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   WARNING
 
   This book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language. It may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults ONLY.
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   “I’ll give it to you as straight and simple as I can.  You have to stop smoking, quit drinking, lose fifty pounds and eliminate caffeine from your diet or die!  And I don’t mean in a couple of years.  You are on your way to a coffin within the next six months if you don’t get your head out of your ass and do what I just told you to do.”
 
   The doctor’s words rattled around in my head as I drove home.  I knew I smoked too much and I had tried to stop half a dozen times.  And the doctor wasn’t the first to tell me that I drank too much; my wife Marlene did that on an almost daily basis, but what the hell, I could handle it and it relaxed me when I got home from a hard day at the office.
 
   I did not believe the overweight part though; I was comfortable with what I carried and I’d always felt that a man’s best weight was what he was most comfortable with.  But, and it was a pretty big but, I did not want to die; at least not within the next six months and preferably not within the next forty or fifty years. 
 
   Regardless about what I thought about my weight and drinking, I paid good money for the doctor’s opinion and I had learned over the years that it is stupid to pay for an expert’s opinion and then not put it to use.
 
   I walked into the house, put my briefcase in the den and then headed for the wet bar in the family room.  I actually had the scotch bottle in hand and the stopper out when Dr. Hartmann’s words came back to me -“or die!”  I put the bottle back in the cabinet and my wife, who was in the kitchen, said:
 
    “Something wrong, dear?” 
 
   “No,” I said, “I’m trying to cut down on my drinking.” 
 
   She gave me a little half grin, one that said, “Fat chance” and then she said, “That’s nice, dear.  Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes.” 
 
   I went back into my den and sat down at my desk.  I opened my brief case and took out the pack of Pall-Malls and shook one out and was reaching for the lighter when Hartmann’s voice came back at me again -“or die!”  I looked at what I was holding in my hand and then threw the pack and the lighter into the wastebasket.  I stared at the wall for several minutes and the made a decision.  I picked up the phone and dialed a number from memory.
 
   “Michelle?  Paul.  I need to talk to you.  Can I come over in about an hour?  Thanks.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Michelle and her husband Bob were our next door neighbors and Michelle worked at the local recreation center as a personal fitness trainer.  If I was going to do what Hartmann wanted me to do, I was going to need help.  After dinner I told Marlene that I was going next door to talk to Michelle and I thought I saw a trace of worry cross her face.  She asked me why:
 
   “Just something personal that I need to discuss with her.”  
 
   Again the touch of worry, or was it just my imagination?
 
   Michelle met my knock and invited me in.  She asked me what this was about and I told her about my visit to the doctor and what he’d told me.
 
   “My problem is that I know what I have to do, hell, I’ve always known, but I just can’t seem to do it.  I’ll start an exercise program and then something will come up and I drop it.  I always mean to go back to it, but somehow I never do.  I’m sure that you see this in the people you work with; how do you get them to overcome it?” 
 
   She smiled and said, “Usually you set up a system with rewards.  You set up a program, define your goals and then you break the program down into sections.  You complete section one and you get a reward.  Finish section two and you get a reward and so on.” 
 
   I must have looked mystified and she laughed and said, “I don’t reward you, you reward yourself.”
 
   I guess I looked confused so she said, “Let me give you an example.  Mr. Jones wants to lose fifty pounds and then do some weight training to tone up after the weight loss.  However he has the same problem you have - he just can’t seem to stay with it so I made a suggestion.  I asked him how much it would be worth to him to meet his goal and what would he consider as a penalty that he could not afford to pay.  He thought about it and then said if he was in a legal battle he could not afford to be fined five thousand dollars.  So I said to him fine!  You give me five thousand dollars.  You meet your goals within the agreed upon time frame and you get the five grand back.”  By the time he meets the goal he has adjusted to not having the five thousand so when he gets it back, it’s a gift - a reward for meeting his goal.  If he back slides and doesn’t follow through I give the five thousand to charity in his name so he at least gets the tax write off, but he is still out the five grand.”  
 
   I must have looked skeptical because she said, “That was what worked for Mr. Jones.  Other people have different ways of doing it, but the principle is the same.  You just have to come up with the plan that works for you.” 
 
   “Okay,” I said, “I’d like to become one of your clients.  Think you can help me?”
 
   She grinned and said, “I know I can help you and I know just what reward system we can use to keep you on track.” 
 
   “What’s that?” I wanted to know. 
 
   “Not yet.  Let’s work out a program first and once we set your goals we will talk about rewards.  Here is what I need you to do.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The next morning I was at the rec. center and signed up for a full year membership.  I met Michelle there at nine in the morning and we sat down and discussed what I needed to do.  The drinking was not going to be a problem; I drank because I liked to, not because I needed to or had to.  Diet and an exercise program could handle the weight loss and while smoking was not something that Michelle usually addressed as part of a fitness program, other than to discourage it, she thought that in my case she could help.  We decided that my primary goal would be to lose the fifty pounds that Hartmann wanted me to lose and then work on toning up the loose skin that weight loss would bring. 
 
   “It’s all doable if you stick with the program” she said and then she took me to the center’s exercise room.  She led me through a series of machines and showed me how to use them, filled out a card showing me the weights she wanted me to use and how many repetitions she wanted me to do.  The last step was to weigh me and then we sat down to discuss how to keep me on track. 
 
   “First,” Michelle asked, “how is your love life?” 
 
    “Non-existent,” I answered.  She gave me a questioning look and I said, “Marlene and I haven’t been getting along for some time now.  I still love her, but she doesn’t seem to care for me anymore.” 
 
   “Ever wonder why?” 
 
   “Every waking hour.” 
 
   “I’m going to tell why, but I want you to remember that this is coming from a friend - someone who likes you - so don’t get pissed at me.  First, Marlene doesn’t smoke while you are a heavy smoker.  Smokers don’t realize how offensive they smell to non-smokers.  It’s in your hair, on your skin, in your clothes and in short you stink - literally!  Next is your weight.  No woman wants an extra fifty-pounds of flab bouncing on her when she is making love and when you put that together with your smokers stink it is a definite turn off.  Lastly, you drink too much and it affects your motor skills.  In short, everything that your doctor has said is wrong with you has made you a lousy lover.  So there is part of your reward.  You quit smoking, quit drinking and lose your fifty pounds and you can probably put things back together between you and Marlene.  
 
    “Now, here is my reward program for you.  You stop smoking today and not touch another cigarette and in two weeks I’ll give you a blow job.” 
 
   I’m sure that my face showed the shock that her statement caused.  She grinned and said:
 
    “There’s more.  For every ten pounds you lose, I’ll give you another one and when you have lost all fifty pounds, I’ll fuck your brains out.”
 
