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   I nursed my beer and watched the group sitting on the other side of the room.  They were bikers, but they weren’t.  By that I mean they were all wearing riding leathers and had brain buckets on the floor next to their chairs, but there were no colors on display, no pony tails and beards and what skin I saw was free of tattoos.  Three guys and four girls who liked to ride.  That meant that at least one of the girls had her own scooter. And as I watched the group, I tried to figure out which one it was.
 
   The group was the reason I was there.  I’d stopped in two weeks ago.  It was the first time I had ever been in that particular bar and ten minutes after I sat down I heard the roar outside and when it stopped the group had filed in.  They called the waitress and the barmaid by name and that told me that they were regulars in the place.  As the helmets came off one of them drew my immediate attention and I thought “No way” as the group settled in at their table and I was able to take a closer look at the person who didn’t turn out to be who I thought.  Close – damned close – but no cigar.  Since that first time I’d come in every day and once or twice a week the group would come in about six in the evening.  Sometimes three or four and sometimes all seven, but the one who had caught my attention was always there.
 
   I finished my beer, waved at the barmaid for a fresh one and got up to use the bathroom.  When I got back to my bar stool she was sitting on the one next to it.  As I sat down she stuck out her right hand and said:
 
    “Sherrie, and you are?”
 
   I took her hand and shook it as I said, “Frank.”
 
    “Well Frank, I am a curious girl and I’m the kind of curious girl who always wants to satisfy that curiosity.”
 
    “And you are sharing that information with me why?”
 
    “Because you are the object of that curiosity Frank.”
 
    “Me?  Why? What did I do to invite your curiosity?”
 
    “You are in here every night and you watch the people at our table like a hawk looking for prey.  But it isn’t the people at my table you are looking at, is it Frank?  You are watching me and that is what is making me curious.  Care to tell me why?”
 
   I looked at her for several seconds and then shrugged.  I took my billfold out of my back pocket, took a picture out of it and handed it to her.
 
    “What’s this?” she asked.
 
    “Look at it.”
 
   She looked at the picture and frowned.  “I don’t remember this picture being taken and how did you get a picture of me in the first place?”
 
    “Take a closer look at it.”
 
   She studied the picture and then said, “This isn’t me.  I’ve never owned a pair of earrings like those.  Who is this?”
 
    “My wife, or maybe I should say my ex-wife.  At least she will be my ex as long as I don’t find her.”
 
    “I can’t get over how much we look alike.  We could be twins.  Explain to me if you will that statement – the part that she will be your ex as long as you don’t find her.  That doesn’t seem to make a whole lot of sense.  Did she run away?  Are you some kind of monster, Frank?”
 
    “I guess you could say she ran off.  She was cheating on me and the night I confronted her with it she took off with some biker she met at a party we went to.  That was three months ago.”
 
    “Haven’t heard from her?”
 
    “Got a phone call maybe three weeks later.  Wanted to know if she could come home.  Told her I wished she would hurry up and get back so I could wrap my hands around her throat and strangle her cheating ass.  Haven’t heard from her since.”
 
    “So why are you spending your time looking at me?”
 
    “I don’t know.  I guess I’m just fascinated with how much you look like her.”
 
    “What you are telling me is that you miss her.”
 
    “I do.”
 
    “But you don’t want her back.”
 
    “I don’t.”
 
    “And I’m kind of a surrogate?  Someone you can look at and think that she is still around?”
 
    “Could be.  Haven’t much thought about it.”
 
    “You want to come over and join us?”
 
    “No thanks; I’m not really good company these days.”
 
    “What you need is cheering up Frank and I think my group can do that for you.  You can sit right across the table from me and see me up close.  You won’t have to stare across the room at me.”
 
    “I don’t know if up close is something I can handle.”
 
    “You can handle it Frank.  All you have to do is remember that I’m not really her and you will be able to keep your hands off my throat.”
 
    “Yeah, I guess there is that.  Maybe next time we are in here, but right now it is time for me to leave.”
 
   As I walked to my pickup truck I saw the bikes parked off to the side and I wondered who she rode with and which bike it was.  I thought maybe I would start riding mine.  I had a 1956 Triumph T-110 that I had rebuilt and that I didn’t spend near enough time on. 
 
   I was thinking of Sherrie when I fell asleep.  Or was it Gail?
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The next day after work I went home and got the Triumph out of the garage and rode it over to the bar.  It was two days before they showed up again and I was sitting on a stool at the bar when Sherrie and her group came in.  She saw me and came over.  She didn’t bother to ask if I would like to join them; she just grabbed my hand and pulled me off the bar stool as she said, “Come on.”  I had the presence of mind to grab my beer off the bar as she pulled me off my stool and led me over to her friends.  She said, “Hey guys, this is Frank” and then she introduced me to the six people who came in with her.  It turned out that they were all family.  Her brother John and his wife Sue.  Her sister Marge and her husband Bill.  Her cousin Tom and his fiancée Bea.  Then she stunned me by saying:
 
   “Frank here wants me to replace his wife.”
 
   Besides stunning me, the statement seemed to cause the other six some concern or at least that is what I thought I saw on their faces.  Then Sherrie laughed and said:
 
    “Show them the picture Frank.”
 
   I dug it out and handed it to her and she handed it to her brother.  John looked at it, up at me and then handed it to his wife and then it was passed around the table finally ending up at Marge.  Marge took a real long look at it and then asked me how old Gail was.  I told her and she asked:
 
    “Did you ever meet her parents?”
 
    “Just her mom.  The story that she told me was that her father got her mother pregnant and then split when her mom started making plans to get married.”
 
    “Where is she from?”
 
    “Tucson.  Why the twenty questions?”
 
    “Just curious.  Was she born in Tucson?”
 
