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   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *   *
 
    
 
   Please store your files wisely where they cannot be accessed by underage readers.
 
    
 
   Please feel free to send me an email. Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher. Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob - justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Copyright © 2015 by Just Plain Bob
 
   All Rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of required fees you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this book. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known, hereinafter invented, without express written permission of 4Fun Publishing. For more information contact 4Fun Publishing. The publisher does not have any control over and does not assume any responsibility for author or third-party websites or their content. This book is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents and dialogue are drawn from the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. While reference might be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 
    
 
   About the Publisher
 
   4Fun Publishing, a member of BLVNP Incorporated, 340 S. Lemon #6200, Walnut CA 91789, info@blvnp.com / legal@blvnp.com
 
   NOTE: Due to the highly emotional reaction of some people to works of erotic fiction, any email sent to the above address that contains foul language or religious references is automatically deleted by our anti-spam software and will not be seen. All other communications are welcome.
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER
 
   Please don’t be stupid and kill yourself. This book is a work of FICTION.
Do not try any new sexual practice that you find in this book. It is fiction and not to be confused with reality. Neither the author nor the publisher or its associates assume any responsibility for any loss, injury, death or legal consequences resulting from acting on the contents in this book. Every character in this book is over 18 years of age. The author’s opinions are not to be construed as the opinions of the publisher. The material in this book is for entertainment purposes ONLY. Enjoy.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Boyfriend’s
 
   Corrupted Steps
 
   Cheating Erotic Romance
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   By: Just Plain Bob
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   © Just Plain Bob 2015
 
   ISBN: 978-1-68030-194-6
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   It was a Monday evening and I was rolling down Hwy. 83, trying to find a radio station playing something worth listening to and not having much luck.  It was a perfect ending to a sucky day... that was one more in a lousy week… that was in turn a part of a god awful month. 
 
    
 
   It was one month to the day since I’d found out that my fiancé was cheating on me.  Of course, according to her, it wasn’t cheating, and maybe by her definition of cheating it wasn’t, but by my definition it was, and it was mine that counted as far as I was concerned.  
 
    
 
   Cara and I were supposed to go to a party, but I had run into a problem on the trailer I was working on.  I had promised Wade that I would have it done in time for him to move two horses to Ruidoso Downs in New Mexico the next morning.  I called Cara and told her what was going on and assured that I would make it up to her later.
 
    
 
   I got back to work on the trailer and got it done a little quicker than I expected, called Wade, and told him the trailer was ready for pick up in the morning. Then I headed to Cara’s place, figuring that I could salvage at least part of the evening.  I got to her place just in time to see her climb into Bill Anderson’s Ford F-250.  ‘WTF!’ I thought as they pulled away.  Anderson was the guy she went out with when she met me – and no, I was not the one who broke them up!
 
    
 
   I followed them from Cara’s place to Jill’s, where the party was being held.  The two of them went inside while I sat in my pick up and fumed.  Twice I got out to go inside, and both times I stopped and got back into my truck.  My mood was not good, and if I went inside, there would probably be words said, and I liked Jill too much to cause a disturbance and disrupt her party.  As I sat there, I thought about what was going on.  Anderson knew we were engaged and he knew, or at least would have expected, that Cara and I would be at the party.  Therefore, at least to my way of thinking, Anderson wouldn’t have called her to ask her out.  To me that meant she called him.
 
    
 
   Curiosity finally got the best of me, and so I got out of my truck and approached the house.  I wouldn’t go in and mess up Jill’s party, but I would look around to see what I could.  I looked in a couple of windows but didn’t see Cara or Anderson.  As I moved down the side of the house, I heard the sounds of a party coming from the back.  I reached the back of the house and saw several couples dancing on the patio – including Cara and Anderson!  I stopped where I was in the dark shadows and watched.  
 
    
 
   Cara and Anderson were dancing close – too close as far as I was concerned – and Anderson had both hands on Cara’s ass as they swayed to the slow tune.  Cara had her head on Anderson’s shoulder, and it looked like her face was nuzzled into his neck.  I took out my cell phone and snapped a picture of the lovely couple.  The music stopped, but they still swayed together for another twenty seconds or so until it suddenly dawned on them that the music had stopped.  They stepped back from each other and Anderson leaned forward and kissed Cara. Witnessing that, I turned and left.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   It was four days before Cara called me at work on my cell and asked me where I’d been and why I hadn’t called her.
 
    
 
   “Didn’t want to interfere with your social life,” I quipped sarcastically.
 
    
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
    
 
   “It means that I have gotten out of your way so you can get on with your running around.”
 
    
 
   “I still don’t understand what you are talking about.”
 
    
 
   “Bluntly, Cara?  I don’t want anything more to do with your cheating ass!” and I disconnected and got back to work.
 
    
 
   At ten to five, an obviously pissed Cara came stomping into the shop.  I was relining the brakes on a Sooner stock trailer when she came up to me.
 
    
 
   “Why did you hang up on me?! And what is this shit about running around and cheating?!” she fumed.
 
    
 
   “You know damned well what I mean.” I retorted
 
    
 
   “I don’t have a clue what you are talking about, Frank.”
 
    
 
   “You deny that you went out with another guy behind my back?”
 
    
 
   “Of course I deny it! Because it didn’t happen.”
 
    
 
   “Well I say it did, Cara.”
 
    
 
   “How da - ”
 
    
 
   I cut her off and said, “Stop it, Cara!  I can’t be doing this shit in the shop – and on company time.  Go up the hill to the café and I’ll come up there when I get off at five-thirty, and then you can have your say.”
 
    
 
   “Damn it, Frankie! I wan – “
 
    
 
   “Just shut the fuck up, Cara!  If you really want to waste your time telling me lies, get over to the café and wait for me.”
 
    
 
   I turned away from her and bent down and went back to work on the Sooner.  Cara stood there staring down at my back for maybe ten seconds and then she turned and left.  I finished the brake job, cleaned up the work area and myself, punched out, and went to the café to face Cara.
 
    
 
   She was in a booth in the back when I sat down across from her.  Angie was there as soon as my butt hit the seat and asked me what I was going to have.  I told her just coffee.  As she walked away, I looked at Cara and said, “I might as well go first since it will save time.  What did you do last Friday night?
 
    
 
   “I went to Jill’s party.”
 
    
 
   “Who with?”
 
    
 
   “I went by myself.”
 
    
 
   “What did you do there?”
 
    
 
   “Whatever most people do at a party.  I drank some, danced some, and talked to some people.”
 
    
 
   “Nothing out of the ordinary happen?”
 
    
 
   “No.  It was just a party.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, that’s your version.  Here is mine:  I finished work sooner than expected, so I headed to your place.  I got there just in time to see you climb into Bill Anderson’s pickup truck.  So, telling me you went to the party alone is your first lie.  Your second lie was telling me that nothing out of the ordinary happened.  Maybe it wasn’t out of the ordinary for you because, for all I know, it is what you are always doing when I’m not around, but to me it is definitely out of the ordinary for my fiancé to plaster herself to an ex-boyfriend on the dance floor and neck with him.  And don’t bother to deny it.”
 
    
 
   I flipped open my cell phone, pushed a couple of buttons and then showed Cara the picture that I had taken.
 
    
 
   “I watched for two minutes before I took that picture.  Notice where his hands are?  They were there the entire time I watched, and you made no attempt to push them away!  Notice that there isn’t enough space between the two of you to push a piece of paper through?  See how you are molded to him and how your face is nuzzled into his neck?  It was that way the whole time I watched! I was watching when the music stopped and you stayed molded together and swaying for twenty or thirty seconds after the music had stopped.  I was watching when you finally realized you had no more music and broke apart.  I was watching when he leaned forward and kissed you.  Unfortunately, I had already put my cell phone in my pocket, so I didn’t get a picture of that tender moment, but my eyes managed to capture it and store it in my brain.
 
    
 
   “And before you even try it, don’t bother to give me any bullshit about how you had too much to drink and were in a really mellow mood, and didn’t know what you were doing.  It was only thirty-five minutes from the time you got to the party until I took the picture.  Not near enough time for alcohol to have an effect on you. 
 
    
 
    “You don’t have to be having sex for it to be cheating, Cara.  When you let me put that ring on your finger, it signified that I was your man – period!  Not one of many, not one of a select few, but one of one.  What you did with Anderson was unacceptable!  When you did what you did, you cheated on me, and that ended it for us.  Your turn.”
 