   She laughed when she saw the look on my face. “No, I don’t do that for any of my other clients, but you are a special case.  You see, I’m not only giving you a reward, I’m taking revenge on my husband.  He has been fucking your wife for the last two months now, so we both want you to succeed, right?”  
 
    “You know that your husband has been fucking Marlene and you haven’t done anything about it?” 
 
   “No, I’ve been waiting for the right set of circumstances to come along.  I plan on getting my revenge by letting him know I’m fucking someone else, but I’m kind of particular about who I spread my legs for and until you came along I hadn’t found anyone I’d be willing to screw.  You are a gift from Heaven, baby, and I can’t think of anything more fitting than having you as my revenge fuck.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I left the rec. center and headed to my office with a lot on my mind.  Yesterday Hartmann tells I’m going to die if I don’t get my head out of my ass and this morning Michelle tells me that my wife is having an affair with her husband.  All of a sudden I realize what those traces of worry on Marlene’s face meant when I told her I had something personal to discuss with Michelle.  I had promised Michelle I wouldn’t say anything about it, at least not just yet, but I promised myself I would at least jerk Marlene’s chain when I got the chance.
 
   The chance came sooner than I expected.  When I got home that night Marlene was in the kitchen fixing dinner and for the second night in a row I surprised her by not heading for the wet bar.  Dinner was a quiet affair and it wasn’t until we were clearing the table that Marlene casually asked:
 
   “So what did you need to talk to Michelle about last night?”  
 
   I gave her a non-committal look and said, “A personal matter that concerns both of us.  I needed her slant on something that has been bothering me for about two months now.”  
 
    “What’s that?” she wanted to know.
 
   I said, “I’ll give you a hint.  Your name came up in the conversation a couple of times.  Now if you will excuse me I have some work I need to catch up on,” and I left a worried looking Marlene standing in the kitchen.
 
   I was up and out of bed at five the next morning and was waiting at the front door when the rec. center opened at five-thirty.  It took me an hour and fifteen minutes to run through the program that Michelle set out for me and then I showered and headed off to work.
 
   That night dinner was again a quiet affair and as soon as I finished helping to clear the table I went into the den to work on some papers I’d brought home.  Disappearing into my den in the evening was not usual for me, but it seemed to be keeping Marlene on edge and so I decided to keep doing it until I got around to confronting her on her affair.  The next night I was a half-hour late getting home and it gave me the chance to jerk Marlene’s chain again. 
 
   “You’re late,” she said and I replied, “Yeah, those damn lawyers always take up more time than you schedule them for.” 
 
   It was the truth, I was late because a meeting with the corporate legal staff ran longer than expected, but Marlene didn’t know it was business and not personal.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   For the next several weeks my schedule was basically the same: up at five to be at the rec. center when it opened, run my program and then head to work.  It sounds a lot easier than it was.  The days were absolute hell as I worked at kicking the nicotine habit.  I was chewing three and four packs of gum a day, drinking black coffee by the gallon (even though Hartmann had warned me to give up caffeine) and by the end of the second week I had calmed down to the point where I actually thought I could kick the habit for good.  
 
   Also during that period I kept hitting Marlene with little digs about things to keep her worried.  One night I asked her to estimate the value of her jewelry and when she asked me why, I said my lawyer wanted a statement of our net worth.  Another time I told Marlene that I needed her to be at home at a specific time and when she asked me why I told her I had made an appointment with a contractor to come in and give me an estimate on getting the place fixed up.  When she wanted to know why, I told her that it was something else the lawyer wanted done. 
 
   Wednesday, the end of the second week I got to the rec. center at five-thirty and found Michelle waiting for me.  She asked me to follow her to her office and then she shut and locked the door. 
 
   “What have you been telling Marlene?” 
 
   I told her about the mind games that I had been playing and she laughed. “Well, you’ll be pleased to know that they are having an effect.  She has been talking to Bob and he has been very nervous around me lately.”
 
   Then she came over to me and sniffed my hair and my skin and asked, “How long has it been since you had your last cigarette?” 
 
    
 
    I told her it had been sixteen days.
 
   She smiled and pushed me back until I was sitting on the edge of her desk. “Time then for your first reward,” and she went to her knees in front of me.  It was some of the best head I’d ever received, but unfortunately it had been some time since I’d had sex of any kind and I came much too quickly.  I warned Michelle when I was about to cum and she just pulled me deeper into her mouth and swallowed all I had to give.  It was a new experience for me.  Marlene used to suck my cock, she even said she liked it, but she never let me cum in her mouth.  Michelle looked up at me:
 
   “Poor baby.  It’s been a long while for you, hasn’t it?”
 
   I nodded a yes and she said, “Don’t worry, baby, you’ll last longer next time.  How close are you to your first ten-pound loss?”
 
   I told her that it had been eight and a half pounds the day before and she smiled, “Work hard today, baby, and I’ll look forward to seeing you on Friday morning.”
 
   I was eleven pounds down when I saw her Friday and by the time she got done draining me I felt like I’d lost another ten.  A man could learn to like her reward system.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   During that almost three-week period, things had been a little tense at my house.  Marlene was on pins and needles over what she thought I might be doing about what she thought I thought she was doing.  I, on the other hand, was barely talking to her.  I got up to go to the center before she did, went to work from the center, came home, ate dinner and then went into my den to work on things I’d brought home with me.
 
   Basically I ignored Marlene, determined to make her make the first move.  What would happen then I didn’t know.  I hoped that we might be able to work things out because I did love the silly bitch, even if she was fucking someone else behind my back.  In a way I could hardly blame her; everything that Michelle had told me about why Marlene might not find me physically attractive anymore was true, but I was still pissed.
 
   Marlene could have said something about it to me and maybe we could have corrected the problems.  Well, probably not; I’d have just gotten my back up at the suggestion that I drank too much and smoked too much and we would have just argued.
 
   By the third week I had my schedule down pat.  Even though I was only supposed to work my program every other day on M-W-F I still went to the center on Tuesday and Thursday and walked the treadmill, rode the bicycle, or swam laps in the pool.  On Thursday of that third week I got up at five as usual, but decided to skip going to the center that morning.  I was in the den working on my income tax when I heard the front door open and close.  I glanced at my watch and saw that it was a quarter after six and I knew that Marlene never got out of bed before seven.
 
   I got up and opened the den door a crack and saw Michelle’s husband Bob go up the stairs and into our bedroom.  Marlene must have given him a key.  I waited a minute or so and then I quietly went up the stairs.  The bedroom door was open so I stood off to the side and listened.  I heard noises, but nothing I could make out so I cautiously peeked around the doorframe.  
 