    “Yeah, as a matter of fact she was.”
 
   Marge, John and Sherrie looked at each other and then Sherrie said, “No way.”
 
   Marge said, “Think about it.  His wife is twenty-five and that would mean she was born in 1980.  If she was born in Tucson it would fit.”
 
   Again Sherrie said, “No way, no fucking way.”
 
    “It fits,” John said, “And it would explain the uncanny resemblance.”
 
    “What are you people talking about?”
 
   Marge looked at me for a couple of seconds and then said, “Our dad works in construction and 1979 and 1980 he was working on a large project in Tucson.  Your Gail could be our step sister.  May I borrow this picture?”
 
    “What are you going to do with it?”
 
    “Show it to my dad and ask him if he got a girl pregnant in Tucson.”
 
    “You think that is wise?”
 
    “I wouldn’t do it if mom was still alive, but we lost her to cancer two years ago.  If he did get this Gail’s mom pregnant he couldn’t marry her because he was already married, but if he did get her pregnant I want to know.  If I have a sister out there somewhere I want to know.”
 
   I looked at Sherrie and she shrugged so I told Marge she could borrow Gail’s photo.  For the next hour we just sat there and socialized.  It was a Thursday and the bar had a live band in on Thursday through Friday and after they set up and started to play, Sherrie asked me to dance.  I saw frowns on the six other faces at the table as I got up to follow Sherrie out onto the floor.  I mentioned the fact that her family didn’t seem too keen on my dancing with her and she laughed.
 
    “They are just too damned protective of me.  For some reason they don’t think they can trust me around a good looking man.”
 
    “What business is it of theirs?  You are an adult aren’t you?  Or are you an extremely well developed fourteen year old?”
 
    “They are family and they worry about me.  And I guess I have given them some cause.  I have made some pretty bad choices where men are concerned.”
 
    “And they think I may be another one?”
 
    “Again, they are family.  What I’m most worried about right now is your wife.”
 
    “Gail?  Why are you worried about Gail?”
 
    “I know my sister and if it turns out that your Gail is our step sister Marge will bust her ass to get to meet her and get her involved with the family.  Making a play for you with your wife hanging around might be a bit of a pain.”
 
    “Making a play for me?”
 
    “Sure.  Why do you think I came over to you that night?  I’m a good looking broad and guys look at me and watch me all the time, but there was something about you that got to me and that’s why I came over.”
 
    “That was before you knew I was married.”
 
    “True, but she walked out on you and that makes you a free man.  Or are you one of those “hold to my vows until the divorce is final” kind of guys.”
 
    “No.  When she walked it cut me loose.”
 
    “Well?”
 
    “Well what?”
 
    “I just made my intensions clear so now it is your move.”
 
    “What do you have in mind?”
 
    “Dinner over which we will get to know each other and then we see where it goes from there.” 
 
   “When?”
 
    “Have you eaten yet?”
 
    “No.”
 
    “Then how about right now?”
 
    “Okay.  Let whoever you rode with know you are leaving and I’ll meet you outside.”
 
    “I’ll go grab my stuff.”
 
   When she came out she saw me waiting on my 110 and I said, “Riding backseat on a Triumph isn’t all that comfortable, but we can run by my place and swap the bike for my truck.”
 
    “No need” she said, “I’ve got my own ride” and she went over and straddled a Harley soft-tail.  “Lead on Frank; just don’t do oriental.  Oriental food gives me gas.”
 
   Over veal scaloppini at Florintino’s, I found out that she was twenty-six, had dual degrees in Botany and Geology and worked at the Botanical Gardens over by the Museum of Natural History.  We discovered that we had similar likes and dislikes in books, music, films and TV programs.  She lived in a condo, had a pet cat named Harry and had a very high sex drive, but was very selective in who she shared it with.  That statement was followed by:
 
    “I do hope that you can figure out why I just shared that information with you.”
 
   I might not be the sharpest knife in the drawer, but I was far from stupid so I simply said:
 
    “Your place or mine?”
 
    “Where do you live?”
 
   I told her and she said, “Your place is closer.  If we skip desert we can be there in fifteen minutes.”
 
   It was something totally new to me.  I had never before had a good looking woman come after me and I had never known a woman as outspoken as Sherrie and who just went after what she wanted.
 
    “I’m not a slut Frank.  I just don’t see an awful lot of sense in going through a long dance to get you to where you already know you want to go.  When I saw you watching me at the bar, I saw a flashing light over your head that said “This might be exactly what you are looking for” with an arrow pointing down at you.  It might sound silly to you, but I knew as soon as I took a good look at you that I had to find out if that flashing sign was right.”
 
   Besides looking like my wife Sherrie also had the same qualities as my wife when it came to love making.  She loved oral – both giving and getting – she was multi-orgasmic and there wasn’t a position she didn’t like.  She reduced me to a smoking pile of rubble.  Along the way I did manage to give a good account of myself and I did get her off several times.  I fell asleep with my dick in her hands as she was making a vain attempt to get me up again and I woke up in the morning with her snuggled in next to me. 
 
   The alarm went off and as I was swinging my legs to get out of bed she grabbed me and said: 
 
   “There is only one good way to start out the day.”
 
   Her hand went to my cock and she gave it a couple of tugs.  I turned and slid back under the covers and then slid into her.  She was right; it was a good way to start out the day.  I offered to share the shower with her, but she declined.
 
    “We would just end up here back on the bed and I really need to get home and get myself ready to go to work.  Tonight?”
 
   No fool I so I said, “You bet.”
 
    “Good.  I’ll meet you here.  Don’t want to waste time going to the bar and tonight I want to do anal.  That okay with you?”
 
   Yes indeed; Sherrie and Gail had a lot more in common than just looks.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   The next three days we met at my place.  I fixed us dinner, we talked some, we made love, talked some more and then made love some more.  Friday afternoon she called me at work.
 