    
 
   “You have it all wrong, Frankie,” she started saying, “I didn’t go to that party with Bill.  All he was was my ride.  I called a half a dozen people to see if I could catch a ride with someone, but I wasn’t able to hook up with anyone.  The last person I called was Debbie, and she told me that she had the flu and wasn’t going to go, but that Bill, who was supposed to be her date that night, was there and she put him on the phone.  He said he was still going to the party, and that if I wanted, he would stop by and pick me up.  He picked me up, gave me a ride to the party, and then we split up and went our separate ways. 
 
    
 
    “After we had been there a while, he asked me to dance.  Okay, maybe I should have been a little more circumspect when dancing with him, but he is a damned good dancer, and we had always danced well together.  Yes, he had his hands on my ass, but so what?  He wasn’t going to get anywhere with me and I knew it.  I’d already arranged with Tom and Sherry to give me a ride home.  As for the kiss?  You apparently didn’t stick around to see the outcome of that.  He caught me by surprise when he kissed me, and I slapped him so hard I left a hand print on his cheek. Then I walked away from him and left him standing there looking stupid.  I didn’t speak to him the rest of the night.
 
    
 
   “I have not been running around on you and I have not cheated on you.  One dance with an old friend is not even close to cheating.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll give you that normal dancing isn’t cheating, but dancing the way you danced with Anderson wasn’t even close to normal by my standards and my standards are what I go by.  So, it was fun Cara and it is too bad that you decided to end it.  Have a nice life” and I got up and walked away.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   I spent some time that night thinking about what Cara had told me and I wondered if I was being fair.  True, what she did dancing with Anderson didn’t sit well with me, but would anyone else call it cheating?  The next morning, when I got up, I decided that I would do some checking.  When I got off work that night, I called Debbie and told her up front that I had a problem with Cara being at Jill’s party with Anderson, and since she was supposed to be dating Anderson I wanted her input.  She backed up Cara’s story.  She had come down with the flu, couldn’t reach Anderson to cancel and he had shown up to pick her up.  He was there when Cara called and he had offered to give her a ride.
 
    
 
   “He took her to the party Frank, but not as a date.  He just gave her a ride.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks for helping me clear it up.  You feeling better?”
 
    
 
   “Much.”
 
    
 
   “Take care, and thanks again.”
 
    
 
   My next call was to Jill and, after some small talk, I told her the reason for the call.  
 
    
 
   “Cara and I are on the outs over what happened at your party between her and Bill Anderson.  The story that I got was that she and Anderson got pretty touchy-feely, and she said that I’m reading things wrong.  If I’m wrong, I want to know it, so I’m asking others who were there.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know that I can tell you much, Frank.  They showed up together, but didn’t spend too much time with each other.  They did dance once and it did raise a few eyebrows.  As far as I’m concerned, the way they danced wouldn’t have passed the boyfriend test, but other than that, the only thing that happened was she slapped him when he kissed her.”
 
    
 
   “The ‘boyfriend test?’  What is that?”
 
    
 
   “If it is something that you wouldn’t do in front of your boyfriend, then it is something that you shouldn’t be doing at all.”
 
    
 
   “Good point.  Anything else?”
 
    
 
   “No. After the two slaps, they didn’t go anywhere near each other for the rest of the night and then she left with Tom and Shelly.”
 
    
 
   “Two slaps?”
 
    
 
   “When she turned to walk away after the first slap, he tried to grab her arm and she belted him again.”
 
    
 
   When I hung up the phone, I thought about what Jill had said.  She was right.  What Cara had done with Anderson did fail the ‘boyfriend test’, and I had to wonder: if she could do that in front of a bunch of people that knew the both of us, what would she or could she do when she wasn’t around people who knew me – or worse still, when she was in private?  I didn’t like where my thoughts were going.  I didn’t like it so much that I decided that it was just as well that I had split with Cara.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   I let things settle for a week before I started calling around and asking the unattached women I knew for dates, and to my surprise, they all turned me down.  That, to me, was odd because before I put a ring on Cara’s finger, I never had a problem getting a date.  Finally, Nancy Abbott told me, “Sorry, Frank, but after the shabby way you treated Cara, I’m not interested in a guy like you.”
 
    
 
   It turned out that Cara had wasted no time in putting out the word that I had dumped her and was being an absolute asshole.  The big surprise, for me, was that none of the girls who were turning me down thought that Cara had done anything wrong.
 
    
 
   “It was only a fucking dance for Christ’s sake!  Get a grip, Frank.”
 
    
 
   It didn’t convince me to rethink my decision where Cara was concerned, but it did cause me to rethink my attitude towards the women I knew.  Fuck the bitches!  If they thought nothing was wrong with what Cara did, then they would probably be cheaters too.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   That was the mood I was in as I rolled down Hwy 83.  Up ahead, I saw emergency flashers on the side of the road and I slowed down.  As I got close, I saw smoke coming off of the left front tire of a Featherlite, three horse gooseneck.  I pulled over to see if I could help.
 
    
 
   The trailer was being pulled by a Ford F-450 Super Duty when the driver’s door opened and a smallish figure got out and walked toward me.  The driver was maybe 5’2’’, wearing a pair of Levi’s boots, a Carhartt barn coat, and a JB felt.  I almost chuckled.  In the equine business, it always seemed like the smaller the guy, the bigger the rig he drove.  It turns out that I was wrong.  It wasn’t a guy; it was a woman.  As she walked up she said, “I think I smoked a bearing.”
 
    
 
   “Smells like it.”
 
    
 
   “I tried calling the trailer place back there, but I guess they closed for the day.  Looks like I’m stuck here until they open tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “Maybe, maybe not,” I shrugged, “I can always go back and open it up.”
 
    
 
   “You know trailers?”
 
    
 
   “Been working on them a good while.  Let me see if my truck jack will go high enough to lift the trailer so I can pull the wheel.”
 
    
 
   “I have a Jiffy Jack,” she brought up.
 
    
 
   “Get it out and let’s get the trailer up and see what we got.”
 
    
 
   She got the Jiffy Jack out and I placed it under the rear tire while she backed the trailer up onto it.  I got my travel tool box out of the back of my truck and pulled the tire and wheel and then popped off the dust cap.  When I got the axle nut off and pulled the hub, I saw that it was a blown rear grease seal.  The brake linings were soaked in grease and the rear bearing had disintegrated.  
 
    
 
   “Bad?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s a Dexter hub, so I should have the parts and probably a hub if needed.  I’ll need to take it back to the shop, clean it, and check the outer bearing, races, and the drum itself for cracks.  It will take me about an hour to fix.”
 
    
 
   “Can I ride with you?  I’d just as soon not sit out here alone with nothing to do.”
 
    
 
   “Of course, you can.”
 
    
 
   I crawled under the trailer and read the data tag on the axle.  It was a Dexter 10k, and seeing that, I was almost certain I had what I’d need to get her on her way.
 
    
 
   Her name was Becky. She had just dropped off three horses at May Hill Farms and was on her way back to Oklahoma when she saw the smoke rolling out from under the rear of the trailer and had immediately pulled over.  We drove back to the shop and I unlocked it and turned on the lights.  I put the hub in the parts washer and set the timer for fifteen minutes and turned it on.  While I was doing that, Becky took off her barn coat and I saw that it had been covering up one very well built young woman. She took off her hat and her dark brown hair fell to her shoulders.  Very nice indeed.
 
    
 
   I showed her to the customer waiting area up front and went back to the shop.  I checked out the Dexter 10k in the parts book and got the numbers for the inner and outer bearings and races.  The hub wasn’t cracked, but the inner race was shot, so I replaced it and the outer just to be on the safe side.  There was no sense in trying to degrease the brake linings, so I grabbed a complete backing plate assembly off the shelf and went to get Becky.  She told me that she was going to pay with a credit card so we should take care of it before leaving, so I made out an invoice, ran her card, and then we drove back to her rig.
 
    
 
   I put everything back together, slid under the trailer, and adjusted the new linings, and that was that.  I gathered up my tools and put them back in my truck and wished her a good trip.  As I turned to walk back to my truck, Becky said, “While you are here could you look at something for me?”
 
    
 
   “Sure.  Why not?”
 
    
 
   “It is in the tack room.”
 
    
 
   I followed her there when she said, “Up there,” she pointed up at the gooseneck deck where there were blankets, pillows, and a mattress.
 
    
 
   “What am I looking at?”
 
    
 
   “The mattress.  It’s brand new and needs to be broken in,” she purred seductively, and as she was saying that, she was shedding her Carhartt and unbuttoning her shirt.  “I need to tip you for all you have done for me.”
 
    
 
   By then, she had already dropped her bra on the floor and I was saying, “No need.  You were charged enough for it.”
 
