t stand by and watch a man like that get shafted by some money grubbing little bitch.”
 
    
 
   “You’re lucky that they didn’t have DNA testing back then; it could have blown your story out of the water.”
 
    
 
   “Not really.  There was a fifty-fifty chance that it would have proven my story.”
 
    
 
   “You and daddy both did her?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know that your father ever did, but half of the guys in the mail room did and anyone of us could have been the father.”
 
    
 
   “Still, what made you stand up when she said my father made her pregnant and say that she told you that she knew it wasn’t his, but was going for the big bucks?”
 
    
 
   “Loyalty.”
 
    
 
   “My, but you are old fashioned aren’t you.”
 
    
 
   “As far as I’m concerned loyalty never goes out of style.”
 
    
 
   “Any chance that the loyalty you felt toward my father could extend to other family members?”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Just that Jack.  Any chance that your loyalty to my dad could bleed over to me?”
 
    
 
   “I still don’t understand Miss Stearns.”
 
    
 
   “I’m in trouble Jack and I am in desperate need of a knight in shining armor to come to my rescue."
 
    
 
   “I’ll do what I can Miss Stearns.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe Jack, and maybe not.  You need to know up front that my knight is going to be severely shit upon, will suffer outrageous indignities for almost five years and may very likely learn to hate the sight of me.  I would like you to have dinner with me tonight Jack.  We can discuss it someplace where I don’t have to worry about the walls having ears.  Can I pick you up around seven?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course.  I’ll give you directions.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t need directions Jack, I know where you live.”
 
    
 
   The curiosity must have been all over my face because she said, “You’ll get the answers tonight Jack, just be patient.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Just be patient!  Easy for her to say, but not at all easy for me to do.  How did she know where I lived?  What did she mean with that comment about the wall having ears?  What could she possibly want from me and why did she think I might do it knowing that I was going to be, as she put it, shit upon?  I sat at my desk and didn’t get a damned thing done for the rest of the day.  I couldn’t concentrate on my job for beans; all I could think about was our dinner that night and what she could possibly want me to do that would make me hate her on sight before it was over.
 
    
 
   “I want you to marry me Jack.”
 
    
 
   I was stunned.  I had expected something a little way out following our conversation in the limo on the way to the restaurant, but nothing anywhere close to that.  I’d no sooner settled on the seat than she looked over at me and took a deep breath.
 
    
 
    “I’m going to hang it all out tonight Jack and praying that I can trust you to keep what we talk about in confidence even if you decide not to do what I’m about to ask of you.  To be frank I do not expect that you will do it.  God knows I wouldn’t do it if it were me.  The only reason I think I can ask it of you is your relationship with my dad.  Do you know that it is in his will that you have a job for life at Stearns?  That you can never be fired or laid off?”
 
    
 
   “I had no idea.”
 
    
 
   “You were never supposed to know.  The only reason that I’m telling you is so that won’t fear for your job if you say no to what I’m going to ask.  Can you do that Jack?  Can you promise me that no matter what your decision is tonight what we talk about stays between the two of us?”
 
    
 
   “You already know that I will Miss Stearns or we wouldn’t even be having this conversation.”
 
    
 
   “Under the circumstances Jack I think you should start calling me Gloria.  Here we are,” she said as we pulled up in front of the restaurant.  “As soon as you get your first drink under your belt I’ll hit you with the bomb.”
 
    
 
   The look on my face amused her and she smiled.  “I know a thousand things have gone through your mind since this morning, but I’ll bet that wasn’t one of them, was it?”
 
    
 
   “No mam, not anything close to that.”
 
    
 
   “I told you Jack, it’s Gloria.  So, how does the idea sound to you so far?”
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid I don’t understand Miss St…Gloria.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll spell it out for you Jack.  For purely financial reasons I need a husband and for purely personal reasons my lover can’t be the man I marry.”
 
    
 
   “I still don’t understand.”
 
    
 
   “I’m not going to explain why I can’t marry my lover, but I will explain the rest.  My father, for reasons known only to him, wrote his will in such a way that if I am not married by the time I reach thirty my trust funds, there are three of them, will revert to various charities and foundations.  I will be thirty in seven months.  I cannot marry the man I love, but I am totally unwilling to let my money go to some group that wants to save whales, hug trees or secure habitat for some goddamned mouse.  So, I need a husband, but it has to be a special kind of husband.  He has to understand that he is a husband in name only and that sex in the marriage will be minimal and almost totally one sided.  He will be verbally abused and humiliated and he will have to put up with it for five years before he can get a divorce and a some point in that five year period he will need to father a child.  Does that sound like something that you might be interested in Jack?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, no, not really.”
 
    
 
   “Well then, let me tell you the rest of it.  Two point five million dollars deposited in a Cayman Islands bank account, which will make it tax-free.  You will not be able to access it until the five years is up.  You will live with me and I’ll pay all the bills, furnish the cars, the country club memberships and anything else you will require, need or want and you will get an annual spending allowance of ten thousand a month.  In return you have to promise to be a faithful husband for five years and put up with whatever indignities I send your way.  Sound a little better now?”
 
    
 
    “Some, but there are major concerns.”
 
    
 
   “What are they?”
 
    
 
   “Minimal sex and I’m to remain totally faithful.  No, not at my age and definitely not for five years.”
 
    
 
   “If I can do something about the sex part how does the rest sound?”
 
    
 
   “What I would get sounds fine, but my concerns are the other things you mentioned; the indignities, the verbal abuse and the humiliation.  I need to know more, much, much more about those things.”
 
    
 
   “There would be no physical abuse Jack, but there will be a lot of verbal abuse, most intended to humiliate you.  It will be all mental Jack and it shouldn’t bother you because you will know it is coming and you will also know that it is all bullshit because of your status.  You won’t be the cuckolded husband, just a play actor.”
 
    
 
   “I still want to know what I’m getting into.”
 
    
 
   Gloria looked at me and I saw that she was thinking of how to say the absolute least and still win me over so I said, “Okay, how about this.  I’ll agree in principal to do it, but only after full disclosure and to insure full disclosure I’ll want an agreement in writing releasing me from the five year obligation to get the offshore money if you have not disclosed everything.  I also want the written agreement to release the money to me if the marriage does not go the full five years through no fault of mine.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me for almost a full minute with her piercing blue eyes and then she said, “Deal” and extended her hand to me and we shook on it.
 
    
 
   It turned out to be something simple, but kinky.  Her lover was a black man named Jumal Washington and for reasons she would not go into she could not marry him or let her relationship with him see the light of day.  Her father’s will stipulated marriage by thirty, the marriage to last at least five years and a grandchild by the age of thirty-five.  While married to her I would have to put up with Jumal and he was, quite frankly, an obnoxious asshole.  Her few close friends who knew about Jumal could not stand him and they were constantly asking Gloria what she saw in him.
 
    
 
   “Love is blind Jack.  I know he is an asshole sometimes, but I still adore him even though I know it.  It doesn’t matter what he does Jack; I’ll find excuses for him.  You know about that don’t you Jack?  You’ve been there and done that with Shelly so you know what it is like.”
 
    
 
   “How did you know about Shelly?”
 
    
 
   “I know everything about you Jack.  I’ve had private detectives all over you since I chose you to be my husband.  I try not to take chances Jack.  I knew of the bond between you and my father and I gambled that it might work in my favor, but there is 31 million at stake here Jack so I made it my business to know everything about you that there was to know.  Just out of curiosity, how long did you know about Shelly before you ended it?”
 
    
 
   “Two years, eleven months, one week, three days, two hours and fifteen minutes.”
 
    
 
   “You let it go on that long?”
 
    
 
   “You said it yourself, love is blind and you find excuses.  I’d still be finding excuses if I hadn’t walked in on them.  Even then it was only because of who it was that I tossed her out.  A lover I might have been able to handle, but her father –in-law and her brother-in-law and both of them at the same time?  I just couldn’t handle it.”
 
    
 
   “So, will you do it?”
 
    
 
   “Full disclosure Gloria.  There is still that little matter of sex that has to be talked about.  I especially want to hear about the minimal and totally one sided part.”
 
    
 
   “Oh that.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that.”
 
    
 
   “I love Jumal and I intend to stay faithful to him, at least after a fashion.  You and I will have sex one time after the ceremony to legally consummate the marriage and then we won’t have sex again until it is time to make the baby.  That said, I have a certain need that Jumal absolutely refuses to meet.  He is willing to let you do it to me and not consider it cheating, but only under certain circumstances.”
 
    
 
   “What is it and what are those certain circumstances?”
 
    
 
   “Do we have to go into it now Jack?”
 
    
 
   “Full disclosure Gloria.  I am going to have to know sooner or later and anything that you don’t want to talk about makes me nervous.”
 
    
 
   “I love to have my pussy eaten Jack, but Jumal absolutely refuses to do it.  He says that it is beneath him to do such a thing.  He will let me have you do it to me and not consider it cheating, but only after he has made love to me first.  And there will be times he will want to watch.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious!”
 
    
 
   “I am Jack, dead serious.  Think of it Jack, one hundred and twenty thousand a year for five years as spending money and a 2 point five million dollar pot of gold at the end of a five year rainbow.  You’ve done it before Jack.  You know that you have gone down on Shelly after she had been screwed and it hasn’t killed you and you didn’t have a pot of gold waiting for you after you did it.  I’ll make sure that you have a sex life Jack, it just won’t be with me.  So, will you do it?’
 
    
 
   It was pretty much a no brainer.  Five years of bullshit in exchange for almost three million dollars.  Hell, I’d be thirty-six years old and set for life to say nothing of the life of luxury I’d live for five years.  All I had to do was put up with some bullshit three or four times a week from some obnoxious asshole.  I should be able to do that standing on my head.  
 
    
 
   I stared at Gloria as the wheels turned in my head and finally I said, “Three conditions.  One, the signed agreement.  Secondly, I get to approve whatever plan you come up with to see that I have a sex life.  Last, but by no means least, our wedding night is mine and only mine.”
 
    
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
    
 
   “Two things.  You have already said that your boyfriend will want to watch when I go down on you so I wouldn’t put it past him to want to horn in on our wedding night.  That will be a no-no.  I don’t want him within five miles of us on our wedding night.  The second thing about it being my night is that you are mine for the night.  Not just a quickie so you can honestly and with a straight face say that the marriage was consummated, but the entire night and we will do it all.  I’ll want anal, oral and vaginal sex with you on that night.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t do that Jack; I would be cheating on Jumal.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you can Gloria.  You have already accepted that you have to have sex with me on our wedding night and you have already decided that since you have to do it that it isn’t cheating.  What’s the difference?  One time or all night, it is all the same.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t do it Jack.  It just wouldn’t be right.”
 
    
 
   “Your choice Gloria, but it is a deal breaker as far as I am concerned.”
 
    
 
   “You would throw away almost three million over that?”
 
    
 
   “You would throw away almost thirty-one million over it?”
 
    
 
   “I can always get someone else Jack.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you could.”
 
    
 
   I picked up the menu and looked at it.  “Is the prime rib any good here?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t change the subject Jack.”
 
    
 
   “No subject change Gloria.  I told you what I have to have and you said that I couldn’t have it.  Subject closed.  We came here for dinner and when we are done eating I’ll catch a cab home and save you the trouble of having to drop me off.”
 
    
 
   “Why is that one thing so important to you Jack?”
 
    
 
   “It is for my mental health Gloria.”
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t make sense Jack.”
 
    
 
   “Not to you maybe, but it does to me.”
 
    
 
   “Can you explain it to me?”
 
    
 
   “It is quite simple Gloria.  You have already put me on notice that part of my earning the money is putting up with your asshole of a boyfriend for the next five years.  I’m no dummy Gloria, I can even write the script for the next five years.  It will start out with him rubbing my nose in the fact that he is fucking my wife and I’m not.  It will move to him wanting me in the next room when he screws you so I can be on call to eat you when his stuff is still hot and fresh in you.  He’ll get tired of that after a while and he will want me to be in the room when he does it so I’m forced to watch.  Then he will talk you into having me go sixty-nine with you while he screws you from behind so I can see him ramming you from only inches away from my face.  Somewhere along the way, after he has seen me eat you a dozen times or so he will make the comment, “Wouldn’t you just like to cut out the middleman and come over here and get it fresh from my dick?”
 
    
 
   “And all the time I’m supposed to smile and take his shit.  Well, I’ll do it, but I want to be able to look at him and be able to say to myself, “I fucked your woman asshole.  I came in her mouth, I pounded her butt hole and I did my best to fill her womb with my cum.  Your woman asshole – I took your woman every way it was possible to take her so go ahead and babble because it don’t mean shit to me.”   Like I said Gloria, it is a mental health issue with me and it costs you nothing because you were already going to have sex with me that night anyway.”
 
    
 
   “I guess I need to rethink a few things Jack.  Yes, the prime rib here is very good.  If you are ready, let’s order.”
 
    
 
   After dinner she wouldn’t let me call a cab and the ride home in her limo was a quiet one.  As I was getting out she said, “We will talk again Jack, but first I have some thinking to do.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was two days before Gloria called me into her office and told me to have a seat.  As soon as I was seated, she pushed a piece of paper across the desk to me, “There is your signed agreement on disclosure.  Against my better judgment, I am going to give you what you require as far as our wedding night is concerned.  All that is left is to see that you have a sex life for the five years we are married.  To keep things as discrete as possible and to preserve the outward appearance of utter faithfulness I’ve decided that whatever you do needs to be done in the confines of our home.  I’ve decided that what I need is a maid.  Of course one of her cleaning duties will be to clean your pipes as often as you like.  If that arrangement meets with your approval the next step will be to pick the right woman.”
 