   Bob and Marlene were in a sixty-nine with Bob on top.  The bedside lamp was on and I got a good view of Marlene’s mouth sliding up and down on Bob’s cock and I suddenly found that, in addition to the anger that the sight caused me, I also had a very stiff dick.  I watched as Marlene sucked that cock and was suddenly sorry that I wasn’t going to be able to watch the rest of what was going to happen.  Once they stopped going sixty-nine they would probably notice me and I wasn’t ready for the confrontation - not just yet.  I quietly went back down the stairs, left the house and drove to the center.  Marlene was in her office and I told her what just happened. 
 
   “I don’t know how much longer I’m going to be able to hold off from doing something about it.” 
 
   Michelle looked thoughtful and said, “I was hoping you could put it off until you earned your final reward for losing the full fifty pounds, but realistically that could still be a couple of months down the road.  Oh well, do what you have to do, just let me know when because I’m going to ding Bobby at the same time.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The following Tuesday I got up at my usual time, went downstairs to give Marlene a chance to fall back to sleep and the I quietly went back upstairs and into the bedroom closet.  It was almost a half-hour wait until I heard Bob coming in the front door.  He came into the room, turned on the bedside lamp and then bent over and started to lick and suck one of Marlene’s tits.  She slowly woke up and rolled over onto her back and Bob stripped off his clothes and then got in bed with her in the sixty-nine position.
 
   I saw Marlene open her mouth and swallow Bob’s cock even as she spread her legs to give him access to her pussy.  After about five minutes they changed position and Bob moved between her legs and I watched as he slowly sank his length into what I used to think was mine.  Her legs clamped his thighs and her hands came up to grab his shoulders and he started to fuck her.  She was fucking back at him, pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts and moaning:
 
   “Oh god, oh god, oh god.”  
 
   Bob fucked her for a good ten minutes before he grunted, “Here it comes, honey, here it comes,” and several seconds later he pulled himself out of Marlene’s cunt.  When he pulled out I saw a drop of cum fall from the head of his cock onto her stomach and then I watched her wipe it up with a finger and then lick the finger.  I absolutely could not believe how hard my cock was when I saw that, and how turned on I was.  It took all of my will power not to charge out of the closet and fall on her.  
 
   Bob said, “Tomorrow, same time?” and Marlene said, “Sure, honey, if that’s what you want.”  
 
   When she got out of bed to go and take a shower, I got out of the closet and left the room.
 
   I was in the closet again on Thursday and watched as Bob woke her up by sucking her tits, then moved into a sixty-nine, but this time Bob moved her onto her knees and fucked her for a few minutes dog fashion.  I was as hard as a rock watching the two of them.  Then he pulled out of her pussy and did something that I had only done to Marlene once - he pushed his cock into her ass!  I saw her grit her teeth and silently let him stuff her butt with his cock.  I’d only tried it with Marlene once and she had screamed in pain and begged me to stop, but she sure didn’t seem to mind it now.  It was about five minutes before Bob emptied himself into Marlene’s ass and then they both fell back on the bed.
 
    “That was great, babe,” Bob said. “Same time tomorrow?”
 
    “If you want.”
 
   Friday when I finished my work out, I stopped in to see Michelle and told her about my two mornings in the closet.  She laughed:
 
   “Why you old pervert you.  Did you get a kick out of watching?” 
 
   I admitted that I did, but then I said, “I can’t let this go on any longer.  If you plan on nailing Bob at the same time I hit Marlene, then tonight’s the night.  I plan on confronting her right after dinner.” 
 
   That night I waited until we had finished dinner and then I said, “You planning on getting a divorce or what?”  
 
   Marlene looked stunned and then she said, “Why in the world would you ask me something like that?”  
 
   I let the silence build and then I said, “You are obviously unhappy being married to me.  We haven’t had sex in over four months.  The last three attempts I made you rebuffed with excuses and yet you have been fucking the next door neighbor for almost three months now.”
 
   Marlene’s face went pale when I said that and I continued on, “To me that indicates one of two things - you intend to leave and get a divorce or you plan on continuing your affair with Bob behind my back.” 
 
   I stopped talking and let the silence hang in the air for several moments and then said:
 
    “I’m here to tell you that I will not allow that to continue.  You will not stay married to me and continue to fuck him, at least you won’t as long as I’m not getting laid.  You want to fuck us both, fine, but from this day forward I don’t get any, he doesn’t get any or you can hit the fucking street.  You need to figure out what the fuck you are going to do and then let me know,” and then I got up and left the kitchen for my den.
 
   It was almost half an hour before I heard her come into the room behind me and sit down on the leather couch.  I sat at the desk and shuffled papers, arranging bills I had to pay and waited for her to speak.  There was five minutes of silence before she said in a quavering voice:
 
   “How long have you known?” 
 
   I turned in my chair to face her. “Much longer than I’ve wanted to.  At first I didn’t believe it, but when I was late getting out of here one day last week and saw Bob come in the house and go up to our bedroom, I was pretty sure that something was going on.  Still, I walked up the stairs and peeked around the doorframe to be sure and when I saw you in a sixty-nine with his cock in your mouth it kind of firmed it up for me.  And I know it has been going on for three months now because Michelle told me.  How she found out I don’t know.  The only question on the table right now is what are you going to do.” 
 
   Marlene’s chin quivered and her voice was shaky as she asked, “What are you going to do?” 
 
   I didn’t offer her any help. “I’m not going to do anything.  What happens will be because of the choices you make.  You decide what you are going to do and then you tell me.  I’ll give you this much to work with.  I have a good idea of why it happened and I’m working on it.  I don’t care how it happened and I’m only marginally pissed that it did happen and that’s mostly because I’ve been going without while you and Bob have been getting plenty.
 
    “When I married you I said ‘for better or worse’ and to me that meant hanging in there with you even during the bad times and I think we can consider this to be about as bad as they are going to get and I’m staying.  Whether I’m staying by myself is going to be up to you.”  
 
   I turned around and went back to my papers and a couple of minutes later I heard her get up and leave.  Half an hour later I heard her come back into the room and I turned around to look at her.  She was standing there in only a pair of high heels.
 
   “Are you coming to bed anytime soon?”
 
   It was a long night.  We made love and then we talked, made love and talked some more.  I went four times that night and it was a personal best for me.  Even though I’d told Marlene that I didn’t care how things started between her and Bob, she felt the need to explain.
 
   Michelle had hit the nail right on the head - it had been the smoking, drinking and the excess weight that had turned Marlene off and added to that was the fact the I no longer seemed to have the staying power to get her to the point of orgasm.  She still had her sexual needs though and one morning she was sitting on the living room couch using a dildo on herself when Bob had walked in on her.  She froze, like a deer caught in headlights, and before she realized what was happening Bob had his cock in her.  After that the affair just seemed to take on a life of its own.  When she was done I told her that it didn’t matter and then we fell asleep. 
 