    
 
   “You could have just driven on by when you saw me here.  Your day was done and you were on your way home to put up your feet, drink a beer, and relax.  Instead, you decided to stop and give a poor girl a hand.  Don’t argue with me.  Get your pants off and get up on that gooseneck.”
 
    
 
   Looking at that hard-bodied hottie convinced me to shut up and do what she said.  I kicked off my work boots, dropped my pants and got up on the mattress.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?  It seems awful excessive for a tip.”
 
    
 
   “It is a case of the stars coming into just the right alignment, sugar.  The need to give you a tip just happens to coincide with my need to do something about a bad case of the hornies.”
 
    
 
   “We are only five minutes away from my place and a good bed.” 
 
    
 
   “Maybe next time, sugar.  Right now I’m tight for time.  I’ve got to get down to Oklahoma and pick up two horses and get them to Elk City, shoot over to El Reno, pick up another three, and have them back up here to Hillcrest Farms by Friday.  Maybe when I get back up here, we can try out the bed.”
 
    
 
   She climbed up on the gooseneck with me and proceeded to give me the absolute best tip I’d ever received.  She told me that she worked with horses and that made her a cowgirl, so she got to be on top.  She mounted me and rode me and got herself off twice before I got mine.  She rolled off me and said, “Thanks, sugar, I surely did need that.”
 
    
 
   “I’d be pleased to help you any time you need it.”
 
    
 
   She laughed and said, “I’ll bet you would.”
 
    
 
   We dressed, she pulled forward off the Jiffy Jack, and I tossed it into the tack room. I waved as she pulled off the shoulder and pointed her rig south toward Oklahoma.  I got in my truck and headed home with a smile on my face.  Fifteen years of working on trailers and it was the first time I’d ever gotten laid in one.  I wondered if she would look me up when she came back.  She had taken my phone number, but would she use it?
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   Tuesday after work, I was in a pretty good mood, so after a bit of dinner I drove over to the Wagon Wheel for a drink or two.  I noticed several of the girls I’d asked out sitting at a table, but I ignored them and took a stool at the bar. 
 
    
 
   I was sitting there, drinking my beer, and watching the Avalanche game on the TV mounted on the wall above the bar. In the mirror behind the bar, I saw Cara come in.  She joined the girls at the table and Marsha said something to her.  Cara quickly glanced my way and started to get up, but Marsha grabbed her arm and pulled her back down and said something to her.  I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure it out.  Cara hadn’t noticed me until Marsha pointed me out.  Cara was getting up to come over and Marsha pulled her back down and told her that she should leave me alone.  Probably said something like:
 
    
 
    “He’s the one being the asshole.  Make him come to you.”
 
    
 
   Benny asked me if I was ready for another beer, but my good mood had evaporated, so I told him no. He moved to the other end of the bar to take care of a customer.  I finished my beer and left without looking over at the table where the girls were sitting.
 
    
 
   Wednesday, I was beat, so I went straight home from work and made an early night of it.  Thursday, at two, my cell went off and I turned off the cutting torch and took the call.
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Hi there, my knight in shining armor.”
 
    
 
   I recognized her and greeted back with, “Hello there, fair damsel in distress.”
 
    
 
   “I’m about two hours out.  What does your shop schedule look like?”
 
    
 
   “Hang on, I’ll go check,” I walked over to the service desk and checked the schedule.  “What do you need?”
 
    
 
   “After what happened the other night, I want all the wheels looked at, so a bearing pack and a trailer tune up, but I need the trailer back by tomorrow afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “I can slip you in, but I can’t promise it for any earlier than close of business tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   “That will work.  As long as I’m on the road by seven Saturday morning, I’ll be okay.  How is your personal schedule?”
 
    
 
   “I can probably slip you in.”
 
    
 
   “What a coincidence. Slipping it in is exactly what I had in mind.”
 
    
 
   She pulled into the yard at four, dropped her trailer, and, after we filled out the work order, she told me that she was in room 114 at the Holiday Inn Express.  I told her I would pick her up at six-thirty.
 
    
 
   “Pick me up?  I thought we would stay in.”
 
    
 
   “Nope.  Dinner and then some drinks and dancing at the Wagon Wheel.  After that, who knows?  Maybe some slipping and sliding.”
 
    
 
   “I can do slipping and sliding.”
 
    
 
   Over dinner, I found out that she and her sister, Betsy, ran a business moving horses and had contracts with several of the large breeding farms in Texas, Oklahoma, Colorado, and New Mexico.  It kept her on the road a lot.  She asked about me and I told her, “Not much to tell.  I stay busy working and spend my free time hunting, fishing and going for long walks in the mountains.”
 
    
 
   “No women in your life?”
 
    
 
   “Not any more.  Present company excluded of course.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me about the ‘not anymore’.”
 
    
 
   “An ex-wife who never got the part about ‘forsaking all others’ in the wedding ceremony and an ex-fiancé who failed the boyfriend test.”
 
    
 
   “The boyfriend test?”
 
    
 
   I explained it to her and she said that she could understand it.
 
    
 
   There were a dozen people I knew there when we walked into the Wagon Wheel.  Becky and I took an empty booth, ordered drinks, and then I pulled her out onto the floor for a two-step.  She was pretty good and we stayed out there for a shadish and another two-step.  We were on our second beer when she asked me if they ever did line dances.
 
    
 
   “All it takes is for someone to get up and start one.”  
 
    
 
   She grabbed my hand and said, “Let’s go.”
 
    
 
   We got off to one side and she said, “What they are playing is good for a ‘Tush-Push’.  Okay with you?”
 
    
 
   “Lead on, fair lady.”
 
    
 
   We started the line, followed by Jill and her boyfriend, Ron, and then a half dozen others after them.  We stayed there and did an Electric Slide and finished with another Tush-Push before heading back to our booth.  Becky took a pull on her beer and said, “I’ve had a long day, lover, and I think we need to get to the important stuff before I get too tired.”
 
    
 
   We were walking out the door when Cara pulled up and parked. I could feel her eyes on me all the way to my truck.
 
    
 
   Cowgirl was Becky’s favorite, but I did get to spend some time in doggie, which was mine.  It was a long night and I never made it home.  I had to go to work from room 114. 
 
    
 
   I had Becky’s trailer done by three and called to let her know afterwards.  She picked it up at four and we made arrangements for me to pick her up at six-thirty.  I drove her to my place and fixed us dinner. Then, we sipped wine and played in front of the fireplace. Afterwards, we went to bed and played some more until we fell asleep in each other’s arms.
 
    
 
   At six, we got up, had a morning romp, took a shower together, and then I drove to the Holiday so she could check out.  She gave me a kiss and told me that she would be back in two weeks, and if I wanted, she would give me a call.  I smiled and told her she wouldn’t need a hotel room the next time she came up. 
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   I spent the weekend doing chores around the house and maintenance on the truck.  The week was pretty uneventful, and I stayed pretty much close to home.  Friday, around one, my cell went off.
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Is this Frank?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, it is.” 
 
    
 
   “I’m Betsy, Becky’s sister.  I’m here dropping off a couple of horses and she told me to give you a call.  She said you could show me a good time if I liked country and western dancing.”
 
    
 
   “I can do that.”
 
    
 
   “I’m at the Holiday.  Room 221.”
 
    
 
   “Six-thirty work for you?”
 
    
 
   “Just fine.”
 
    
 
   Betsy was taller than her sister and had bigger breasts, but the hair was the same, and by looking at her face, you could see that they were sisters.  I took her to Three Margareta’s for dinner and then we hit the Wheel for drinks and dancing.  As usual, it was full of people that I knew.  I spotted Cara, and a couple of her girlfriends, in a booth toward the back.  There was one open table near the front and Betsy and I took it. 
 
    
 
   Betsy was very good at dancing and she really enjoyed it, so we spent a lot of time out on the floor.  I didn’t go out of my way to look at Cara’s booth, but whenever the dancing had my body in a position where I was looking her way, I caught her watching Betsy and I.  We were in the middle of a western swing when I saw Cara and her two friends get up and leave.  Cara didn’t look my way, but her friends did and the looks they gave me were murderous.
 
    
 
   Betsy and I left around eleven, and as I was pulling out of the parking lot, Betsy said, “Sis told me that you have a very comfortable mattress on your bed.  Do I get a chance to try it out?”
 
    
 
   How was I going to say no?  She was just as much of a sexual dynamo as her sister was. She pretty much reduced me to a quivering lump of Jell-O before we fell asleep.
 