    
 
   She opened her briefcase and took out a three ring binder and handed it to me.
 
    
 
   “See if there is anyone in there who appeals to you.  The ones with a line drawn across their face are not available.”
 
    
 
   I found myself looking at pictures of beautiful women.  Each page had a couple of pictures, vital statistics and some information about the likes, dislikes and hobbies of the women.  I looked up at Gloria and she smiled at me and said, “One of my very good friends owns a modeling agency and an escort service.  I’ve been assured that the women in that book will be more than happy to do what I want of them for what I am willing to pay.  Just pick one Jack and I’ll make the necessary arrangements.  If you get tired of her after a couple of months you can go back to the book and pick another one.  Do we have a deal?”
 
    
 
   While she had been talking I had been leafing through the book.  Suddenly I stopped dead and stared at what I was seeing.  Sally Ann was the wife of one of the guys I played softball with and I had lusted after her for years.
 
    
 
   “All of the women in this book play for pay?”
 
    
 
   Gloria nodded and I handed her back the book and pointed at Sally Ann.  “That one.”
 
    
 
   “I take it that we have a deal?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Gloria, we have a deal.”
 
    
 
   That’s when my life began to get hectic.  For the next three months there was a phony courtship followed by the announcement of our engagement, followed by a hundred parties given by friends and relatives.  There were the wedding plans (according to the society pages of the local papers one of the “social events of the season”) to be made, a honeymoon to be planned and through it all Gloria and I were seen almost every evening at some “In” place in town.  By the day of our wedding our “bona fides” had been established, the society pages were calling us the perfect couple and friends and relatives positively gushed over how much in love with each other we so obviously were.  
 
    
 
   There was one glitch however, and I had to remind Gloria of it and she told me not to worry, it would be taken care of.  I told her I wasn’t worried because I knew the wedding wouldn’t go off until it was taken care of.  Two days later she handed me confirmation of deposit to my account in the Cayman Islands.
 
    
 
   I still hadn’t met Mr. Washington and I could only assume that Gloria had put him on ice until after the nuptials.  Still, I scanned the crowd in the church looking for someone who might be Jumal.  I figured that he was the kind of guy who would show up and sit in the back row and smirk as the “love, honor and obeys” were said.  I wouldn’t put it past him to have told Gloria that he would be there and just might have to speak his piece when it got to the “Is there anyone here who knows of any reason why these two should not be joined in holy matrimony”.  
 
    
 
   I almost missed him.  He had timed his arrival so that he sat down just as Gloria started down the aisle toward me.  She was radiantly beautiful and as I looked toward her I saw Jumal take his seat and our eyes met and I got the sneer and smirk that I had known would be there.  I smiled at him as I thought to myself, “Smirk all you want asshole, your woman is going to be my slut tonight and then after tonight I’ll still have a part of her you will never have and I’ll know it every time I eat her pussy.”
 
    
 
   As I watched Gloria walk down the aisle toward me I thought, and not for the first time, what a crying ass shame it was that this was all bogus.
 
    
 
   The ceremony went off without a hitch and I don’t think Gloria was ready for what she got when the minister said, “You may now kiss the bride.”  I made it a long lasting one as I looked over her shoulder in the direction of Jumal.  I had hoped to see a slow burn, but his face remained impassive.  It was childish of me and I knew it, but I was going to be on the receiving end of his shit for the next five years and I wanted to get my digs in whenever I could.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The reception was like all wedding receptions and at an appropriate time my bride and I changed clothes and escaped.  Two miles from the reception the limo driver pulled off onto a side street.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Gloria asked the driver.  
 
    
 
   He pointed at me and I said, “I have a little surprise for you my love” as the limo pulled up behind a car that I had pre-positioned.  
 
    
 
   The driver helped me move the luggage from the limo to the car and then I handed him the five hundred I had promised him.  While that was going on Gloria kept asking, “What are you doing Jack.  What is going on here?  Whose car is this?”
 
    
 
   “Be patient my love, it will all be clear in a minute. “
 
    
 
    As the limo sped off I told Gloria to get in the car.  “I’m not going anywhere until you tell me what this is all about.”
 
    
 
   “Get in the car Gloria.  I won’t hesitate to drive off and leave you standing there.  Then you can hitch hike to the honeymoon hotel and explain why you arrived without your new hubby.”
 
    
 
   Gloria gave me a murderous glance, but she got in the car.  As I pulled away from the curb she said, “Okay Jack, just what the fuck is going on here?”
 
    
 
   “Tsk, tsk, Gloria, is that any way to talk to your new husband?”
 
    
 
   “Cut the shit Jack, I want to know what you are doing.”
 
    
 
   “Simple my love, I don’t trust you.  You gave in on the ‘my night only’ demand way too easy.  You are a schemer Gloria and I could hear the wheels and gears turning in your head.  Promise him whatever he wants.  Once the marriage has taken place, stiff him.  He will already be married and he’ll be a realist and he will behave because of the money.”
 
    
 
   “Jack, that’s not true.”
 
    
 
   “Sure it is Gloria.  The tight schedule you insisted we maintain – the schedule that would have us at the hotel by eleven and the marriage consummated by midnight.  And then something was supposed to happen.  Maybe you would get up and walk across the hall to the room where Jumal was waiting?  Or maybe he was just going to knock on our door and you would get up and let him in to join us.  I could have been wrong, but I knew I wasn’t when the ceremony was over and I saw you make eye contact with Jumal.  I saw him tap his watch and I saw the slight nod that you gave him.  The fix was in and it was screw Jack time only Jack decided a long time ago that you couldn’t be trusted so Jack made his own plans.  Right now we are on our way to the motel where I will see to it that our marriage is consummated and that I get what you and I agreed on.”
 
    
 
   “This is not the way to start our marriage Jack.”
 
    
 
   “This isn’t a marriage Gloria and you know that better than anyone.  This is a business deal and I will honor my part of the deal.  I said that I would and my word is as good as gold, but only if you honor your part of the bargain.”  I pulled over to the side of the road.  “Choice time Gloria.  If you don’t intend to honor your part of the bargain get out and start hitch hiking.  I’ll start the annulment proceedings in the morning.”
 
    
 
   I saw the resignation come over her face and then she said, “Of course I will honor our agreement Jack.  I’m just surprised that you don’t trust me and that you thought I wouldn’t.”
 
    
 
   “The marriage is a sham Gloria and we both know it, but let’s not make it worse by starting out lying to each other.  I saw the watch tap and the little nod and being the halfway intelligent guy that I am I made some phone calls from the reception hall.  We were registered in room 1216 and there just happened to be a Mr. Jumal Washington registered in room 1220 and one of the things I was specific about was that he wasn’t to be within five miles of us on our wedding night.  I didn’t just fall off the turnip truck my love and if you want this thing to work you had best not forget it.”
 
    
 
   As far as wedding nights go I suppose that it had its good and its bad.  When we got to the “hot sheet” motel I had picked (knowing that no one would look for Gloria in a place like that) Gloria matter of factly stripped and laid down on the bed and stared up at the ceiling.  The message was clear, “Let’s hurry up and get this over with,” but since that was what I had expected I had come prepared.  I opened my suitcase, took out a book and handed it to Gloria.
 
    
 
   “What’s this?
 
    
 
   “Something to keep you occupied while I enjoy my evening.”
 
    
 
   I got on the bed and pushed her legs apart and she said, “Aren’t you forgetting something?”
 
    
 
   “Nope.”
 
    
 
   “You most certainly are.  Where is the condom?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t need one.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes you do.  I am not ready to get pregnant.”
 
    
 
   “You can’t get pregnant from what I’m going to do.  Just read your book,” I said and then I went down on her.  I like to eat pussy and I have been told that I’m extremely good at it.  It didn’t take me long to get Gloria to the point where she was moaning and pushing her pussy up at my mouth.  I worked a finger into her pussy to get it wet and then I started teasing her anal rosebud.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” she gasped and I stopped eating her long enough to say, “Just read your book Gloria and don’t mind me.”
 
    
 
   I worked that finger in her ass for a couple of minutes and then I pushed another one in.  I was sucking on her little ‘man in the boat’ while working her ass with two fingers and Gloria dropped the book and grabbed the back of my head with both hands and she did her best to pull me inside her cunt.  I increased the pressure on her clit and added a third finger to her ass and she screamed – actually screamed – “Fuck me damn you, fuck me.”
 
    
 
   I smiled as I reached for the tube of KY Jelly that I had dropped on the bed when I had climbed on.  I put some on my cock with one hand while I kept the fingers of the other on her clit to keep her moaning.  When I was lubed up I grabbed her legs and lifted them up onto my shoulders, lifted her ass clear off the bed and then drove my cock into her ass.
 
    
 
   “Arghhhhh” is the closest I can come to describing the yell that came out of her mouth as she tried to pull away, but I was buried deep in her and I had a firm grip on her so she was pinned there as I started pounding into her.  Past experience had shown me that some women love anal sex; some just learn to like it and some never do.  It didn’t matter to me which category Gloria fell into because this night was all about me and I didn’t give a rat’s ass if she got anything out of it at all.  Still, it was nice to see that after a minute or two of my plowing the dirt road that she was responding and soon she began hissing, “Yes yes yes yes” through her teeth.
 
    
 
   To prepare for the night I had beat my meat eleven times in the past twenty-four hours just to make sure that my cock would stay up for quite a while.  I pounded Gloria’s ass for a good ten minutes while she moaned, yelled and cried.  She had two orgasms before I was finally able to have mine.  When my cock went limp I pulled my cock out of Gloria’s ass and went into the bathroom to wash it.  Gloria just lay on the bed and watched me with an unreadable expression on her face as I cleaned myself up.
 
    
 
   I went back to the bed, pushed Gloria’s legs apart and with my knees both just off to the side of her head I went down on her again.  This time my fingers worked on her pussy instead of on her ass and once again her hands went to my head and she pulled me to her.  I kept working on her until she cried out, “Please put it in me Jack, please fuck me.”
 
    
 
   I took my mouth off her pussy just long enough to say, “Can’t do it.  My dicks not hard enough yet” and I went back to working on her pussy with my mouth and fingers.  She was humping up at me and crying out, “Fuck me Jack, please fuck me.”  I stopped eating her long enough to say, “As soon as my dick gets hard and I went back to working on her clit.  Maybe thirty seconds went by and then I felt one of her hands on my cock.  She stroked it several times and then scooted her head to the left and I felt her head push under me and her hot mouth close around my dick.  It was what I had been hoping for.  I wanted her to ask me for everything that I did to her and so far she had begged me to fuck her and now she was sucking my cock on her own which to me was the same as asking.
 
    
 
   I let Gloria suck on me for about two minutes and then I swung around and got between her legs.  I held myself still above her and looked down at her beautiful face and wished again that this was for real and not fake.
 
    
 
   “Please,” she said, “What are you waiting for?  Hurry, hurry up and fuck me” and no mention was made of a condom.
 
    
 
   I didn’t get my wish.  She never did ask me to fuck her in her ass even thought I did do it to her two more times.  I made love to her (and yes it was) three more times and I ate her pussy after each time and it drove her wild.  It was five in the morning when I finally fell into an exhausted sleep.  I woke up at nine-thirty and the first thing I saw was Gloria leaning on her elbow and looking down at me.  “What?” I asked as I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Nothing.”
 
    
 
   “Then why are you looking at me like that?”
 
    
 
   “Why not?  It is the first day of the rest of my life and the first time I’ve woken up with a husband in bed beside me.” 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, well we know all about that husband shit.”  
 
    
 
   I stood up and went over and picked up my pants.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   “Getting dressed so we can get this show on the road.”
 
    
 
   “You wake up with a naked me next to you and you want to get dressed?”
 
    
 
   “The deal was that I was to get the night all to myself.  Nights over, it is daylight outside and you should know by now that I’m going to live up to my end of the deal.”
 
    
 
   “The night isn’t over until we are both out of bed and dressed.”  
 
    
 
   I dropped my pants on the floor and got back into bed.  “What changed your mind?”
 
    
 
   “A girl only has one first night as a married woman. Besides, I told you that I love to have my pussy eaten and that you might have to do a lot of it.  And last night I discovered just how big a turn on it can be when I’m full of cum.  I want to do it some more Jack.”
 
    
 
   We didn’t get checked out until two in the afternoon, which totally screwed up Gloria’s carefully planned schedule.  We missed our flight to St. Thomas and Gloria had to make a dozen phone calls to reschedule things.  Since the next flight for the Islands didn’t leave until the next day we drove to Gloria’s house where I spent my first night in the room that was to be mine for the better part of the next five years.  I heard Gloria on the phone trying to reach Jumal who, since he had adhered to Gloria’s schedule, was already in St. Thomas.  She never did reach him and she slammed the phone down in a fit of rage.  I smiled to myself and thought, “True love never does run smooth.”  Actually, I hoped the asshole went SCUBA diving and a shark got him and with that pleasant thought on my mind I put my head down on the pillow and fell almost immediately to sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   The honeymoon was as bogus as the wedding had been.  The script had been given to me well before hand so that I would be able to play my part so that any observer would only see what they thought was a happily married couple.  Gloria was a conspiracy freak and she saw people everywhere whose sole purpose was to prove that she hadn’t met the terms of her father’s will.
 