   The next morning, Marlene woke me with a blow job (it was a Thursday and not a rec. center day) and when I was nice and hard she swung herself over me and lowered herself down on me.  She began rocking back and forth and then she said:
 
   “Did you really mean it when you said you didn’t care whether I fucked Bob as long as I fuck you?” 
 
   “As long as you stay mine, I don’t care.” 
 
   “Why don’t you care?”  
 
   I confessed to my having been in the closet and watching her twice and I told her how much it had turned me on. 
 
   “Would it turn you on to fuck me after I had fucked someone else?”
 
   “Probably.” 
 
   “Would it have turned you on last night to know that Bob had fucked me about half an hour before you got home?” 
 
    “You bitch,” I cried and I rolled over on top of her and fucked her as hard as I could and when I came I stayed hard and kept on fucking her.  She was breathing hard and she looked up at me and said: 
 
   “What do you think Bob will do when he walks in on us?”  I looked down at her and she looked up at me and chuckled. “That’s right, lover.  He doesn’t know you stayed home today and he should be walking through that door any minute now.”  
 
   Her laughter followed me as I hurried to the closet and I couldn’t but think on how everything had done a 180-degree turn in the last ten hours.  At eight-ten last night she was weeping and I was laying down the law after four months of barely speaking to each other.  At six in the morning she was laughing at me as I scrambled to hide myself in the closet so I could watch her fuck her lover.  I had no sooner situated myself in the closet than the bedroom door opened and Bob came in and Marlene showed me an evil streak that I’d never known she had.  As Bob approached the bed Marlene said:
 
   “Hurry, lover, my pussy’s on fire and I want you to eat me.”
 
   Bob hurriedly undressed and soon they were in a sixty-nine position with Marlene on top and facing my direction.  As her head Bobbed up and down on his cock she had her eyes on where she knew mine would be and she winked at me.  The Marlene that was on that bed was a Marlene that I never knew existed and I wondered if it was something new or something that had been there all along waiting for me to discover it.  They had been at it for about three minutes when Bob pulled his face out of her pussy and said:
 
    “God, but you sure are wet this morning.” 
 
   Marlene took her mouth off his cock and smiled at me in the closet. “I should be.  My husband fucked me just before you got here.” 
 
   Bob made a face and struggled to get out from under Marlene. “God damn it!  Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
   Marlene gave him an innocent look and said, “Because I wanted you to eat me.” 
 
   “Bitch,” he snarled and he got behind her and rammed his cock into her pussy and began fucking her.  She kept her gaze on the closet door and winked at me again.  After a couple of minutes he pulled out of her cunt and pushed the head of his cock at her asshole and I saw her grit her teeth and then wince as he shoved his cock into her.  As soon as he began fucking in and out, her face relaxed and she looked toward the closet and blew me a kiss and I lost it.  I blew my load all over the inside of the closet door.  Back on the bed Marlene was moaning and begging:
 
   “Oh yes, oh god yes, fuck my ass, fuck my ass, Bobby, fuck my ass,” and all the while she never took her eyes away from where she knew mine would be.  She looked right at me as she begged her lover to fuck her and I saw her mouth the words, “Is this what you want, baby?  I’m doing it for you.” 
 
   It was a good ten minutes before Bob pumped his seed up Marlene’s ass and then pulled out of her.  As he dressed he said, “Same time tomorrow, or should I stop by this afternoon?” 
 
   I saw Marlene smile at me and then she said, “This afternoon, lover. I want your cock in me this afternoon.  Get here early and stay later. I’m hot today and I want to fuck.” 
 
   Bob gave her a curious look. “I don’t know what’s come over you, but I think I like it.” 
 
   As soon as he was gone I burst out of the closet and fell on her.  “In my ass, baby, I want you in my ass.  Your cock is bigger than his is, but he’s got me opened up for you.  Fuck my ass, baby, fuck my ass.”
 
   I didn’t go to work that day and Marlene and I spent most of it in bed making up for lost time.  She had undergone a major personality change, from quiet and dutiful wife (all be it an unfaithful one) to an absolute cock hungry slut and she seemed to glory in acting and talking like one.
 
   “Did you like following him into my ass?  How did your cock feel soaking in his cum?  Did it turn you on to watch me sucking his cock?  Did you laugh at the way he behaved when he found out he was licking up your cum?  Would you like to taste his cum when he finishes with me this afternoon?” 
 
   The questions and button pushing went on all day and when I went back into the closet that afternoon I just knew my cock was done for the day.  Marlene soon proved me wrong on that; the first thing she did when Bob got there was say:
 
   “I want you to cum in my mouth, my pussy and my ass before you go.  When hubby comes home tonight I’m going to kiss him with your taste still in my mouth and on my tongue.  I’ll tell him how hot and wet I’ve gotten waiting for him to come home and fuck me and I’ll have him eat my pussy while your cum is still inside me.  Will that turn you on?  Will you get hard sitting at home and knowing that my hubby is getting sloppy seconds and soaking his cock in what you’ve left in me?  Will it make you so hot that you’ll hurry over in the morning after he’s gone?  Will it make you so hot that you’ll fuck me really hard?” 
 
   She had pushed our buttons and now I was hard again and Bob was so inflamed that he pushed her down and fucked her on the floor.  He came twice in her cunt, once in her ass and just before he left he blew a load down her throat.  When I came out of the closet she was lying on the bed working a finger in and out of her pussy.  She gave me a wicked smile and said:
 
   “I’ve still got his cum in my mouth, are you going to kiss me?”  
 
   I did, and then I ate her pussy.  I was fucking her in the ass when she said:
 
    “You’ve made me into a slut, your own personal whore.  You want me to whore for you, baby?  Tell me who you want me to fuck and I’ll do it.  You want your clients to fuck me?  Want to give me to your friends?  I’m your whore, baby, I’ll fuck whomever you want.”
 
   It was another long night and I almost didn’t have the energy to drag myself away from an insatiable Marlene.  When I left for the rec. center I didn’t feel guilty about leaving a horny Marlene lying on the bed because I knew she would probably have Bob’s cock in her before I was half way through my routine.  When I was finished with my routine I stopped by Michelle’s office:
 
   “How did your confrontation with Bob go?”  
 
   She shook her head. “It didn’t.  I decided to wait until after I’ve fucked you so I can rub his nose in it.  How did it go with you?” 
 
   I told her what had happened and that, at least until she pulled the plug on Bob, it looked like the two of us would be sharing Marlene. 
 
   She looked at me in amazement. “You would do that?  You would share her with another man?” 
 