    
 
   When I dropped her at the Holiday, she gave me a big kiss and asked if she could call me the next time she was in the area.  I was definitely no fool, so I told her I would be very disappointed if she didn’t.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   For most of the rest of the weekend, I wondered what was going on with my life.  I do not suffer from delusions about myself.  I am not God’s gift to women.  I’m pretty ordinary looking; nothing special at all, and even though I usually could always get a date, women don’t chase after me. And truth be told, I’ve always had to work pretty hard at getting a long term relationship going with the opposite sex.  It took me six months of busting my ass to get my first date with Holly, and another six of off and on dating before we settled into a period of going steady.  It took her four months to get around to saying yes after I proposed.  The marriage didn’t last as long as the time spent leading up to it.  It took me a year of dating before I was comfortable enough to ask Cara to marry me, and she said she would have to think about it. She did for three weeks before she said yes.
 
    
 
   And now, in the space of three weeks, I have two super sexy ladies practically fall into my bed.  I had to admit to myself that it just did not add up.  But I couldn’t argue with the facts – it happened!
 
    
 
   I debated going out Saturday night, but decided to stay in.  I was throwing a load in the washing machine when the phone rang.  It was Jill and she asked me if I was going to be home for a while.  After I told her I was staying in for the evening, she asked me if she could come over.  I didn’t see any reason to say no, so I told her she could.
 
    
 
   Half an hour later, the doorbell rang and I open the door to find Jill standing there alone.  For some reason, I had expected her boyfriend, Ron, to be with her.  I stepped aside, let her in, and offered her a drink. She said she’d take a beer if I had it.  I got her a PBR and then I asked, “What’s up?”
 
    
 
   “Have you talked to Cara lately?”
 
    
 
   “No. Why do you ask?”
 
    
 
   “She’s pretty much a basket case since you broke your engagement and I’m worried about her.  Did you know that she left the Wagon Wheel in tears after seeing you with that girl?”
 
    
 
   “No, I didn’t, but so what?  She has no claim on me anymore.” 
 
    
 
   “Maybe not as far as you are concerned, but she wants to have a claim on you.  You were not supposed to be there with that girl last night.”
 
    
 
   “You need to explain that.”
 
    
 
   “In the fifteen years I’ve known you, Frank, you have never been seen with a girl who wasn’t local; a girl outside of our social circle, so to speak.  No one expected you to suddenly start showing up with girls who were not from around here.”
 
    
 
   “Well, excuse me all to hell, Jill!  I probably never would have to - except all the local girls have pretty much told me to crawl off into a hole and die!  They didn’t want to have anything to do with the cruel, heartless asshole that treated poor Cara so badly.” I raised my voice at this point.
 
    
 
   “They all got together and did that, Frank, so you would be more or less forced to get back with Cara if you wanted feminine companionship, and Cara does not know about that by the way.”
 
    
 
   “Why would I want to get back together with her?!  Christ, Jill, you are the one who told me that she failed the boyfriend test!”
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t mean you should kick her to the curb, Frank.  What she did wasn’t quite right and she should have been taken to task for it, but it wasn’t bad enough for you to call her a cheat and walk away from her!  How it happened, I have no idea, but she did finally realize it was wrong and she hit Bill a good one across the chops when he tried to take advantage of the situation.  He tried to grab her and she hit him again.  Those aren’t the actions of a woman fixing to cheat on her man.  She is hurting right now, Frank.  She loves you and she can’t understand how you can behave toward her the way you are over nothing more than a slightly inappropriate dance.  You need to talk to her, Frank.  Did you know she is still wearing your ring?  She refuses to take it off because, as far as she is concerned, she is still yours.  Think about it, Frank.  You two had something special going.  Don’t let it get away.”
 
    
 
   She stood up, kissed me on the cheek and left.
 
    
 
   After Jill left, I thought about what she’d said.  I also believed that Cara and I had something special - right up to the time I saw her dancing with Anderson.  What was it that Nancy Abbott had said? She said, “It was only a dance for Christ’s sake.  Get a grip, Frank.”  And then Jill herself told me that she didn’t think Cara’s dance with Anderson would pass the boyfriend test. And the rest of the women that knew Cara and me were treating me like a pariah because I broke with her.  Why couldn’t any of them understand?  I decided that I would help them understand.  It would piss off a lot of people, but what did I care.  I was tired of being dumped on.  It was time to throw some shit back at them.  I decided that come the next Wednesday I would let it all out.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   I spent the weekend hiking in the mountains and trying not to think about what I was going to do.  Monday and Tuesday went by without incident, but on Tuesday, at four in the afternoon, my cell rang. When I answered, I got a “Hello, stud” from Becky.  She was going to be in the area on Wednesday and she could maybe see her way clear to spend time with me overnight – if I could think of something to do to keep her occupied.
 
    
 
   “I can probably think of something, but there’s something else that I have to do around eight.  It will take me about an hour.  You can come along with me if you want, but it might make you a little uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll take a chance on it.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, but don’t waste your money on the Holiday.”
 
    
 
   Becky and I walked into the Wagon Wheel around seven-thirty.  The place was packed and I saw some familiar faces.  I saw Cara sitting in a booth with a couple of her girlfriends, Jill was there with Ron, and Bill Anderson was sitting at a table with Debbie.  I got some disapproving looks as Becky and I walked to one of the empty tables.  Becky commented on the fact that there wasn’t a band on stage and there was no music being played on the juke box.  I told her that it was the third Wednesday of the month and proceeded to explain the way things work at Wagon Wheel. 
 
    
 
   The Wheel, while normally a country/western bar, catered to a large clientele and tried to be all things to all people.  Every other Monday night was a golden oldies rock and roll night, every other Tuesday was waltz, foxtrot, tango, and mambo night.  The second Wednesday of the month was salsa night and the third Wednesday of the month was open mike night.  On open mike night, you could do comedy, karaoke, or just stand up there and read poetry if you felt like it.
 
    
 
   Joyce Barnhouse went first and did a karaoke number.  Then, Mike Bellah got up with his guitar and did an old Marty Robbins number.  When Benny asked who wanted to be next, I stood up and headed for the microphone.  This caused a bit of a stir because I had never done it before.  I took the microphone from Benny and looked out at the crowd and said:
 
    
 
   “I’ve never gotten up here before, but I had a customer in the shop the other day who just got back from Arizona, and I just have to share the story that he told me while he was waiting on me to fix the seven pin plug on his truck.  He’d driven there to look at a couple of horses he was thinking of buying.  They were out on one of the Indian reservations, and while he was checking out the horses, the man he was dealing with got a sudden phone call.  It seems that his sister, who was pregnant, just had her water broken. Her husband was nowhere to be found so she called him.  The man had to rush off and my customer made arrangements to get together with the seller the next day.
 
    
 
   “When the two got together the next morning, my customer asked the seller how his sister was doing. The man said that mother and baby were doing fine, but then he said, ‘It was the damnedest thing.  There were four babies, born to three different squaws at the same time.  One of the squaws slept on a deer hide and the other slept on an elk hide.  My sister slept on a hippopotamus hide.  God only knows where my brother came up with it.  Anyway, the first two squaws each had a baby boy.  My sister, who had slept on the hippopotamus skin, had twin boys.  It just goes to prove that the math books were right.  The squaw of the hippopotamus is equal to the sons of the squaws of the other two hides.”  
 
    
 
   There was silence for the second or so it took for the play on words to register and then I got a big laugh. When it died down, I said, “Did you hear about what went on over at the Brighton Police Department?  A thief broke in and stole all the toilets and urinals and leaving no clues as to who he was.  A police department spokesman was quoted as saying, ‘We have nothing to go on.’”
 
    
 
   That one got a fairly big laugh. When things quieted down, I said, “I’m really up here under false pretenses, but I had to do something to justify getting this microphone in my hands.  Lately, I have been getting a ration of shit from most of my so-called friends about the way I treated my ex-fiancé.  Every one is saying that my behavior and attitude are totally unjustified, but are they?  Let us look at it from my point of view.”
 
    
 
   “Most of you here tonight have known me for more years than I care to remember.  Almost all of you are aware of my marriage to Holly and why that marriage ended.  It ended because she was a cheating slut. She stabbed me in the back by having affairs with at least three other men – one of whom is here tonight, sitting in the back.”
 
    
 
   All eyes turned to the back of the bar and settled on Howie Meyers, who abruptly stood up and hurried out of the building.
 
    
 
   “So, let me ask you this:  If you had been cheated on, had gone through the absolute hell that followed, and found out just how badly you had been fucked over, how would you react to seeing your fiancé dry fucking an old boyfriend on a dance floor in front of a room full of your friends?...  Think about that the next time you want to tell me that I over-reacted.” 
 