    
 
   “I know you don’t believe it Jack, but the people in charge of the charities and foundations that will get the money if I don’t meet the conditions of daddy’s will are going to do their best to find a way to get that money.  They like their half million a year salaries and they will do their absolute best to get my money.  You absolutely have to be a convincing husband."
 
    
 
   “Well if that is true Gloria, all they have to do is put an army of private detectives on the case and they will turn up the skinny on you and Jumal in no time.”
 
    
 
   “That won’t matter Jack.  There is nothing in daddy’s will that says I can’t cheat on my husband and if push comes to shove I’ll fall back on that old standby, “I love my husband, but I’m a slave to a big, black cock.”  If that happens you will be shocked, but you love me so much that you will forgive me.  Besides, I have a ton of personal security.  You won’t even know that they are there, but any private eye that tries to get close will meet them up close and personal.  Money does have its advantages Jack.”
 
    
 
   The script had the two of us in the honeymoon suite and Jumal in a room just down the hall.  I was to sleep in Jumal’s room and he would be sleeping with Gloria.  All the activities planned for the two weeks were scheduled to give Gloria and Jumal as much time together as possible while I read one of the many books I’d brought along, did crossword puzzles, or did whatever else I wanted with my time.
 
    
 
   A typical night would have Gloria and I going out for dinner and dancing where we could be seen as a loving couple by anyone who was watching.  When we got back to the hotel we would go back to our room where Jumal would be waiting and if no one else was in the hall Gloria would go into the honeymoon suite and I would go to Jumal’s room.  If anyone were in the hall we would both go into the suite and wait for the hallway to clear before I would go to the other room.
 
    
 
   A typical day would have us going somewhere where we could be alone except that Jumal would already be there.  One day we rented a boat and sailed it to a secluded cove and Gloria and Jumal did whatever they did (I didn’t watch) while I sunbathed on the deck of the boat.  At four in the afternoon Gloria came back aboard and we sailed the boat back and went to our room to get ready for another night of dinner and dancing.
 
    
 
   The routine was broken on three of the nights when Gloria came into the room while I was sleeping and got into bed with me.  She played with my cock until I woke up and when I was awake she sat on my face.
 
    
 
   “Eat me Jack.  Eat my pussy.  Jumal left a big mess in me Jack; be a good hubby and clean me.”
 
    
 
   Well, it was part of the deal and I knew ahead of time that it was eventually going to happen so I did what I was hired to do.  Gloria had been right in that I probably had sucked another man’s leavings out of Shelly, but I had never known it so it hadn’t bothered me at the time.  In Gloria’s case I knew for sure ahead of time that she had been fucked by Jumal.  I was concerned that knowing that I was licking up an arrogant nigger’s leftovers might translate into a quick trip to the porcelain throne.  Surprisingly enough, Gloria didn’t taste all that different from the times I had eaten her after cumming in her on our wedding night.  I didn’t like it, but it didn’t kill me.
 
    
 
   The honeymoon passed without incident and then we flew home.  I returned to my job at Stearns, the same one that I had when it all started.  After all, we couldn’t have it said that I married the boss just to get ahead nor could we have it said that Gloria was playing favorites.  I didn’t care.  I liked my job and I was good at it; good enough that everyone there knew I would make Regional Manager on my own merit.  The only thing that changed was that Gloria and I rode to work together in the morning, had lunch together and then rode home together at night.  Most nights when we got home Jumal was there waiting for us.
 
    
 
   To the casual observer Jumal being at our house was explained by a snippet on the society page of the local newspaper.
 
    
 
   “Apparently Gloria Stanton, nee Stearns, is having to redo the family manse to accommodate her new hubby.”
 
    
 
   When we got home there would be a van in the drive with Elate Construction on the side in big letters.  Elate had two employees, Jumal and his cousin Darrnel.  Sometime shortly after Gloria and I returned home Darrnel would get in the van and drive off.  The van had tinted windows so you couldn’t tell if there was one man or twelve inside.  Dinner would be a quiet affair as Jumal and Gloria didn’t want to talk in front of me and I had nothing to say to them.  After eating I would go either to my room or to the home office I had set up.
 
    
 
   The first week went by with Jumal and me ignoring each other until it was time to go to bed and then I went to my room and they went to theirs.  The second week Jumal started doing what I had always known that he would.
 
    
 
   “Well, its bedtime.  See you in the morning Jack.  I’m going to take your wife upstairs and fuck her eyes out.  You don’t mind, do you?”
 
    
 
   The next morning on the drive to work Gloria apologized to me for Jumal’s behavior.
 
    
 
   “No need to apologize.  I knew it was coming.  Don’t forget that I already told I could write the script.  The first act came just as I said it would.  While we are on the subject, I’m ready for my sex life to begin.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll get on it as soon as we get to the office.”
 
    
 
   At lunch Gloria told me that, “The woman you chose will start tomorrow.  She can only be there during the day so you are going to have to take long lunches and I’m going to have to arrange some fake business meetings to explain your absences from work.  All I’m asking is that you be discrete.”
 
    
 
   “I will have to come up with a story that will explain why a newly wedded husband is getting his sex from a play for pay lady.  How do you feel about being a closet lesbian that just needed a husband for appearances sake?”
 
    
 
   Gloria laughed, “I’m way ahead of you Jack.  I had an interview with her shortly after you picked her out.  I told her that our marriage was a little on the weird side, that we loved each other deeply, but that for medical reasons I couldn’t have sex.  I told her that I realized that you had certain needs and that I was seeing to it that they were met.”
 
    
 
   Gloria reached over and patted my knee, “She is being extremely well compensated Jack; try and see to it that I get my money’s worth.”
 
    
 
   That night Gloria came into my room after I had fallen asleep and woke me up by playing with my cock.  As I was shaking the sleep out of my eyes I heard her say, “I’m overflowing Jack.  Eat my pussy.  Lick my pussy and clean me out.”
 
    
 
   I went home at lunchtime and found Sally Ann sitting on the living room couch reading a magazine.  She looked up when I walked into the room and I saw the astonished look on her face.
 
    
 
   “Jack!  What are you doing here?”
 
    
 
   “You didn’t know?”
 
    
 
   “Know what?”
 
    
 
   “That I’m your date?”
 
    
 
   “Good Lord no.  If I had known that I would never have accepted this assignment.”
 
    
 
   “Am I that repulsive?”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t that Jack, it is just that you are friends with Fred and I’ve worked hard at keeping what I do from him.”
 
    
 
   “Well Sally, let me set your mind to rest.  I’ve had the hots for you since the first time I laid eyes on you and when I saw your page in the agency’s book I thought I had died and gone to heaven.  I picked you out of that book because I’ve wanted you for years.  Do you really think that I would blow my chance at you by running to Fred and telling him that I was screwing his wife?”
 
    
 
   “When you put it that way, no, I guess you wouldn’t.”
 
    
 
   “So, you want to be romanced or do we get right to it?”
 
    
 
   “A little romance might be nice, but maybe later.  Right now I think we should get to the business at hand so I see what I have to work with.”
 
    
 
   “Any limits?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t do animals or anything that involves pain, but I’m pretty much open to anything else.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m a pretty ordinary kind of guy who is into oral, anal and regular sex and usually wants all he can get.”
 
    
 
   “You sure married the wrong girl for that from what I hear.”
 
    
 
   “What can I say?  Love is blind.  She told me she wanted to be a virgin when she married so we never fooled around first.  I didn’t find out about her medical problems until after I said “I do.”  But I love her and if she is willing to set me up with someone like you to take care of the sex angle I can live with it.”
 
    
 
   “It’s your house baby, lead the way.”
 
    
 
   Sally was every bit the hot piece of ass I’d always thought she would be and we bounced around on my bed most of the afternoon.  She gave the most glorious head, loved being fucked in her butt and was multi orgasmic. I was trying for one more time when she said; “I can’t Jack.  I have to get home before Fred and have his supper ready when he gets home.”
 
    
 
   “Won’t he know what you have been doing when you go to bed?  Won’t he be able to tell from how your pussy feels?”
 
    
 
   Sally giggled, “How would he know the difference Jack?  There hasn’t been a day since we got married that he was the first man in me and that includes our wedding day.  Should I just come back tomorrow or wait for you to call?”
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow sex-pot.  Same time, same script.”
 
    
 
   Sally Ann giggled, kissed me and took off for home and a husband who didn’t have a clue.  But hey, who was I to laugh at poor Fred.  He was married to a woman who got paid to fuck other men and here I was married to a woman who paid me not to fuck her.
 
    
 
   Life settled into a routine for the next nine months.  Two and sometimes three times a week Sally and I would have a good time together.  Gloria would come to my room two or three nights a week to have her sloppy, cum filled pussy eaten.  Jumal was his usual obnoxious self and there were times I want to smack that stupid sneer off his face or knock him on his ass.  I just could not see what Gloria saw in that asshole.  But as bad as I wanted to hurt the son of a bitch I didn’t, I just thought back to my “mental health” night with Gloria and let things ride.
 
    
 
   Because of Gloria’s position and her involvement in community and charitable affairs I found myself out in public playing the role of loving and adoring husband as we attended this civic function or that charitable dinner and I began to notice some things.  There actually were people who were watching us and watching us close.  I began to think that Gloria’s paranoia was not necessarily misplaced.  About the same time something else occurred to me.  I was playing the part of loving husband, but Gloria was not playing the part of adoring wife, at least not to the extent that I thought she should.
 
    
 
   One night at a do for the Girl Scouts I noticed a man closely observing us and I’d seen him doing the same thing at several other affairs.  Gloria had gotten up to go to the restroom and on her way back I intercepted her and as I took her in my arms I whispered, “Don’t fight me on this, just go along” and I kissed her.  I made it as passionate as I could and when I broke the kiss I whispered, “Look over my shoulder as you run your hand down my back and squeeze my ass.  Do you recognize the man sitting at table three?”
 
    
 
   She did as I asked and then said, “Yes, that is Brian Moser.”
 
    
 
   “Who is he?”
 
    
 
   “He heads up the Clayton Foundation, why?”
 
    
 
   “Pull yourself against me and act as if you are rubbing yourself against my cock.”
 
    
 
   She did it and she felt my erection.  She gave me a strange look and said, “Did I do that?”
 
    
 
   “You’ve done it for years lady, but that isn’t what this is all about.  Turn around and walk outside with me holding hands and I’ll explain.”
 
    
 
   Once outside I told her about the bald headed guy and how he had been watching us.  “And what he is seeing is me playing my part to the hilt to what appears to be a disinterested wife.  If we are going to pull off this charade you are going to have to give me some help here.  You are going to have to start acting like a loving and adoring wife when we are in public, at least until we get a year or two away from the wedding and honeymoon.”
 
    
 
   I unzipped myself and took out my cock.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?
 
    
 
   I stroked my cock a few times while she watched and said, “I’m playing my part Gloria.”  I tucked my cock back in my pants so that the partial erection showed and left the fly unzipped.  “I’m going to walk back in with you with my fly open and I want you to be adjusting your bra strap as you go through the door.  Try and look like you just snuck away for a quickie with your hubby.  I can almost guarantee baldy will have his eyes glued to the door as we go back in.”
 
    
 
   He was looking and I looked over at Gloria and saw that she noticed and it caused her to blush which was a nice touch.  On the way home that night Gloria said, “Still think I’m a conspiracy nut?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know Glory, it could be a coincidence.”
 
    
 
   She gave me a funny look.  “Why did you call me that?”
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “Glory.  You called me Glory.”
 
    
 
   “Just trying it out.”
 
    
 
   “Why?”
 
    
 
   “Because we are madly in love and should have pet names for each other.  After tonight I’m going to have to act more affectionate in public.  Touch you more, gaze lovingly at you and make the people around us sick to their stomachs with all the lovey-dovey shit.  Somehow sweetlips, babycakes and hot stuff don’t seem to suit you while Glory does.”
 
    
 
   She was quiet for a while and then she said, “What did you mean when you said I’d been doing it for years?”
 
    
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   “Your erection when you stopped me coming back from the john.”
 
    
 
   “Oh that.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, that.  Just what did you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Just that I, like every other guy who works at Stearns had the hots for you.”
 
    
 
   “Had, not have?”
 
    
 
   “Get serious Gloria.  You felt it, you know the answer to that.”
 
    
 
   The rest of the ride home was made in silence.
 
    
 
   Jumal was waiting up for us when we got home.  He and Gloria headed for the wet bar in the dining room and I headed for my room.  I was just sliding under the covers when Jumal and Gloria walked into the room.  
 
    
 
   “Slide over Jack and make room for me and your wife.  She wants her cunt licked and I want to watch you do it, but you know the rules.”
 
    
 
   Well, it was in the script as I had described it to Gloria way back when so I moved over and made room for them.  Then I reached over to the nightstand and picked up the book that I had been reading, propped myself up and pretended to ignore them while reading.  I did my best to hide the erection that seeing Gloria’s naked body and hearing her moans gave me.  When Jumal finished and pulled out he sneered at me and said, “All yours now hubby.”  I rolled over to keep my hard cock hidden and I went to work eating Gloria’s pussy.  The Gods were on my side that night and as I munched away on Gloria’s cum muffin she had two loud orgasms – louder than the one orgasm she had when Jumal fucked her.  When Gloria pushed me away, “Enough Jack, enough” I rolled over, picked up my book and pretended to read it until the two of them were gone.  As soon as the door closed behind them I beat myself raw.
 