   I told her about what Marlene had said about being my whore from now on and she just shook her head.
 
    “Oh, by the way, the other reason I had for stopping is that it is reward time again,” and I took out my cock.
 
   Michelle got up and went to the door and locked it.  She came back and went to her knees in front of me and as she gave me my reward I thought that it was too bad that I didn’t have to lose a hundred pounds.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   My newfound sex life with Marlene was roaring along.  It was hard to tell who was getting the most in the way of sloppy seconds, Bob or me, since each of us seemed to follow the other.  He was fucking her just before I got home from work and I was fucking her just before I left the house in the morning.  I stopped going to the rec. center on Tuesdays and Thursdays just so I could stay home and watch from the closet.
 
   My program was working and I’d lost forty pounds (and gotten four very nice blow jobs) and was working hard on losing the last ten.  The previous ten had taken the longest to lose and I expected the last ten were going to be the hardest to shed.  As much as I wanted to lose that last ten and collect my reward from Michelle, I wondered what the fallout would bring.  Her plan was to fuck me and then tell her Bob that it was her revenge for his fucking Marlene.  Would that put an end to Bob’s being Marlene’s lover?  I hoped not.  Marlene had become insatiable and I didn’t think that I could keep her satisfied without help. And then, quite suddenly, it ceased to matter.
 
   It was at a party at my bosses’ house and we had been there about an hour when Marlene came up to me and said:
 
    “Can I be a whore for you tonight?”
 
   I asked her what was up and she told me that three separate guys had hit her on so far that night. 
 
   “One of them is your boss.  He was a little more subtle than the other two, but I’ll bet you I can get fucked tonight if you want me too.”  She giggled and said, “Maybe I can get you a raise or maybe even a promotion.” 
 
   I smiled at her. “You just gave me a raise, if you know what I mean.”  
 
   She looked around to see if anyone was watching and then she put her hands on the lump in my trousers:
 
    “Does this mean I should go for it, or that you want to take me outside and fuck me on the back seat of the car?” 
 
   I asked her who the other two guys were and she pointed them out to me.  One was a good customer of mine and the other was a man I’d been trying to get as a customer.  I was curious to see what Marlene would do and so I said:
 
    “Go for it, sweetie.  Don’t let on that I know what’s going on, but try to get that one,” and I pointed him out, “to commit to becoming a customer.  The other guy already is one so I won’t mind if he’s kept happy.  But if you fuck Harry (my boss) it will because you want to.  I’ll get my own raises and promotions.” 
 
   She grinned and said, “Want me to do all three tonight?  Think you might like to soak your dick in the cum of three men?” 
 
   I smiled at her and said, “Just make sure you leave enough for me,” and I went and got myself another drink. 
 
   To be honest about it I thought she was just pulling my chain.  I knew she was being an absolute slut with Bob and me, but I didn’t expect her to branch out.  But as I circulated and socialized I kept noticing that Marlene didn’t seem to be very much in evidence and I began to wonder if she really did mean to get fucked during the party.  When it was time to leave I went looking for her and found her having a drink with Harry in the kitchen. 
 
   “Ready to go?” I asked and she said, “Just let me finish this drink and I’ll be ready.” 
 
   I went and got her wrap and met her at the front door and as we walked to the car she squeezed my arm and said:
 
    “It’s your lucky night, lover, you get to have sloppy seconds tonight.  Can you wait until we get home or do you want me now in the back seat?” 
 
   We got in the car and I said, “Why don’t you slide over here and hold my cock and you can tell me all about it on the drive home.” 
 
   She started stroking my cock and then told me about her night.  
 
   She had gone upstairs to use the bathroom and when she came out she found Harry in the hall waiting to use it.  He asked her if she had seen the house and when she had said no he’d said:
 
   “Well just let me finish in here and I’ll give you the grand tour.”
 
   He started to head into the bathroom and Marlene had followed him in and closed the door behind them.  He was surprised, but he got a grin on his face when Marlene said:
 
   “We both know what you want and you can have it, but first there are some ground rules.  One, you keep it to yourself.  Hubby must never find out about it so that means no bragging, and two, no calling me at home unless you know for an absolute certainty where he is.  I don’t need him picking up the phone and hearing someone hanging up.  Can you handle that?” 
 
   He said that he could and then Marlene told him to take out his cock and she held it for him while he took his whiz.
 
    “If we are still fucking when winter comes I’ll write our names in the snow.”  
 
   Then she shook the last few drops off of his dick and he then proceeded to take Marlene on a tour which managed to get as far as his bedroom and then stop.  Harry had fucked her on the bed, she had sucked him hard and he had fucked her a second time.  He had wanted her to suck him hard again so he could fuck her again, but she said they had been gone too long already and they needed to get back to the party before I came looking for her. 
 
   “He said he wants to see me again and I agreed to have lunch with him at the Hilton on Monday.  Think he might want to get a room so he can have me for dessert?  I think I’m going to like being your whore.  If I work it right I’ll get fucked by five different guys before next Friday.”
 
   I took my eyes off the road and looked over at her and she ticked the five off on her fingers:
 
    “You, Bob, Harry, Stan (my customer) and Phil (the guy I was trying to get as a customer) and just think, you will get to have sloppy seconds after every one of them.” 
 
   I couldn’t take it anymore and I pulled over to the side of the road, put my hand behind her head and pushed it down on my cock.  I came in less than sixty seconds. 
 
   “My oh my, pushed a button or two, did I?  My being a slut gets to you, doesn’t it.  You like hearing about other cocks being in me?  It can happen a lot, lover.  I told you I’m your whore and I’ll fuck whoever you want me to, whenever you want me to, and wherever you want me to.” 
 
   As I pulled away from the curb she started telling me about the rest of her night.  After she and Harry had returned to the party Phil had come up to her and started talking to her.  After a bit they went outside for some fresh air and Phil started running his line on her and she had stopped him in his tracks saying:
 
   “Look, I know you want to fuck me, but you need to understand a few things.  First, I love to fuck - I’m the closest thing to a nymphomaniac that you’re ever going to find - but I love my husband and even though he is great in bed he just can’t satisfy me.  No man can, so I fuck around on him.  I’m careful and he doesn’t know, but I do and it makes me feel guilty.  To ease the guilt or to make up for giving away what’s his I only fuck men who can help him in some way.  I know it is a rationalization thing, but it helps me live with being an unfaithful slut.  So the question is, are you in any position that can provide a benefit for my husband?  If you are I’ll fuck you, if you aren’t I won’t.” 
 
   “My,” he said, “You are certainly straight forward, aren’t you?” 
 
   “Is that a yes or a no?” 
 
   “Well, he has been after my business for some time now.  I suppose I could give it to him.” 
 