    “Marge has been after me for two days now to give her your phone number or put you in touch with her.”
 
    “Did she say why?”
 
    “No, but you don’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out that it is going to be something to do with your wife.”
 
    “Why didn’t you just give her the number?”
 
    “Because that would tell her that I know more about you than I want her to know.”
 
    “Not hard to figure out.  She did see us leave the bar together.”
 
    “No she didn’t.  You left and it was five minutes later before I left.  She doesn’t know for sure that I left to meet you.”
 
    “You sound like you are ashamed to be associated with me.”
 
    “Oh no baby, not at all.  There are just some things that...it’s complicated baby.  I’m not ashamed to be with you.  Anyway, since it probably has something to do with your wife what do you want me to tell Marge?”
 
    “If you want to hide me from her maybe I should just show up at the bar.  That way she won’t know.  If I call her she will know you have my number and that will tell her what I guess you don’t want her to know.”
 
    “Shit!  This is not turning out the way I hoped.  No baby, go to the bar, but we go together.  I’ll come by your place tonight and we will go together.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   When Sherrie and I walked into Murphy’s Bar and Grill at a quarter after six that night, I saw John frown when he saw us and while I’m not totally sure I think I saw a look of disgust on Marge’s face.  We joined the group at the table and the waitress was right there to take our order.  As soon as she walked away Marge said:
 
    “Can you get in touch with your wife?”
 
    “I could probably run her down if I was of a mind to.”
 
    “Good.  Dad says he did get a girl pregnant when he was working on that construction project so it is a good bet that your wife is our sister.  You need to get in touch with her and have her call me.”
 
    “Whoa up a bit here.  I said I could probably get in touch with her if I was of a mind to, but I’m not of a mind to.  Any contact from me would get her to thinking I want her to come back and I don’t.  Besides, having her around your family would complicate things where Sherrie and I are concerned.”
 
   I saw Marge and John exchange looks and then John said, “Get serious.  You are married and Sherrie is married and you think us knowing your wife will complicate things?”
 
   I looked over at Sherrie and she looked away.  Marge picked up on it and said:
 
    “She didn’t tell you?”
 
    “I guess it somehow got overlooked.  But it doesn’t change anything.  According to my lawyer if Gail stays gone for five more months I can divorce her for abandonment and that’s my plan.  I’m not sure what my getting in touch with her will do to that plan, but I’m thinking that knowing where she is will screw things up.”
 
    “How do you figure that?” John asked.
 
    “If I know where she is that means that I’ll know where to have the papers served and that would turn it into a regular divorce where she would get half of everything and probably alimony.  Under desertion or abandonment she gets nothing.  So no, I’m not of a mind to find her.”
 
   Then Marge said, “Then how about you find her, don’t let her know you found her and then tell me where she is?”
 
    “Then she gets involved with you and your family and since Sherrie is part of your family she will be indirectly involved with me and we are back to me knowing where she is.  It is in my best interests not to find her until after I get my divorce.”
 
   Marge turned to Sherrie and asked, “Can’t you get him to help us?”
 
    “Why should I?  He’s right.  Having her around will be a pain in the ass.  If Frank doesn’t want her around I sure don’t.”
 
    “But she is your sister.”
 
    “We don’t know that.  We suspect she is, but we don’t know and can’t know unless we get a DNA comparison and I’m not all that sure that dad would give up a sample for the test.”
 
    “I’ll talk him into that, but we can’t have a DNA test unless we have her.  All you have to do is stay away.”
 
    “Oh fine!  Just stay away from my family because some skank turns up who may or may not be a relative.  No thank you.”
 
    “Wouldn’t work anyway” I put in.  “She would want to know why you think she’s related to you so you would have to tell her about Sherrie and my picture.”
 
   Marge looked at me thoughtfully for a few seconds and then she said:  “I might as well be blunt about this.  There is no problem if you get the hell away from my sister.  You’ve got no business being with her to begin with.  She is a married woman.  For that matter you are a married man and have no business being with any woman until you get divorced.”
 
   I looked around at the group and then I got up and headed for the door.  As I walked away I heard John say:
 
    “Way to go Marge.  There goes the only way we h….” and I didn’t hear the rest because I was out the door and it closed behind me.  I wasn’t a half mile down the road before Sherrie pulled up alongside me and stayed with me all the way to my place.  When we got there and parked the bikes she came over to me and said:
 
    “You were just going to walk away and leave me there?”
 
    “Your family didn’t seem to want me around and I’m not about to come between you and your family.”
 
    “Fuck them.  And besides, it is only Marge that’s bitching and I don’t pay any attention to her.  She’s bitched about everything I do and have done since I was twelve.”
 
    “When did you plan on telling me about your husband?”
 
    “Not until I was sure we were going to last.  It has only been a week Frank, but I feel we have a good thing going for us, but you are still married and until we see how that breaks out for you I didn’t see any need to bring up my husband.”
 
    “What do you mean “see how it breaks”? I already told you I’m going for a divorce on desertion and abandonment.”
 
    “That’s what you said, but is it really going to happen?  You might not admit it to yourself, but you still have some strong feelings for her.”
 
    “You could say that.  I want to wrap my hands around her cheating neck and strangle her.”
 
    “I hate to be the one to break this to you, but when you call out her name in your sleep at night that tells me that there is still something there.”
 
    “I call out her name?”
 
    “Three times now and until I knew where you are where she is concerned I saw no need to bring Brian into the mix, but my family brought it out into the open so I might as well get it out of the way.  Can we go inside?”
 
   She followed me into the house and I got us both a beer and we sat down at the kitchen table.
 