    
 
   That night was the first and last time that Jumal fucked Gloria in front of me and it was also the first and last time he watched me eat her pussy.  I guess his ego was too fragile for him to handle my giving Gloria bigger and more orgasms with my tongue than he gave her with his dick.  What he didn’t know and what I sure wasn’t going to tell him was that it rarely happened.  Like I said, the gods were on my side that night.
 
    
 
   The next six months flew by with not much changing.  I say not much, but there was a small change.  Gloria made more trips to my room at night.  It went from two or three times a week to five and sometimes six times and the visits themselves were just a tad different.  Where before Gloria had come into the room and had then wakened me by playing with my cock until I was awake and then sitting on my face, now she stroked me until I woke up and then she kept stroking me for a while before moving up to be eaten.  Then came the night that she kept stroking me until I came.  She wiped her hand on my sheet and then sat on my face.  After that night she jacked me off once or twice a week.  Nothing was ever said, not then and not on the ride to work the next day.
 
    
 
   Sally Ann was an insatiable slut and she kept me drained.  A couple of times Gloria asked me if I wanted to get another girl from the book and I told her no.  I wasn’t sure, but I got the feeling that she thought that I might be having too much fun with Sally.  I couldn’t help but wonder if she might be just a touch jealous that her husband was having such a good time with another woman.
 
    
 
   Our charade seemed to be working and almost everyone seemed to buy that we were a happily married and loving couple.  I say almost everyone because I still saw Moser closely watching us.  I had a bad feeling about him and the more I saw him the worse that feeling got.  There was just something about him that set my teeth on edge.
 
    
 
   And then one day I found out that my feelings were justified.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   It started out as a series of, what were at the time, seemingly unconnected events.  I went out of my way to avoid Jumal and Gloria when the three of us were in the house together, but sometimes you just can’t avoid loud.  It was on one of those rare nights when I was in the den playing Hearts on the computer.  The den is just off the dining room and Jumal and Gloria were sitting at the dining room table and I don’t believe that they knew I was in the den.  
 
    
 
   They were arguing and their voices grew louder and louder as they continued to argue.  I didn’t get it all, but the gist of it was that Jumal expected to be her second husband once I was out of the picture.  Gloria on the other hand, did not see it that way.  Her point being that the reasons she couldn’t marry him in the first place would still be there even after I was gone.  I think she shocked me just as much as she shocked Jumal when she stated that it just would not be socially acceptable for her to marry him.  Where it went from there I have no idea because Jumal got up and stormed out of the house and I wasn’t around when they next talked about it.
 
    
 
   The second event happened a month later when I came home during lunch for a romp with Sally.  After doing what she called her Hat Trick, my cumming at least once in her three available orifices, she said, “Jack, I love fucking you.  I get a delicious turn on knowing that a man who knows my husband is fucking me on a regular basis, but you do know that I’m doing it for the money, right?”
 
    
 
   “I’m shocked Sally Ann.  I thought it was my manly charm and my ability as a stud.”
 
    
 
   She laughed, “That too.  My point is that I’m in this for the money, not the love or lust.  I’m not a stupid bimbo Jack and I know that there is more going on with this weird marriage of yours than you want people to know.  The “can’t have sex for medical reasons” is just so much bullshit because I’ve seen your wife and that obnoxious nigger going at it.  Whatever is going on, it is obvious that you and your wife don’t want people to know about it.  We need to discuss this Jack and we need to talk money.”
 
    
 
   The next event took place three weeks later.  I received a call from Brian Moser asking me to have lunch with him.  He got right to the point.
 
    
 
   “For some time now I have suspected that your marriage to Gloria Stearns is a sham.  I have always believed that she paid you to be her husband in name only so she could cheat the various charities and foundations out of the money that her father intended them to have.  Now I have positive information that this is true.  I know that you have been paid two point five million to take part in this sham.”
 
    
 
   I started to say something but he cut me off.
 
    
 
   “Don’t bother trying to deny it because I wouldn’t believe you anyway.  The point is that I have enough proof to go to into court and show that Gloria Stearns is trying to defraud the Clayton Foundation and several other worthy charities.  The purpose of this meeting is to get you on board.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come, come Jack, you aren’t stupid.  My informant wants five million to testify to the scheme in court and while I personally believe that what he has to say is sufficient for my foundation to win I don’t like taking chances.  If I have you on the stand telling the story it would be a slam-dunk.  I’d rather give you the five million and have a sure thing than give it to my informant and have an uncertain outcome.”
 
    
 
   “Let me see if I have this straight Mr. Moser.  You will pay me five million dollars to get up on the witness stand and testify that my marriage to Gloria is phony?”
 
    
 
   “That’s it in a nutshell Jack.”
 
    
 
   “Well I’m sorry Mr. Moser, but that would be lying under oath and I can’t do that.  Sorry.”  I got up and left him sitting there.
 
    
 
   Three weeks later Gloria was served papers.  She was being sued by six foundations and three charities.
 
    
 
   “Oh shit!  What do I do now?”
 
    
 
   “You get a good lawyer and you fight them.  You take advantage of the time it takes a case to get to court and you use that time to get yourself pregnant.”
 
    
 
   “Pregnant?  Good God, are you crazy.  Get pregnant at a time like this?”
 
    
 
   “What better time?  You have to have a child to meet the terms of your fathers will anyway so do it now.”
 
    
 
   “But I didn’t plan on having the baby until we got closer to the five years.”
 
    
 
   “Things change Glory.”
 
    
 
   “No Jack, no.  It is out of the question.”
 
    
 
   “Think about it Glory.  You have a completely valid marriage certificate following a wedding performed by an ordained minister and witnessed by over two hundred people.  What you don’t have is any way to prove that the marriage was ever consummated.  They will contend in court that it is a marriage in name only and that you and I conspired to defraud those charities by having a phony marriage.  They will not believe either one of us when we say that we have a marriage that is complete in all aspects including sex.  If you are pregnant you take that argument away from them.  The only thing that they can claim then is that the child is not mine and a DNA test will shoot that argument down.”
 
    
 
   “What you have to do is sit down, plot out your cycle and figure out when you are at your most fertile time and then for a week before and a week after we will fuck like bunnies.  Only one thing.  Don’t let Jumal know what we are doing because I don’t trust him not to try and interfere.  It will be an ego thing with him.  Maybe what we need to do is have you leave on a business trip of some sort and a day or two later I can meet you.”
 
    
 
   “God Jack, I don’t know.  I’m not ready.  I knew I was going to have to do it, but I thought that I had lots of time yet.”
 
    
 
   “Well, it is your money Glory, at least until the trial.”
 
    
 
   It was stupid of me, but hey, it happens to almost everyone sooner or later.  I fell in love.  What was bad was that it was with my wife; the wife who was going to say goodbye to me when the five years were up.
 
    
 
   Gloria decided that I was right and that she needed to move up her timetable for having a baby.  She also agreed with me that it would be wise not to let Jumal know.  The reason I gave her (his ego) for keeping him in the dark wasn’t my real reason, but Gloria didn’t know that and what’s more, I couldn’t let her find out the real reason.  Gloria told Jumal that she had to go to Denver for business and would be gone for five days.  The next day she caught a flight for Palm Springs.  I waited a day and then I left for a business trip to Atlanta where I caught  a flight to the Springs.
 
    
 
   The next six days were spent lying beside a pool and taking the sun during the day and enjoying the Palm Springs nightlife at night.  And of course there was the sex.  We made love on the average of five times a day.  I knew that the sex, as enjoyable as it was and as much as Gloria seemed to enjoy it, was for the sole purpose of having the baby she needed to meet the terms of her father’s will.  And I also knew that she felt guilty that she was doing it behind Jumal’s back. 
 
    
 
    Still, even knowing all that, I found that she could be passionate, inventive, and at times insatiable.  She never got tired of my eating her pussy and always wanted me to start out our lovemaking sessions by doing it.  She went crazy when I ate her after cumming in her; something that I had been reluctant to do until she pointed out that the stuff I could get to wasn’t going to go any farther into her anyway.  She was smart, beautiful, and witty and by the end of our time alone with each other she owned me, body and soul.
 
    
 
   Six days was all Gloria could arrange to be away from work and so our sexual meetings had to take place after we got back home.  To keep Jumal in the dark as to what we were doing, even though it tore Gloria up to do it, we fucked on either her desk or mine at work after everyone else had gone home and we did it every day right up to the day she told me that she was pregnant.   
 
    
 
   That news triggered the one thing that I knew would make her hate me forever.  I remembered her telling me that by the end of the five years I might have grown to hate the very sight of her, but I had never suspected that it would be the other way round.  What I did, I did for her, but I could not tell her that or why I did it, at least not then.  The night after she told me she was pregnant I walked into her office at quitting time with a bottle of champagne and two glasses.  I popped the cork and filled the two glasses and handed Gloria one of them.
 
    
 
   “Here is a toast to the mother to be and to a healthy child.”
 
    
 
   We clicked glasses and then we sat there and sipped the bubbly until the bottle was empty and then I called for the limo and we left the office.  By the time I helped her in the car the Special K had taken effect and Gloria was almost out of it.  
 
    
 
   “Here Glory, drink this, it will make you feel better” and I helped her drink the glass of water with the tab of Ecstasy in it.  I told Mack, our chauffeur, to drop us at the downtown Hilton and then to take the rest of the night off.  I got Gloria on the elevator and up to the seventh floor and when I knocked on the door it was opened by a tall good-looking black man.  Dave and I had been frat brothers in college and I had arranged with him to do me this special favor.
 
    
 
   For the next five hours I walked around taking pictures with a digital camera and shooting video as Dave and five of his friends fucked the living shit out of my wife.  They used her every way that six men could use a woman and I got more than a dozen pictures of her with three men in her at one time.  By the end of the second hour Gloria was begging and pleading with the men to fuck her and she was sucking cocks as fast as they went limp to get them back up again.  At the end of the five hours the only man in the room that still had a hard cock was me.  None of the other six could get it up again no matter how much Gloria begged, pleaded or worked with her hands and mouth to make it happen.
 
    
 
   As Dave left he said, “I hope it works out for you bud.  I know you told me why and I know you only expect it to happen the once, but if the lady has developed a taste for it, don’t forget me.”
 
    
 
   Gloria was crying and whining as the six men left and she crawled across the floor to me and tried to pull my zipper down, but I pushed her away.  I had the hard on of all hard ons and I wanted to make love – not fuck, but make love – to Gloria in the worst way, but I couldn’t.  I just couldn’t do it because as stupid as it may have sounded, it wouldn’t have been right.  I pulled Gloria over to the bed and I lay down and pulled her close to me and held her tightly until she fell asleep.
 
    
 
   I woke up in pain. As soon as I was awake I saw Gloria swinging a table lamp at me and from the way I felt she had already connected with it several times.  I rolled away from her and got off the bed and when she followed me and swung again I caught her arms and wrestled the table lamp away from her.  I didn’t bother to ask her why she was doing what she was doing because I already knew and I knew that from her standpoint I deserved it.  As I held her she kicked and screamed at me and one of her knees caught my nut sack and I fell back onto the bed.  I had both hands covering the jewels and I was wincing in pain when she went over to her purse and got out something.  She came back, climbed on the bed and sat on me.
 
    
 
   “You rotten mother fucking bastard.  It is there because of you, you miserable cock sucker so you better get all of it out” and then she spun around into a sixty-nine position, grabbed my cock and I felt something cold against it.  She sat down on my face and shoved her cum filled pussy right up against my mouth.  “You better get every last drop out of me you bastard or I will saw your cock off” and I felt cold steel against my dick.
 
    
 
   I fought off the nausea caused by the shot to my balls and went after Gloria’s cunt like my life depended on my doing what she wanted which, of course, it did.  I was so into saving my cock that I don’t even know when it was that her hands let go of my dick and she started wailing and having orgasms, but I eventually became aware that I seemed to be out of danger.  By then the guilt I had felt over doing to her what I had done took over and I considered that getting every drop of cum out of Gloria would be partial penance.  I stayed after her pussy until she fell back on the bed exhausted from the strength of her orgasms.
 
    
 
   I quickly got off the bed, dressed and got out of the room and went down to the lobby and caught a cab.  I had it take me cross-town to another hotel where I checked in for a two-day stay and then I went to the room and fell asleep.  It was a Saturday so I had two days before I had to go to work and face Gloria.  Two days to plan on what to say to her without really saying anything to her at all.  I couldn’t tell her why I had done it; there just wasn’t anyway I would be able to convince her of the truth – that I had done it for her – without telling her why it was for her benefit.  She just couldn’t know, at least not yet.
 
    
 
   I was spared having to talk with Gloria on Monday.  She didn’t come to work and she didn’t ask to speak to me when she called in.  I figured that the best thing for me to do was stay in my hotel room for a couple of more days and that night, after work, I went back and registered for two more days.  The next morning Gloria called me in her office.
 
    
 
   “Where have you been?”
 
    
 
   “Staying at a hotel.”
 
    
 
   “That won’t do.  With the court case coming up now more than ever we must keep up appearances.  I shudder to think of what the opposition would make of your staying in a hotel if they found out.  I can’t stand the sight of you, but I need you to be around me.  We will try and act like the loving couple that we are supposed to be.  When we are alone just stay out of my way and stay out of my sight.”
 