   Marlene said she was having lunch with him at the Marriott the next afternoon.
 
    “Think he picked the place with anything on his mind other than the food?”
 
   She’d told Phil that she was the best piece of ass he would ever have and he could keep on getting it if he followed through on giving me his account.  She told him that I always came home bragging whenever I closed a new deal and that if she didn’t hear me bragging about getting his business by the middle of the week he would never get her again. 
 
   Half an hour later Stan got her alone and she did the same thing to him.  When he said he was already my customer and gave me all his business she took him out to our car and had given him a blow job and then fucked him on the back seat. 
 
   “He had a nice, big cock and he must not have used it in a while because he spit so much cum down my throat that I almost couldn’t swallow it all.  Then I let him fuck me, twice.  I came looking for you when we came back in so I could give you a big kiss and see if you could tell where I’d been and what I’d done, but I couldn’t find you right away and then somebody gave me a drink and I washed all the evidence away.  Are you disappointed?  Well, I’ve still got two loads of Harry in me and two loads of Stan and that’s better than nothing, right?
 
    “Oh, by the way, Stan will be stopping by the house around lunch time on Tuesday.  Boy, I’m going to be a busy little whore, aren’t I?  You before you go to the gym, Bob as soon as you’re gone, Stan at lunch, Bob just before you get home and then you again. I wonder what it would be like to have all three of you at the same time.  They call that a gangbang, right?  Would you like me to do a gangbang?”
 
   She kept talking like that all the way home and when we got there I fucked her on the floor in the entryway and then we went upstairs and she kept me up most of the night.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Over the next three weeks Marlene lived up to her slut/whore image while I watched in amazement at the change in her.  In the space of five months she had gone from dutiful to unfaithful wife and then to absolute slut.  She fucked Harry and Stan two or three times a week; she fucked Phil about four times a week, on average (and yes, I did get his account) and in addition she was still fucking Bob twice a day.  And in addition to all of that she was trying to fuck me to death every night and during the weekends. 
 
   I don’t know if it was my program at the rec. center that took off my last ten pounds or my trying to keep up with Marlene, but the day came when I reached my fifty pound goal and Michelle made good on my reward.  I’d told Marlene about what the doctor had told me and about my deal with Michelle and I had been almost stunned at the way she reacted.  She was absolutely pissed at the fact that I was getting blow jobs from Michelle and she got madder than a wet hen over the fact that Michelle was going to actually fuck me.  
 
   This from a woman who was fucking Michelle’s husband twice a day and Harry, Stan and Phil whenever they called.  I pointed out to her that she had Michelle, the program Michelle had put me on and Michelle’s reward system to thank for our new relationship, but she was still upset about it.  Michelle, on the other hand, thought it was hilarious.  I’d been keeping her up to date on what was going on and she was having a hard time believing any of it. 
 
   “If Bob fucked me as much as he’s fucking Marlene I probably wouldn’t be able to walk.  Do you realize that we have sex twice a day almost every day of the week?  And he can still do Marlene twice a day?  It’s just fucking unbelievable!”
 
   On the day of my receiving my final reward for completing my program, we met at the Marriott (after making sure Marlene didn’t already have it booked) and I was pleasantly surprised when Michelle walked in to the restaurant.  I was used to seeing her in baggy sweats and with little or no makeup; she had on a black cocktail dress that came down to mid-thigh, nylons and high heels and every male head in the place turned to watch her walk to my table.
 
   We had a leisurely lunch and then went up to a room that I had already arranged for and I got my next surprise - she loved to fuck and she was fantastic!  She could control her vaginal muscles and when I was in her it felt like she had a hand inside her pussy that kept grabbing and squeezing my cock.  I already knew that she gave great head and between her mouth and pussy she kept me going for most of the afternoon.  We were lying next to each other on the bed when she rolled up on one elbow and looked down at me:
 
   “I want you to do something for me.” 
 
   I asked her what and she said, “I want you to fuck me in my ass.  I’ve never much cared for it and I won’t let Bob do it to me, but I want you to have something from me that he can’t have.  It’s the revenge thing again.  Will you do it?” 
 
   When it was over and we were getting dressed to leave she told me that I needed to stop by her office the next time I was at the rec. center:
 
   “You’ve reached your goal and now we need to modify the program to see that you keep off what you've lost."” She smiled at me and said, “There’s a reward program for that also.”  
 
   Things were a little frosty in my household that evening as Marlene was really bent out of shape over my afternoon with Michelle, this despite the fact that she had fucked Bob twice today and Harry at lunch time.
 
    “That’s different,” she said, “That’s our thing, yours and mine and we share it, but the thing with you and Michelle is just yours and hers.”
 
   I didn’t see the logic there, but I wisely kept my mouth shut.
 
   The next morning after my work out I stopped in to see Michelle and she outlined a program that would help me maintain my weight and also tighten up the loose skin that the weight loss had left behind.  She warned me that as hard as it had been to take the weight off, it was going to be just as hard to keep it off. 
 
   “Don’t pat yourself on the back and then relax.  Those pounds can come back a whole lot quicker than they left.”  She pointed at the scale, “I want you to weigh yourself every Friday and as long as you stay within three pounds of your target weight, I’ll let you fuck me, preferably in the ass.  When I finally have it out with Bob, I want to go out of my way to see that he knows that you have been getting something that he hasn’t.” 
 
   God, but you just had to love her program and I did, whether Marlene liked it or not.
 
   That afternoon Marlene called me at work and told me to hurry home because she had a surprise for me.  Curious, I pressed for details, but she said:
 
    “No.  Not until you get home.  I want to see the look on your face.” 
 
   I got home at my regular time (I made it a habit to get home the same time every day - wouldn’t want to walk in on Bob) and when I hollered “Honey, I’m home” Marlene hollered back that she was upstairs in the bedroom.  I walked in and found her waiting for me in high heels, nylons and nothing else. 
 
   “Your little whore had a very busy day today.  I’ve got ten loads of cum in me, not counting yours from this morning.  I’m so hot to fuck you that I don’t even want to take time for you to eat my pussy.  I need you to fuck me, right now!” 
 
   When it was over and I was catching my breath Marlene said, “Would it make you hard again if I told you that your slutty wife, your personal whore, got fucked in the ass and pussy today - at the same time?  Would it turn you on to know that Phil and a friend of his fucked me at the same time?  Don’t you wish you could have seen me with Phil’s cock up my ass while I had his friend’s cock in my mouth?  And they want to do it again and bring a third man with them.  Want me to do it here so you can watch from the closet?”
 
   She glanced down and saw my cock starting to rise again and said, “Oooh, look at this.  Knowing your wife is a whore does turn you on, doesn’t it?” 
 