    “First, you don’t need to be looking over your shoulder to see if Brian is creeping up on you.  Brian is doing three to five in the state prison for drug dealing.  He has been in almost two and if he behaves himself he could make it out on parole in another year.  My family’s attitude, and I’m sure you noticed the sour looks they have given you, is that I should faithfully wait for him to get out.  That is their attitude, not mine.  I told him when he started messing around with drugs that sooner or later he was going to get caught and go to jail and when it happened I might or might not be waiting for him when he got out.
 
    “I flat out told him that I wasn’t going to live a sexless life because he was stupid.  He laughed at me and told me that most cops were dumb and all they were bright enough to do was write traffic tickets.  He wasn’t laughing when an undercover cop slapped the cuffs on him when Brian sold him some cocaine.  The “might or might not wait for him” changed to “fuck off and die” the day he was arrested.  Just about the time he was being cuffed I was sitting in a doctor’s office being told I had a social disease.  Apparently Brian was getting a little more than money from some of his customers.  He found out how I felt about that when he made his one phone call to me to tell me to arrange bail.  I told him he could rot in jail for all I cared.  I had to go without sex for eight months while I waited to make sure that the asshole hadn’t given me HIV.  So that’s the deal on my husband.  My family doesn’t know that part by the way.”
 
    “I really call out her name?”
 
    “You do.”
 
    “Damn!”
 
   I looked at her for a second or two and then said, “It changes nothing.  It is obvious that I loved her when I married her and I guess somewhere in my subconscious mind there are still some good memories of the time we were together.  Are you familiar with Travis Tritt?”
 
    “I have a couple of his CDs.”
 
    “One of his songs says it all.  In “Here’s a quarter, call someone who cares” there is a line that says “The truth is you’ve run and that can’t be undone” and that is where things are at with Gail.  She is history whether I call out her name in my sleep or not.  And that brings up the next question; can you accept that?”
 
   She gave me a long look and then said, “I guess I’m just going to have to take the gamble.  How about we head for the bedroom and see if I can burn her out of your mind.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   A week went by and one night Sherrie said, “Marge is bugging the hell out of me to get you to help her find your wife.”
 
    “I made my position clear on that.  I still need five more months before I can file for divorce using abandonment as grounds.”
 
    “Marge says that she has a plan that will keep you out of it.”
 
    “How could she do that?”
 
    “You find out where your wife is and tell Marge.  She will go to wherever your wife is, run into her somewhere and act surprised, show her a picture of me she has in her purse and then start the twenty questions on where your wife is from and all of that.  Other than pointing Marge in the right direction you will be out of it.”
 
    “It won’t work that way and you know it.  Marge will want to draw Gail into the family and there are too many in your family who know about you and me and one of them will eventually slip up and let something out.  For Marge’s plan to work you would have to be willing to stop seeing me until my divorce is final.  You willing to do that?”
 
    “Of course not, but there has to be a way we can do it.”
 
    “Gail is twenty-five years old and your family has gone those twenty-five years not knowing she even existed.  It won’t kill them to wait another five months to get in touch with her.  Besides, I don’t trust Marge.  I believe she would rat us out in a heartbeat just to break us up so you can go back to being the faithful waiting wife,”
 
    “Then I guess I’m going to have to tell her the full story.  She’s going to love that.  Her little sister had a social disease.  I can hear it now:
 
    “Oh my God; whatever will people think of our family.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   There is a saying that I have heard a time or two.  “Men plan and the Gods laugh.”  My plans for divorcing Gail and Marge’s plans for meeting Gail all went into the shitter on a Tuesday night.  I was working late so Sherrie had stopped at the bar with her family.  They were sitting there talking when John suddenly said:
 
    “Oh my God!”
 
   The others looked at him and then turned to look at what he was looking at.  They turned just in time to see Gail storm up and pour a beer on Sherrie’s head as she screamed:
 
    “You leave my husband alone you filthy fucking whore.”
 
   Sherrie was up and off her chair and the fight was on.  Gail was getting the worst of it when John and Sherrie’s cousin Tom pulled them apart.
 
   I had given Sherrie a key to my place (Gail didn’t have one – I’d changed the locks when she ran off) and she was sitting on my couch waiting for me when I got home.  I was greeted with, “We have a problem Frank” and then she proceeded to bring me up to date.
 
    “Apparently she has been around here watching the house and she started following me when I’d leave in the morning.”
 
    “What happened after they pulled you apart?”
 
    “I left.”
 
    “Any idea where Gail went?”
 
    “She was still there when I left and I saw Marge talking to her.  What are you going to do now?”
 
    “What I didn’t want to do.  Now that she is here I can’t go the abandonment route so I’ll have to serve her papers and do a regular divorce which means I’ll end up in the poor house.”
 
    “It won’t be that bad.”
 
    “Of course it will.  This is a no fault state which means a fifty/fifty split of assets regardless of the reason for the break up.  I’ll have to sell the house and give her half of the proceeds.  She will get some alimony and half of my pension and 401k.  I’ll probably have to sell the Triumph to come up with money.  She will get a lawyer to make sure that she gets everything coming to her and I’ll end up paying for the asshole.”
 
    “So don’t divorce her.”
 
    “What?  Are you nuts?”
 
    “I mean don’t divorce her now.  Wait until she divorces you.  While you are waiting, get rid of things.  She is entitled to half of what you have at the time of filing.  So she gets half of the house, so what.  My place is bigger and in a better neighborhood.  Take your savings out of the bank and close the account.  If anyone asks where the money went you say you took up gambling when she left you to give you something to do to take your mind off what she did to you.  Sell your Triumph to me.  
 
    “Pick out what you want from the house and put it in storage and then say you gave it to Goodwill because there were too many memories of her attached to it and it was driving you to despair.  And I’m not sure she can get alimony.  That will be up to the judge and if you get the right judge he might not give her any because of what she did and even if he does, he might set it low for the same reason.
 