    
 
   I set the microphone down on the floor, walked to my table and said to Becky:
 
    
 
   “Time to get out of here.”
 
    
 
   As we left, I looked over to where Cara was sitting and saw that she was crying.  Her friends were too busy trying to comfort her to give me nasty looks.  Once we were in my truck, Becky took hold of my hand and said, “Had that been stored up in you for a while?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged, “You could say that.” 
 
    
 
   “You feel better now?”
 
    
 
   “Much.  I may not have changed any minds, but at least now everyone knows where my head is.”
 
    
 
   “Was she there tonight?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, she was, and so was the asshole I caught her dry fucking with.  She was with some girlfriends while the guy was with the girl he’s been dating for a couple of months.  I don’t know if she knows what happened that night or not, but she knows he used to date my ex-fiancé. She also knows he was at the party with my ex.  Hopefully, she will be asking him some pointed questions before the night is over.”
 
    
 
   “So just what is the whole story behind what happened tonight?”
 
    
 
   I told her about Holly and then what I’d seen Cara do at Jill’s party.  She shook her head and said, “Poor baby… No wonder you were pissed.  I can see that I’m going to have to work really hard at cheering you up tonight.  See if I can make you forget that bitch.”
 
    
 
   She did a damned good job of making me forget.  I got two out-of-this-world blow jobs, enjoyed some great sixty-nine, and did a lot of pussy pounding before we fell asleep, wrapped up in each other.
 
    
 
   Then, in the morning she ruined it for me.
 
    
 
   We were having breakfast at Patty Ann’s Café when Becky said, “I may just end up regretting that I told my sister to give you a call.”
 
    
 
   “Why would you be sorry about that?” I wondered.
 
    
 
   “She was quite taken with you.  Told me that she would even consider leaving her husband for you.  If she did that, I’m not sure that I could mess around with my sister’s man.”
 
    
 
   “In that case, maybe you should stake your claim before she gets a chance.  I do have an opening for a fiancé.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t think that my husband would be too keen on that.”
 
    
 
    “You and your sister are both married?!  I didn’t see any rings.”
 
    
 
    “Don’t like jewelry on my hands when I’m working with halters, reins, lead ropes, and the like.”
 
    
 
   “I wish you hadn’t told me that.”
 
    
 
   “Why?” 
 
    
 
   “You remember my speech last night?  The part about being cheated on and the hell that followed?” I reiterated, “I promised myself that I would never do to another man what was done to me. And now, you have just told me that I’ve done it!  I’ve stabbed two men I don’t know in the back by having sex with their wives!”
 
    
 
   “No biggie, lover.  Becky’s hubby knows she plays around and he is okay with it.”
 
    
 
   “What about yours?” 
 
    
 
   “Phil gets so much from me that he will never miss what I give others.”
 
    
 
   “That is the same attitude that my ex-wife had and I kicked her out of my life because of it!”
 
    
 
   “What are you saying, Frank?” 
 
    
 
   “That you and I won’t be playing anymore, and you can tell Betsy that if she wants to play the next time she is up this way, she will have to have her husband call me and tell me that he is okay with it.” I 
 
    
 
   “You can’t be serious.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, but I am, Becky.  I will not knowingly do to another man what Holly and her lovers did to me.  The key word there is knowingly.  I have enjoyed every second of the time I’ve spent with you, and I would have loved spending more time with you for as long as you would have let me, but that was before telling me you are married.  That changes everything.  It was a case of what I didn’t know not hurting me, but now I know and that makes all the difference in the world.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be more than happy to take you to dinner and then dancing at the Wheel whenever you are up this way, but that will be the extent of it.  We can still be friends if you want, but that is all we can ever be anymore.”
 
    
 
   After breakfast I dropped her off at her rig, she kissed me goodbye, and as she pulled out and pointed her truck toward Oklahoma, I was asking myself if trying to be honest, ethical and aboveboard was really worth it.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   The rest of the week was uneventful, although on Friday, I did get a call from Nancy Abbott.  She apologized for the way she had behaved toward me.
 
    
 
   “I never gave a thought as to how you were seeing things.  I guess I’d forgotten all about Holly and what she did to you.  However, be that as it may, I’m still going to put in my two cents worth.  Cara does love you and it is killing her that you have turned your back on her.  Search your heart, Frank.  See if you can find even just a smidgen of forgiveness in there.”
 
    
 
   I thanked her for the apology, but didn’t comment on the rest.
 
    
 
   Saturday I was sitting at the bar at the Wheel and talking to Benny, who was working behind the bar for a change, when in the mirror, I saw Bill Anderson and Debbie come in and take a booth.  Debbie noticed me and said something to Bill. He looked over my way, said something to Debbie, slid out of the booth, and walked over toward me.  He slid onto the stool next to me and Benny came over.  Bill pointed at my PBR and ordered another two along with a white wine.  Benny, being swifter than the average bear, set the two beers down in front of Bill and me and then took the white wine over to Debbie.  Bill raised the beer, said “Mud in your eye,” and took a swig off his beer.  He set the bottle down on the bar and said, “Can we talk?”
 
    
 
   I nodded yes and then he said, “I’m going to touch on a sore subject, but hear me out.  I know you are pissed over what you saw at Jill’s party – and I can’t say I blame you. But that said, you need to know that nothing was going to happen.  Not that I wouldn’t have liked for something to happen, but there was no way that Cara was going to let it.”
 
    
 
   “You know that before you met Cara that we were tight.  We had been together for six years and I had asked her to marry me.  She had said yes and I put a ring on her finger… but then I went and got stupid.  I got drunk at a party, made a pass at Beverly Holbrook. She took me up on it and led me off to a bedroom.  I was in the saddle and going hell bent for leather when Cara walked in on us.  She didn’t say a word.  She walked over, took the ring off her hand, grabbed Beverly’s left hand, and pushed the ring onto Beverly’s ring finger. She then turned around and walked out of the room.”
 
    
 
   “I loved her, Frank.  I still love her, but I killed what we had, and she made it clear that what I’d killed was never going to be resurrected.  All I can say about the dance that you saw is that I was so glad to have her in my arms again… that I danced with her the way I always had.  If I had to guess, I would say that she went along with it so as not to make a scene at the party, but she damned sure let me know where the bear shit in the woods when I tried to kiss her.
 
    
 
   “After that Wednesday night at the Wheel, I can understand what your mindset was. I can see how it caused you to come to that conclusion. But for what it is worth, Cara was not going to do anything with me that night or any other night.”
 
    
 
   “Why are you telling me all this?”
 
    
 
   “Maybe to keep you from being stupid and losing her like I did.  She wants you, so you still have a chance if you are smart enough to take it.”
 
    
 
   He waved Benny over and told him to give me another PBR. Then, he slid off the stool and went back over to sit with Debbie.  I finished my beer and went home.
 
    
 
   Over the next couple of days, I thought a lot about what Bill had told me. I won’t pretend that I didn’t miss Cara, because I did.  On the other hand, Cara should have known better than anyone else what it would do to me seeing her dancing with Anderson the way she did, or even being told about it if I hadn’t been there to see it.  She should have known because she was the one who pulled me through the aftermath of Holly’s betrayal.
 
    
 
   My head was a mess.  I missed her, I wanted her, but the image of her dancing with Anderson was burned into my brain, and every time I thought of it, or the memory flashed through my mind, I had to ask myself if she knew what was going on and allowed it because it was what she really wanted.  Was Anderson in the past as much as he thought he was?  He was the one who told me how tight the two of them were for six years.  If I took Cara back, in six months, or a year, would she be stepping out on me with Anderson?  Holly’s cheating damned near killed me.  Could I go through that kind of hell again?  I didn’t think that I could, and that thought alone kept me away from Cara.  Could I overcome it?  Maybe, but not in the near future.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   Monday afternoon I was replacing the front axle on a Logan two horse bumper pull when my cell phone rang.  I didn’t recognize the number on the display, but I answered:
 
    
 
   “Hello?”
 
    
 
   “Is this Frank?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, that would be me.”
 
    
 
   “My name is Harry Wingate.  I believe you know my wife Betsy.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t quite know what to say, but before I could say anything he went on:
 
    
 
   “Becky told Betsy what you told her so I’m calling to let you know that I’m okay with her enjoying herself when she is up your way…   Hello?  Are you there?”
 
    
 
   “Sorry.  This call has taken me quite by surprise.  Not at all the sort of call I’m used to receiving.”
 
    
 
   “I can imagine.  Anyway, I’m okay with it.  Betsy would like to talk to you.”
 