   Indeed it had and after another spirited romp on the bed she told me about her day.  After I had gone to the rec. center, Bob had come over and fucked her twice.  She had planned on spending most of the morning cleaning house, but at ten-thirty Harry had called and she told him to come on over.  Harry had fucked her twice and then she had gone to meet Phil.  When she and Phil had gotten to the hotel room he had asked her if she thought that I might like to have another account.  It turned out that he had a friend waiting downstairs in the bar who was willing to throw me his business.  Marlene had said:
 
   “Go on and bring him up, but you know the deal.  My husband benefits or you don’t get any more of little Marlene.  You are vouching for this guy and if he doesn't come through, don't you bother calling me anymore.” 
 
   Phil and his friend had spent two hours doing everything that two guys could do with a woman. 
 
   “I loved it when one was in my ass and the other was in my pussy and I can’t wait to do it again.”
 
   Phil told her he knew a couple more guys who would throw business my way for a piece of her and she had told him to bring them on.  She had come home to find Bob waiting for her and he had fucked her once before having to leave.  She gave me her wicked grin and said:
 
   “I’m not done yet, am I?  You do want to fuck me, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Over the next three weeks I began to wonder if things weren’t getting just a little out of hand.  I mean if I lived a normal life they definitely would be, but even given the life style that Marlene and I had embarked on it was right on or almost over the edge.
 
   Phil had brought five more customers into the fold and Marlene had gone from her first threesome to her first foursome and then the day came when Phil wanted to have a party with Marlene and all of his friends.  In other words he wanted Marlene to do a full-fledged gangbang and while she had liked the threesomes and foursomes she wasn’t too keen on doing seven guys at once.
 
   Phil worked on her for a week or so and Marlene finally agreed to try, but only if she could do it in the safety of her own home (with me in the closet just in case she changed her mind and they wouldn’t back off).  I wasn’t really sure how I felt about it; I loved Marlene, but I was somewhat ambivalent about her sex life.  My attitude was “Hey, it’s your body, fuck whomever you want as long as I get mine and you come home to me” but back when I told her she could keep on fucking Bob as long as I got mine I did not envision three, four and moresomes. 
 
   Whatever, the day came and I was safely ensconced in the closet. I had my S & W .38 just in case things did go sour (I’m not stupid - me against seven guys?  I don’t think so) and it became necessary for me to come out of the closet.
 
   It turned out that I needn’t have bothered.  Everything went off without a hitch and when the guys were dressed and gone there was a majorly fucked out Marlene laying on the bed.  I was surprised at the effect that the gangbang had on me.
 
   At first I was extremely turned on, especially when I saw Marlene doing a double penetration and again when she had a cock in all three holes, but after the first forty-five minutes of the three hour session it got repetitive and boring and I wished I’d brought along a book to read.  Marlene seemed to have loved it, but when I came out of the closet she looked up at me and said:
 
   “Never again!  Two, maybe three, but no more of this ever again.”  
 
   Then she noticed that I wasn’t approaching the bed with my cock out. “What’s the matter, lover?  Didn’t your slut turn you on today?  Didn’t seeing all those cocks rooting around in me make your dick hard?”  
 
   I shrugged, “You looked sexy as hell, baby, but all the repetition got boring and things began to look like a bad porno movie.” 
 
   “Does that mean you aren’t going to fuck me?”
 
   I pointed down at my limp dick and Marlene laughed, “I can take care of that, lover,” and she did.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The next day at work, something happened that made me both want to break out laughing and cry.  Harry called me into his office and told me that he had a problem. 
 
   “Dennis is leaving the company and that leaves me with a regional manager’s position to fill.  You are next in line for the job, and God knows you’ve earned it, but you have also turned into my top producer.  The business you’ve brought the company in the last three months represents almost twenty-two percent of our expected yearly gross.  You and I both know how easily new accounts can be lost when you change account reps and I can’t afford that right now.  I need you to stay where you are until your new accounts are more established.  For now I’ll raise your commission rate, see that you get a very good bonus and starting Monday the company will pick up the lease on your car.” 
 
   Priceless!  He’s screwing my wife and now he’s screwing me.  Like I wasn’t supposed to know that he wanted to give Dennis’s job to his suckass buddy John.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   I was hitting the rec. center every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday and I was in the best shape of my life.  I was weighing in every Friday with Michelle and I was not only staying at my target weight, but I was still losing a pound or two.  I was collecting my reward every Friday afternoon at the Marriott and Michelle always wanted to know the latest about Marlene and her escapades and so I was keeping her up to date.  When I told her about the gangbang she got an odd look on her face and said:
 
   “I wonder what it would be like to have that many guys?  I wonder if I could even bring myself to do something like that?  Boy, that would really be something that would piss off Bob.  How would I even go about it?” 
 
   I jokingly said, “You could always come over and ask Marlene.  Who knows, she might be willing to share.” 
 
   Michelle laughed at that and said, “Yeah!  Right!  I can just see me doing that.” 
 
   I grinned at her and said, “Should be easy.  Look at all you have in common.  You’re both very sexy ladies, you’re both fucking Bob and you’re both fucking me.” 
 
   Michelle shook her head and said, “Why don’t you just hush up and get over here and eat my pussy.”  
 
   You could have knocked me over with a feather when I came home from work Monday night and Marlene said:
 
    “You’ll never guess what happened today.”
 
   Not having a clue I just shrugged and waited for her to tell me.
 
    “Michelle called me today and asked me to have coffee with her and we spent hours talking about you, Bob and sex in general.  She wants to try two guys at once.  I suggested you and Bob, but she doesn’t want him to know that she knows about me and him.” 
 
   I asked, “What did you tell her?” 
 
   She gave me her mischievous grin; “I’m taking her with me when I go to meet Phil and two of his friends tomorrow.  You can expect a new account in a day or so.” 
 
   I must have gotten a sour look on my face when she said that and she said, “I thought you would be pleased.”  
 
   I told her about my meeting with Harry and she got pissed. “That miserable bastard.  He’s fucking me a couple of times a week and you would think he’d want to keep me happy.  Fucking over you certainly isn’t the best way to accomplish that.” 
 
   The next day Marlene took Michelle with her to the Marriott and from that day on the two became inseparable.  Marlene even changed her mind about gangbangs since she now had Michelle to help her and the two of them have done groups as large as fourteen.  Phil’s big thing is gangbangs and he keeps talking more and more guys into throwing their business my way so he can make his gangbang group larger. 
 