    “And while we are on the subject of money we might as well get this out into the open.  I make almost twice as much as you do.  Is that going to be a problem?”
 
    “Aren’t we getting a little ahead of things here?”
 
    “Not from where I’m standing.  It only took me a week to make up my mind about you.  I’ve already filed for a divorce from Brian.  That just leaves you to do whatever you are going to do.  Do you know yet?”
 
    “Get an address for her or a location where I can have her served and get on with the divorce.”
 
    “If Marge got into the long lost sister stuff with your wife maybe she got the information on how to stay in touch.  I’ll see if I can get it out of her if she has it.”
 
   But before Sherrie could get in touch with her sister, Marge called me.
 
    “I got your number from your wife.”
 
    “And you just had to call me why?”
 
    “The girl is hurting.  She loves you and she needs to talk to you.”
 
    “I don’t need to talk to her.  What she did said it all.”
 
    “That’s just it Frank; she says she didn’t do what you think she did.  She told me her story and I believe her.  I think you owe it to yourself to hear her out.”
 
    “Get serious Marge.  Do you honestly think she is going to put herself in a bad light?  Any story she tells is going to be slanted in her favor.  She isn’t going to tell a story that makes her look bad.”
 
    “Maybe, but like I say, I believe her and you should at least let her talk to you.  Hear the girl out and then make up your mind whether to believe her or not.”
 
    “I don’t even know where to find her.”
 
    “She’s staying with me right now.”
 
    “I hope you know what you are doing.”
 
    “I’m almost certain that she is my sister and I take care of family.”
 
    “I’ll think about it, but I’m not making any promises.”
 
   I talked it over with Sherrie and even though I really didn’t want to talk to Gail, Sherrie insisted that I had to.
 
    “We have a good thing going here babe; what if my talking to her changes things?”
 
    “I feel the same way honey, but things are just too complicated now.  What if you don’t talk to her and then you find out after we get married that she was telling the truth.  What if the DNA test shows that she is my sister and I’ve taken her husband away from her?  If she lied it wouldn’t matter, but what if she didn’t lie?  She is always going to be around; Marge will see to that.  No baby, it has to be resolved one way or another before you and I can get married.”
 
    “What if your dad won’t give up a sample for a DNA test?”
 
    “He has already given the sample.  Daddy’s not a monster Frank.  He called us all in when Marge told him about Gail and he told us all what had happened.  He took the job in Tucson to put some distance between himself and mom after he caught her with an old boyfriend.  She swore it was nothing but a couple of kisses, but he didn’t believe her.  While he was in Tucson he met a girl and she came onto him and he figured his marriage was toast anyway so why not.  
 
    “Just before the job ended the girl told him she was pregnant.  He told her he would come home and get a divorce and then come back to Tucson and marry her, but she said she didn’t want that.  What she wanted was money to pay for an abortion.  He tried to talk her out of it, but she insisted that she wasn’t going to have a baby so he gave her the money, came home and never heard from her again.
 
    “He came home and he and mom managed to put it back together and he forgot all about what had happened in Arizona.  He did confirm that the woman he got pregnant had the same name as Gail’s mother so even without the DNA test it is almost certain that Gail is our sister.  That is why you need to talk with her, honey.  If her story isn’t true it won’t matter if she is my sister and we get married, but if her story is true it will matter.”
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Two days later I was sitting in Marge’s kitchen and Gail was sitting opposite me.  Marge had taken her family out for dinner so we could be alone.  Gail was fidgety and nervous and I finally had to say:
 
    “Get on with it Gail.  I don’t want to be here anyway so if you aren’t going to talk I’m leaving.”
 
   She looked at me and in a quivering voice said, “I miss you Frank.  I want to come home.”
 
    “You should have thought of that before you left.”
 
    “I didn’t leave Frank; I swear to God I didn’t leave.  I was drugged and taken away.  I did not leave.”
 
    “You were drugged?  And I supposed to believe that?”
 
    “It’s true Frank; I swear to God it’s true,”
 
    “This I’ve got to hear.”
 
    “The last clear memory I have of that night was you shooting pool with Abe, Mike and Jimmy.  I remember snatches of conversations, bits and pieces that don’t make any sense and then suddenly I was aware that I was having sex.  I remember wondering how we got home without my knowing it and I was surprised we were making love since we had just had that big argument over my job and the long hours I was putting in.  You accused me of having an affair at work and saying I was working late to cover it.  I couldn’t figure out why you were making love to me after saying all of those nasty things you said.
 
    “I remember saying, “Thank you Frank, I love you” and then a voice said. “I ain’t Frank you little whore.  You can call me Sir or Master.”  I focused on his face and it was a face I’d never seen before, but he was screwing me hard and I was responding like I always do when I make love.  Even though I was moaning and having orgasms I kept asking him who he was and where you were and the guy kept saying “Shut up and fuck me slut.”
 
    “I faded in and out a couple of times and every time I faded in I was being screwed.  I guess he finally ran out of steam because he stopped and I fell asleep.  When I woke up I was in bed with some big guy who was heavily bearded and covered with tattoos.  I started to get off the bed and I felt a tug on my leg.  I looked down and saw that there was a rope tied around my ankle and the other end was tied around his.  My moving woke him up and he asked me where I thought I was going and I told him I had to get up, find my clothes, find you and go home.  He laughed and told me that I was home.  
 
    “Then he told me that you had sold me to him for five hundred dollars and had even given him the date rape drug he had used to knock me out and get me out of the bar.  I called him a liar and told him that there was no way you would do that to me and then he said he guessed he was going to have to prove it.  He untied me and told me to go take a shower and when I finished he told me that he had called you and you were on the way over to explain things to me.  He said he would feed me breakfast while we were waiting.
 