    
 
   “Frank?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Betsy.”
 
    
 
   “Are we covered now?”
 
    
 
   “I guess so.”
 
    
 
   “Good.  I should be up there late Thursday or early Friday.  Save me some room on your calendar okay?”
 
    
 
   “You got it.  Just give me a call when you get close and forget about staying at the hotel.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, baby; see you soon.”
 
    
 
   She disconnected and I stood there looking at my phone and thinking, “Now, don’t that just beat all.”
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++++
 
    
 
   The rest of the week it was just work and go home.  I skipped hitting any of the local watering holes.  It was nice knowing that I was going to get lucky at the end of the week and wasn’t going to have to go ‘hunting’ for it.
 
    
 
   Betsy pulled in at five on Thursday afternoon and waited for me to punch out. Then, we headed for my place.  Betsy wanted a shower after her long drive and I, of course, had to get in the shower with her and scrub her back…and her sides…and her front… and, well, we didn’t get to dinner until eight.
 
    
 
   We walked into the Wheel at nine. I had only planned on staying a couple of hours since the next day was a work day for me, but Betsy was having so much fun that I didn’t want to slow her down.  She wanted to be out on the dance floor for every tune.  Naturally, there were several of Cara’s girlfriends there and, of course, I got nasty looks from all of them.
 
    
 
   We left around eleven-thirty, and as soon as we were in my truck Betsy, slid over next to me when her hand went to my zipper.  She worked my cock out and said, “I want you as hard as a rock when we get to your bed.” She then bent and took me into her mouth.  That was the start of a long night and I was barely able to stagger out of bed in the morning.  Over breakfast, Betsy told me that she didn’t have to leave until the next morning and she asked if we could go to the Wheel again that night.
 
    
 
   “We don’t have any good country western bars where I live and I just love to dance.”
 
    
 
   How could I refuse?
 
    
 
   It turned out to be a weird night.  We got to the Wheel early and grabbed a table.  Ten minutes later, Jill and Ron showed up and asked to join us.  Phyllis and Todd were next and they pushed a table over against ours and sat down. Then, Angie and Dave joined the group.  Sally and Greg pushed over a table and joined us, as well.  While Betsy and I were out on the dance floor, Anderson and Debbie took two of the empty seats.  There were two open seats left when I got up and went to the bathroom, and those two seats were filled when I got back – by Cara and one of her girlfriends.
 
    
 
   As every couple joined the group, introductions were made and I guessed that Betsy had been introduced to Cara by the time I got back to my seat.  I got a confirmation of sorts when Betsy gave a slight nod toward Cara and raised an eyebrow.  I gave a little “yes” nod and damned if she didn’t smile at me. 
 
    
 
   I’d briefed Betsy on who would likely be there and given her the rundown on Cara and Anderson, so she would know what was going on if some of the women there started getting catty with her.  Luckily, Cara was sitting at the other end of the assembled tables and I was pretty much able to ignore her.
 
    
 
   About two hours into the evening, I had to go to the gent’s room again. When I got back, Betsy was out on the dance floor with Anderson.  When Jill saw me coming, she got up from the table, grabbed my arm, and pulled me out onto the floor.
 
    
 
   “Don’t go crazy on us, Frank.  She asked him to dance; he didn’t ask her.”
 
    
 
   The number ended and Jill and I walked back to the table, but Betsy and Anderson stayed out there for the next number.  I was sitting there staring at them when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I looked up to see Cara standing there.
 
    
 
   “May I have this dance?”
 
    
 
   I glanced around and saw that all eyes were on us.  I didn’t want to ruin the party mood for everyone there, so I stood up and Cara and I moved out onto the floor.
 
    
 
   “She’s very pretty” she said looking toward Betsy.
 
    
 
   I made no comment.
 
    
 
   “Frank, I’m sorry.  Until you stood up on open mike night, I thought you were being totally unreasonable.  I felt that you were overreacting to something that meant absolutely nothing and were just being a dick about it.  I never once thought about how you would have looked at it.  Looking back on it, I realize I should have apologized for my behavior and asked that would you please overlook it, instead of acting like it was nothing and you were just being a twit.  I’m sorry, Frank; I really am.” 
 
    
 
   She pulled away from me, hurried back to the table, grabbed her purse, and headed for the door, leaving me standing on the dance floor with the music still playing. Everyone at the table was looking at me, thinking, ‘Now, what the fuck did you do to the poor girl?’
 
    
 
   I walked back to the table and got there just as the music ended.  Betsy and Anderson came back to the table. She sat down across from me and gave me a big smile and winked at me.  Obviously, I didn’t have a clue as to what was going on.  I was in the mood to leave by then, but before I could communicate that to Betsy, she ordered another beer, took a pull on it, pulled me up off my chair, and led me over to where the line dancing was taking place.
 
    
 
   There wasn’t any way to talk to each other while line dancing, except to talk loud enough so that everyone could hear, so all I could do was smile and dance.  Betsy kept me out there through three tunes when I finally grabbed her and pulled her out onto the floor when they played a waltz.
 
    
 
   “What in the hell is going on here?  What was the deal with you and Anderson?” 
 
    
 
   “I’ll tell you about it when we get home.  Right now, I’m here having fun.”
 
    
 
   “You might be, bu…”
 
    
 
   “Not now, Frank.  Just dance, okay?”
 
    
 
   I wasn’t happy, but I let it go.  We drank and danced, and I did loosen up a bit, but Betsy dancing with Anderson still bugged me.  She danced with the other guys at the tables as I danced with their wives and girlfriends.  Her dancing with the other men didn’t bother me at all, but I was pissed that she danced with Anderson, even if it was her that asked him and not the other way around.  I know it was irrational of me, but I blamed my problems with Cara on him.  I know, I know, it takes two to tango, but still, it was him with Cara that particular night, and to see him with my date for the evening just torqued me.
 
    
 
   I was smart enough, though, not to let my mood ruin my plans for the rest of the evening with Betsy.  She would know that I was curious, but I wasn’t going to let her get a glimpse of my black mood.
 
    
 
   At one, I told her that it was time to leave if we wanted to have any kind of night at all before she had to leave on Saturday. She smiled at me and said, “Decisions, decisions.  Stay and dance or leave and play.”
 
    
 
   She chose ‘play’ over ‘dance’ and we said our goodnights and left.  When we got in the truck, she slid over next to me and reached for my zipper as she said, “Don’t say a word.  I’ll tell you in good time, but first I need to do this.
 
    
 
   Her hot mouth surrounded my cock and I decided that my questions could wait.  I only lived five minutes away from the Wheel, so Betsy was still working on me when I pulled into my driveway.  I said we should take it into the house, but she ignored me, and since I was no longer having to pay attention to my driving, she got a little faster. In another minute or so, she was gulping down her reward.  When I was limp, she took her mouth off of me and said, “I needed to get that one out of the way.  Feel better now?  Dark mood gone?”
 
    
 
   Before I could answer, she had opened her door, got out of the truck, and headed for the house.  I followed her trail of clothing into the bedroom, and when I saw her naked and spread out on the bed, I decided for the second time in ten minutes that the questions could wait.  Betsy turned me into a worn out husk and when she could not get me to answer the call anymore she said:
 
    
 
   “Okay.  You might not like it, but here it is:  I’m a romantic at heart, lover.  I can be a slut sometimes, but I’m still a romantic.  Your ex couldn’t take her eyes off of you tonight and I could see that it was upsetting her that you were with me instead her, so I decided to be a busy body.  One of the things you don’t know about me is that I am a natural born bullshit detector.  It is impossible to lie to me.  There is just something in my makeup that can tell when I hear an untruth.”
 
    
 
   “I asked Bill to dance and told him that I was really your cousin and not a girlfriend. Then I told him I was concerned about how you were acting and behaving since your breakup with Cara, and I asked him if he could shed any light on the subject for me.  I got the whole story from him, lover.  Cara did nothing except get a little too comfortable while dancing with someone she used to care for.  Bill wanted more, and would have taken it if he could have gotten it, but all he got was slapped.  He didn’t lie to me lover.  I can promise you that what he told me was the God’s honest truth.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand, Betsy.  Why would you want to involve yourself in this?”
 
    
 
   “Simple, lover.  I want you for myself, but before that can happen, I need to know that you aren’t always going to have a thing for Cara.  I want you, lover, but I want all of you – not just most of you.”
 
    
 
   “Are you crazy Betsy?!  You are married.”
 
    
 
   “A condition that can be changed by something called a divorce.  A fairly common occurrence, I’m told.”
 