    
 
   Under the circumstances I didn’t feel comfortable being in the house.  With the exception of going home for lunch and letting Sally Ann fuck me silly I stayed away as much as I could.  I took up activities that would keep me out of the house.  I joined clubs, took up bowling and signed up to bowl in three leagues.  I was gone so often the Gloria called me into her office and complained. 
 
    
 
   “You aren’t living up to your end of the bargain Jack.  I need you to be seen in public with me.  It doesn’t look right for me to show up at a charity dinner alone because you are off somewhere bowling or some such thing.”
 
    
 
   “Our deal didn’t say anything about my not having a life until after our divorce Gloria”
 
    
 
   “That isn’t the point Jack.  I need you with me so that there won’t be any doubts raised.”
 
    
 
   “When we are in public I am loving and attentive and your swelling belly attests to the fact that we are a loving couple.”
 
    
 
   She stared at me for a minute and then she said, “What went wrong Jack?  What poisoned you against me?  What made you do that despicable thing that you did to me?”
 
    
 
   “You’ll know soon enough Gloria.  You won’t like it, but you will know.”
 
    
 
   I’d been expecting it so the shock on Gloria’s face when Jumal got up on the witness stand and blew the whistle on Gloria’s plan didn’t surprise me.
 
    
 
   “That bastard!  He slept in my bed last night and he does this to me today?  I thought he loved me.”
 
    
 
   “You never should have told him that you weren’t going to marry him after you divorced me.”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “If you didn’t marry him he couldn’t get access to your money so he decided to settle for the five million that Moser offered him”
 
    
 
   “What?  What the hell are you talking about?”
 
    
 
   “Oh grow up Gloria.  The love of your life just sold you down the river.  You think he did it because he saw it as his civic duty?  He got paid Gloria, or he thinks he is getting paid.  If Moser made Jumal the same deal he offered me, Jumal is expecting five million dollars for his testimony, but I don’t think he is smart enough to know that Moser is going to stiff him if the foundation doesn’t win.”
 
    
 
   “What deal?  What the hell is going on here Jack?”
 
    
 
   “Just be patient Gloria, you’ll see.”
 
    
 
   Gloria’s lawyer got up to cross-examine Jumal.  “Mr. Washington, are you being paid for your testimony here today?”
 
    
 
   “No, of course not.”
 
    
 
   “You are telling me that you are not being paid five million dollars to sit on this stand and tell this story?  Think very carefully before you answer Mr. Washington.  You are under oath and there are severe penalties for perjury.”
 
    
 
   Jumal was starting to sweat.  How could the lawyer know the exact amount?  He looked over at the table where Moser and his lawyers were sitting.
 
    
 
   “Come now Mr. Washington, no need to look over to that table for guidance, yes or no, are you being paid five million dollars for your testimony?”
 
    
 
   There were a bunch of objections, but the judge told Jumal to answer the question so he did and being Jumal he lied, “No I am not.”
 
    
 
   Next came a bunch of people who testified about the will, its provisions, what they believed the intentions of Gloria’s father to be and things along those lines.  We broke for lunch and as I ate mine Gloria fidgeted and poked at her salad.
 
    
 
   “How can you eat at a time like this?  I thought what you did to me was bad enough, but this, this is just unbelievable.  That bastard sold me out.  I’m toast.”
 
    
 
   “It ain’t over until the fat lady sings Gloria.”
 
    
 
   “Oh bullshit Jack.  My whole world is going to disappear and you just sit around saying don’t worry, be happy.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, you win, life as you know it is over.  Which, by the way is true, life as you knew it is over, but that doesn’t mean that the life you will have left will be without your money.”
 
    
 
   “Just what the hell does that mean Jack?”
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t matter what we do to defuse Jumal’s testimony, the fact still remains that he was your lover and he can tell enough that people will be able to check on things and verify some of it.  You are a cheating wife.  Your social circle will know that you had a nigger for a lover.  You have been unfaithful to your husband and all of that is going to be public knowledge after this trial whether you win or lose.  So yes Gloria, life as you knew it is over.   Your real friends will rally around you and the ones that aren’t worth a shit will avoid you like the plague.  The best thing for you to do now is get your chin up, hold your head up high and get on with it.”
 
    
 
   Court reconvened and it was our turn.  Our lawyer called witnesses who testified as being present at our wedding.  The minister was called and verified that he was ordained and authorized to perform marriages in our state and that he had performed ours after being given a copy of a legitimate marriage license.  The next witness called was me.
 
    
 
   “Only a few questions for you Mr. Stanton.  Is your marriage to Gloria Sterns a sham?”
 
    
 
   “Absolutely not.”
 
    
 
   “You are not merely a husband in name only?  You do in fact perform your husbandly duties?”
 
    
 
   “Yes I do.  You may notice that my wife is seven months pregnant.”
 
    
 
   “Yes I have noticed that and so I will ask you the question that the plaintiff’s lawyer is sure to ask.  Are you sure that the child that Mrs. Stanton is carrying is yours?”
 
    
 
   “Easy enough to check in this day and age, what with DNA tests available, but yes, I am sure that the child is mine.”
 
    
 
   “One last question Mr. Stanton.  Do you love your wife?”
 
    
 
   “Yes I do.”
 
    
 
   Then it was Moser’s lawyers turn.  “Mr. Stanton, I’ll be brief.   You have testified that you love your wife.  You can say that even though Mr. Washington has been on the stand and testified to having a long standing affair with her?”
 
    
 
   “Yes I can.”
 
    
 
   “Frankly Mr. Stanton, you will have to forgive my saying that I don’t believe you and if I don’t believe you how can you expect the other members of this court to believe you?”
 
    
 
   “Neither you or any other member of this court knows the reason for my wife’s infidelity.  Mr. Washington was blackmailing her and I expect that Mr. Moser and his foundation had a hand in it.  I won’t say that things are perfect between us right now, but I expect that we will work things out.”
 
    
 
   There was an uproar and a lot of gavel pounding before things settled down.  The lawyers were called to the bench for a side bar and when it was over Moser’s lawyer came back to me.
 
    
 
   “Mr. Stanton, you are aware that false statements can lead to civil penalties are you not?”
 
    
 
   “I am.”
 
    
 
   “You have just accused Mr. Moser and his foundation of possibly taking part in an illegal act.  Knowing that there are penalties for making those kinds of false statements would you like to retract that statement?”
 
    
 
   “No, of course not.  I do not believe that it is a coincidence that Mr. Washington was blackmailing my wife for something that happened at a Clayton Foundation dinner and that he is here now testifying on behalf of the Clayton Foundation.  I believe that what happened at that dinner was a set up and I believe that officers of that foundation, of which Mr. Moser is one, had a hand in it.”  
 
    
 
   “And would you like to explain to this court just how The Clayton Foundation had a hand in this so called blackmail scheme?”
 
    
 
   “My wife attended one of their social functions and someone slipped date rape drugs in her drink.  Sometime during the evening she was photographed in several sexually compromising positions and two weeks after the affair Mr. Washington showed up with the photos and began making demands.  Because of my wife’s social position she did not feel that she could let those photos become public so she foolishly gave into Mr. Washington’s demands which, unfortunately, included a demand for sexual favors as well as money.  Unfortunately I knew none of this until Mr. Washington took the stand.  My wife confessed and explained what had happened to me at lunch today.”
 
    
 
   “But you have no proof of this do you?”
 
    
 
   “No, I don’t, at least not tying the foundation to it, but I do have the photos that Mr. Washington gave my wife when he approached her to blackmail her.”
 
    
 
   “All right, let us move to something else.  Have you been paid to be your wife’s husband?”
 
    
 
   “Define the word “paid”.”
 
    
 
   “Very well.  Are you getting something for being your wife’s husband?”
 
    
 
   “Yes I am.”
 
    
 
   “Frankly sir, I never expected you to admit it.  Would you please tell the court what you receive for being her husband?”
 
    
 
   “Smiles, hugs and kisses, love and affection, companionship and she spoils me rotten.”
 
    
 
   “Very clever Mr. Stanton.  Have you not been paid two and a half million dollars to be her husband for five years?”
 
    
 
   “I have not.”
 
    
 
   “What would you say if I told you I have proof that it is in fact true?”
 
    
 
   “I would say that you manufactured that proof at the same time that you paid Mr. Washington five million to get on the witness stand and perjure himself.  What is more, I have proof.  Well, actually it is indirect proof, but proof to any thinking person just the same.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t believe that I have ever heard of the concept of indirect proof.  What pray tell might that be?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll answer your question with a question.  If you had 2 and a half million in your left hand and five million in your right and you were told you could have one or the other, which one would you take?”
 
    
 
   “The five of course.  Any sane person who make that choice.”
 
    
 
   “So, if I had been paid two and a half million to be a phony husband I would have to had been either stupid or insane to turn down the five million Brian Moser offered me to get on the stand and say that my marriage was a fake, now wouldn’t I?”
 
    
 
   There was a lot of yelling, gavel pounding, finger pointing and threats of being sued until I produced the tape I had made of my meeting with Moser.  Gloria won hands down and the judge told Moser that he was going to recommend to the District Attorney that Moser be tried for a half a dozen different charges.  Unfortunately the tapes didn’t give a name to the informant that Moser referred to even though everyone knew it had to be Jumal so, since there was no proof, he skated on the deal.
 
    
 
   The ride home was silent until we were almost in the driveway.  Gloria had stared at me most of the way home and finally she said, “The blackmail photos that you said you had were the ones from that night weren’t they?”
 
    
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
     “You knew that far ahead of time what Jumal was going to do?”
 
    
 
   “Yes I did.  I knew that I had to have a way to diffuse his testimony about your continued affair with him and that it had to be real enough to pass examination if it had to be produced in court.  The only way to make it real enough was to make it real.”
 
    
 
   “But how did you know?”
 
    
 
   “You owe Sally Ann big time for that and I did tell her that you would see to it that she got a large bonus when the dust settled.”
 
    
 
   I told her how Sally Ann had found out about how the medical story was bogus, how she had overheard Jumal on the telephone offering to sell us out for a price and I told her about being in the den when she and Jumal had the argument.
 
    
 
   “I put them all together and when Moser called me and asked me to have lunch with him I knew what was happening and I wore a tape recorder to the meeting to see if I could get him to commit on tape.”
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me Jack?  Why did you let me suffer all these months thinking that I was going to lose everything?”
 
    
 
   “I didn’t trust you Glory.”
 
    
 
   “You didn’t trust me?  Just what the fuck does that mean?”
 
    
 
   “I put that poorly.  What I meant is that I did not trust you not to act like a love-sick female.”
 
    
 
   “You keep digging your hole deeper Jack.  Just what does that mean?”
 
    
 
   “It means that I knew Jumal was selling you out and I remembered our first dinner together on the night you offered me the deal.  Your exact words were, “Love is blind Jack.  I adore him.  It doesn’t matter what he does I’ll find excuses for him.”  If I told you what I knew you would have said, “Bullshit Jack” and you would have run to him with my “ridiculous” story.  He would have called Moser and they would have known that we were on to them.  The only way my tape was going to work was if they never saw it coming.”
 
    
 
   “You could have at least shared it with our lawyer.”
 
    
 
   “He is your lawyer Glory, not mine, and the same thing that I didn’t want to happen would have happened.  I tell him.  He discusses it with you, you confront me and then run to Jumal.”
 
    
 
   She stared at me in silence for several moments and then said, “Why did you do it Jack?  Why did you pass on five million just to two and a half?”
 
    
 
   “You still don’t get it do you Glory?  As bright as you are and as good a businessperson as you are and you still don’t get it.  I would have thought that your father would have passed it on to you in his genes.  Think on it Glory; think on it and see what you come up with.  I’m going to bed now.  We need to get up early tomorrow.  This court thing has kept us away from the office for too long and the work is piling up.  Goodnight.”
 
    
 
   As I walked toward my room she called out, “Jack.”  I turned and she said, “Thank you Jack, thank you for everything.”  I smiled at her, turned and went to my room.
 
    
 
   I was surprised when about two hours later Gloria came into my room.  Mostly I was surprised because she didn’t wake me up by stroking my cock like she usually did.  This time she woke me up with a blow job.  When she had me awake she said, “I’m keyed up.  I need to take the edge off.  I don’t have anything in me this time, but you think you could see your way clear to eat me anyway?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I think that I could do that.”
 
    
 
   I went to work on her and I went slow and easy so she could relax, but she really didn’t want to relax - to take the edge off – and her hands dug into my hair and she pulled me to her and started to moan.  It began as a low hiss, “Yesyesyesyesssssss” and rose to an “oh god oh god oh god” and then became a “fuck me fuck me fuck me, oh god please fuck me.”  I did, but it was awkward for me at first.  Once we knew Gloria was pregnant we stopped having sex so I had never made love to her with her big belly.  I finally figured out what to do and I got the job done and then Gloria surprised me again – she laid down next to me, snuggled up and went to sleep.
 
    
 
   When I woke up in the morning Gloria was awake, lying on her side, leaning on an elbow and looking down at me while she stroked my cock.
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Last night I get head, pussy and a partner to snuggle up to and this morning, unless I’m greatly mistaken, I’m going to get laid again.”
 