    “The coffee or the food must have been doped because all of a sudden I was being screwed again.  He kept me doped up for five days and for those five days he and his friends used me.  I had a few lucid moments and during one of them I finally realized that everything I was given to eat or drink was doped.  I started faking eating and drinking and then I faked falling asleep.  When he fell asleep I got up and ran.”
 
    “You expect me to believe this cock and bull story?”
 
    “I had hoped you would.  I hoped that you loved me as much as I love you and you would believe me.”
 
    “Well I’m sorry Gail, but I don’t.  How can you expect me to believe this far out tale especially when it comes on top of your affair at work?”
 
    “There was no affair at work Frank.  All you had to do was look at my paycheck stubs to see that I was telling you the truth.  The overtime hours were right there for you to see.  As for my cock and bull story?  Like I said, I hoped you loved me enough to believe me without me having to prove it to you, but I guess you don’t love me as much as I love you.  You probably never did.”
 
   She opened her purse, took out something and pushed it across the table to me.  I picked it up and it was a business card for a Detective James Davie.
 
    “What’s this?”
 
    “Just call him Frank” she said and she got up and left the room.
 
   I called and Detective Davie answered and I identified myself.
 
    “How’s your wife doing?”
 
    “Okay I guess.”
 
    “That is one gutsy little lady you have there” and then he told me how instead of crawling off somewhere and feeling sorry for herself she had called the police, waited for them to show and then had led them back to where she had been held.  The SWAT team took the place down and she identified four of the men taken as the men who had used her.  Only then did she break down and start crying.  She did all that with what the drug tests showed was enough drugs in her system to slow down a horse.
 
   “All four had protested their innocence, but Gail had gone to the hospital and had the rape kit done on her and it proved conclusively that they had used her.  Then the men changed their story to her being a willing participant.  That story changed when the FBI came in on the case because it was being regarded as a kidnapping.  Kidnapping still carries the death penalty so one of the guys got scared and rolled over on the rest of them in exchange for a plea deal.  When all was said and done there were nine men in custody on a variety of charges the most major of which was kidnapping and the most minor was the distribution of an illegal substance.
 
    “What came out was that the biker had cottoned to her at the bar and decided to grab her.  He used her and then sold her to his buddies and their friends and after a while when he tired of her he was going to take her down to Mexico and sell her to a whore house.  But she managed to get away and thanks to Gail the FBI now has solid leads on three other women who had disappeared and the asshole that had snatched her was looking at life in prison without parole at the very least and quite possibly the death penalty for kidnapping.  The FBI was working on him to give them information on the other missing girls in exchange for not going for the death penalty.
 
    “Hang onto her son; she’s one in a million.”
 
   I hung up and sat there staring at the wall and wondering “What the fuck do I do now?”
 
   My mind was full and working overtime as I drove home from Marge’s place.  I had loved Gail right up until I thought she was cheating on me with someone she worked with and then took off with the biker.  No, that wasn’t right.  I can’t say that I loved her “right up until” because you don’t just turn love on or off.  I still had love for her even after she had gone.  Even when she called me and said she wanted to come home two-thirds of me was saying “yes” but the remaining third backed up by anger and rage was saying “Fuck you, you miserable backstabbing whore” and in that case the minority ruled.  But love or not Gail was gone and I had started up with Sherrie and in almost no time at all my feelings for Sherrie were as strong as the feeling that I’d once had for Gail.  Then I find that everything I have believed about Gail is wrong.  Bloody Christ, what the fuck was I going to do?
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   Sherrie was sitting on my couch when I got home and she looked up from the book she was reading and said, “Well?”
 
    “Not good.”
 
    “What happened?”
 
    “The one thing I never expected.  She told me some way out story about drugs and kidnapping and I scoffed at it so she gave me the card of a police detective and I called him.  He verified every bit of it.  She didn’t do any of the things I thought she did.” 
 
   “Where does that leave us?”
 
    “It puts me between a rock and a hard place.”
 
    “Explain that please.”
 
    “I love you both and pretty much equally.  My animosity toward Gail was because I thought she was cheating on me and when I called her on it she ran off with the biker and now it turns out she didn’t do either.  As much as I want you I’ve never fallen out of love with her.  I want you both and that’s my rock and hard place.”
 
    “So what are you going to do?”
 
   In the end there was only one thing I could do.  I was married to Gail so she had to be my choice.  Sherrie and I had a tearful farewell and Gail came home. The DNA showed that Gail was indeed Marge and Sherrie’s step sister and she was welcomed into the arms of the family and spent a lot of time getting to know her father.
 
    
 
   <<O>>
 
    
 
   It was a beautiful Sunday morning and I was sitting on the patio sipping my morning coffee and watching the birds dive bombing the squirrel who was trying to get at their feeder when Sherrie came out and joined me.  Sherrie?  Oh yeah.  As Paul Harvey used to say, “Here is the rest of the story.”
 
   When Gail broke loose from her captors she called me and I told her to hurry home so I could wrap my hands around her neck and strangle her so she moved in with her mom.  She went back to work and they told her she didn’t have a job anymore for being a no call/no show for over three days which was a terminating offense according to the company’s policy and procedures manual.  She had them contact Detective Davie and after hearing what he had to say she was given her job back.  She kept calling me and I kept telling her to fuck off and die.  Then we had our sit down at Marge’s that ended in her coming home (but before she got there I did check her paycheck stubs and she had been working overtime on the nights I suspected her of cheating.)
 
   Things were great between us for just a little over two months and then my birthday rolled around.  One of the benefits where I work is that my birthday is one of my paid holidays.  I was off but Gail had to work so I decided to do something about something that I had just recently remembered.
 