    
 
   “You don’t even know me, Betsy.  This is only the second time that we have even been together.”
 
    
 
   “Who says that you have to know someone for years and years before you can fall in love?  I felt an instant connection that first time.  It was so strong a feeling that I even told Becky that I would consider leaving my husband for you.  We don’t have to get married next week, or even this year, but I know that we will be good for the long haul.  For it to work though, I have to know that Cara is one hundred percent history.  I’m willing to share you, but only with my sister Becky.
 
    
 
   “On the other hand, I would like for you to be happy, and if Cara is the one who will do it for you, I want you to have it.  That’s the romantic in me.”
 
    
 
   “You could leave your husband just like that?”
 
    
 
   “My marriage is a marriage of convenience.  It was passionate enough when we got married, but over time, he was seduced by the dark side.”
 
    
 
   “The dark side?”
 
    
 
   “He fought it most of his adult life, but he had bisexual tendencies and he finally gave in to them.  He admitted it to me and asked me to be understanding, but I’m afraid that I couldn’t do it.  I told him I would be his camouflage, but our sex life was over.  In this day and age of HIV and AIDS, I wanted no part of a relationship that involved homosexual activity.  My price for staying as his wife was him agreeing to let me play on my trips, and just so you know, that is a freedom that I have rarely exercised.”
 
    
 
   “Why would you stay in a relationship like that?”
 
    
 
   “I did love him enough to marry him, and as long as I could get my urges satisfied, I saw no reason not to help him.”
 
    
 
   “Help him?”
 
    
 
   “He is on the city council and is planning on running for county commissioner, and in our conservative district, his sexual proclivities, were they to become known, would keep him from being elected dog catcher.”
 
    
 
   “Wouldn’t you divorcing him kill his chances?”
 
    
 
   “If I divorced him for cause it would, but if he divorced me for cheating on him, and did it publically enough, he would come across as someone who wouldn’t put up with shit, and he would probably get the sympathy vote from the undecided independents.  Sleep on it, lover.  When we wake up, I’ll ring your chimes one more time and then leave you for a week to think about it.”
 
    
 
   She woke me with a blow job, followed through on her threat to ring my chimes, and then headed for New Mexico to pick up three horses, leaving me with more thoughts in my head than I needed.  Betsy did light my fire, but so had Cara. If I were truly honest with myself, I did see more of a future with Cara than Betsy.  Probably because Cara and I had been together a while. Betsy, with her love at first sight not something that I put a lot of credence in, had only been with me on three occasions.  Yes, indeed; I did have a lot to think about.
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   I spent the weekend working around the house and thinking, and on Monday, I bit the bullet and called Cara and asked her to meet me at the Wheel after work.  I laid it all out for her, especially my fears about Anderson.
 
    
 
   “Taking my reaction to the dancing because of my experience with Holly out of the equation, that dance was still too suggestive of a romantic attachment that still might exist at some level, and I’m worried that it might flare up sometime in the future.”
 
    
 
   “What you are telling me is that you don’t think that you can trust me.”
 
    
 
   “What I am saying is that it worries me.”
 
    
 
   “Why are we here, Frank?  Why did you set up this talk when you have already made up your mind?”
 
    
 
   “I haven’t made up my mind about anything, Cara.  I’m asking questions of you and of myself.  I’m looking for some kind of reassurance.”
 
    
 
   “Bullshit, Frank!  You have already made up your mind that you won’t trust me anywhere around Bill.  In your mind, it is a given that something is going to happen between me and Bill sooner or later.  Every time I run into Bill – and it is bound to happen often in this town – you will just know that it wasn’t an accidental meeting.  If you see us talking, you will just know that we are setting up something.  Even if I never say a word to Bill again for as long as I live, you will just know that any time I’m late coming home, or take what you think is too long to shop, you will just know that I’m off somewhere with Bill.  If this meeting is to talk about our future together, I have to say that I don’t know if it is possible anymore.
 
    
 
   “Yes, my dance with Bill at Jill’s party was inappropriate, and I regret it very much.  I’m sorry as hell that I let it happen, even though it didn’t mean squat.  But it has planted a bug in your mind that will probably never go away.  I’m not sure I want to go through the rest of my life with you looking over my shoulder just waiting for what you just know is going to happen.”
 
    
 
   “I guess that has to be your choice, Cara,  I don’t really believe that I’ll be as bad as the picture that you paint, but you are right that your dance with Anderson is firmly planted in my mind, and I’m not sure that it will ever fade completely.”
 
    
 
   “So where does that leave us, Frank?”
 
    
 
   “I guess that it is up to you, Cara.  I’m of a mind to put us back together, but it sounds like you aren’t so sure.  You decide and let me know.”
 
    
 
   +++++++++++++
 
    
 
   It hasn’t been easy.  It took a while, but we have been able to make it work.  Even though she is based out of Colorado now, and has turned one of our bedrooms into an office, she is still on the road a good bit.  The ‘goodbyes’ before she leaves and the ‘hellos’ when she gets back are probably going to kill me some day, but oh Lord, what a way to go.  Right now, we are living together until her divorce becomes final.  In order for her to get it, I had to go down to her home town one weekend so her husband could ‘catch’ us in a local motel.
 
    
 
   As for Cara?  She decided that she couldn’t live with a man who would always be wondering about her and an old boyfriend.  So where is she now?  Living with the old boyfriend.  Kind of makes you wonder, doesn’t it?
 
    
 
    
 
   ~~The End~~
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
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   Okay, so it was a rotten thing to do, but then I’ve never said I was a nice guy, and what’s more no one else has ever said it either.  I am what I am and always have been and Mike should have known that.  Hell, anyone who has known me for more than twenty-four hours would have known what I’d do and Mike has known me for over fifteen years.
 
    
 
   Barbara Jean was Mike’s wife and I’ve wanted to stick a dick in her since the first time I laid eyes on her.  Barbara Jean, everyone called her BJ for short (and didn’t the guys all have fun with that), wasn’t a spectacularly beautiful woman and I doubt that anyone ever called her gorgeous, but she had a certain something about her.  Call it sex appeal, call it an aura, but she had something that gave you an immediate boner whenever you saw her.  Maybe it was her slutty looks or the slutty way she acted sometimes, I don’t know.  What I did know was that if I ever got a chance, I was going to fuck her.  Don’t misunderstand me here, Barbara Jean wasn’t a slut (or if she was, nobody that I knew had known about it), but she dressed like a slut and talked like a slut but God did it ever turn me on!
 
    
 
   Mike and BJ met in high school, married right after graduation, and then they went out, found jobs and went to work building a life for themselves.  BJ started out as a file clerk, took some typing and shorthand classes at the local community college, and worked her way up to become secretary to the owner of the local plant. 
 
    
 
   Mike got a job in the plant as a pressman, but that wasn’t what he really wanted to do with his life.  Mike wanted to be an electronics technician, but there were no trade schools in the area and the community college didn’t offer any electronics courses so Mike did what we all thought was a boneheaded play.    Mike joined the Army Reserves.  Some sorry assed recruiter told Mike that if he joined up, the Army would send him to school and teach him whatever he wanted.  Mike bit and signed on the dotted line.  Then, to the surprise of all of us, the Army did just what they said they would.  They sent Mike to school and taught him all he needed to know about electronics and computers and then over the course of the next eight years they kept sending him back to school for refresher courses.  Mike parlayed all that into a high paying job and eventually he started his own business. 
 
    
 
    The problem was that Mike was a Yellow Dog Democrat and we all know what Republicans do to people like that – fuck them every chance they get!  The Republican in the White House looked out and saw that Mike was sitting there, fat, dumb and happy, and he said, “Fuck you boy, I’m sending your ass to Iraq.”  Mike’s reserve unit was called up for active duty.
 
    
 
   Like I said, Mike has known me for over fifteen years and he should have known better, but somewhere along the way he must have suffered “brain fade.”  I live three doors down from Mike and one Saturday morning Mike knocked on my door.
 
    
 
   “I need a huge favor from you, Rich.  Somebody has to keep an eye on BJ for me while I’m gone.  You know, take care of the little shit that always seems to go wrong, leaky faucets, dead car batteries and stuff like that.  I’d like to be able to tell BJ that she can count on you if she has problems.”
 
    
 
   What she can count on, I thought to myself, is that I’ll be one of her problems, but what I said was, “Sure Mike, I’ll take care of her until you get back.”
 
    
 
   “Thanks Rich.  I’ll owe you a big one.”
 
    
 
   Two days later Mike was gone and I began to think of ways that I could “help” Barbara Jean.
 