    
 
   “A girl gets horny when she’s knocked up.  You just happen to have the equipment needed to take care of the problem.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t resist; I just had to say it, “You seem to have gotten over Jumal pretty quick.  I expected you to take to your room and cry your eyes out for a week.”
 
    
 
   “I probably would have if he had left me for another woman or if I had come home and found him in bed with Sally Ann.  But the cold way it happened, in my bed making love to me and not eight hours later he’s in court shooting me through the grease tended to kill things quickly.  Oh look, I think he’s ready to play.  You are going to play, aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   “You are one of a kind Jack, when they made you, they broke the mold.”
 
    
 
   We were in the car on the way to work when she said that.
 
    
 
   “How so?”
 
    
 
   “I thought about what you said and I finally figured it out.  Loyalty.  That and the fact that you gave your word.  Honesty and truthfulness are the watch words, right Jack?”
 
    
 
   All I could do was shrug my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “Anyone else would have taken the five million and run with it.  What I don’t understand is how you can be that way and then lie under oath in court.” 
 
    
 
    “I didn’t lie in court.”
 
    
 
   “Sure you did.  The man flat out asked you if you had been paid two and a half million to pretend to be my husband and you said no.”
 
    
 
   “That wasn’t a lie.”
 
    
 
   “Sure it was.”
 
    
 
   “No Gloria, it wasn’t.  We were in a court of law and in court a word means just what it means.  His question was “have you been paid.”  I don’t get the money until the five years is up.  If his question had been “Are you going to be paid” and I answered no then I would have been lying.”
 
    
 
   She was silent for several miles and then she said, “What about the other?”
 
    
 
   “What other?”
 
    
 
   “Do you love your wife” was as direct a question as you could get and you said yes.”
 
    
 
   “I did, didn’t I?”
 
    
 
   “Well?”
 
    
 
   “Well what?”
 
    
 
   “That was a lie.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her for several seconds and then I turned and looked out the window as I said, “No, no it wasn’t.”
 
    
 
   She stared at me for several very long moments and then in almost a whisper, “Oh. Oh Sweet Jesus.”
 
    
 
   The work had piled up while I had been spending time on our court case and the day went quickly as I dug into it.  Gloria had her plate full too and we worked through lunch and we didn’t talk again until the ride home that night.  We were no sooner in the limo than she put the divider up and said, “You said you loved me.  How can you square that against what you had done to me in that hotel room.”
 
    
 
   “Tina Turner has a song about that.  It’s called “What’s Love Got To Do With It.”
 
    
 
   “Must you always speak in riddles Jack?  Can’t you just give me a straight answer for a change?”
 
    
 
   “Not a riddle Gloria.  You didn’t hire me to love you.  You hired me to see to it that you got thirty-one million dollars.  Five hours in a hotel room with six guys was a small price to pay for such a large return on investment, especially since you so obviously had a good time.  Fortunately we didn’t have to use those photos in court to smear Jumal, but I had to be ready just in case.”
 
    
 
   She was quiet almost all the rest of the way home and as we pulled into the drive she said, “What are you going to do about Sally Ann?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  Now that she knows all about the arrangement you had with Jumal I suppose I can start having her over in the evenings if she can get away.  That way I won’t have to miss so much work. 
 
    
 
   Why?”
 
    
 
   “We really don’t need her anymore.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?”
 
    
 
   “Well for one thing I’ve already told you how horny that being pregnant makes me and you did say in court that you handle your husbandly duties.”
 
    
 
   “Are you asking me to be your real husband?”
 
    
 
   “You are my real husband Jack.  The paperwork isn’t fake and neither was the wedding ceremony.  I am legally Gloria Marcella Stanton and all I’m saying is that it is time for me for me to be a proper wife to you.”
 
    
 
   “What happens after the baby arrives and all those scrambled hormones that are making you horny level out?”
 
    
 
   “It won’t change anything Jack, we will still be married.”
 
    
 
   “What happens at the end of the five years?”
 
    
 
   “That will be your choice Jack.”
 
    
 
   “You sure about this?”
 
    
 
   “Never been more sure of anything in my life.  I have an honest to god Knight in Shining Armor and I’d be a fool to let him get away.”
 
    
 
   “Okay.  We will settle up with Sally Ann and give her a nice bonus for alerting us to what was coming and then I guess we will just see what happens.”
 
    
 
   “You want me to move to your room or will you move to mine?”
 
    
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    
 
   “Men sometimes have ego problems Jack.  Can you handle sleeping in the bed where I spent so much time with Jumal?”
 
    
 
   “Look at it as my claiming my territory after driving him from it.”
 
    
 
   “Oh Jack, you are such a romantic.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   She filled my coffee cup and I mumbled thanks.  It took me a moment to notice that she hadn’t taken the pot and moved to another table.  I looked up at her and she knew what I was thinking.  
 
    
 
   “Just curious,” she said. “Every morning you come in here and it’s the same thing.  Several cups of coffee while you read the morning paper and eat your breakfast and then you take that pad out of your briefcase and write on it for a half or so while you drink more coffee.  What are you writing?” 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know you well enough to tell you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh come on.  I’ve been pouring your coffee and serving you breakfast for over five years now.  It doesn’t make us the best of friends but it ain’t chopped liver.”
 
    
 
   “If I tell you, you are liable to think I am a pervert.”
 
    
 
   Debbie laughed. “Honey, I know perverts - I’m married to one, and you would have a long way to go to even come close to matching him.”
 
    
 
   “Really?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, really.”
 
    
 
   “I write erotic stories and post them on an Internet site.”
 
    
 
   “No kidding?”
 
    
 
   “No kidding.”
 
    
 
   Debbie pointed to my legal pad and asked, “Is that one?”
 
    
 
   I nodded my head yes and she asked, “What’s it about?”
 
    
 
   I handed her the legal pad and she sat down on the other side of the both and started to read.  Once or twice she stopped reading and looked over at me before going back to the story.
 
    
 
   When Debbie was done, she handed the pad back to me. “That’s wild.  I know her.”
 
    
 
   “Know who?”
 
    
 
   “The woman in the story - I know her - I went to high school with her.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks, I needed that.”
 
    
 
   “Needed what?”
 
    
 
   “Positive reinforcement.  A lot of what I write sounds hokey to some people, but what makes a story work for me is if at least one person can read it and identify with it or part of it.”
 
    
 
   “Where do you get your material?”
 
    
 
   “Some of it comes from personal experience, some comes from hearing people talk about their experiences and some of it comes out of thin air.”
 
    
 
   “Out of thin air?  How is that?”
 
    
 
   “Well, you just gave me a story and you didn’t know it.”
 
    
 
   “Me?  I gave you a story?”
 
    
 
   “Sure. Here, let me show you.”
 
    
 
   I took my pad and flipped to an empty page and started writing.
 
    
 
   OUTLINE
 
   -Breakfast at restaurant.
 
   -Waitress comments on fact I’m always writing.
 
   -Tell her about erotic stories, wants to know where they come from.
 
   -A. Personal exp.
 
   -B. Listening to others.
 
   -C. Out of thin air.
 
   -STORY
 
   -Needs a hook.
 
   -A. She gets interested and wants to tell me about stuff that has happened to her.
 
   -B.  She gets turned on and wants to have fling and have me write about it.
 
   -C.  Need to talk to my sister/ girlfriend/cousin because she could really tell me stories.
 
   -D.  Need to get together with other waitress, she’s a slut and could tell you some stories.
 
    
 
   Need to work on it - pay more attention to what goes on in restaurant.  Might get an idea.
 
    
 
   I handed the pad back to Debbie and she read it.  I saw a small smile develop and then she looked up at me.  “C and D would work.  My sister could tell you stuff that would curl your hair and Jen on afternoons is a perfect fit for D.  My favorites are A and B, but I can’t make up my mind about that.  Hang on to your outline and I’ll get back to you.”
 
    
 
   I tossed the outline into my briefcase with a dozen others and forgot about it.
 
    
 
   The next day was Saturday and I never stopped for breakfast on weekends and Debbie was off on Mondays so I didn’t see her again until Tuesday.  I was drinking coffee and reading the Sports section of the paper when Debbie slid into the booth across from me.
 
    
 
   “What about a combination of A and B?”
 
    
 
   I put the paper down, “What?”
 
    
 
   “The outline, what if you combined A and B?  The idea would be to start out telling about experiences that happened and then have it lead into a fling.”
 
    
 
   Debbie was right.  That would work better than either A or B standing alone.  “Who do you see as the girl?  Your sister, cousin or Jen from afternoons?”
 
    
 
   “No silly, me!  I’m thinking of me.”
 
    
 
   “You aren’t serious?”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Hungry For More.
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   WANT FREE COPIES OF MY BOOKS?
 
   Just visit my blog and download free copies of my books:
 
   awesomeauthors.org/justplainbob
 
    
 
   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.
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon. I would really appreciate your honest reviews, too!
 
    
 
   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!
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob
 
   justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   You may also like the books by these authors:
 
    
 
   *****
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   It took only a few seconds to get off the main beach and into the scrubby bushes behind.  My ‘new friend’ whom I was dreading meeting had seen us make our decision to follow and had moved several yards further ahead as we approached.  Maybe thirty seconds after that (I had lost my sense of time, anyway) as we followed I was hoping the ground would swallow me.  But it didn’t, and we met up with him as he waited in a little sandy clearing, stopping a few feet apart.  Then he greeted us.
 
 
   “Hello.  It is nice to meet you both.  I am Anton.” He had a well-modulated voice with a mid-European lilt, where “is” sounded more like “eeze”.  This quite ordinary, non-confronting greeting quite disarmed my panic, or perhaps sneaked past it, and I found myself responding with part of my brain essentially on automatic pilot while another part couldn’t help but have a sense of the surreal.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, hello.  Nice to meet you, too.  Um..., I’m Jan and this is Larry.” After a moment’s pause, I added because of habit, but for no especially useful reason, “My husband.”              
 
 
   Larry was holding my hand as we stood there in the little clearing, probably looking like startled, nude statues.  Anton looked much more relaxed than I felt, with his towel draped over one arm, as he went on.  “Thank you for introducing yourselves by name.  People do not always do that.”              
 
 
   “That’s OK,” said Larry, probably being as mystified as I was at the remark.  I shrugged as if to indicate it was no big deal.  
 
    
 
   “I have not seen you here before,” Anton continued.  
 
    
 
   “It’s our first visit,” I said.  “The beach is lovely.  Do you come here often?”  As those banal words left my lips I was acutely conscious that I didn’t know what to say in this weird situation.  Fortunately I didn’t need to, as the conversation flowed ahead following Anton’s lead.
 
 
   “Yes, it is a favourite place for me.” Again, the ‘eeze’ pronunciation struck me.  “Sometimes I meet my friends here.  Sometimes I make new friends.  It is a friendly place.”              
 
 
   “It seems to be,” Larry contributed, but then stopped, taking the conversation no further.  
 
    
 
   Anton paused and making a sweeping gesture that took in everything and nothing at the same time said, “Perhaps you are here also for the pleasures?”              
 
 
   “Pleasures?” I responded, lamely, with what must have been a quizzical look on my face.  The way he said ‘the’ pleasures was quaint but mystifying for a few more seconds until I got the drift of his hint.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, some people come here for pleasures with others.  Before, on the sand, as I watched you, it was a pleasure.  Thank you.”              
 
 
   I had been a bit slow to catch on, but at that moment I suddenly ‘got it’.  This was what visitors to this beach do when they come here for exactly what Larry and I had come for.  They either know each other already or look for hints and signals before sounding each other out in just this way.  As this was sinking in, Anton added, “Perhaps you and your husband want to share pleasures?  It is quite customary here.”              
 
 
   Yes.  There it was.  An invitation to do what we had planned for but didn’t really think (or, at least, I didn’t) would actually happen.  Larry, who gave every indication of not having ‘got it’ yet was no help, saying, “Errr, ummm…”  
 
    
 
   I was unsure of what to say next myself and must have looked flustered when Anton continued, “I see I may have offended or mistaken you.  If so, I apologise.  Perhaps you would prefer.....”              
 
 
   He was probably going to say that he should withdraw when I found my voice and confidence.  It struck me that this seemingly very nice (and, I must say, attractive) man had done nothing that he should apologise for.  On the contrary, he really was shaping up to be quite charming.  I suddenly felt that I was the one who should apologise to him for the fact that he now felt at a disadvantage he didn’t deserve.  He had sent out a ‘signal’ which I had responded to and, in fact, encouraged.              
 
 
   “No, no.  Not at all,” I found myself saying.  “Larry and I are not offended, are we honey?” Being so far unimpressed with Larry’s verbal contribution to this whole situation, and him being fairly light on impromptu repartee at any time, I pressed on without waiting for him to reply.  “We thought there might be some ‘pleasures’ as you put it and, well.....” I paused there, embarrassed, then thought to myself, Oh-what-the-hell, before finishing bravely, “That’s one of the reasons we came here.”
 
 
   There.  I’d said it.  At that moment I wasn’t sure whether I was pleased with myself or terrified of what I may have started.  Both, I think.  Anton smiled broadly.  “That,” (it came out as ‘zat’), “is very good.  Perhaps we could share the pleasures.” I wasn’t sure if that was a statement or a question.
 
    
 
   I looked squarely at Larry for the first time since we had entered this little scrubby clearing, and he looked back at me.  As I raised my eyebrows in an unspoken “Well, what do you think?” gesture, at last he mentally caught up with where Anton and I had arrived some thirty seconds ago.  
 