   When I suspected that Gail was having an affair instead of working late as she claimed I put a tap on the home phone the day before she was kidnapped and there was nothing on it for that one day.  After Gail was gone I forgot all about the phone tap and since I always used my cell phone, the house phone never got used and the tap sat there dormant.  Then Gail came home and everything was lovey-dovey.  I needed a tape recorder and was all set to buy one when I remembered the phone tap.  I didn’t want Gail around to see me dismantle it because it would have opened a can of worms that we had just pounded the top closed on so I decided to do it on my day off.
 
   When I was disconnecting the alligator clips I noticed that the tape counter was high which seemed odd since I almost never used the home phone.  I couldn’t remember the last time I’d made a call or taken a call on the house phone.  Even when Gail was constantly calling me and trying to get me to talk to her the calls were all to my cell or my phone at work and there had been few calls on the telephone answering machine.  So why was the tape full?
 
   I hit ‘rewind’ until the tape was fully rewound and then I hit ‘play’,  The first two calls were from Gail to her aunt about what to get her nephew for his birthday.  The third call was to Marge to say that yes, we would be to dinner with the family on Friday.  The fourth call changed my life.  Gail got home from work about an hour before I did and that must have been when she made the call.
 
    “Hello?” said a man’s voice.
 
    “Hi lover.  I just had to call and make sure you were going to be there.”
 
    “Wouldn’t miss it, but are you sure you want to do this so soon?  I mean you did just manage to get back into the house.”
 
    “Not to worry lover.  He bought the overtime story.  He just doesn’t realize that I’m doing it at work while I’m on the clock.  You made sure to get on tomorrow night’s schedule right?”
 
    “I’ll be there.”
 
    “Good.”
 
    “I still don’t understand why you were so hot to get back to your husband.  It just crimps our style.  Hell babe, we didn’t even have to limit ourselves to overtime nights while you and he were split.”
 
    “I told you sweetie; I love the man.  I want to be with him.  He is love and you are hot monkey sex and the two are not the same.  Hell, the two are not even close.” 
 
    “I still don’t understand it.”
 
    “You don’t have to sweetie; just enjoy what you are getting.  See you tomorrow.”
 
   Well there certainly wasn’t any doubt about what that conversation was all about.  “You are hot monkey sex” pretty much said it all.  The next conversation was even more enlightening.
 
    “Hello?”
 
    “Hi.  I got your message, but when I called Myra said you had gone for the day.  What’s up?”
 
    “I talked to Jack and Steve and they want me to make sure and tell you to take the overtime for tomorrow night.”
 
    “Oh goody!  Dare I hope that you guys will make me ‘airtight’ again?”
 
    “I wouldn’t doubt it for one minute.”
 
    “I’ll be there with bells on. No, scratch that.  I’ll be there naked and ready.”
 
    “You are such a slut.”
 
    “I know, ain't it grand?”
 
    “See you tomorrow.”
 
    “Bye lover.”
 
   Guys?  Airtight?  How in the world could she be doing that and telling me that she loved me.
 
    “Hello?”
 
    “Hello sweet slut.”
 
    “Damn it Steve, I told you never to call me here at home.”
 
    “I’m safe.  He won’t be home for another forty-five minutes yet.  It was important for me to call you before you come in to work tomorrow.”
 
    “What is so important that you are risking this call?  What if Frank had stayed home sick today or had come home early?”
 
    “Relax sweetie, I called his work number and he is still there.”
 
    “So what the hell is so important?”
 
    “Tomorrow they are going to ask for volunteers for a special project at the Trenton plant.  If you volunteer Jack, Jason and I will volunteer too.  Just think about it.  The four of us together for four nights.  Talk about a wild time.”
 
    “No thanks, I’ll pass.”
 
    “You are going to pass up a chance like this?”
 
    “I don’t want to be away from Frank for that long a time.”
 
    “There ain’t no way that he can give you as much cock over that four day period as Jack, Jason and I can.”
 
    “It isn’t about that Steve.  I love the man and I don’t want to spend that much time away from him.  I want to be with him.”
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense Gail.  If you want to be with him why are you with one or all of us once or twice a week?”
 
    “Because you guys fill a need Steve.”
 
    “What need?”
 
    “The need to be fucked.  Frank makes love to me.  You guys fuck me.  I need both, but I need more of what I get from Frank than I get from you guys so if the choice is four days with you guys or four days with Frank, my hubby wins hands down.  But thanks for thinking of me.”
 
   There were a couple more, but all along the same lines.  It came through loud and clear that she loved me and wanted to be with me and while it was somewhat satisfying for me to hear how much I meant to her it wasn’t near enough satisfying that I was going to overlook the fact that she was a lying, cheating whore who was willing to give me whatever her fuck toys might give her.  No thanks!
 
   I had to pay a little extra to get it done in a hurry, but for the second time in a year I had the locks changed on the house again.  When Gail got home she found a note on the front door telling her to look behind the garage.  When she did she found all of her stuff boxed and bagged and sitting on top of one of the bags was a regular cassette recorder with a note taped to it that said “Play me.”  Under the cassette player was an envelope that said “Open me after you have listened to the recorder.”  The note inside the envelope said:
 
    “Don’t call me and don’t try to see me.  There is no acceptance of what you have done and there will be no forgiveness.  I will have the divorce papers served on you at work.  Only fitting since that is where you have been stabbing me in the back.”
 
   Of course Gail ignored the note and over the next several weeks I was bombarded with phone calls, letters and emails professing undying love and promising me that she would be mine alone if I would just give her the chance.  I never responded.
 