    
 
   It is said that “Absence makes the heart grow fonder,” but I was banking on “Lack of sex makes one extremely horny.”  I had no idea what kind of sex life Mike and BJ had, but I was counting on it being enough that she would begin to miss it.  I figured that I would give her a month before I made my move.  From the day Mike left, I made it a point to stop and see BJ or give her a call several times a week to see if she was okay.  During the third week I had several friends over for a barbecue and I invited BJ.  At first she said no, but I worked on her and convinced her that she needed to get out of the house occasionally while Mike was gone.  I behaved myself, played the part of perfect host and saw to it that she had a nice time.  A week later I gave a small dinner party and again convinced her that she needed to get out.  She came, had an enjoyable time and when she left to walk home I said to myself, “Next time you slutty looking wench, you’ll be mine.”
 
    
 
   After you hit thirty, all a birthday is, is an excuse to have a party.  Mine fell on a Friday, which meant that the party would be big, boisterous, and long since no one had to go to work the next day.  Naturally I invited BJ and since she now knew that she can come over to my place, have a good time and then go home safe and sound, she said she would come.  At the barbecue and dinner party I had taken care to see that BJ’s drinks were watered down, but not at my birthday party.  Oh no, every drink BJ got was a double or a triple and I made sure that her glass was always full.  Halfway through the party, BJ was half in the bag.  Not falling down drunk, but in that happy state that some drunks reach where everything is funny to them.  Charlie Martin, one of the swifter guys that I know, came up to me and asked, “Are you doing what I think you are doing?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  Is what you think I’m doing bad, nasty, evil and immoral?”
 
    
 
   “Of course.”
 
    
 
   “Then the answer is yes.”
 
    
 
   “Think she’d do a double?”
 
    
 
   “First I have to get her to do a single.”
 
    
 
   “Keep me in mind.  I’ve always wanted a taste of that.”
 
    
 
   Things were moving along a little faster than I had planned.  BJ had gotten drunk quicker than I had expected and she was in the state I wanted her while the party was still going strong.  A good host does not neglect his guests, but it was my birthday, my gift to myself was ready to be unwrapped and so I abandoned my guests to their own devices and slowly eased BJ out of the herd.
 
    
 
   She was giggling and acting silly as I maneuvered her toward the bedroom.  Her words were slurred when she asked, “Where are we going?”
 
    
 
   “I have a surprise for you.”
 
    
 
   “What kind of surprise?”
 
    
 
   “One that should tingle your toes.”
 
    
 
   She giggled and said, “How do you know what tingles my toes?”
 
    
 
   “A little birdie told me.”
 
    
 
   I got her in the bedroom and I left the light off.  “Close your eyes and wait just a moment while I go and get him.”
 
    
 
   “Get who?”
 
    
 
   “Mike.  He snuck away from camp and he wants to surprise you.”
 
    
 
   “Mike?  Here?  Now?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, and he will get in trouble if he gets caught so no one can know that he is here.  Here, finish your drink and I’ll go and get you another one while you get undressed for him.  He told me to tell you that he can’t talk.  If anyone hears his voice and they find out he was here he could get court martialed and sent to Leavenworth for ten years so you have to play this cool.”
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure that it would work, but hey, if she was blotto enough it had a good chance.
 
    
 
   “Just keep the lights off and the room dark so no one will be able to see him.  He has to hurry so he can get back before they miss him and report him AWOL so hurry up and get undressed.  Remember, it has to be kept a secret, okay?”
 
    
 
   BJ giggled and said, “I can keep good secrets.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample, look for Barbara Jean.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is another preview of a story you may enjoy:
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   “You don't look like you're enjoying yourself, sweetie.” 
 
   The voice interrupted the violent images that were flipping through her brain. Belinda looked up to see Amy standing next to her.
 
   “I'm not,” Belinda's glow had already faded; she could feel it. “I just found out that Stanley is divorcing me and wants to sue me for everything.”
 
   “That's awful!” Amy sat down in the chair next to her and held her hand in both of her own. “I always thought Stanley was a sweetheart.” 
 
   Amy shook her head as if to dismiss her ridiculous idea.
 
   “Yeah, so did I.” Belinda shrugged her shoulders. “At least until he moved out of our bedroom and started seeing another woman.”
 
   Amy's mouth opened. 
 
   “Oh, Belinda! I had no idea. I'm so sorry, you don't deserve that.” She drew Belinda in for a hug. “You deserve to be happy.” 
 
   Amy’s lips were almost touching her ear. Belinda held on tight, forgetting for a moment that Amy was her long lost lover from a past life. Right now, she just remembered that they had always been confidantes.
 
   “Thank you.” Belinda let the tears fall and spilled her guts between sobs. “He's just mad because he caught me in bed with Michael. But this is after a year of him having an affair!” 
 
   Then she remembered the worst part. 
 
   “And his slut of a girlfriend called me fat!” Her confidence was melting along with her glow.
 
   “Sweetie, stop!” Amy pulled away now and took her by the shoulders. Looking Belinda in the eyes, a stern expression on her face, Amy chided her. “You are gorgeous, first of all. You still turn me on. Secondly, he is just hurt because you found someone better than him. Michael is quite the catch.”
 
   Belinda had stopped listening when she heard her lover admit that she still felt the same desire. It was as if time stood still, and the woman was once again unexpectedly naked in her bed.  
 
   “Oh, Amy,” Belinda groaned, her heart was pounding faster now for an entirely different reason.  She leaned close to whisper in her lover’s ear. “I was thinking about you all night.”
 
   “So was I.” 
 
   Amy's lips were almost on hers. Suddenly the sun deck was far too exposed. Belinda wanted a quiet alcove where her hands could remember every curve and her body could remember every inch of Amy’s skin.  
 
   “Even with Robert, as hot as that was, I kept thinking about us,” Amy admitted.
 
   Belinda sighed. There was no stopping it now. Michael and Robert, even Stanley and all of the drama that made her want to choke the life out of him, it all paled in comparison to the secret passion that she had so long denied, so long went without.  
 
   “Come on.” Belinda rose out of the chair, taking her friend's hand to help lift her. “We need some privacy.”
 
   The two women left the open area and made their way through the maze of hallways, both looking for an opportune spot, opening doors and giggling, fingers laced, hearts pounding. Belinda wondered what it was about Amy that could make her lose control so easily, but all other thoughts ceased once they found the sauna.
 
   “Come on, it's perfect in here,” Amy tugged at her and pulled her inside the steamy room.
 
   “I can't even see,” Belinda whispered. The air was thick and stifling and the two made their way slowly to the long, wooden benches along the wall.
 
   “That's why it's perfect, neither can anyone else.” Amy sat her gently onto the wooden platform and there were no more words. The two women clutched each other and their mouths finally touched.
 
   Belinda felt Amy's tongue touch hers. She trembled with want. The slow, deep kisses that she had never quite forgotten were exactly the same. Their tongues met, melting together and apart. Amy's hands were in her hair, slowly sliding to the straps of her suit.  
 
   “It's always like the first time with you,” Amy murmured between her kisses. “I still fantasize about taking you to bed.”
 
   Belinda flashed back to the night when she had masturbated to the soft core porn which reminded her of Amy. She felt her face flush when she confessed, “So do I.”
 
   Amy unhooked her suit from behind. Her hands caressed Belinda's round, full breasts, kneading her nipples into hard, aching points. Belinda realized that it didn't matter how much sex she'd had the night before, there was a need inside her right now that only her past lover could meet.
 
   “Your tits are perfect,” Amy whispered. The tip of Amy's tongue grazed one point and then her teeth nibbled at the sensitive flesh until Belinda arched her back. She felt her long hair touch the top of her bottom as she closed her eyes and let her lover explore every inch.
 
   Belinda felt the beads of sweat run down her face to her neck. She could hear the wet sucking noises that Amy's mouth made. She licked the salt from the underneath curve of Belinda’s breasts on her way down to her soft belly, her round hips, kissing the fabric that still clung to her nether regions.  Belinda felt Amy's hands slide into her bathing suit. She raised her hips so that her friend could finally have her as she wanted to be, completely naked and wet.
 
   Belinda lay back on the bench and parted her legs. Rivulets of sweat ran down between her thighs, mixing with her want. Amy buried her face there in her folds.
 
    
 
    
 
   To purchase the book, look for The Cruise Series, Book 3 by Jessica Johannsen.
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon.
 
    
 
   If you write me a review and send me an email I will send you a free book, or many.
 
   (Just know that these emails are filtered by my publisher.)
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I.
 
    
 
   Thank You!
 
   


 
   
  
 




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