    
 
   “You mean…?” he said, then trailed off.  He didn’t need to finish the sentence.  I knew that he knew what the question was, and what the answer was, and he knew that I knew he knew.  It’s like that when you’ve been married for as long as we have.  “Sure, that’d be great,” he managed at last, adding “if you’re OK with that, Darl.”              
 
 
   I am surprised now, looking back, that actually I was OK with it; that my initial panic had faded.  Anton didn’t seem threatening. In fact, quite the opposite, with a quiet charm of manner that was engaging.  There was no question he was physically attractive and having overcome my initial fright at the unfolding situation, I remembered with a flash of lust what Larry and I had fantasised about.  I also recalled, as I stood there naked in that scrubby clearing, those couple of minutes of heart-thumping turn-on I had experienced as I watched and flirted with this stranger only a short time ago.
 
    
 
   Arriving at a ‘Hell, why not?’ decision wasn’t to say that I had a clue what to say or do next, or what I would or wouldn’t do next, or what he and Larry would or wouldn’t do next, or would want me to do next.  Anton again took the lead, and charmingly so, putting me at ease.  
 
    
 
   “At this beach, the woman, she is always in charge of the pleasures,” he said.  “It is for you to say.”
 
    
 
   Despite my bravery in getting this far, I was quite unprepared about how to answer that.  I looked once more at Larry who again was no help when Anton continued quite effortlessly and without seeming embarrassment.  
 
    
 
   “Some couples like others to watch them take pleasures.  Jan?  Larry?  Perhaps this is what you want?” 
 
    
 
   I was pretty pathetic in my response as I heard myself saying, “Well, yes, that sounds OK, I suppose.  What do you think, Larry?” 
 
    
 
   Now that he was fully tuned-in, Larry said, “Yeah, I guess that would be fun,” squeezing my hand which he was still holding.  
 
    
 
   I was excited but apprehensive.  What I definitely didn’t want was to have Anton presume I was a shared “pleasure” for both men to have.  That wasn’t part of Larry’s or my mental agenda and I suddenly found myself flustered all over again.  By luck, practice or intuition, I don’t know which, Anton read my mind and saved the moment.  “Jan, do not be concerned.  The woman, she is always in charge here,” he repeated.  “It will be my pleasure to see your pleasure.  I need nothing more.”
 
    
 
   I think at that moment both Larry and I felt quite strange.  This was certainly a new scene for us and whilst we had discussed and, I admit, fantasised about exactly this opportunity, to be watched, we both felt awkward about what to do right now that the moment had come.  It wasn’t as though there was another couple to blend in with, or whose lead we could follow.  It was just us, a couple of would-be exhibitionists who had now the chance to follow through or be sorry what they had wished for.  Larry was, as he told me later, still a little shell shocked that somehow (and, at the time, he still didn’t really know how) we had fallen into this situation and was giving a good impression of being an indecisive, naked dork.  But, as I said, he’s my dork, and I love him, so I just kissed him.  Smack full on the mouth and, pulling back and looking into his face said, “Ok, Mister, if you’re in the mood, so am I.”
 
    
 
   He smiled, and I kissed him again.  He kissed me back with some enthusiasm and as I put my arms around his neck he put his around me, both palms resting on my bottom, pulling me in close.  “God, you’re a sexy creature,” he breathed into my ear as we broke the kiss, adding, “I’m beginning to enjoy this.” 
 
    
 
   I glanced towards Anton, who was smiling at us only a few feet away, and who said, “You are an attractive couple.  Please....  enjoy.”
 
    
 
   It’s hard for me to recount all the details of what happened in the next few minutes in that little, sandy, scrubby clearing just back from the beach on that sunny, amazing, somewhat frightening but exciting afternoon.  I remember it mostly as a blur of eroticism and, yes, plain lust, certainly ranking with the most excitingly sexual, erotic experiences of my life.  To my pleasant surprise, I didn’t feel unsafe at all.  Larry, my lovely dorky but lovable Larry, was there with me.  Anton obviously wasn’t an axe murderer; just a guy wanting to enjoy some ‘pleasures’ with others who wanted to share theirs.  So, it was that I found that it doesn’t take long, only a few tens of seconds indeed, for sexual arousal to set aside inhibitions.  Having made up my mind to do this, I was going to enjoy it, have Larry enjoy it and make it quite a show for our new acquaintance.  
 
 
   Unclasping my hands from behind Larry’s neck, I squatted down in front of him, put one hand behind his buttocks and with the other, guided his pretty-deflated penis into my mouth.  I think it took him by surprise, but I interpreted his sudden “Oh, God, Jan,” as encouragement.  He told me later he was embarrassed to look at Anton at that moment, but put his hands gently on the back of my head as encouragement.  Larry is usually not that quick to get hard, but perhaps the situation or perhaps prior unrequited events in the water contributed to him getting hard, I should say very hard, in less than a minute of my oral attention.  It’s funny looking back - as I say, it is a blur - but I don’t think that, as I was sucking Larry to erection, I was actually thinking about Anton at all.  
 
    
 
   Once he was impressively erect, I popped him out of my mouth and stood up, kissing him again.  One of Larry’s hands found my breast, massaged it, then tweaked the nipple while the other hand was busy stroking my side.  I had gone from zero to fully turned on in what must have only been a couple of minutes and nearly collapsed when Larry took his hand from my breast and moved it down to my pussy, rubbing my lips and slipping a finger across my clit and then inside.              
 
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Naughty Mojo by Leon Randall.
 
    
 
   *****
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   The cafeteria, as expected, was crowded. The queue wasn’t as long as Francis thought as she picked up her tray and joined the end of it. Francis Mann didn’t mind the bustle of the city, coming from the small town of Malden in Essex. She had driven into Chelmsford with her husband, and they had travelled down by train that morning to London. Him to go to work while she went on this shopping expedition. Francis was just past her thirty-ninth birthday, dreading the next one, but was happy that she could still pass for a late twenty-year-old. Her figure, while not exactly hourglass, was still trim in spite of giving birth to a daughter twenty years previously. Her bust was nice and matronly and her legs were still slender that finished down at size five shoes. Ash blonde hair that didn’t seem to need brushing at any time, framed a face once described as beautiful but now called very pretty. The pencilled eyebrows above soft brown eyes that had only a hint of mascara so as not to be distractive, led down to a short, but straight nose above her soft lips.
 
    
 
   Behind her in the queue stood Penelope Swithers, though she always preferred to be known as Penny. She was only out that day because she was bored at home. Home being a house in Knightsbridge, so she hadn’t travelled very far to be in the store. Penny was thirty years old and looked like a model in her trim suit having the figure that you would never see on a catwalk. Top heavy was her own description of herself, but from there down, perfect. She too was blonde, but tending more to the brunette colour than that of Francis before her in the queue. Her face was long but balanced by the wide blue eyes and generous mouth separated by her nose that on a round-faced person would have been large, but suited her perfectly. 
 
    
 
   Francis reached the till and paid for her tea, pastry and small chocolate bar, and moved off. Penny paid for her coffee, a slice of cake and a peach, and followed on through the crowded tables and nearly lost the lot when Francis suddenly stopped to turn round.
 
    
 
   ‘Oh sorry,’ said Francis, seeing the tray Penny was carrying, nearly tilt the contents off. ‘I didn’t realise anyone was behind me. This place is so full I can’t see an empty seat.’
 
    
 
   ‘There’s an empty table over there,’ Penny said, indicating with her chin across the shoulder of Francis.
 
    
 
   ‘Oh you’re right,’ she replied after looking round, ‘let’s grab it quick before anyone else.’
 
    
 
   They moved quickly between the other full tables, neatly swerving around crooked elbows and side stepping the bags and parcels that were in every little aisle. The table was in a corner and had just been vacated, but was still littered with trays and used crockery and other debris.
 
    
 
   ‘Here, hold my tray a moment,’ Penny said, handing her tray to Francis as they reached the table. ‘I’ll clear this off for us.’ 
 
    
 
   Francis stood with both trays in her hands while Penny scooped all the litter onto two of the trays and looking round, but not finding anywhere they could go, gave a grin to Francis and pushed them between the two long flower troughs that bordered the eating area. 
 
    
 
   ‘Let them pick those up later,’ she smiled, taking her tray back and sitting down. Francis pulled out a chair and setting her tray on the table, sat down opposite.
 
    
 
   Two other women saw the table being cleared and both made a beeline for the two vacant seats that were there. The first was Anne Seymour, and apart from her hair being a soft brown, could have been the bookend for Penny, her figure being almost the same. She was big breasted above a trim waist and had long slim legs with well-rounded calves, and like Penny, was only thirty years old.
 
    
 
   ‘May I join you?’ she asked of Francis and Penny, standing by the table.
 
    
 
   ‘By all means,’ Francis replied with a slight wave of the hand, and Anne put her tray down and sat next to her.
 
    
 
   ‘Can I too?’ asked Jane, eyeing the last seat and having heard Anne ask the question.
 
    
 
   ‘Certainly,’ said Penny, removing her handbag from the last chair. With a sigh, Jane gratefully sank down on the seat beside her.
 
    
 
   ‘Hi! I’m so glad to get off my feet. My name’s Jane. Short for Jane,’ she said with a little laugh. ‘Yours?’ was the query left in the air.
 
    
 
   ‘Anne.’
 
    
 
   ‘Francis.’
 
    
 
   ‘Penny.’
 
    
 
   ‘Well it’s nice to meet you. I’ve just had a bellyful of this place. Worse than Epsom on Derby day. Bet you’ve never seen a crowd like this before in here?’ Jane was married to a book-maker, hence her manner of speech and outgoing personality. London born and bred, she oozed the very spirit of a person raised within the sounds of Bow Bells. Short sharp pithy words and quick head movements like a pigeon constantly looking out for signs of danger. Shorter than the others, but not by much. 
 
    
 
   Again, thirty years old, but with her round face framed by her black hair at shoulder length, looked younger, except for the little lines at the corner of the eyes that only another woman would see to guess her age correctly. Her figure was slimmer than the others’ and not quite in proportion having smaller breasts, thicker waist and fuller hips. Too much eating in restaurants or from hot dog stands at racetracks was not a healthy way to eat.
 
    
 
   ‘It is a trifle crowded,’ Anne admitted, sipping her tea, ‘I only came to get out of the house for a while.’
 
    
 
   ‘Me too. All day cooped up, never seeing anyone gets you really depressed,’ replied Penny.
 
    
 
   ‘I can spend all day in the garden and still not see a soul go past,’ chipped in Francis.
 
    
 
   ‘Where do you live then?’ asked Penny.
 
    
 
   ‘Just outside the village of Malden, in Essex,’ she replied.
 
    
 
   ‘An Essex girl!’ sniggered Jane.
 
    
 
   ‘Not at all,’ Francis replied indignantly, ‘I was born in Sussex. My husband was born in Essex though.’
 
    
 
   ‘Do the old jokes apply to them too?’ enquired Penny with a straight face, but a hint of a smile at her lips.
 
    
 
   ‘I think so,’ was the laughing reply, ‘boring, and as much sex appeal as a lamppost,’ nibbling on her pastry.
 
    
 
   ‘That’s the trouble with my husband. Too much sex appeal. I never see the bastard much these days,’ said Penny gloomily, looking down into her empty cup. ‘I wish one of his popsie’s would take him off my hands. The divorce settlement would suit me down to the ground.’
 
    
 
   ‘Well I see mine too much. I’m dragged from racecourse to racecourse. But then, when I don’t go, I hear he has some tart with him. Yes, a divorce settlement would sort me out too!’ Jane put in.
 
    
 
   ‘Humph,’ snorted Anne, ‘if my husband saw another woman, he wouldn’t know what to do. He wouldn’t have the time anyway. You can set your watch by his habits. Divorce would be no good to me, he’s worth more with his life insurance.’
 
    
 
   Pushing her empty plate a little and dabbing at her lips with a tissue, Francis said, ‘I’m in the same boat there, though I’m worth more dead to him than he is to me. Must sort that out one day, then maybe it would be worthwhile having him bumped off!’ She gave a little hiccup. ‘Oh do excuse me,’ she said with a little laugh.
 
    
 
   ‘I wish someone would do that for me,’ Penny said wistfully.
 
    
 
   ‘Kill him you mean?’ asked Jane.
 
    
 
   ‘Why not? He might just as well be dead for what I see of him. Besides, I wouldn’t waste money like he does.’
 
    
 
   ‘I don’t get any money, well not much to speak of. For this shopping trip I have to use a credit card with a limit given me by my husband!’ said Anne.
 
    
 
   ‘That is the limit,’ declared Jane, and then in a musing tone, ‘I could take over the bookmaking and keep all the money myself. Or take in a partner. Perhaps you, Penny. Instead of his slogan, “A pound for a Pound,” we could make it “In for a Penny, in for a Pound.”’ She laughed gaily, and the others did too.
 
    
 
   ‘What about you, Anne?’ asked Penny, ‘No credit card limit. The sky would be the limit.’
 
    
 
   ‘I don’t know,’ she said, absently stirring her spoon round in an empty cup before realising what she was doing, letting the spoon drop clattering into the saucer. ‘It would be foolish to try. You’d be the first suspect after taking out a hefty insurance and then he’s popped off. Well, you know what I mean.’
 