   I wasn’t there when Gail got home.  I’d called Sherrie at work and about the time I figured that Gail was listening to the tape, Sherrie was listening to me explain what I’d found out, when I’d done it and then my asking her if she had replaced me yet.  Lucky for me she hadn’t, but she did say she would consider giving me one more shot if I could accept the fact that she’d had a couple of one night stands after I’d dumped her to take Gail back.
 
    “Anyone I know who might decide to smirk at me if I run across them?”
 
    “No.  Traveling business men that I let pick me up at the bar at the Hilton.  I made them use condoms.”
 
    “Then I don’t see a problem.”
 
   Things did not go easy.  Gail fought the divorce and her attorney petitioned the court asking for the judge to order counseling.  My attorney asked for a sidebar and the judge and the two attorneys went into the judge’s chambers.  My attorney played the judge a copy of the tape of Gail’s phone conversations and then told the judge that counseling would be useless as I would never trust Gail again regardless of what came out of the counseling sessions. The divorce was granted and while Gail did get half of everything, she had to pay her own attorney’s fees and then surprising everyone the judge ordered Gail to pay all court costs.
 
   Three days after the divorce was granted, Sherrie and I were married in a civil ceremony.  Sherrie invited her family to attend as witnesses, but only four of them showed.  John, Tom and his fiancée, and, surprising the hell out of everyone, Gail.  She got her two cents worth in when the judge asked if there was anyone present who knew of a reason why Sherrie and I should not wed.  She stood up and said:
 
    “He’s mine and he loves me and he’s only marrying her because he is pissed at me.”
 
   The judge looked at me and I shrugged and said, “A bitter ex-wife.” He gave me a knowing look and finished the ceremony.
 
   Life moved on although at times things were a little awkward.  Marge of course invited Gail to all the family functions and Gail made sure to attend every one of them.  I believe that the only reason she did it was to make Sherrie and me uncomfortable, but Sherrie gave her the benefit of the doubt saying that it was only natural for Gail to want to spend time with her new found family.
 
   Several times, Gail has tried to get me alone at the get-togethers, but I won’t let it happen.  I know what she wants to say and I don’t care to hear it.  She made her choices and now she can live with them.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
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   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.”
 
    “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.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample, look for Boyfriend’s Corrupted Steps.
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is another sample you may also like:
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   “Amanda, what have you done to me? I can’t get enough of you,” he says, as he forces my hand to cup his hard-on. 
 
   As I fumble to release his cock, we hear voices near the exit door and we both freeze. We wait in silence for the voices to dissipate, but it seems a group of chatty New Yorkers decided to strike a conversation in the hallway and interrupt our passionate interlude.
 
   “Maybe we should go back to the hotel. It will be less crowded,” he suggests while cradling my face before touching my lips with his.
 
   He helps me back into my dress, zips up his pants and when he feels I look decent again, he opens the exit door for our escape. 
 
   I’m expecting him to pounce on me once we get inside the limo, but instead he casually wraps his arm around my shoulders. The tame ride back to the hotel is so painful in many ways because I’m aching to have him inside me, but I have to wait. At the same time, my stomach is tied up in a knot because Bryce is unusually quiet and I’m not sure if his appetite for me has subsided or if he’s planning something devious. My answer comes as soon as the door to his hotel room closes behind us.
 
   Without saying a word, Bryce lifts me up and carries me to a table in the room. The coldness of the glass beneath my hands is a stark contrast to the way I feel inside. He rips off his jacket and shirt seemingly at the same time and tosses them over his shoulder. He removes his trousers with the same impatience and there he stands completely naked in front of me sporting a very big erection. For a few seconds, he eats me up with his eyes and a half-smile on his face as I admire his erect cock, knowing that in a few minutes I’ll have it inside my mouth. 
 
   God, he looks good enough to eat.
 
   With a cocky look in his eyes, he kneels down in front of me and props my legs on top of his shoulders without removing my heels.
 
   “I want to taste your sweet nectar,” he says as he looks up and smiles at me again before nestling his head between my legs in search of my engorged bud. I gasp as his tongue explores my slick and wet nether regions. 
 
   The intense pleasure bursts through my entire body like fireworks. The feeling is so intoxicating that I have to tilt my head back in order to fully take in the sensation of Bryce’s tongue inside me. With each burst of pleasure, I pull his hair a little harder while pushing his head harder against me. His fingers curl inside me, stroking my spot as his tongue caresses my clit with increased urgency. I can’t see his face, but I can hear him moan and grunt with each lick. My hips sway back and forth to match his rhythm as he brings me to the brink of climax and stops.
 
   “Please don’t stop, Bryce,” I beg breathily, as I squeeze my nipple to balance the pleasure he’s imposing on my body.
 
   “Stand up.”
 
   I think we’re moving to the bed, but my heart races as Bryce grabs my arms, turns me around and forces me to face the table I had been sitting on while his tongue explored me. He unzips my dress, pulls it over my head and tosses it onto the carpeted floor. The same silky fabric that tied my wrists the other night covers my eyes. I panic a bit because I’m not sure where this is going.
 
   “I promised to sex you up real good and I will. With your eyes covered, you’ll fully focus on soaking in pleasure,” he whispers in my ear before kissing my cheek. 
 
   “Bend over, Amanda,” he orders and I extend my hands to feel the cold table beneath my fingers before following his order.
 
   He unhooks my bra and my bare breasts press against the iciness of the glass table. The cold feeling against my naked breasts only intensifies how turned on I am. He leans on top of my body, his weight pressing my belly against the desk, as he gently pulls my hair back to allow him to kiss my cheek. I hear a tearing sound and then he grabs my waist with his strong hands before entering me with eagerness. I gasp. 
 
   This is so good that it’s nearly unbearable. 
 
   “Easy, baby. Enjoy the ride.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you like this sample, look for Never Say Never - Unbearable Passion, Part 1 by Scarlett Avery.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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