   It changed my sex life a bit, but only for the better.  Instead of fucking Michelle only once a week when I make weight, now I often find her waiting with Marlene for me to come home from work.  Must be an amusing thing if the neighbors are watching - Bob sneaking over to my house and then sneaking home and then Michelle sneaking over.  To be honest about it there is no way that I can do both of those women justice, but I am having a hell of a good time trying.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   There have been some major changes in my life.  Marlene severed her relationship with Harry and told him it was because he screwed over me and Harry, pissed at being cut off by Marlene, fired me.  Far from being upset over it, I started my own business and took all of my accounts with me.  Faced with a sudden loss of revenue, the company sent a vice-president down to see what was going on and when they found out they fired Harry.  Then the company spent some time trying to talk me into coming back and failing that they offered to buy me out, but the jury is still out on that.   Michelle finally confronted Bob and told him what she had been doing to get revenge and he stormed out of the house saying:
 
   “No fucking way I’m going to stay married to an adulterous bitch.” 
 
   They divorced, Michelle got the house, but she spends more time over at our house with Marlene and me than she spends in her own.  Marlene and Michelle are still fucking up a storm, my business is growing by leaps and bounds and my sex life is just splendid.  I had my yearly physical yesterday and the doctor was amazed at the change in me since my previous visit.  He wanted to know how I did it and I said:
 
    “I just followed the doctor’s orders.”
 
    
 
    
 
   ~~The End~~
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   “Things were great until I went on spring break.  I honestly never intended to do what happened, but I got pretty high one night at a beach party and a really cute guy took a shot at me.  He was really working at it and I was just high enough to let him keep trying.  I got to thinking about what it might be like to let him get to where he wanted to go.  I thought about how much different you were from John and I wondered if the guy would be different from you and John.  Then I decided that you were two thousand miles away and would never know if I satisfied my curiosity so I took him to my room.
 
    “He was different from you and John.  Not better than you and in fact not near as good, but different.  He was like the Energizer Bunny; he just kept on going.  It was simple.  A wild night, but just sex.  He did me six times before he left.  No tender touches, no lingering kisses, just wam, bam, wam, bam until he couldn’t get it up any more.  Two nights later I met another guy and he was interesting enough that I wondered what he might be like.  He was different from you, John and Troy.  With Barry it was size.  He wasn’t any longer than you, but he was as big around as a Coke can.  He wasn’t better than you, but he did fill me more than you, John or Troy did and it felt good, but it was nothing Earth shattering.
 
    “Two weeks after I got back I met Harry and he came on to me and being curious after my Florida experiences I tried him on.  Again, different, but not better.  When it was over and he was gone, I laid there and thought about things.  Five different guys and all different.  Then I dated Ralph and he turned me on so I tried him out.  Again, not Earth shattering, but different.  I decided that I wanted to try an even dozen to satisfy my curiosity before I quit.  There was never any doubt that I was yours.  Never any doubt in my mind that you were the man I loved and wanted to spend the rest of my life with.  But I did have that curiosity and I thought I could satisfy it without you ever finding out and it turns out that I was wrong, but it doesn’t change the fact that I love you and you are the man I want to spend my life with.”
 
   She sat there looking at me and waiting for me to say something and after several seconds, I said:
 
    “Just what are you expecting me to say Marcy?  Way to go girl?  Way to satisfy your curiosity?”
 
    “I want you to say that it doesn’t matter.” 
 
   “Say it doesn’t matter?  Are you nuts?  Of course it matters.”
 
    “No, I am not nuts Rob.  I don’t know how many girls you had before me because we have never discussed our previous sex lives, but you can’t tell me that you aren’t curious about other girls.  I’ve seen you look at Sally Jenning’s 40 DD chest.  I’ve seen you watch Marsha Moss as she walks around on her long legs while wearing short skirts.  Can you honestly tell me that you have never wondered what it would be like to put your head between Sally’s boobs?  You going to tell me that you never wondered what it would be like to have her?  You’ve never wondered if Marsha’s long legs would wrap all the way around you and hook behind you?  Of course you have been curious about those two and several others besides, but you have never tried to satisfy that curiosity because you felt it wouldn’t be fair to me.  
 
    “The time to satisfy your curiosity is before you stand in front of a preacher and take your wedding vows.  That is all I am doing Rob.  Taking advantage of still being single.  All I’m saying Rob is that the time to satisfy curiosities and urges is now while we are still single.  Go check out Sally’s boobs or Marsha’s long legs, but do it secure in the knowledge that I love you and that I am still going to marry you if you will have me.  Go and play Rob and don’t feel guilty about it.”
 
    “You are serious about this aren’t you?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample, look for Never Never.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Also by this Author:
 
    
 
   The Prodigal Family: The Abbotts
 
   Watching My Shared Wife
 
   The Waitress and the Runaway Husband
 
   Baiting Mr. Little
 
   Too Hot for Henry
 
   Chuck's Fantasy
 
   The Redhead's Desires
 
   Rescued at Riley's
 
   His Every Fantasy
 
   Open Mike Night
 
   Pursuit for Revenge
 
   Why Does He Do That?
 
   Halloween & Drugs
 
   Tracey
 
   When Rob Met Kari
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 1 – 
 
   (Wife Sharing and Other Adventures)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 2 – 
 
   (Hazardous Wives)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 3 – 
 
   (Wives Who Stray)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 4 – 
 
   (Fulfilling Her Needs)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 5 –
 
   (Rachel)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 6 – 
 
   (Sharing My Wife)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 7 –
 
   (Sarah)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 8 –
 
   (Cuckolds & Shared Wives)
 
   Becoming a Shared Wife, Vol. 9 –
 
   (Her Forbidden Fantasy)
 
   A Just Plain Bob Christmas
 
   Barbara Jean
 
   Filthy Steps in the Office
 
   My Perfect Wife: And Her Dirty Little Steps
 
   Annabelle Gets Caught
 
   All Filled Up!
 
   Patio with a View
 
   Boyfriend’s Corrupted Steps
 
   Never Never
 
   His Wife's Doppelganger
 
   Just A Back-up Guy
 
   Secret Revenge
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 1 –
 
   (Suck Me)
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 2 –
 
   (Husbands Who Stray)
 
   Becoming a Shared Husband, Vol. 3 –
 
   (Get even!)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 1 –
 
   (Steamy Swingers)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 2 –
 
   (The Share Thing)
 
   Becoming a Shared Couple, Vol. 3 –
 
   (Kathy is Wild)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 1 – 
 
   (Taboo Desires)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 2 –
 
   (Nasty Steps)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 3 –
 
   (Married But…)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 4 –
 
   (Sizzling 10)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 5 –
 
   (In My Wife's Panties)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 6 –
 
   (Taboo Unlimited Desires)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 7 –
 
   (XXX Stories)
 
   Erotica Short Stories, Vol. 8 –
 
   (Wild Urges)
 
   A Weird One
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   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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