    
 
   ‘Not if you were somewhere else and had a cast iron alibi,’ Jane said. ‘I mean if it looked like he died as a result of an accident.’
 
    
 
   ‘I wouldn’t mind if somebody else did it,’ Anne popped in.
 
    
 
   Jane gave a little flutter of her hands, indicating for the others to lean forward closer. The heads of all four moved closer to the centre of the table as she whispered, ‘What if we got together and did it ourselves? Knock them off at different times, different places, and all that?’ 
 
    
 
   Then they all leaned back and gave serious looks to each other, the silence around the table very deafening within the café’s hubbub. Jane leaned forward again. 
 
    
 
   ‘Let’s not say anymore on this now. What I suggest is that if we are interested, let’s meet again in about a month’s time, say at the wine bar next door for lunch, and then talk? Say about one o’clock?’ 
 
    
 
   She looked at Penny who nodded straight away. Francis, after a slight hesitation, then at Anne, who flushed with the three pairs of eyes on her, and dropping her own eyes, slowly nodded, and so an agreed date and time was set.
 
    
 
   ‘Well,’ Penny said. ‘As I live here in London, shall I book a table for then?’
 
    
 
   ‘Good idea,’ Jane replied.
 
    
 
   ‘My God, is that the time!’ Anne exclaimed. ‘I’ve got to get home. He has to have his dinner on the table at exactly six fifteen.’ As she grabbed at her handbag and carrier bag, Jane caught hold of her wrist.
 
    
 
   ‘Think what it would be like if you didn’t have to rush, ever again,’ she whispered softly, slowly letting go. ‘See you next month?’ 
 
    
 
   ‘Maybe you will,’ she replied, ‘maybe I will see you all. Bye for now.’ Then with a flurry of coat and bag, she left the table and made her way out of the café. 
 
    
 
   ‘I’d better make a move too,’ said Jane, ‘maybe I’ll catch the bastard in bed with one of his tarts and do the job myself.’
 
    
 
   ‘Without the insurance?’ Penny asked.
 
    
 
   ‘You’re right! See you next month then, and, oh,’ she gave a throaty chuckle, ‘I forgot. There’s a horse in the three forty five tomorrow. Put your shirt on it. It’s hot at twenty to one.’ She picked up her things and was just leaving the table.
 
    
 
   ‘What’s the name?’ queried Francis.
 
    
 
   ‘‘Blood Money,’’ Jane laughed as she left.
 
    
 
   ‘Well if that horse comes in I’ll see it as an omen and be here next month,’ Francis said, putting out her hand. Penny took it and said softly, 
 
    
 
   ‘See you next month.’
 
    
 
   Ironically, the horse did win…
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for The Square Circle: Murder Is The Name Of The Game by Amy Redek.
 
    
 
   *****
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   We were married in a small church in the suburbs that had time available the following April.  I met Judy’s family for the first time and I have to say, they were pretty cool toward me.  I wondered why, but Judy dismissed my concerns.  My folks were in good spirits and welcomed Judy to the family.  But again, her parents didn’t seem to warm to my folks either.  
 
    
 
   On the other hand, Judy seemed to be quite friendly with Mike.  Perhaps because he was a professional athlete or maybe they just hit it off.  At least it took some of the pressure off during the reception.  
 
    
 
   We went on a short honeymoon to Victoria and Seattle before coming home and settling down in our rented apartment.  I was working hard to do well in my new sales job and so far, my boss was happy with my results.  I had some objectives to reach this year and by mid-year, I was pretty sure I was going to achieve them.  
 
    
 
   Judy was happy to continue working in the lab.  Her hours were more predictable than mine; seven-thirty am to four pm.  Mine were irregular, often spending four or more hours on the road traveling from customer to customer, arriving home after six pm after battling heavy commuter traffic.
 
    
 
   Life went along quite smoothly for us.  We finally saved enough money to put a down payment on a townhouse in the suburbs and celebrated our third anniversary a week after we moved in.  This would be our stepping-stone to a proper home someday in the future.  
 
    
 
   We talked about starting a family, but Judy was adamant that she didn’t want to do that until we were more financially secure.  She never was able to articulate just when that would be, but since we were both young, not yet twenty-five, there was no panic.
 
    
 
   As with any marriage, things tended to slow down a bit in the sex department.  Before we were married, we were having sex four or five times a week, except when she was having her period.  That dropped to three times weekly after the first three years, and then as time went by, we were down to once or twice a week.  When you’re working as hard as I was, you don’t notice these things right away, but after a while I did, and mentioned it to Judy.
 
    
 
   “Judy, we don’t seem to be making love as often as we used to.  Is there any reason for that?”  I started the conversation after supper one night when we were just sitting quietly on the back balcony of the townhouse.
 
    
 
   “No.  Why would there be?”  The way she answered sounded strange to me.  I suppose defensive, but a bit aggressive too.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  We used to get together at least three times a week, but not lately.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we’re both working hard and after all, you can’t expect us to be full of energy every night.”  Again, I got that slightly aggressive tone.
 
    
 
   “I suppose.  But I do miss it.  Making love to you is something I really enjoy.”  I was trying to make it sound inviting to her.
 
    
 
   “You’ll just have to get used to enjoying it a little less often for now.  I’m not always in the mood, you know.”  I wasn’t getting a very sympathetic hearing.  I decided in the interests of peace that I wouldn’t pursue the matter any further that night.  But, it would get revisited.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Forgetting The Shared Wife by Lee North.
 
    
 
   *****
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   To some people, I guess that you could say that I was born into a life of privilege; a life of financial privilege that is. Dad had made a killing at the very beginning of the computer boom of the early 90’s. I was 6 years old when we moved from the suburbs of Los Angeles to our mansion north east of Seattle. Although we were not as rich as the old money millionaires from out east in the Hamptons, Dad’s wealth was just beginning to amass. By the time I was ten, he was a billionaire several times over.
 
    
 
   Even though our wealth was what you would call “new money”, Mom and Dad quickly settled into the lifestyle of the rich and famous. This meant that we now had maids and butlers to take care of the mansion. We had limos with chauffeurs to take us everywhere and anywhere we wanted at anytime we wanted. My baby sister Phoebe and I even had a nanny. 
 
    
 
   Gracie was only 18 when Dad hired her to be our surrogate mother, so to speak. That was really what she was for us since Mom got so busy with her civic duties and private clubs. From the moment that Dad struck it rich; it was like our parents never again had more than a few minutes alone with us. The both of them did try to compensate for this by throwing money and gifts at Phoebe and me but Gracie who ended up becoming our only adult supervision. 
 
    
 
   At the time, I could never figure out why Gracie stayed with us all these years. From the start, Phoebe was a high maintenance child with an assortment of physical maladies and mental health issues and although I was much better equipped to take care of my own needs, I was an absolute hellion when I was a young preteen. 
 
    
 
   I constantly found little pranks to pull on Gracie. Rearranging furniture in rooms after she had set things right, adding extra soap to the laundry so it would bubble over. Rearranging things on my father’s study desk after she had placed everything exactly the way he wanted them. I could only imagine what hell I put her through back then. After I reached puberty, it got even worse for her. I began peeping on her in the shower and in her bedroom when she was getting dressed. 
 
    
 
   However, by the time I reached high school, it was a little better for her. Phoebe’s psychologist had finally found a combination of medications that made Phoebe much more manageable and I had let up on the pranks. Now, my main interest was finding ways to see Gracie in the nude and taking secret photos of her with either my cell phone or the fancy professional type camera that Mom had given me as a birthday gift. 
 
    
 
   I guess that you could say that I sort of had a crush on my nanny at this point. Although she was twelve years older than me, she was the prettiest woman I had ever seen. Even though I had plenty of girls at school who were willing to throw themselves at me because my father’s wealth, Gracie was the only woman I ever fantasized about. She was the only girl that interested me.
 
    
 
   With the way I treated her when I was a kid; I could not understand why she didn’t simply quit. Dealing with my family was hard enough for me; I could only imagine what it was for her. I was even more shocked that Gracie stayed with us for so long after I saw exactly what my father was demanding of her. It was just after my 18th birthday and about three weeks before I was going to graduate from high school. I came home from school much earlier than usual that day and Dad happened to be home from one of his many month-long business trips.
 
    
 
   I heard soft voices coming from the study as I came up the stairs to my room. “Yes baby...you know what I want,”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Blackmailed Nanny by Jack Ryder.
 
    
 
   *****
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   As I pondered what Ben was asking me about setting up a gang bang for Christy, I knew Andy and Mark would eagerly join in.  But how would I discretely recruit other guys?  Ben was asking me to line up at least 6 guys, in addition to me and him.  I told Ben I would try.  He wanted me to set it up about 5 or 6 weeks later, when he knew he would be home.  And, he told me to not mention anything to Christy about our plans.  He wanted to surprise her.
 
    
 
   A few days later, I told Mark and Andy about my mission for Christy.  When I told them they would be invited, they whooped and hollered.  They both said they could hardly wait.  I asked if they had any suggestions on how I could line up four more guys.  They both suggested other guys at our school.  I wasn’t so sure I wanted other guys from our school knowing about the sweet deal I had with Christy and Ben.
 
    
 
   Then Mark suggested that we put a discrete ad in one of the local alternative newspapers that was read by younger people throughout the Chicago area.  After mulling over the idea, we pooled our money to place this ad for a couple of weeks: “Pretty gal wants more than one guy…soon.  Write to P. O. Box ___ for details.”  
 
    
 
   To our happy surprise, one of the newspapers took our ad.  A week after the paper came out, the three of us got together to open the replies we had received.  Wow…9 of them.  Some of them included face and/or dick pictures.  I was amazed.  We set aside replies from older guys and married guys.  We designated four of them as good prospects.
 
    
 
   The next week, we received eleven more replies.  Most of them had understood that “The pretty gal” was looking for a gang bang.  They were all eager to participate.  That time, we ruled out seven of them.  That left us with a total of eight prospects (not counting Mark, Andy and me).  I decided to contact Ben and get his opinion before we met with any of the respondents.
 
    
 
   Again Ben and I met for a beer…alone.  I told him I had two friends who were enthusiastic about the idea of helping to fulfill Christy’s wish.  Then I gave him the eight envelopes we had selected.  He agreed that ten guys (plus he and I) might be a bit overwhelming for Christy.  He set aside three of the envelopes and said, “How about if you and your friends ‘interview’ these other five guys.”  I agreed, and we finished our beers.
 
    
 
   That evening, Ben and I had lots of fun with Christy as we winked at each other when she was turned away, knowing what we were planning for her.  We made sure she got her share of orgasms that night before we each drained our nuts inside her velvety love channel.
 
    
 
   The next day Andy, Mark and I met.  I told them about Ben’s decisions.  We decided on a bar where we could discretely meet with the selected guys…one at a time over the next several days.  They each took two guys to call, and I took one.  One of Mark’s contacts proved to be a flake, so we dropped him.  
 
    
 
   Over the next week, we met individually with the four remaining guys.  They all seemed clean, discrete, and personable.  Most importantly, they were all very eager to share in fulfilling “Mindy’s” desire to be screwed by several guys.  (Yes, we changed Christy’s name so no one could ever come back on her.)  We got their contact phone numbers, told them the tentative time, and told them we would be calling with a hotel location where we would be meeting.
 
    
 
   Ben arranged for a hotel suite and told Christy to be ready for an extra special evening with me and him giving her lots of passionate loving.  She bought it.
 
    
 
   Shortly after Ben and Christy arrived in the hotel room, I came in (I had my own key card).  He and I necked with her while stripping off her clothes.  We got her onto the middle of the large bed and Ben began to eat her.  I told them I had to go get some ice for our drinks, and left Christy to enjoy Ben’s oral ministrations.
 
    
 
   I ran downstairs and met Mark and Andy.  I brought them to the suite and had them quietly remove their clothes as I made noise mixing drinks for Christy and Ben.  In the background, Andy and Mark were both stroking themselves to hardness.  I walked into the bedroom with a drink in each hand saying, “You guys ready for some liquid refreshment?”  They both sat up and reached for a drink.  
 
    
 
   Then I looked at Christy and asked, “Are you ready for some extra pleasure?”  That was my cue to Mark and Andy.  They walked in behind me, totally naked, with boners sticking out in front of them.  I said, “Christy…this is Mark and this Andy…my friends…here to give you some extra pleasure.”  Christy grinned at my nude friends.  Ben had already stood up.  He said, “Christy baby, I hope you enjoy this special evening,” and he sat in a nearby chair.
 
    
 
   Andy dove between Christy’s outstretched legs and began to lick on her pussy.  Although I was still dressed, I got on the bed, cuddled Christy into my arms, and gave her a big kiss.  Meanwhile, Mark laid on the bed on the other side of Christy and began caressing her body.  He took one of her hands and wrapped it around his stiff dick.
 
    
 
   Christy whispered into my ear, “What’s going on?”  I told her, “Tonight you are going to get your vagina eaten and screwed to your heart’s content.  Enjoy yourself.”  She grinned at me before rolling to face Mark.  “You are Mark, huh?” she said, while squeezing his dick.  “My,” she said, “your dick is very hard.  I’ll bet you know how to use it.”  She threw her arm over his shoulder and gave him a hot kiss.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Chosen To Be Christy’s Extra Lover by Joan Vegas.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   WANT FREE COPIES OF MY BOOKS?
 
   Just visit my blog and download free copies of my books:
 
   awesomeauthors.org/justplainbob
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